Chapter 2

	"Where are you coming from and why are you so late? The class started ten minutes ago." The serious tone in her voice didn’t match her colorful appearance, but it was with that voice that Mrs. Klingenbrötler welcomed Till, Jonas, Mimi and Klara as they filed into the room.
	Till replied: "Sorry, the time just seemed to fly, or flow, and we lost track of things."
	A few students giggled. The last weeks they had talked about nothing else but surrealism and the genius of Dalí’s flowing clocks, so that the apology seemed either apt or cheeky. With Till it was hard to know exactly which.
	"Well, we don’t have any time for your excuses, even if they are meant to be funny, Till," said Mrs Klingenbrötler still with the same strict voice, but now with a friendlier expression on her face that even showed a hint of a smile. 
	She looked like one imagines an art teacher: dark curly hair falling wildly from her head, a colorful, long dress and distinct glasses on the tip of her nose. When she talked, she used her whole body to animately deliver whatever point she was trying to make. It would be hard to imagine her sitting still. "Take your places at the empty table in the back of the room, while I explain the task for group work," she ordered, pointing with her finger to the back corner.
	The four did as told, though normally they sat with others.  Mimi smirked at a few girls sitting at one of the tables, but they all sensed that Mrs. Klingelnbrötler’s patience was for whatever reason in short supply today.

	That done, the teacher continued with a gentler voice and growing enthusiasm: "Today’s topic is again surrealism, like the past few weeks." The class seemed to quietly moan as she continued, "But enough with talk, now it’s your turn. Sticking with the motive of surrealism – it is not about painting the world as it is or as we see it – no it is about what slumbers deep inside us all. It is the quest to find expression for the subconscious, the fantastic, the dream hidden inside, just waiting to emerge."
	She continued, ”We have dealt with the works of the artists  Salvador Dali, Frida Kahlo, Max Ernst. They all developed new artistic styles and forms of communication. In the surrealist’s world painting is no longer meant to strive to copy reality as a photograph does, but to reflect the interior realization of things. That is why when interpreting their works we should not only focus on artistic elements; it is also about understanding what motives lie behind the pictures they painted."
	"Oh, but I’ve started talking again." she interrupted herself only to continue, "Now it’s your turn. The task is simple. Consider the topic of dreamworlds within your groups. Visualize them, and set your ideas to  canvas. Importantly, this is a group work. You have total freedom, but I want you to develop a joint version of your dreamworld. I don’t mean that everything has to fit together. That would be awful, because hopefully everyone has his own ideas and images. But exchange and discuss those ideas and what they stand for."
	The classroom looked back at her a bit bewildered, but they were used to the way with which she uttered crazy commands for speedy execution. And either way it was better than math class. 
	”Let’s go. You have until the end of this double period. Next week we will look at your dreamworlds and discuss them."

	Mumbling and discourse was heard from around the room. Sometimes one person in a group would take the lead, sometimes they would discuss things, and sometimes everyone just did as they pleased. 	The entire room was marked by busy action or heavy discussion. Except the table where Mimi, Jonas, Till and Klara were sitting. They looked at each other without a clue for a while. Only silence, the clock ticking on the wall.
	Then Mimi took the initiative. She went to the cupboards with painting materials and got a big piece of paper. The others followed her example and brought pencils, water colors, brushes and wax crayons. Fully equipped they looked at the blank expanse of white paper.
	"We could do something with those giraffes like Dali. I actually think they are pretty cool," proposed Mimi. 
	"But that’s not very original. Let’s think of something ourselves," Klara offered.
	"Well, what do you want to paint?", asked Jonas. And then came a stream of comments and questions as if at once seemingly from all of them at the same time.
	"I don’t know. Maybe something with some forest and a little nature."
	"Ugh, I can’t picture it."
	"Well what’s your idea?”
	"Something with fantastic creatures." 
	"I don’t think drawing a few trees is very interesting."
	"Who says that it has to be something nice. Nightmares are dreams too."
	"What, do you think we should draw monsters?"

	Again and again somebody threw in a half formed thought that the others shot down. While the students at the other tables all seemed to be painting and drawing already.
	Mimi was getting annoyed. "Look, if nobody has a better idea, I’ll stick with my giraffes."
	That statement seemed final. Nobody had any strength left to oppose her, and time was running out.
	Then Jonas had an idea how they might make it work, "Let’s separate the painting into four quadrents. Everybody gets one corner. In the end we connect the four parts."
	"Yeah, let’s do it like that before we go on discussing this forever", agreed Mimi. The other two nodded. 
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	The four began painting. And if the four all had thought this was just another slightly silly assignment from an ever eclectic Mrs. K, they for some odd reason whole heartedly fell into the task at hand.
	Mimi stuck with her proposed giraffes, but painted them in her own way. In contrast to Dali’s, Mimis animals did not have burning necks, and differing from the examples she had seen in real life at the Hamburg Zoo, her’s were dark purple. They also merrily pranced across a green desert.
	The desert merged into Klara’s mountains above. There, trees and animals could be found on the lower heights, but the mountains became barren nearer the peaks. On the highest mountain under a dark thundercloud stood a lonely tree. Klara drew a face on it to lend it a more supernatural impression. 
	Different creatures inhabited Jonas’s section of their masterpiece. They resembled animals of long forgotten times. Flying dinosaurs in different sizes on a kind of nest. 
	And Till? In contrast to the others who made full use of the water colors, he painted a black tower. And there stood a dark figure in a magical coat. From the front door of the tower, he drew a black path, from which black claws and arms ominously emerged. 
	All of them were so busy plunging into their own worlds that they scarcely noticed what the others were drawing. Taken in by their own brushstrokes, everything else was forgotten.
	As the class proceeded further, they added small details to their respective worlds. Mimi decorated the desert landscape with a colorful oasis, where the giraffes drank.
	Klaras mountains got caves. To connect it with other parts of the painting she added a river.
	Jonas gave his dinosaurs some backpacks and saddle bags. For lack of a better idea these were filled with eggs. 
	Till added new paths to the tower, so that it seemed as if there was no end or begining. 
	"Just five minutes left", announced Mrs Klingenbrötler with her typical flourish of hands and gestures, snapping the four out of their reverie and painting. They looked at their work. Under Till’s black tower with the expanding path in the upper left corner, was Jonas’s dinosaur’s nest. To the right Mimi’s green desert landscape led into Klara’s mountains on the upper quadrant. And in the middle, where Klara couldn’t finish her river was only a deep emptiness.	
	"Shit," mumbled Jonas looking at the mess as Mimi half whispered to herself, "How will we ever finish this now?"		
	The four were staring at their unfinished work as the bell rang. In that moment a strange feeling came over Mimi. A lightness spread in her body. Her muscles tingled, her brain seemed to spin and her stomach filled with butterflies. 
	In that moment…, weightlessness took over, her feet left the ground. Her classmates, the painting, everything blurred. Then it all went black.








