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INTRODUCING MELODIE
EARICKSON
Piece Written by Eve Gaal, Contributing Writer for Portfolio 395

y friend Melodie Earickson is a local
artist from Lake Elsinore, California.
M
She moved here in 1986 and worked for

After gazing upon one of her recent
paintings, my eyes became blurry, perhaps with a joyful emotion, as I focused
on the color combinations, backgrounds
and her selection of subject matter. The
careful swirls, highlights and details will
lure anyone into incomprehensible fantasies where enigmatic spaces are filled
with dangerous looking doorways, mysterious felines and jaw-dropping natural
scenery. These are memorable works of
art that deserve to be recognized, and
because the world needs to know more, I
conducted this virtual interview.

the Riverside County Library system for
thirty years. Besides painting and graphic
arts, she also likes to create jewelry, write
stories and make quilts. The first painting
she shared with me was a vibrant portrait
of a rooster. The more I commented on
how much I loved it, the more she wanted
to change and improve it. Her work ranges from primitive to sophisticated works
of mixed media, photography, pencil and
paint. I’m sure you’ll agree her work is
remarkable!
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Aztec Bird by Melodie Earickson

Me: Melodie, can you tell us when you began
painting?
Melodie: I’ve never taken an art class of any
kind. My mother had a degree in art and did
wonderful color pencil drawings and watercolors. I quite surprised myself one day about
15, 20 years ago, while in a parking lot getting into my car. I saw a cat in some shrubbery
and felt compelled to draw it. Having no paper, I grabbed a grocery receipt and started
drawing on the back of it. I couldn’t understand my own fascination with this cat’s face.
On my way home, I stopped at Michael’s
and bought some paper and some charcoal
pencils and began to draw my memory of the
cat I had just seen. That’s how it all started. I
became fascinated with pencil sketching. Then
I became more adventurous and bought some
acrylic paints and a canvas. I felt a whole new
world was opening up to me.
Me: So, you’re obviously naturally gifted. I noticed your favorite model is your cat. Do you
ever do portraits of people?
Melodie: I do “portraits” of people, usually
women, but they are all imaginary. I’ve even

named some of them, but I’ve never attempted
to do a realist portrait of anyone. I like to
whimsical, rather childlike paintings of cats in
a garden setting.
Me: It’s obvious you are inspired by nature
and of course your darling pets. Does inspiration find you or do find inspiration? In other
words, do you feel you have a muse? An obligation? Or a calling to create art?
Melodie: I don’t know how to describe my
urge to paint. Sometimes it comes after seeing a very inspiring piece of art in a book or
in a public display, or it could be a feeling
that comes upon me, like a craving for chocolate! I just feel this need to start painting. I get
tremendous satisfaction if my painting evolves
into something I really like. If that does not
happen fairly soon, I will set it aside and look
at it for a few hours, maybe days. After a
period of time, I sense what it needs and set
about to fulfill what was missing. Usually it’s
some additional color. But the painting seems
to “tell” me what it needs, as strange as that
may sound.
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Me: You’re such a brilliant artist and I know
you’ve shown some of your work in galleries. Can you tell us a little bit about where
someone might buy your work?
Melodie: Because I have no background
in art, I never considered trying to participate in any artists groups or galleries.
While walking around downtown Riverside
one day I noticed an interesting place on
Lemon Street, near the Mission Inn. It was
The Riverside Community Art Association,
or RCAA. I wandered in and looked around
and saw some photographs on display.
Since I also love photography, I joined and
began showing some of mine. Then I got really brave and started submitting my paintings for display. I am thrilled that my work is
on display with the quality of art at RCAA.
I also have some of my work at the Menifee
Art Boutique in Sun City. I used to have a
website, but I didn’t have the time or technological sophistication to continue keeping up with it, so it’s gone by the wayside.
Maybe at some point in the future I’ll figure
out a way to market my work. But anyone
interested in seeing samples of my work can
contact me at (951) 609-5407.

Whimiscal Garden

Madonna

Me: I’m not surprised your work was on
display at The Riverside Community Art Association (RCAA). Congratulations, that’s
very impressive. The only thing I see outshining your art is your colorful personality. But,
that’s another story!

Who Am I?

Thank you Melodie, for answering these
questions and sharing your incredible talent
with the readers of Portfolio 395.

