
CHRISTOPHER JOHNSON

FIVE CIRCLES OF THE SUN



Phone: 01451 831319 
Email: mail@fossegallery.com

Fosse Gallery Fine Art 
The Manor House 
The Square 
Stow-on-the-Wold 
Gloucestershire 
GL54 1AF

fossegaller ygaller y



I am grateful to have the opportunity to publicly thank the people, too many to mention 

here individually, who have been such a help to me over the past five years of work, here in 

Gloucestershire and on my travels in Greece, South Africa and Zimbabwe. In these extraordinary 

times, it is a testament to their generosity of spirit and I know that I would not have managed 

without them.

My photographer Andy Green has been taking photos of my work for over three decades 

now. He has designed many exceptional books and catalogues for others, and I am extremely 

fortunate that he has done this one for me. Much of my everyday work with contacting galleries 

and collectors would not be possible without his support and excellent photography. To him, an 

immense vote of thanks for all of his labours and extraordinary work.

Professor Nicholas Hammond and Professor Elleke Boehmer from Oxford and Cambridge 

Universities respectively have generously agreed to write about the works on the succeeding 

pages. It is a huge honour for me to have their insights included here with my paintings.

Sharon Wheaton, Director of the Fosse Gallery, offered me the chance to put this exhibition 

together. They have done an exceptional job of hanging the work, and to Sharon and her staff, I 

extend my warmest thanks for the opportunity to show at the gallery again, and encourage you 

to view their presentation of an exhibition that I have waited a long time to do, covering five years 

of work. The gallery details, website, email address and contact numbers are here for any of your 

enquiries. 

Christopher Johnson 

Gloucestershire  

6th of May, 2022.



Foreword

Christopher Johnson’s paintings have that wonderful combination of familiarity and surprise. 

We are able to recognise the beauty of a landscape and yet to be disturbed or delighted 

by unexpected details that both belong and do not belong to their surroundings: redundant 

traffic cones jauntily contrasted with yellow fields, battered vehicles set against farm buildings, 

impossibly fragile fences standing between us and the deep wash of a field in summer, the vivid 

purple of gladioli immediately catching our attention before we notice the reclining nude in the 

background, the jagged beauty of sea views in extreme heat, and human figures that seem as 

much part of the landscape as the trees, paths and fields that surround them. Every country 

—Britain, Greece, Zimbabwe, South Africa—and every season that the artist travels through is 

captured with its own distinct colours, light, brushstrokes, and quirks. While Christopher Johnson 

has a keen eye for the absurdities of life, his paintings still retain a sincerity that is difficult to forget, 

no more poignantly felt than in the painting of an empty chair underneath a tree that was planted 

in memory of a dear friend. We are indeed fortunate to have the opportunity to travel the same 

roads as Christopher through this extraordinary collection of paintings. 

Nicholas Hammond

Professor of Early Modern French Literature and Culture 

Faculty of Modern and Medieval Languages 

Cambridge University



Insistent Light 

Christopher Johnson’s paintings take us into something insistent and vital, and yet almost 

indefinable in words. It is perhaps particularly close and palpable in the southern African paintings, 

but it is present throughout, and it has to do with how he captures light. Light, and colour—

blues, greens, reds, splashes of yellow—but especially light is a subject in all of his paintings. His 

paintwork notices not only how things absorb light, but how light moves between light-bathed 

things—the dusty road and the surrounding shimmering trees, or the human bodies and the 

umbrellas on a crowded beach. There is, it seems, no light that this work shies from. It might be 

the angled, intermittent light we see on his English hills and meadows, light that comes in diffused 

patches and moments of gleaming, so that you never know, from one moment to the next, quite 

where it will shift or how it will change. Or it might be the immersive, flattening light of an African 

high summer—blue-white light that saturates from above, that leaves no space unoccupied, 

shining with a luminescence that seems to me almost lunar, though it is absolutely of the day. The 

great wonder is the constancy of this light, how in painting after painting, Christopher Johnson 

goes to meet it, and takes it on. How he works with it to combine distant hills with nearby verges, 

or a dam bank with reeds, in each case giving us an experience that sweeps everything together 

to make a colour-charged gathering, in which we are looking not at cars, or cones, or tree-trunks, 

or door frames, or not these alone, but at a dynamic whole.  

