The adobe walls of the pottery workshop 1
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emitted a cool stillness that contrasted sharply with the heat of the 2
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afternoons red sun. Handwoven tapestries 3
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adorning the walls with a multicolored elegance. Cora 4
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greeted me warmly when I arrived for my lesson.
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Therefore she 6
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has prepared the clay. Now she was ready to throw a slab of it on the potter’s wheel, center it, and shape it into a beehive. Her foot set the wheel in motion. After opening the center of the clay with her thumbs, her fingers formed it into a low, thick-walled shape. She raised the wall into a cylinder 7
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by means of exerting pressure from both inside and outside with her hands. A few strokes from her small knife removed the excess clay from the cylinder.

Entranced by the whirling motion of the wheel, I watched with awe as 8
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the clay was transformed into an earthenware vase by Cora’s artistry. When she was finally satisfied with its delicate shape, she removed the vase from the wheel with a wire rack.

Then she pointed to a shelf lined with glass jars and told me to choose the glaze. I knew that the glaze would waterproof the vase and minimize problems with germs and odors. But the glaze also had an almost magical property that would lend the drab clay surface a shimmering quality. Without hesitation, I chose a cobalt blue shade, 9
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which, reminded me of the color of the evening sky. I studied Cora as she applied the glaze to the vase with even strokes. She placed the vase next to other 10
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pieces that, would be fired in the kiln.

Later, the afternoon dust scattered as the well-worn wheels of an ancient tour bus squeaked to a stop in front of the studio. A small group of 11
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tourists—some of whom looked like a potter—entered the workshop, reminding me that it was time to go.

Filled with eagerness, 12
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anticipating the next lesson, when I would be the one to control the potter’s wheel.