Mitzi
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9th Life

Knight

I'm Still Waiting

Picasso's Daughter

Contemplation

Little Paper Doll
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Sgt. Master Alexander Pearson. He was first introduced to Art Therapy stationed at Camp Lejeune in North Carolina.
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ART THERAPY IN THE
AGE OF COVID-19
How Local Military Members are Using Creative Expressions to Cope
Piece Written by Alicia Pearson, Contributing Writer for Portfolio 395

R

ups. Psychiatrists, counselors, and therapists
have been able to reach a larger number of
people than ever before and help combat increased stress nationwide. In fact, the 25-35%
of veterans who live in rural areas and have
always struggled with attending these types
of appointments in person, are more likely
than ever to utilize these therapeutic services.

eturning home from military service can
be an overwhelming experience, regardless of combat engagement. Many veterans
suffer from anxiety, depression, Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder (PTSD), etc. while simultaneously juggling a readjustment to civilian life.
If that doesn’t sound stressful enough, a recent study found that some military veterans
carry their trauma for an average of 15 years
before seeking help! Art Therapy offers a
gentler approach to dealing with these stressors. This process allows participants to work
through their trauma non-verbally by externalizing their mind’s triggering images. This
symbolic expression, or being able to “see”
how you feel, can help artists speak about
their feelings with more clarity later. In reference to PTSD specifically, being able to link
the constant memory flashes to a stable narrative can aid in memory processing and soothe
the part of the brain that refuses to shut off.
Group Art Therapy is especially impactful because it can enable veterans to lean on each
other while breaking down the rigid views
of strength which prevent some service members form participating in traditional therapy.
Unfortunately, group therapy, and all other
therapy sessions, have been especially tough
to organize during the global pandemic.

Online classes, group Zoom meetings,
and local Facebook groups are allowing local
veterans to stay connected to their progress
and their art in spite of this trying time. For
example, the SoCal native Marine pictured
credits art therapy with decreasing his alcohol intake, improving his mental health, and
giving him an outlet when negative emotions
become overwhelming. He first experienced
Art Therapy aboard Camp Lejeune at the Intrepid Spirit Concussion Recovery Center and
was ecstatic to learn that the organization has
a branch aboard Camp Pendleton in California. This resource, along with the many others
promoted by our local Southern California
Art Therapy Organization (SoCalATA), has
enabled local veterans to benefit from a less
verbal and more active form of therapy which
may resonate deeper than traditional methods.
SoCalATA encourages curious locals to investigate their website and learn more about the
Telehealth has allowed more Ameri- research, theory, and practice of Art Therapy.
cans than ever to obtain medical supervision from the comfort and relative safety of
their own home during the COVID-19 crisis.
Thankfully, these medical advantages are
not limited to sore throats or 6-month check-
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THE ANGEL
Written by Nicole Rodrique, Contributing Writer for Portfolio 395