Elleke Boehmer FRSL FRHistS FEA

Professor of World Literature in English 

English Faculty, University of Oxford



Frampton Place from the Orchard

2018. Mixed media on paper
39¼ x 27½ inches (99 x 70 cm). Frame size: 43½ x 32 inches (110 x 81 cm) 

The friend who owns this beautiful home recommended the view and that I might like to paint it. 

He was right. Perched like a yak on the hillside, a small number of sheep and an elderly donkey 

viewed my progress with professional disinterest. For me, the view was perfect. The gravitas of 

the building was offset with a fireworks display of autumn colours. Occasionally, the owner would 

appear from his bedroom window with a new girlfriend murmuring some encouragement, and the 

sheep raised their ears.





Bales, Charlbury

2018. Mixed media on paper
19 x 15½ inches (48 x 39 cm). Frame size: 24 x 20 inches (61 x 51 cm) 

I am always surprised at a certain point in the summer when an invisible switch seems to be 

flicked, and the roasted heat bundled up in the bales equates to the warmth of colour in the 

landscape, particularly at sunset with the cadmium reds and pinks settled over the horizon. I 

love this sweeping landscape, with its arms stretched and rolling down huge fields peppered 

with bales. As they rise up to the profile of Charlbury, you can almost smell the first fires of 

autumn being lit.





The Blue Car

2018. Pastel on paper 
21½ x 29½ inches (55 x 75 cm).  

Frame size: 27 x 34½ inches (61 x 51 cm) 

One dry eyed winter’s morning with 

snow melting and being spun off 

course by the wind, I set up the 

easel to acknowledge my hearth and 

Peugeot shivering in the sun. As time 

wore on, my affection grew deeply for 

this highpoint of the Cotswolds and its 

views. The farmer’s sheep were always 

playing truant in the field below. The air 

sparkled with late winter as the sheep 

consulted a range of local gardens 

with finely honed horticultural care.





Elkstone Spring, Trinity of Cones

2018. Mixed media on paper 
26 x 38 inches (66 x 97 cm).  

Frame size: 30¼ x 41¾ inches (77 x 104 cm) 

After the same long snow filled winter which had 

obscured my kitchen window with ice, spring 

arrived like the long awaited visit from a foreign 

guest. It checked in as if winter never happened. 

The telltale signs of three cones used to block off 

the road which had become a snow drift were 

left politely on the side like wizards waiting to 

use the lavatory. The postman, whose refusal 

to acknowledge a wave as he sped from one 

letterbox to another, was equally determined not 

to notice me in the field as I stood in the middle 

of a sea of yellow. To mollify my fragile ego, other 

cars stopped to check that everything was alright, 

tapping their heads significantly as they made 

their way back to the car muttering “He’s painting 

cones...”





Fishing Boat, Poli 

2018. Mixed media on paper 
14½ x 10 inches (37 x 26 cm). Frame size: 19 x 14¾ inches (48 x 37 cm) 

The summer soared with heat. Soon it was time to cool down in waters off the island of Ithaca. 

I joined friends who had bussed in from different parts of the world to remind themselves how 

important it is to live the island life in Greece. At night, we sang across the channel of Ithaca to 

nearby Kefalonia. The moon was as long suffering as the islanders trying to sleep. In the early 

morning, I would visit the harbour before the heat pushed me under the shade of trees to swim 

nearby. The fishing boats were laden with colour and adventure, and supper.





Poli Harbour

2018. Mixed media on paper
10 x 14 inches (25 x 36 cm).  

Frame size: 14½ x 18¾ inches (37 x 48 cm) 

I was always curious what this building 

must be. The harbour masters house 

perhaps. I never quite got the answer 

I wanted, mostly because I could 

imagine being quite happily set up 

there myself. Blue shutters fending 

off the afternoon heat, a perfect view 

across the bay, friends would join me 

to celebrate with sundowners. There 

would be room for a studio and friends 

to stay. Frankly, it seemed wasted on 

anyone else.





