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. time soﬁerrs Thohum of ﬂ're world fades placed by t t'he qmet rhyl‘_hm of B ha ""‘ o
brushstrokes the scent of palnt— and the feel of raw matcrraL In my hands Th1s space |
s Both 'sanctu:ary and proving ground — a place where nature and memory merge

‘on the walls. My father’s presence hngers in the way I create — in the way L trust my

hands, follow instinct, and shape my reality rather than let hfe happen to me. I grew up b v

- 1mmersed in that way of being, where art was more than an act; it was a form of truth, a’ i I

connection to something deeper, a way of moving through the world with purposé Before it
I begin, I pause—touch the wall, take a breath. Murals unfold slowly, layer by layer, |
over weeks and months ... each stroke is an act of presence, a study of what is already Pl il
pertect — the way hight filters through leaves, the intricate veins of a petal, the rhythm

of flowing water. Public art breaks the boundaries of class and race, speaking a language
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‘that connects us all. It reminds us that we are part of a greater whole. A mural does not TR
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belong to one — it belongs to the street, the community, the passerby who sees themselves. | '
reflected in color and form. Just as my father gave me the gift of creation as a way of life, s
I strive to gwe that same experience to my son — showing him that authenticity can gu1de L
us, that passion is worth following, and that art, 1in its purest form, is not just somethmgwe Z
make but somethmg we h\'fe Thls 1s the hnoag‘e I carry forward
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