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“Corporate Daycare” Marla Jackson Artist, by Cynthia Lynn 

Corporate Daycare

I’m every woman.
I came as a queen from the mother land.
I was brought here against my will.
I was forced.

I am grandmother, your sister, your mother--and mothers and mothers and mothers.
And I mothered and mothered and mothered.
I stand here before you.
I’ve held up as a tower of strength.
I shed no tears because I didn’t have time.
I worked the fields.
I bore other men’s children—not always of my choice.
I was the first and yet I am not the last.

You forced me into labor—I populated the multitude.

You forced me to and I did.
I am surrounded—my offspring lives—from master to slave from child through the cycle of Corporate Daycare.
I stand before you with pride and a spirit of never giving up.

You’ve all come here through me and you’ve done me proud.

You are all covered in mother’s love.

I am you and you are me.

I am fragmented but not fragile.

I’ve been torn apart but I am whole.

I am black, but I bore white.

I am a forced to be reckoned with.  
The woman central to Corporate Daycare is not puzzled although Jackson represents her visage framed in pieces through a fragmented American history that was pieced together but is now quilted in love and respect.  Jackson’s quilting trademark is found in the face of her subject.  Jackson use a technique of noticing of whom one was—depicting what once was, creates an act of becoming, and demonstrates an act of choice.  This creative act of freedom resonates within this artist.  Old, tired, and worn habits of all forms of slavery were fostered by others who seek to dominate the inner spirit.  Noticing that one must change IS the first step to change.  
Using a form of double consciousness, Jackson uses the visual arts as a form of double voiced story-telling.  Drawing upon her great-grandmother’s stories as an enslaved black woman, Jackson tells her own similar story of being captured in domestic violence.  As a single mother with small children, Jackson recalls lamenting her status to her grandmother.  Her grandmother told her that she was to lift her head up, square her shoulders, walk proud and do what she needed to do to raise her children.  Throwing off the shackles of an enslaved identity, Jackson then forms and chooses her own identity as a granddaughter, daughter, woman and mother.  Jackson is a master story-teller using visual literacy to depict the break-through of the silenced voiced.
Corporate Daycare is not a 20th Century phenomenon.  If you notice, corporate daycare has been around for centuries; we need to learn who we are, and we must devise new acts of becoming.  We are no longer comfortable in silence.  We tell the truth boldly and with courage.  We all have identity forced upon us.  It is what we choose that matters.