Road to Agios Ioannis

2018. Mixed media on paper
10 x 14 inches (25 x 36 cm) 

Frame size: 14½ x 18½ inches (37 x 47 cm) 

This is my favourite road to a beautiful 

swimming beach on the island. It 

winds down past the most ancient 

olive trees, whose buckled, podgy 

forms mirror my own as I roll down 

the hill for an early morning swim. 

Each gentle, swaggering turn offers 

up a view that makes me gasp. The 

water at the bottom is the clearest and 

coolest I remember off the coast. It is 

the perfect way to start the day, I tell 

myself as I walk back up the mountain.





Yachts Resting

2018. Mixed media on paper
10 x 14 inches (25 x 36 cm).  

Frame size: 16 x 20½ inches (32 x 48 cm) 

The harbour attracts all peoples to its shelter and 

renewal. There can be few more idyllic ways to spend 

a summer in the Mediterranean, hopping idly from 

one island to another. Unlike many, Ithaca is lush with 

vegetation. The School of Homer looks down on these 

yachts, its gaze directed past their masts to hidden, 

unclaimed treasures in the deep clear waters below.





Summer’s Lane

2018. Acrylic tempera on paper
11½ x 15 inches (29 x 38 cm).  

Frame size: 15¾ x 19¾ inches (40 x 50 cm) 

The heat is still inviting when I return 

to the Cotswolds. At the end of a 

long walk, I cross the fields and enter 

the lane to where the cottage is. 

Sometimes I sit next to the gate with 

my feet up, looking out across the 

field with a mug of tea, or something 

stronger. If the latter, I need to discern 

whether it is walkers or deer who 

pass across the horizon. I have had 

to check myself occasionally waving 

enthusiastically at deer.





Summer’s Gate

2018. Pastel on paper
20 x 27½ inches (50 x 70 cm).  

Frame size: 24½ x 32¾ inches (62 x 83 cm) 

This is the gate where I call out cheerfully to the deer. 

This painting is one of a whole series I did through 

several seasons. One or two worked, this being one 

of them. I love this field and the way the grass is 

orchestrated by the wind, and the colour and mood of 

them depending on the season.





Walkers near Bagendon

2018. Mixed media on paper
28½ x 20 inches (72 x 51 cm). Frame size: 33 x 25 inches (84 x 64 cm) 

The road sinks down into a forgotten valley, horses in fields on either side of it. Rolling back up to 

the horizon, lonely homesteads are planted far from one another barely discernible under trees. 

I remember the road with a certain shame. There is a dice to get to the part where oncoming 

vehicles will have to wait for the other as it is narrow. A large removals truck beat me on one 

occasion. Counting the minutes in my imagined hurry, I watch them crawl like a beetle through the 

landscape,grinning victoriously as they pass me. Churlishly, I proffered the single finger of scorn. 

Outraged, they stopped and tried reversing so they could chase me to teach me a lesson which 

I deserved. Was I crying tears of fear or laughter as they gear crunched a seven-point  U-turn 

before racing after me. I hid shamefully in a car park in Cirencester.





Purple Gladioli with Reclining Figure

2019. Mixed media on paper
39 x 27¼ inches (99 x 70 cm). Frame size: 43½ x 32 inches (111 x 81 cm) 

And at least I had the studio to retreat to paint when the weather was not inviting. Through the 

previous winter, I had worked on a series of nudes in oil which were very thickly painted and drying 

on the walls. In the summer I started a series of flower paintings in mixed media. Eventually, I 

decided to combine the two. Flowers could be set up in the studio and I could use the image of in 

the background of the nude in the painting and set it in the studio. Perhaps there was something 

inevitable about this happening if one paints all of these subjects. Matisse used this conceit to 

break new ground in his work. For me, it optimized an opportunity to juggle with all of these 

elements, making colour the transcendent  imperative.





The Lake at Stancombe

2019. Mixed media on paper
27½ x 39 inches (70 x 99 cm).  

Frame size: 33½ x 45 inches (85 x 114 cm) 

Autumn floated towards us. A friend who has a 

beautiful property near Wotton Under Edge  has a 

lake, and  he suggested that I might like to paint it. On 

the bank is a  romantic hideaway which people can 

rent discreetly hidden from view. The subject was too 

good to turn down and between the trysts of courting 

couples, I painted the view across the lake. I will always 

be grateful to this friend for being adamant that I 

should resolve the last part of a jigsaw of my adoption. 

