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Inveking, enlightening, inspiring, a breath of fresh air are what
come to mind when I think of the art of Elizabeth Mellor.

At Elizabeth's gallery site www.awakeningnetwork net she
writes of her love of where she lives.

1 lowe:
* the smell of encalypt that welcomes me home as soon as I step
out of the airport

* the bright lizht which brings everything into sharp focus, the
beaunty is clear and obwious

* dry summers with scorching sun
* icy winters that chall my edzes and bring me alive

* the imtensity of it all - bright colours, strong fragrances, lond
amazing bird song”

Ehe writes with a tone of spirimality and a sense of belonging.

“My home is full of enchantment As I walk through the

bush I find remnants of exquisite life. Small things of beauty
sometimes hidden sometimes waiting patiently in plain sight
for me to find them.

What I see, what I paint are small pieces of life. Isolated from
each other yet linked by the commen place.

Each timy thing is part of something vast. Each is a small piece
of life in one of the most beautiful places on earth. I, too, am
something small in something vast. We are sisters and brothers
no matter how different our form.™

Elizabeth speaks of painting from the soul. Of it's rhythm and

“Paint is another of my loves. I relish the way it fiows and moves.
We work together to create images. Cooperation is the key. As

I surrender my will to the paint the image emarges almost of
it's own accord If I try to control too much the image is lost or
muddied or not really alive.

My world is full of colour - strong bright ones I love to wear and
surround myysslf with, subtle, soft ones that invite me to look
further. As mmch as I try I can never quite capture the colours
of life. And, when I come close, I feel so happy. Sometimes the
colours seem impossible to those who only see my paintings and
not what I have painted. Yet they are truly as close to reality as I
can make them.

Eehind all the paintings is sonnd and fragrance. I hear the
melodious challenge of the magpies, the rancous call of the
cockatoos, the delicate song of varions small hirds. The hot,
burnt smell of summer, the moist fragrance of the bush after
rain and the delicions smell of wattles in bloom are a few of the
many fragrances embedded in oy work ™
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Elizabeth Mellor - A Breath Of Fresh Air

Elizabeth speaks of her place within our land

“I am rooted strongly in this land. It feeds me, inspires me,
defines me and gives me the freadom to be who I am. I want to
share this wonderful land with everyone. I want to do what I can
‘to remrn the life thar it gives me and to feed it as it has fed me.
Gratitude fills me and this flows throngh me as I paint T hope
that others will experience this too and that my paintings help
them to de this™

Througzh her art Elizabeth has achieved all that is in her soul.
Her work is truly breathtaking, showing the wonders of nature
at their best.

I got more than I bargained for when I visited her gallery. I
have previously spoken to Elizabeth about her work as an
amthor and with The Awakening Network. I spoke to a voice of
softness and gentleness. To 3 women that floats upon this world
calming all whe she meets. It 1s obwions that art is in her blood.
Her aura of warmth and love glows within, taking the eye's,
mind and soul of the bebolder on a journey of colour, scope and
freadom.

‘Floaring on the Breath of God” - Oil on Camvas
By Elizabath Mellor

Elizabeth's personality and calmness of life can be seen in
her artwork series titled 'Floating on the Breath of God' Being
merely a floating feather, few words are needed to explain the
fealing portrayed in such a simple piece of work. The work of
Might Fairies’ leaves one imagining and dreaming of the flight
of the small things in life that are often taken for granted and
left unseen. To walk "To the light' with Elizabeth is to travel
with ease and humblensess on the back of our most worldby
wonders. And oh but to travel as a fairy would on the backs of
her treasures of 'Flight'

In the words of Ralph Waldo Emerson, (1803-1882)
“What lies beyond us and what lies before us are tiny matters
compared to what lies within us.”