I

t was a comfortable home; nothing too fancy, nothing too subtle. It was just a
house. But it wasn't. To her, it was so much more than a house. To her, it was a
home. She had spent years decorating, cleaning, and fixing that house. No, that
house was not just a house; that house was a home.
She wandered her way from the top room, the guest room. She enjoyed this room’s
paint job the most. Her son had worked on this room with her, taping off the tops of
the walls so straight, so perfect, that when the stripes were done, you would never
know it had been painted rather than wallpapered. The furniture was the dark cherry
red she'd always loved. Even down to the coasters on the bed stand, each object held
a memory, each wall held a secret.
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She walked to her son's room, so meticulously filled with only the best objects. She'd
been proud; he bought everything on his own from his own job she was so proud of.
Her son was responsible and careful with his life. Nothing was left unplaced or undone at any time. She stopped by the small office area that was inlaid into the walls at
the end of the hallway. She looked over the wood and realized she would never touch
its smoothness and solidness again.
She started her way down the stairway. Three windows looked out onto the street
below and she sat on the landing and watched for a moment. Neighbors passed by,
out walking for fun, fitness, or their dogs. She looked out at her flowers; her pride and
joy. Her father had taught her the secret to a beautiful rose garden, and she felt that
she had done him proud.
She looked up at the sky, filled with clouds and birds, and she sighed. Rising, she
continued down the stairs, holding the cherry wood railing the entire way. She walked
through the living room, all beautifully kept and straightened up. Her couches were
comfortable, ensuring her guests always felt they were at home. Her dining room had
another dark cherry wood table, set for four daily, but easily expandable for any time
she could entertain.
She turned the corner to the room she shared with her husband. She had kept their
room simple, nothing fancy. She wanted her guests to be more comfortable; she was
born to be a hostess and took pride when hearing how much people wanted to return
to her home.
The kitchen was her favorite room. The dark granite countertops, the contrast against
the taupe walls, the stainless-steel appliances she had always wanted, all offset by her
bright red countertop appliances, just for a bit of fun color. Yes, this was the house she
had decorated, and the home she had built
She’d known the day was coming. To say she hadn’t been prepared would be a lie.
She’d known, but that hadn’t made leaving any easier. She knew her journey was
only about to begin, and she was both ready for it, and sad to leave those she loved
behind. She looked back on the days leading up to it; the pain and suffering, all those
doctors’ visits, and the endless expenses were more than she could take. She’d still
been with her family, all the way up to the end. She could talk to them, a little. She
made sure they were comforted right up until her final moments.
She took one last breath and began her final ascent. It was when she arrived that she
knew, she had made a home for her family, but her home was to be here. While her
sadness was palpable, she couldn’t help but feel relief. She was no longer in pain, she
felt free from all her ailments, and she could breathe again.
The angel sat on a cloud, looking down at her loved ones, seeing their tears, feeling
their hurt, knowing that it would be a while before they would be okay. She hurt for
them. She wished she could ease their pain, let them know that she didn’t hurt anymore, that she was happy, and healthy, and at peace. But, she was in a place they
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couldn’t be. It wasn’t their time. It was hers. And, for now, all she could do was
watch.
A single tear slid from the angel’s eye. It crept down her cheek, glistening in the brilliant light like a diamond. It fell from her cheek and she watched as it continued its
journey, past the clouds, past the sky, past the trees. The tear fell to the feet of those
who already felt the void, landing between them; one last piece of the loved one
they already missed so much. The angel watched as her family gathered together
in front of the home she had filled with love. She watched them bow their heads,
praying for peace and comfort, and for guidance in the difficult days ahead. They
stood together in a circle, the three of them obvious in their grief and sadness, and
watched as they noticed the single drop fall to the ground. To them, it was nothing
more than a rain drop on the already gloomy day. To the angel, it was a chance to
say goodbye.
The day had been cloudy. The angel had hoped for sun, but weather can be unpredictable. As she made her journey to her final resting place, she traveled through
the clouds, past the darkness and the gloom, and she reached the sun. After all her
time she had spent fighting to stay with her family, to live out the rest of her life that
she wanted so much, she finally felt peace. It was a moment that washed over her
when she arrived. She had been so small and frail, after years of battling invisible
demons who had tried to take over her body. When she arrived, she was no longer
frail or weak. She felt healthy, nourished, and full of life. The feeling struck her as
odd. She knew what had happened, and it felt questionable to her to have lost her
life on earth, and yet be feeling so full of life where she was now.
She had once loved doing so much; gardening, cooking, painting, spending time
with her all her loved ones, and so much more. But the demons had taken that from
her, along with so much more. Arriving where she did, she felt like she could do
everything she loved again, and more. She felt healthy, capable, and free. The
demons had made her prisoner, forcing her to rely on others to do the simple things
she had never thought twice about. Now, she was independent again, moving freely
without pain for the first time in years. She had been so afraid for so long about
what was happening inside of her. The demons were invisible, moving around on her
insides, going wherever they wanted, leaving a trail of damage in their wake. But
the demons were gone now. She didn’t have to see it to know that her suffering had
ended. And she felt joy.
The angel felt guilt then. To see her family in such pain, while she was feeling such
relief and happiness, felt wrong to her. How could she leave them, so broken without her? How could she be sure they would be okay? She searched for another
message to send to them, one she hoped would not be missed this time. She thought
of the warmth she’d felt when she first broken through the clouds. She looked down
on her family, knowing they needed the warmth she’d felt, even if only for a moment.
She reached her hand down and gently pushed aside a few clouds that were over
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her family, letting the sun break through. It shone down on her family, offering them
a moment of brightness in a world that felt so dark. As they stood together, they
felt that momentary relief from the cold when the sun broke through the clouds. It
seemed to be pointing its rays directly upon them, providing them with a moment of
relief from the cold air. They didn’t realize how it had happened for them, but that
moment of brightness gave them a sense of peace they had needed so badly.
The angel had so much to see and so much to do now that she was healthy again,
but she had always been the caretaker of her family, and it hurt her to know that
she couldn’t be there for them now when she felt they needed her the most. She felt
the presence of another before she saw them. A figure approached her, cloaked in