As autumn retreated in Gloucestershire, I advanced 

towards Spring in my native Zimbabwe, a step closer to 

finding the answer.





Dulwich Road

2019. Mixed media on paper
26 x 36½ inches (66 x 93 cm).  

Frame size: 29½ x 41 inches (76 x 104 cm) 

I had not returned to the land of my birth for seventeen 

years. Harare was barely recognisable as I journeyed 

with old friends who were more than generous in having 

me stay. Their talent for logistics was awe inspiring. 

But then it had to be in a place where anything could 

change in any given direction very easily. By the 

following morning, I had positioned myself in a culvert 

outside their house, as I had already found the view 

that I wanted to paint. Commuters were delighted as 

they strode past me. My few words of Shona were 

unintelligible but they greeted me like a native speaker. 

There was no reason to indulge a man in a storm drain 

assuming he made a living painting street scenes as the 

sun but passers by beamed down generously on him. 

My hosts shook their heads with a smile as they went 

past. “Johnson’s home !”





Bushveld

2019. Mixed media on paper
37 x 25½ inches (94 x 65 cm). Frame size: 41 x 29½ inches (104 x 75 cm) 

I grew up most of my life until my early twenties at a school in the countryside among farms. My 

great friend Richard now farms not far away from the school. A fluent Shona speaker with a huge 

appetite for life, I had not seen him since we were both evicted from his home in South African 

early ten years before. His wife had forgiven me for apparently leading him astray, which if you 

met Richard,you would understand that he needed little steering. So I bought him a small bottle 

of Japanese whisky to assuage his cares. My cousin’s wife  had also deported me for surely 

imagined wrongdoings, so I had allowed nearly ten years to let the memories evaporate, I hoped. 

What I wanted to do in this intervening time was to have a few drinks with these old rogues, 

and stare out at the bushveld I have painted here. Anyone from this part of the world would 

understand how its presence, texture, variety, scents, sounds, textures and variety of colour hold 

one entranced like a Broadway play.





Tobacco Barns

2019. Mixed media on paper
20 x 13½ inches (51 x 34 cm). Frame size: 23¾ x 17 inches (60 x 43 cm) 

For seventeen years, I had missed the opportunity to paint the landscape which was fundamental 

to my reason for being a landscape painter. My father had farmed tobacco before becoming 

a teacher so the tobacco barns which are a signature of the architecture in this landscape are 

imprinted indelibly on my memory. These barns are on Richard’s farm, with the suggestion of the 

lands being irrigated at the time. I had almost forgotten how deep and red the soil was there. 

Every morning, it was my happy task to take the dogs for a swim in the dam to stave off the 

pelting heat. Mousse and Sebastian would stand in the water, panting at the shore line before 

going off to fetch another stick. The heat was unbelievable. I kept hoping to make it up to the 

cooler Eastern highlands.





Barbara’s Tree

2019. Mixed media on prepared paper
26 x 37 inches (66 x 94 cm).  

Frame size: 30½ x 41¼ inches (77 x 105 cm) 

I drove up to the Eastern Highlands to enjoy the 

many places I liked painting there from before. This 

view seemed unrecognisable with a tree that had 

grown spaciously into it. The caretaker walked miles 

by foot every week, a man in his seventies to collect 

provisions,attend church and see family. And did 

so looking impeccable in a suit. My return trip to 

Zimbabwe for a month would soon be over. It seemed 

fitting to have a chair under a tree with an unbeatable 

view to mull over an extraordinary journey and to reflect 

on the intervening seventeen years since I had last 

been here. The next leg would involve going to South 

Africa and might involve meeting my possible father 

for the first time. There was so much to grasp from 

all of this. It was more straightforward to remember 

Barbara in whose memory the tree had been planted. 

A much loved and brilliant French teacher, wife and 

mother of friends I had grown up with and who had 

shared ownership of the cottage. The immediate 

and unfathomable presence of such beauty in a view 

complete with its own symbolism made for a broad but 

personal perspective, and I was happy to be a small 

part of it.





