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Sarampus Falls
2007
oil on linen
40 x 54”
MR130

April in Maine, Kennebago
2008
oil on linen
24 x20”
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A YEAR in the WOODS of MAINE:

ach time I hoist myself up into the cab of Mar-
guerite Robichaux’s giant, “arrest-me-red” 
(her words) Dodge Ram truck, I know I am in 
for some glorious slow-going. Crawling might 
be too speedy a term for the way she navigates 

the back roads surrounding her home in the moun-
tains of western Maine. In fact, it is not uncommon for 
her to take a half-hour to get to the end of her own 
road – and it is only a mile long.
 That is because Marguerite Robichaux pays atten-
tion. A trip to the dump can turn into a morning-long 
safari of partridge and deer and fox sightings. The 
Sunday run to the Pines Market for The New  York Times 
(one of the mere two copies it gets) requires a mug of 
coffee and binoculars in hand, just in case the black-
backed woodpeckers are in their nest. Or, if the light is 
falling just so on Black Nubble or Bigelow Mountain, 
you might have to brace yourself as she hits the brakes 
time and again to whip out her camera or sketchbook, 
or to just observe. From the smallest, fragile bloom 
poking up out of a gully to the black silhouette of a 
dead tree frosted with new snow to the last glimpse 
of an ungainly moose loping into the dark fringe of 
woods, Marguerite notices things. And when you trav-
el with her – in person or through her paintings – you 
notice things, too.
 I should know. I have had the good fortune to 

log hundreds – dare I say thousands? – of miles with 
Marguerite. We fi rst met in  1996, when I was assigned 
to write about her open-concept, modern home and 
studio in the North Woods of Maine, which she helped 
design, right down to adding the pigment to the poured 
concrete fl oors throughout. I had only recently moved 
back to my home state and was  establishing a career as 
a freelance writer. I was not familiar with Marguerite’s 
work, and it had been years since I had strayed far off 
the Portland peninsula, let alone into the deep woods, 
so you could say I was driving blindly into this friend-
ship. But from the moment she met me at the door, and 
I saw the paintings lining her studio walls – with that 
burnt sienna and umber, sap green and cerulean blue 
of her palette I would come to know so well – I sensed 
I had arrived someplace familiar. That she added, “You 
drink martinis, don’t you?” to her warm Southern 
welcome capped the deal. I knew I had found a fellow 
traveler, indeed.
 Because of the nature of our careers, our work 
comes in spurts – breakneck races to deadlines and 
openings, followed by periods of recovery. It was 
these mutual lag times that allowed us to, fi rst (all 
right, let’s be frank), goof off together, and later col-
laborate on outdoor adventure pieces for Down East 
magazine. It also provided me with the rare and priv-
ileged opportunity to watch up close how an artist 
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works and how shows 
like A Year in the Woods of 
Maine come into being.
 It all starts – again, 
let’s be frank – in Mar-
guerite’s kitchen. For 
this Louisiana native 
(she moved to Maine 
permanently in 1982), this is the place where ideas 
are hatched, simmered and digested, sometimes over 
the morning’s cup of chicory coffee or the evening’s 
aforementioned martini. Here, Marguerite, an avid 
journal-keeper, records with an investigative report-
er’s detail and accuracy her latest critter sighting or 
any minute harbinger of the next impending season. I 
know no one who is more in tune with the rhythm of 
these changes than Marguerite. (This is a woman who 
can tell you to the hour of the day in April when her 
nesting phoebes will return.)
 Perhaps it is the sheer proximity of the natural 
world, living as she does on the edge of the wilderness, 
or the fact that the weather is a bit more extreme where 
she is. She loves to appall her friends and relatives back 
in Louisiana by opening a phone conversation with, 
“Well, it was 30-below when I got up this morning…”. 
The door from the kitchen to the deck is always open-
ing and closing, answering that constant pull of some 
urgent need: her gray jays (“The Boys”) to be fed, snow 
to be moved, tomatoes to be tied up, deer to be shooed 
away from her lilies, the river to be listened to, the sun 
against the corrugated-metal siding of her house to be 
felt. She moves so effortlessly between the outdoors 
and inside that – 30-below climes aside – walls seem 
almost incidental.
 The kitchen also serves as her axis, where all her 
worlds converge. Even though her airy studio is only 
a few steps downstairs, it is not uncommon for her 
to have a watercolor station set up in between her 
kitchen and living room. That way, she can work on 
studies, while keeping an eye on the gumbo bub-
bling on the stove, the fl ashes of wildlife fl itting out 
her soaring windows, as well as the (muted) Red Sox 
game showing on the TV in the far corner, all while 
chatting on the phone with her cousin Amelia. I’m 
still amazed how she can spot a Blackburnian war-
bler, call a pop fl y and produce a heartbreakingly 
beautiful watercolor – simultaneously. This does not 
mean these pieces are dashed off. In fact, she will of-
ten invest as much time in her studies as the fi nished 
paintings themselves. Just note the depth and detail 
in the watercolors selected for this show. Each is its 
own little gem.
 Her kitchen is also the staging area for many of 
our adventures (“miniventures” – again, her term – 
if time is limited). I usually come from Portland the 
night prior to, and we will sit at her kitchen island 
or in front of the fi re going over fi nal details. We have 
our packing down to a science, whether it be some-

