
Chapter Three 

Friends and Laughter 

 

A riot of laughter erupted from the back room of Color Me Clayzy, 
spilling out like vibrant paint onto the canvas of the afternoon. There, 
amidst a whirlwind of tiny handprints and mismatched mugs, stood 
Theresamisu. Long, deep brown hair like a flowing chocolate river 
framed her face, etched with lines that spoke of laughter and late-night 
talks fueled by coffee and good stories. 

 

Theresamisu was a woman carved from Ohio granite, with a heart as vast and fertile as its 
cornfields. Beneath a gruff exterior honed by years in the trenches of the local blood bank 
(where she and Ember first met, drawing not just blood, but an unbreakable bond), resided 
a soul so sweet it could turn clay into sugar cookies. When Ember and Claybert had 
declared their love for each other, Theresamisu was the rock-solid Best Lady, a stoic statue 
hiding a well of tears and ferocious pride. 

 

She was family, not by blood but by choice, and today, she'd brought her chosen family – a 
gaggle of giggling nieces and nephews, armed with paintbrushes and boundless 
enthusiasm – for Color Me Clayzy's first-ever Kids' Night with Auntie. Theresamisu, usually 
seen navigating the sterile halls of the blood bank with steely efficiency, was now 
transformed into a clay-splattered captain of chaos, her booming laughter the soundtrack 
to the afternoon. 

 

She wrestled doughy dragons alongside her youngest nephew, her eyes crinkling at the 
corners as he proudly declared his creation the "Terror of Terracotta." She patiently guided 
a shy niece, whispering encouragement as she painted delicate butterfly wings on a mug. 
And when a rogue paintbrush sent a rainbow streak across her cheek, she simply grinned, 
"Looks like someone needs a transfusion of color!" 

 

Theresamisu, a contradiction in human form, was a puzzle Ember loved solving. He found 
solace in her gruff honesty, comfort in her unwavering loyalty, and joy in the unexpected 
bursts of tenderness that peeked through like wildflowers between cobblestones. Today, 
watching her weave her magic amongst the clay and giggling children, Ember felt a 
familiar warmth bloom in his chest. 

 

Theresamisu was more than just his best friend; she was a reminder that beneath the 
roughest exterior bloomed the most vibrant hearts. And in the sun-drenched studio, filled 
with the sounds of children's laughter and the smell of fresh clay, Theresamisu, the Queen 
of Clay Chaos and protector of tiny artists, became another treasured clay bead in the 
ever-growing necklace of their community. She was a constant, a comfort, and a splash of 
vibrant color in their lives, as irreplaceable and cherished as the love that filled Color Me 
Clayzy Studio, one rainbow-glazed masterpiece at a time. 

 



It’s Date Night 

 

The air in Color Me Clayzy Studio buzzed with a peculiar energy. Glazes 
shimmered on shelves, pottery wheels whirred, but the most interesting 
spin was the one taking place in the hearts of Ms. 
Peabody and Mr. Grumbles. 

 

For weeks, these two seemingly mismatched souls 
had been a quiet fixture at the studio. Ms. Peabody, a whirlwind of 
floral prints and infectious laughter, signed up for every pottery class 
under the sun, while Mr. Grumbles, a walking storm cloud of grumbles and furrowed 
brows, haunted the open studio hours, sculpting grumpy gnomes and clay cacti. 

 

Little did anyone know, beneath the surface of their contrasting personalities, a silent 
exchange of glances had been brewing for years. Both widowed for a similar stretch of 
time, their paths had crossed decades ago at the steel mill, where their late spouses had 
been close friends. Memories of shared laughter in the lunchroom and whispered jokes 
over coffee cups resurfaced, softened by time and grief. 

 

Clay, it seemed, was the catalyst. Ms. Peabody, drawn to the vibrant colors and playful 
shapes, found herself drawn to Mr. Grumbles' surprisingly delicate touch as he sculpted. 
He, in turn, found his usual frown softening at the sight of her infectious joy, the silence 
between them a comfortable blanket of shared understanding. 

 

One day, Ember, the studio's resident matchmaker with a twinkle in his eye, hatched a 
plan. "Exchanging Glazes: A Love Story for Claymates," a new date night event, was 
announced, promising a night of romantic pottery and whispered secrets. Little did 
anyone know, Ember had strategically placed Ms. Peabody and Mr. Grumbles at the same 
table, their wheels spinning in perfect synchronicity. 

 

The evening unfolded like a scene from a clay-mation rom-com. Clay hands brushed, 
gazes lingered over shared glazes, and laughter, like the warm glow of the kiln, filled the 
air. Ms. Peabody, her cheeks flushed with more than kiln heat, sculpted a delicate rose, its 
thorns echoing the gruffness she found endearing in Mr. Grumbles. He, in turn, surprised 
everyone, including himself, by molding a clay heart, its imperfections perfectly mirroring 
the beauty of their unlikely connection. 

 

When the final bell rang, Ms. Peabody and Mr. Grumbles walked out hand-in-hand, their 
faces aglow with a newfound warmth. The news, like a glaze-splattered brushstroke, 
spread through Clay Ridgeville faster than a runaway clay ball. The town, forever fueled by 
gossip and a love for a good surprise, erupted in delighted whispers and knowing winks. 

 

Ms. Peabody and Mr. Grumbles, their love story forever etched in clay, became the talk of 
the town. They proved that sometimes, the most unexpected pairings, like mismatched 
glazes on a mug, can create the most beautiful masterpieces. And in the heart of Color Me 



Clayzy Studio, where creativity danced with laughter, a love story bloomed, proving that 
even the grumpiest hearts can be softened by the magic of clay and a shared brushstroke 
of fate. 

 

So, let the gossip flow like rainbow-colored glaze. Let the whispers of "Ms. Peabody and 
Mr. Grumbles?" echo through the streets. For in the messy, vibrant world of Color Me 
Clayzy, anything was possible, and love, like a perfectly glazed pot, could be found in the 
most unexpected places. The town, forever marked by this clay-tastic romance, would 
never be the same, and that, perhaps, was the most beautiful glaze of all. 