Kenton Sundowner 

2020. Mixed media on paper
14 x 20½ inches (36 x 52 cm).  

Frame size: 18½ x 25½ inches (47 x 65 cm) 

I arrived in South Africa from Zimbabwe, my first return 

to its shores in ten years. The first thing on my list was 

to meet a potential father from my adoption search. 

He owned a restaurant. As the waitress brought him 

over,she said, “This is the gentleman who wants to 

meet you”. His brilliant riposte: “How do you know he 

is a gentleman?” He was adamant he wasn’t my father. 

So now I would have to pursue a DNA match to find 

the truth. From here, the most supportive of friends flew 

me to their home at the coast and offered to set up 

some teaching for me to do in a month’s time. And so 

it was. A month later, I arrived back at Kenton to teach 

a class of twelve or so students, brilliantly responsive 

and such fun. I dug my toes into the sand, swam, had 

sundowners on the beach before heading to the Cape 

to see my aunt and family on a farm there.





Before the Harvest

2020. Mixed media on paper
27 x 38 inches (69 x 97 cm).  

Frame size: 32 x 42½ inches (81 x 108 cm) 

I had missed the Cape, and as my mind was 

refreshed by being there, I realised the dimensions 

of what had been absent in my life for over ten 

years. The farm next door to my family was owned 

by a friend whose mother was a painter. Her 

daughter, in an extraordinary gesture of generosity, 

gifted me her late mother’s pastels. The family 

all live on the same farm, with Rupert, the wine 

farmer running the estate. He let me paint the 

farmstead with him preparing  for the harvest. His 

old motorbike sat in the driveway under a canopy 

of oak trees, ancient branches like fingers stretched 

supplying dappled shade; through them, the 

mountains of the Helderberg can be seen in the 

background.





Proteas at Navarre

2020. Mixed media on paper
36½ x 25½ inches (93 x 65 cm). Frame size: 40 x 28¼ inches (102 x 72 cm) 

My parents who adopted me as a baby died when I was in my mid twenties, so my uncle and 

aunt took me under their wing with their family. I was extraordinarily lucky to have their support. 

My aunt, whose grandfather had been a painter, and a very eccentric one, made allowances for 

her nephew. So I was especially happy to see her and my cousins again after such a long time. 

Way back, in the beautiful gardens they had in another home, she had often set up flowers for me 

to paint, with the rest of the family struggling to see what I was doing. Now in her mid eighties, 

she nimbly did the same with flowers she would find on the farm. These proteas were arranged 

by her, and the paint and pastels flew all around me until it was finished. Now the family seemed 

less perturbed by what I was putting on the paper. The carnage had instead transferred itself to 

my process of working,and the area all around me testified to the gusto of my enjoyment and 

enthusiasm. The gardens in the Cape sang with colour under a Mediterranean light.





High Street Grahamstown

2020. Mixed media on paper
12 x 17 inches (30 x 43 cm).  

Frame size: 16½ x 22 inches (42 x 56 cm) 

It was now February, news of the corona virus and an 

impending lockdown became widespread. I needed 

to find a studio. My cousin drove me first to his home 

in Plettenberg Bay on our way to the Eastern Cape.

Painting on the beach one day, the family who were 

most probably my birth father’s family had generously 

allowed for me to do a DNA sample comparison with 

my potential brother. It came back as a match. They 

were not surprised. I needed to be sure, and at last, the 

final piece of a jigsaw which had been all consuming 

for  twenty five years or more, had been resolved. The 

effect was gradual, and astonishingly liberating as the 

news reached the parts of me which had been held 

back by this for so long. I went on to Grahamstown, 

and stayed with old friends while I painted this view of 

the High Street. The coincidence of my forebears having 

lived in this town from the mid 1850s was astonishing, 

considering I had spent six years here at Art School. 

Plans for lockdown here failed and I took the offer of 

a new friend who had a potential studio in Montagu, a 

twelve hour drive away on the eve of lockdown.





