Teresa, My Unforgettable Mentor
Catherine Farrar
	Teresa is memorable for many reasons. We met in group counseling when I was having marital problems; we were friends for years afterwards. 
She was tall and slender topped by a mass of pale waves cut short. Arms, legs, fingers, neck--all extra-long--gave her a willowy appearance which she well knew how to emphasize. Her license plate read GIRAF.
	Everything about Teresa was artful. She wore non-traditional clothes that fit her well, accessorized with hats, shawls, scarves, belts, beads, or bangles.  She painted her nails startling shades before it was fashionable. Whatever she owned or made was creatively presented; she saw art everywhere and walked confidently in her own leisurely way.
	Not everyone was comfortable around her although she was never pushy. She was just different. Her voice was low and southern, sort of creamy; she was seldom in a hurry; she smiled a lot and used her hands like cat paws when she talked. I liked Teresa, partly because she was so interesting to watch, partly because she was so gentle and in large part because she came to my house every Thursday if the weather was nice to sit in the yard and make sculptures out of clay. Teresa was a very talented sculptor sure of her craft. One afternoon she distorted a perfectly good head she had just made by throwing it repeatedly onto the table. I was shocked. “Why did you do that?!” 
	“The clay tells you what it wants to be,” she said calmly. I thought, what a ridiculous thing to say. It sounds like spiritualism. But she was right. The second working of the head was far more arresting and interesting. Her trust of the creative process opened new doors for me. Many time since, I’ve let the clay lead me and gotten a successful piece.
	Because of Teresa I pursued my own interest in art. She inspired, encouraged, and dared me to take myself seriously. She celebrated me without going overboard, respected my method. We lost touch a few years ago when her hearing began to decline, and she moved away. But even now when I mention her name to a fellow artist, they almost always remember her, and I recall the time she spent with me. I’ve added her to what I call my collection of “Great Crazy Ladies.” Unforgettable mentors.
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