ABOUT the artist, Our Mother

“Irrational Exuberance” by Carol J Hay

All artwork in our brochure and on this
web site taken from original paintings
© Carol J Hay, our mother; used with
permission. “The Sentry Box”, “The
Gift”, “Confusion In Red”, “Spiral
Galaxy” – mixed media on canvas;
“Whitewater”, “Joy Cometh In the
Morning”, “After the Storm”,
“Irrational Exuberance” - oil on canvas.
Photos of “The Gift” and “Whitewater”
taken from giclee prints on canvas.

Our mother developed her interest in abstract art in the years shortly preceding her diagnosis.
She was able to enjoy artistic expression during the early stages of her dementia, even after her
language began to fade. We chose these paintings to represent the major tenets upon which
Our Mother’s Voice is founded, both as a visual connection to each of the concepts, and as a
celebration of our mother’s talent and the joy she found in her work.

Our Mother
Carol Jones Hay, born Carol Eloise Jones, grew up mostly in Florida during the Depression, one of three
children of a Presbyterian minister and his wife. “We didn’t know we were poor,” she has said,
“because everybody was.” She remembers having suppers consisting only of grits and sliced tomatoes.
Part of her childhood was spent in Ocala, where she and her brother and sister learned about reptiles
and amphibians from the expert who wrestled alligators in the Tarzan movies, filmed in the Silver
Springs. She enthusiastically taught us, her daughters, as well as friends, neighbors and anyone else
who would listen, never to kill a harmless snake, and how to identify the poisonous ones.

When we were children our mother taught kindergarten in underprivileged neighborhoods and was
active in our local school’s PTA. During these years, the early 1960s, she (together with our father) was
one of few whites who worked to convince local school officials to complete the racial integration of our
schools. Her deep feelings inspired us to befriend the “token” black children in our school, who
represented the district’s effort to pay lip service to the imperative set forth by Brown v. Board of
Education. In 1963 she and our father took us to hear Martin Luther King, Jr. speak, in spite of the
threat of violence surrounding him.
For 13 years our mother taught special education, resource room, and social studies classes in public
middle school. While there she advocated for special-needs students and worked in local and state
politics to improve conditions for public school teachers. She established a new resource room for
special-needs students at a local residential school serving children of families in crisis. She served on
the South Carolina Governor’s Educator Improvement Task Force to help establish performance
standards for teachers in our state.
As a teacher, she worked hard to cross social boundaries and bring people together. Our father tells
with delight of a day when he visited her classroom, where most of her students at the time were
African-American. As he left the room, he heard a student say, “Mrs. Hay’s married to a white man.”
After our mother left teaching she returned to art, which she had studied in college. Her watercolors of
still life and landscape were popular locally, and we family members especially treasure her portraits of
family and pets. In more recent years she discovered odorless synthetic oils and a new passion for
abstract painting. “The Gift,” a Nativity scene in gold and blue, is featured yearly by the retirement
community where our parents live, and the Christmas card made from it was chosen by their church to
raise funds for a local charity. The paintings you see on this website are all hers, and the site’s designer
is her granddaughter, of whose talent she is immensely proud.
Whether defending harmless snakes, teaching disadvantaged children, or working for political and social
change, our mother has spent her life speaking out for those who could not speak for themselves or
simply were not being heard. Now, silenced by the disabilities of Alzheimer’s disease, she needs others
to speak for her. We as a family have learned much on our journey of advocacy, and we began Our
Mother’s Voice as a way of continuing her work of speaking up for others. We hope that the
information here will enable other families to help their loved ones in nursing homes to live fulfilling
lives of the greatest possible health, friendship, and joy.

