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DIPTYCH

The Power of Love
VS.

The Love for Power

The 2 windows of this diptych show the well-known image of
the Mother and Child, each one entirely different interpreted.

The truth is revealed in the title: The opposite of love
is not hate, but power.

The windows aim to illuminate the interpretations of the artists’
experiences with love and with abuse of power.




THE. POWER
OF LOVE

The image of Mary and the Christ-child is
known as a universal picture of Divine Love.

| have deeply loved it, since | saw this image as a small child.
It was one of the ‘Images of Light’ | held inside me in times of
insurmountable darkness. | didn’t know why then, but | do
know now.

This window commemorates the first moment of
unconditional love that | experienced in my life, when holding
my first born child, shining like the sun in my darkened world

and bringing me the strength to transform my entire life.




Until my mid thirties | was imprisoned in a life
full of sexual abuse and domestic violence.
Wherever | turned, | could not find a way out.

Then one day, | heard an urgent whisper, calling me.

The voice wasn’t in my head; it spoke to me without an actual physical form.

| heard my yet-to-be-conceived child telling me that it needed to be born
through me. There was an urgency in the tone of voice that | couldn’t ignore
and even though becoming a mother seemed the most difficult thing to do,
something inside me urged me to follow this calling. | decided to listen and
soon after | became pregnant.

The Power of Love



The instant my child was born, | knew what this birth was

about: it was my first ever experience of unconditional love.

It turned my entire life around. | had never felt that | was worth anything. But
our mutual love showed me that | was. | realised that | needed to protect my
child from the violence and abuse that surrounded us. Whatever the
difficulties | had to face, | knew that instant that | would find a way out. And so
| did, | forged a way out where | never had seen an opening before.

| saved my child. And in saving my child, my child saved me. | broke through
cycle after cycle of abuse and faced every consequence to walk the path of
Love instead of destruction. My child was a gift of Divine Love to me.

The Power of Love



THE LOVE
FOR POWER

The window is an expression of the artist’s life
when she was surrounded by people who
were driven by the love for power: the
perpetrators and those colluding with them.

Every attempt she made to free herself was met by barbed
wire, manipulated by the snakes, strangling her.

Thus, was she not able to see what was happening to her. This

window is made as a gesture of recognition for all women and

children, who are suffering or who have suffered from violence
and abuse in their lives*




The ‘Love for Power window’ speaks in a different way
than the traditional icon: no glorious golds, reds, and
blues, no radiance here.

Instead, bleak purples and violets dominate, leaving little space for
warmth and no reference for the safety of love and protection.

The reds are blood-red, screaming out and holding in at the same

time. The greens represent the poisonous venom of abuse. The rocks

in the aureole seem to crush the tender neck. The woman and child
are held prisoner. There is no space to move in any direction, each
move threatens their lives. It seems like there is no way out and in
many situations there actually isn’t. The child in this picture can both
be seen as the mother’s child as well as the inner child of the adult
whose growth is stunned by the trauma of abuse.
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The snakes at the base of the window represent our ancestral roots:
abuse runs through the generations and is passed on in the present.
Thus, when we are only children, we are prepared for being groomed,
for being victims, without being aware of it. The abuse continues in the
adult life. The snakes around her head represent the abusive
relationships she engages in, the fear and danger imprisoning her in
the cycle of abuse.

This window intends to make visible what abused
people often can’t find words for, a secret trauma with a
silent scream. Before we can take decisions for change,
we need to know and understand fully where we are.

(*It is not my intention to ignore men in a similar situation. | don’t think

the picture lends itself to the identification with men in these situations)
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