The Ford

2020. Mixed media on paper
36 x 25 inches (91 x 64 cm). Frame size: 41¼ x 30 inches (105 x 76 cm) 

One of the astounding acts of kindness that happened to me over lockdown happened right at the 

beginning. I had nowhere to go a few days before lockdown until someone I had only met once 

offered me accommodation and a studio. She travelled several hours across the Karoo to collect 

me and we headed back to Montagu, a place I had never been to before. It was so different to 

anything I had experienced, I didn’t imagine being able to paint it. Within weeks, I soon realised 

that this would bring on a whole new development of work and I was captivated by the mountains 

that encircled us, the baboons which continually raided the garden, the very particular karoo 

architecture and the glistening clarity of the winter light. I used to walk through the ford most days 

and became completely engaged by this view.  When I painted it, a large ginger cat came to join 

me on a wall next to the easel. It sat there through many sittings until I had finished, companionably 

present and uncritical. Lockdown in Montagu extended itself from three weeks to four months. My 

long suffering friend is a candidate for sainthood, and I will never forget her kindness. I left her to 

return to the farm in the Cape where my family were steeped in a mellifluous Cape winter.





Irises with Tulips

2020. Mixed media on paper
36 x 25½ inches (92 x 65 cm). Frame size: 40½ x 29¼ inches (103 x 75 cm) 

Having painted townscapes for the past four months, mostly on a long format which I had 

found new and absorbing, returning to the farm it was inevitable I would ask my aunt to arrange 

some flowers. Irises and tulips were plentiful, and I found a suitable place to paint them – or so I 

thought. Growing up, I had grown used to my uncle surveying my shoes suspiciously as I walked 

in unchecked over expensive carpets leaving a trail of paint in my wake. Now my eldest cousin 

took on this mantle. She could sniff a whiff of pastel dust downwind for miles, and the inevitable 

colourful carnage I left on any floor was not well received. Another cousin suggested a farm 

nearby might be able to house a studio. It would seem that irises with tulips were the swansong of 

my aunt’s arrangements for me. My eldest cousin stood like a nightclub bouncer in the way of any 

suggestions for further flower arrangements to be painted. The painted trail of their trauma was all 

too much, and I couldn’t blame them, they had suffered for long enough!





Studio Still Life with a Blue Chair

2020. Mixed media on paper
45 x 20¼ inches (115 x 51 cm). Frame size: 49 x 25 inches (125 x 63 cm) 

Thankfully the farmer nearby did have a studio available. And it was perfect. I was over the moon 

to have my own space. Scouring Somerset West for props and tables and chairs, I was soon 

set up. As a way of celebration in my new space, I painted “Studio Still Life with a Blue Chair”. A 

vertical, long format work, it allowed me to examine the play of light and colours in my new space, 

some flowers in a vase and tubes of paint on the yellow formica table. Choosing a subject like this 

made me think of the American painter Richard Diebenkorn, but I was happy to make it my own, 

together with a medium which had become synonymous with this trip and my new work.





Limpopo

2021. Tempera and gouache on paper
16 x 11 inches (41 x 28 cm). Frame size: 21 x 16 inches (53 x 41 cm) 

A raft of time and travel had passed since the lockdown began in March. It was now December 

and flights were becoming available to make my return to the UK. I drove all the way up to 

Johannesburg from Cape Town to say goodbye to friends who had been the architects of my 

stay and supported me throughout it. As I journeyed to Johannesburg the news of a new wave 

of the virus crossing from Europe to the UK made me think my return was premature. I had 

Christmas with a girlfriend and her family in Johannesburg. As a present, she promised me a 

trip to an extraordinary game farm in the Limpopo Province. Generous beyond words,the views, 

accommodation and sheer opportunity to experience this African wilderness were unparalleled. 

I painted this view from where we were staying, overlooking a river which beckoned a myriad 

of wildlife to its shores. She had recently returned from a trip to KwaZulu Natal with friends. We 

learned they both had Covid, and soon we would too!