thing as simple as icing 
down a couple of cold 
beers and some of her 
famous caviar pie for 
an afternoon cruise on 
adjacent Flagstaff Lake, 
or as elaborate as cook-
ing and packing for a 

month in preparation for three nights of camping in 
a North Woods yurt – in February. (Stemware, linens 
and an insulated snowsuit were all musts.)
 The artist’s preparation for fi eldwork is just as 
meticulous. Marguerite has converted one of those 
picnic backpacks into a traveling painter’s kit, storing 
brushes, pens, pencils and tools where cutlery is in-
tended to go; stuffi ng the smaller pockets with paints 
and rags, the larger one with her camera; and sliding in 
sketchbooks, panels and paper where one would store 
dishes. It is arranged with the precision of a surgeon’s 
bag. If there were a painting emergency in the North 
Woods, she would be the fi rst on the scene, and the 
best equipped.
 From there, the drill of loading the truck is a fa-
miliar ritual. First in is the mountain of gear – which 
might include snowshoes, fl y rods, muck boots, spot-
ting scopes, canoe paddles, sleeping bags, her French 
easel, whatever else we grab – followed by our per-
sonal effects. (We do try to dress for dinner, even if it 
means a long black skirt is coupled with a fl eece vest 
and hiking boots.) Last in are the multiple coolers (al-
ways multiple coolers) to assure their easy access. The 
artist’s backpack travels in the cab. At that point, we 
are ready to hit the road and let the noticing begin.
 Sometimes there is a mission – say, snowshoeing 
in to Poplar Stream Falls (MR160) or taking a refresher 
look at the Sarampus Falls (MR130), due north from her 
house, as you head toward the Canadian border. Some-
times we are on assignment, as we were when we raced 
past those impressionistic lupines of June (MR123) at 
4:30 in the morning, to make a 5 a.m. birding expedi-
tion at Saddleback Mountain (MR144). But more often, 
it is just roam and ramble, brake and gawk, detour and 
dead-end, as though we did not have a commitment in 
the world. And unless our fellas are back at her house 
fi ring up the grill, we usually don’t.
 What we are doing is harvesting impressions and 
ideas. It is a gift to have a painter for a friend, but es-
pecially for a writer. We speak the same language and 
know how to see. I may jot down a note or two. She may 
take a couple pictures. Marguerite is not fussy with the 
camera; she rarely even stops the truck. “Would you at 
least like me to roll down the window?” I’ll ask. “Nah,” 
she’ll say as she holds up the camera with one hand 
and shoots. I have come to see these records as mere 
bookmarkers, a subtle jog to the memory of an image 
that is already so familiar that it is burned inside her 
brain – and, increasingly, in mine.
 Thus, I can say with utmost certainty that I have 

