A very Sussex artist
The magnificent Seven Sisters loom as sentinels at the ramparts of dawn; wild scarlet poppies
conspire to delude and set fields ablaze; winding footpaths beckon into enchanted woodlands;
busy rivers hurry from towns to flow lazily through sleepy meadows; out at sea muscular yachts
grapple the winds to seize their power and sail on in triumph – these are just some of the subjects
that have commanded the attention of the Artist in his quest to capture and convey the unique
beauty of essential English land and seascapes through carefully observed and meticulously
rendered paintings.
Paintings by Andrew Dandridge
t was on one of those golden June
afternoons that I first encountered
the Artist.
A canopy of cloudless blue sky
stretched from horizon to horizon,
the sun shining and yet not blazing,
a cooling breeze regulated the
temperature keeping it pleasantly
warm rather than hot, and in the air
hung a sense of tranquility laced
with expectation.

I
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I was house-sitting my friends’
idyllic cottage in Bishopstone, in the
heart of Downland East Sussex and
decided it was time to venture out
and enjoy a gentle stroll.
Leaving the village I made my way
up a familiar winding trail, bordered
here by tall grass and there by wild
privet, now shaded by oak with
sunlight dappling on the stoney track
worn by years of farm vehicle use.

Then on through an archway of
elder trees leaning over in a seeming
embrace, and down to a stile and a
crossroads of converging paths,
where I was suddenly aware of a
strange phenomenon.
The hillside arable field up to my
right, which until two days ago
I was sure, was populated only by
weed and swaying grass, was now
ablaze with scarlet poppies.

As I drew closer I noticed a figure
standing just inside the field, with
wide brimmed hat pulled down
to shade narrowing eyes; he stood at
an easel with paint brush in hand
scanning the scene that played in
front of him.
My pathway would take me right
past him, but I hesitated not wishing
to distract his attention.
Sensing my presence he turned
and bade me good afternoon, I
responded and remarked on the
sudden arrival of the poppies.

He beckoned me over, extended
his hand in a precursor to a firm
handshake and introduced himself.
“Hi, I’m Andrew, my wife spotted this
field this morning – the poppies have
just come out so here I am to make
the most of it.”
This, as I was to discover was
Andrew Dandridge, land and
seascape artist, who is fast gaining
recognition
for
his
unique
contributions to the genres.
Far from finding my presence an
imposition, he was only too keen to

indulge in conversation as he
continued to dab at the canvas.
It was at this point that I felt it only
fair to declare my journalistic
interest. Unperturbed he stopped,
invited me to stand where he had and
take in the view.
As I did so, I also looked down at
the easel and marvelled at the
composition. Here indeed was the
vista before me, meticulously
rendered with textures and hues in
combinations that both roused the
senses and appeased the soul.

Above left: Cambria, close hauled
Far left: On the river bank, Arundel
Centre left: The Artist at work above
Bishopstone
Above right: Sunset mist
Centre right: Red Admiral
Right: The artist at the helm of a
Vancouver 27 yacht

“That’s incredible! You’ve captured
it perfectly“ I said, “Thanks, but it’s
not finished yet,” he replied almost
apologetically.
He continued, “Standing there, I
hope that you can see what I saw and
also feel what I felt. It’s what my
paintings are all about.
“I try to capture scenes from
nature that people rarely have time
to appreciate in their busy lives, and
paint pictures that will endure even
though the scenes depicted may no
longer prevail.

“Take this field for instance, it will
revert to grass in two weeks as
though the poppies might never have
existed, and yet it will live on in the
painting before you.”
We continued to chat as he added
the final touches to his canvas.
He talked freely about his life and I
learned that initially he was a boat
designer, working with his father on
the highly acclaimed British version
of the Vancouver 27.
Then a spell in a London
architectural practice followed,

before fate had a hand in his
embarking on a career as an artist.
Refreshingly open and frank in his
conversation, he freely admitted
that the early years of his new
profession were arduous and an
almost constant learning curve.
“Without the support of my wife
Valerie, who is also my stalwart
business partner, none of this would
have been possible.
“We have lived in Sussex since we
married, with the sea on one side and
the Downs on the other, perfect!”

Above: Bluebell glade

Left: Scarlet Poppies

Right: Relaxing with Valerie

He further explained, “As my roots
are in Sussex my initial focus was on
Sussex, mostly around the Adur,
Arun, Rother and Cuckmere rivers.
“I walked and cycled many a mile
to seek out and explore unique views
and scenes. I would need to bring
something new to the market if
people were to buy my paintings.
“As I developed, my scope widened
to include seascapes, yachts, tall
ships, harbours, etc., – another
passion of mine is the sea and
sailing; it has been since I was ten.

“I diversified yet further, this time
into wild flowers and the insect life
that thrives among them. This
involves
a
totally
different
perspective, getting in close to reveal
the tiny detail and the intriguing
beauty therein to be discovered.”
When it was time to fold his easel
and gather accoutrements, I asked if
I could write about our encounter.
He seemed slightly amused by this
and added “By all means, but I think
your readers will find my paintings of
far more interest than me.”

He was grateful of my offer to help
carry his equipment, but refused it
all the same.
Before leaving he concluded
“You must come to my next
exhibition; details are on my website
www.andrewdandridge.co.uk – you
can show me what you have written.”
As I watched him set off at a
purposeful pace, I was aware of
having been in the presence of one
who had found his true vocation and
was both at peace with himself and
at one with nature.
■