white, with wings as bright as the northern star. She was humbled in the presence of
the figure, realizing the peace she felt came from this individual. The angel did not
know what to say. While she had dealt with her illness, knowing the demons inside
her were defeating her, she had one thought that had brought her peace. She had
known that someday, she would be in the presence of this angel, whom she loved so
much.
As the figure approached her, the angel stood. She felt unsure, not knowing what
she should say, or what she should do. The figure spoke to her, “Don’t be afraid.
I’m here to help you find your peace. You have done so much, and come so far, it
was time for you to come home.” With His words, she felt the peace wash over her
like a wave washes over the sand. His voice comforted her, and even though she
missed her family and all her loved ones, she knew that she finally was where she
belonged.
The angel’s family found it hard to continue without her. She had been the glue that
held them together. For a while after she left them, the pieces held together. Loosely, but together. Over time, however, the pieces started to drift. The family that had
once been so close had lost the glue that had held them together all those years.
Without her, they did not know how to reach out to one another. They continued to
drift, and their lives continued to change.
While their lives were changing, the angel watched from above. She saw them
every time they thought of her, every tear they cried for her, and every time they felt
alone. She was with them and held them, even though they could not feel her. She
wiped away their tears, sat by their side when they felt alone, and watched over
them while they slept. She knew their pain would ease with time, and until the day
they no longer needed her, she would be by their side, providing whatever comfort
she could.
The boy moved on with his life in his way. He continued with his job and worked on
his education. He received his degree, accomplishing a goal he had worked so long
and hard for. While there were people there to celebrate him, he noticed the one
person that was missing, the one he needed the most. He bought a home and met
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his soulmate, and the two decided to wed. The planning was memorable, and he
was anxious for his special day, but there was still a void. He found ways to honor
her memory, but never went a day without wishing that she was there with him,
helping him on his journey of life, supporting and encouraging him in ways only she
could.
The man whom had loved the angel so much eventually found love again. No one
could ever replace the angel who had touched his life in such a special way, but he
had someone by his side now who offered him support and friendship, two great
things his angel had given him. He lived his life, focused on his goals and dreams,
and traveled far and wide to fulfill them. All the while, the angel was with him, by
his side. She was with him on his travels, seeing the sights with him, admiring the
beauty through his eyes.
She had been so afraid that if she left him, his life would be incomplete. She feared
he would be alone, never reaching out to anyone and connecting again, and never
going places he needed to go. But now, she was pleased when she saw him planning another adventure, the ones he had always dreamed of seeing. He chronicled
his travels through photographs, sharing his journeys with others, capturing the
beauty of each new place in one single image. He was skilled in his talent, focusing
on the grace in the land, the allure of the water, and the delicacy of the buildings.
Through his images, he allowed others to see the elegance in the world around them.
The angel felt so much pride in the man. He had found happiness and peace.
The girl struggled, as she had her whole life. She had given the angel countless
heartaches, never truly understanding what life should be about, and how to find
her peace. The angel watched the girl as she passed through life, slowly but surely
learning. Through time, the girl learned the lessons the angel had worked so hard to
teach her. The angel realized that the biggest lesson the girl had to learn was how
to be on her own. Eventually, the girl found the quiet enjoyable. She spent some of
her quiet time talking to the angel, telling her of her life, her troubles, her questions,
all as she had done when the angel was with her on Earth. The girl had no idea that
while she spoke to the angel that she thought was so far away, the angel was sitting
right beside her, wiping her tears, hugging her tight, and offering guidance as best
she could. She watched as the girl went from listless wandering through life, unappreciative and desperate, to finding her purpose and learning to love herself. The
angel would always be with the girl, but now she was able to be with her in her joy,
and no longer in her suffering.
The angel was proud of her family. While the connections that were once held so
tight when she was with them had been damaged, she had seen them change while
she watched over them. She watched them grow and develop and find their peace.
She knew that there would always be a piece of each of their hearts that would
remain broken until they could all be together again. But until that day came, she
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felt comfortable knowing that they had each found their own serenity; and she hoped
and prayed that she would spend decades watching over them all. They needed
more time to complete their journeys and learn the lessons they needed to, just the
way that she had.
The angel spent time with the other angel, laying under trees with her head in His
lap, receiving peace whenever she felt too much worry or sadness. He would assure
her that her family was never alone, and that He was always helping them, guiding them whenever they seemed unsure. Her family, like everyone, was loved and
protected. He had given up His life to save them all once before. There was nothing He would not to do to keep them safe now. He taught the angel ways to let her
loved ones know that she was with them. She learned how to send them messages in
the wind, through the birds, and in quiet moments when they needed her most. He
told her when they really needed her, they would know she was with them, and they
would find peace in that knowledge.
The angel had lived a wonderful life. She had not been perfect. She had struggled,
rebelled, and made mistakes, but she had learned. She had worked hard to be a
good wife to the man, a good mother to the boy and girl, and a good friend to all
who knew her. She was kind, generous, forgiving, and thoughtful. She was creative,
talented, and original. She had lived a full life, even if it had been far shorter than
she had hoped. She had given so much of herself to others, loving so many, that her
heart had been filled to capacity. She gave of herself, always thinking of others before herself. She lived a life many lived far longer than her and failed to do as much
as she had. Because of her accomplishments, and who she had become as a person,
leaving her family hadn’t been a punishment, but a reward. She had been given a
chance to go to her real home, with her Father and His son, to live for eternity. She
had been given a vessel to travel through her life, but she had only been passing
through to reach her final resting place. She had earned her peace, and now that
she knew her family would be okay, she was able to enjoy the tranquility that surrounded her in her new home.
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You Are Cordially Invited

Join us for our Rabbit Queen
Drive-Thru Art Experience

Friday, March 26th 2021
2 p.m. to 5 p.m.
16275 Grand Ave.Lake Elsinore, CA 92530
Hosted By:

In Partnership with:
Lake Elsinore Valley
Educational Foundation

14