The Three Sisters

2021. Acrylic tempera on paper
15½ x 22 inches (39 x 56 cm).  

Frame size: 19½ x 26 inches (50 x 66 cm) 

For someone who had been so spoiled going to an 

exclusive game farm, I ungraciously reciprocated 

by being a rotten Covid patient. After a scare with 

pneumonia, I decided I had worn out my various 

friends’ largesse by recovering limply from the virus, 

and went off to the Eastern Cape to recuperate in 

a cottage by the coast. I visited old friends and old 

haunts, quickly getting back to speed and working 

again. North of Port Alfred, I was able to revisit a beach 

with a personal connection and paint here again. I 

think this coastal area has to be some of the most 

beautiful I have ever visited anywhere. To get here, one 

has to park up and walk for some distance. On one of 

the sittings, a small dog with a love of stones insisted 

on joining me. We walked the length of the beach 

together until I reached my painting spot where he sat 

companionably with me until I had finished for the day. 

And then we walked back together.





Sunday Morning

2021. Mixed media on paper
44 x 19 inches (112 x 49 cm). Frame size: 48 x 23 inches (122 x 59 cm) 

This model wanted to be painted to celebrate an important birthday. She is so gorgeous, I was 

delighted when she was happy to continue being painted once the commission was completed. 

We borrowed a painter friend’s studio for sittings. Opposite some excellent cafés, we were 

nourished by their early morning coffees. We worked weekends when the painter who owned the 

studio was having time with his family or away. The early morning light was gentle, and diffused 

through white muslin. The sittings finished all too soon as I needed to go back to the Cape to do 

some commissions, but I was happy at least to have this and hope for the opportunity to paint her 

again. This is the first mixed media of a nude I have painted in a vertical format.





Towards Diaz Cross

2021. Mixed media on paper
22¼ x 15½ inches (57 x 39 cm). Frame size: 26 x 19¼ inches (66 x 49 cm) 

Leaving the Eastern Cape and anticipating my return to the UK was difficult. Not only do I have a 

long personal connection with the area but I discovered that this is further embellished by finding 

out that forebears had lived here in the nineteenth century. I had been so richly rewarded with time 

spent here which I would never otherwise have had, if it hadn’t been for lockdown. At the very 

beginning of this trip, while staying with friends on the beach front, this view looking towards Diaz 

Cross had got me. I was determined to paint it before I left. Perched on the side of a road, I set up 

my paints and easel. I hope to walk to that point on my return. 





Amaryllis

2022. Mixed media on paper
38½ x 27 inches (98 x 69 cm). Frame size: 43 x 31½ inches (109 x 80 cm) 

Leaving was complicated in the time of Covid. It took me months to organise the logistics, and I was 

so fortunate to be ably helped by two people in particular, Samantha Kirkbride at About Turn Logistics 

and Debbie at the Travel Space. I have rarely experienced such care and support from two professional 

people, who made a complicated leavetaking the smoothest ride imaginable. I did not want to leave 

the people I knew and had met behind. It was one of the most extraordinary experiences of my life, 

eighteen months and probably the most productive time I have ever experienced as a painter. This 

selection is a small part of it. At least I had the consolation to return to family and friends here, and 

my studio. Doubling into Tetbury around Christmas time, my eyes lit upon these Amaryllis in the florist. 

It was a great joy to work in the studio again, and especially to paint flowers there. After nearly two 

full years away, it was good to be back and have time with family and old friends. Joining a big family 

celebration over Christmas  of old friends in the Northern Hemisphere, after so much apprehension 

of being able to return, I looked around the dining table at friends at last being able to be free of the 

constrictions from the past two years. Next to the window sat a huge arrangement of Amaryllis.





Model with Reclining Nude

2019-2022. Mixed media on paper
39 x 27½ inches (99 x 70 cm). Frame size: 43¾ x 32½ inches (111 x 82 cm) 

Before going away on painting trips, I established a routine with a friend who would help clean 

the pastels I had neglected. Over cups of coffee, we spruced boxes of them back to their former 

glory, ready for action. I started a painting of her in 2019 in the studio, expecting to finish it on my 

return from Zimbabwe. Lockdown happened, she got a busy job, and eventually we finished the 

painting this year. Her preparing my materials and finishing this painting, the most recent of them 

here, seems a fitting way to end with her having book-cased the events of the past years. Happily 

for me, she continues to model for me. And hails from the landscape where this series of Five 

Circles of the Sun began