Poplar Stream Falls, February
2009
watercolor on paper
4 / x 6 /”
MR160
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gazed upon almost every sight and vista represented 
in this show, and I have done so with the artist: I have 
studied that spindly elm of November (MR128) out her 
kitchen window countless times, waiting for The Boys 
or the evening grosbeaks to arrive. I know the blue sil-
houette of the twin peaks of the Horns represented in 
April (MR121) from our many boat trips on Flagstaff. I 
recognize the cluster of birches in September (MR126) 
that has been framed time and again through her wind-
shield, as well as the sight of Flagstaff Island (MR132) 
and April in Maine: Kennebago (MR133) that I’ve seen 
from her road. (You, too, might take a half-hour to get 
to the end of your driveway, if it offered these views.) 
Yet, no matter how familiar these locales and subjects 
are, they are completely fresh to me in her paintings.
 That is because Marguerite’s work is not meant 
to be literal. Sure, you can almost feel the snowfl akes 
smacking your face if you stand close enough to January 
(MR118), but the artist is not depicting the landscape 
as it is, as much as reimagining it. Note the romanticism 
of December (MR129), and how that lambent moonlight 
tumbling down onto Flagstaff Lake merits its own so-
nata. There is idealism in these images – a ridge might 
be a little more muscular and heroic, a snowfall a little 
heavier, a river with a greater bend – and drama, too. 
(Can you not hear the creak of winter giving way to 
spring in April or the thunder of rushing water in Grand 
Falls (MR114)?) There’s even the occasional touch of hu-
mor. Do not the intertwined trees in May (MR122) just 
scream, “Kiss me, you fool”? But we understand it is all 
part of the artist’s lens through which we are looking. 
And, in case we forget these are works of the imagina-
tion, Marguerite employs various signature techniques 
– drips, unfi nished edges, visible brush marks and 
graphite lines – that allow us to see the choices and de-
cisions she has made (and sometimes reversed) along 
the way in each piece. She makes sure we see the hand 
of the artist at work, reminding us that we are not look-
ing at nature; we are looking at a painting.
  If one takes the time to really notice, however, 
there is no need to be told. Because what makes A Year 
in the Woods of Maine so remarkable as a collection is 
what is going on behind the images we see – and that 
is the work of a mature artist in complete control of 
her craft. There is a sense of pentimento here – not in 
terms of paint; Marguerite’s touch is light. Her oils are 
thinned with turpentine (I can smell it on my clothes 
when I get home after a prolonged visit) to create an 
almost translucent feel to the pigments. The paint is 
applied with a loose, sweeping stroke that creates a 
watercolor-like wash and fl ow. She says she wipes away 
as much paint as she applies, and one of her favorite 
artist’s tools to pick up spots of paint is the lowly, com-
mon Q-tip, which she buys by the gross. Her studio 
fl oor is littered with them and their multicolored cot-
tony tips. She also often uses the white background 
of gessoed linen in lieu of opaque white paint, as she 
does in March (MR120). Look at those spruce trees. You 

can almost feel the weight on their branches, the sag 
of their shoulders. This is clearly the work of someone 
who knows the strain of a snow shovel. Yet this weight 
is not what was added to the surface but left from it. 
“No one paints snow like you do,” I’ll say. “I don’t paint 
snow,” she’ll respond dryly. “I paint around it.”
 Instead, when I speak about the sense of pentimen-
to in her work, what I mean is the buildup of intimate 
knowledge of her subject matter that underlies each 
painting. You can almost feel the presence of the pre-
ceding season shimmering beneath the surface of these 
landscapes. It is as though if you scraped away a cor-
ner of October’s (MR127) fi ery hues (please don’t), you 
would fi nd a lush green meadow beneath. With Febru-
ary (MR119), you might be looking at a winter scene, 
but you can feel the artist knows every rock and bend 
in that stream, every hoof and paw that trod its banks 
before the snow. With August (MR125), she knows what 
the light was like when Bigelow was ablaze with au-
tumn, and how it will look shrouded with fog or the 
season’s fi rst frost. Marguerite Robichaux knows 
the land.
 But this knowledge goes beyond mere proximity. 
The romance and idealism are tempered with a fi erce 
passion, a fury even, as so many of the wild places 
in Maine vanish. Preservation is part of her artist’s 
manifesto; documenting these places before they are 
gone, part of her mission. That is because Marguerite 
Robichaux is no objective observer; she – in the most 
literal sense of the word – empathizes with, or enters 
into, the world she sees around her. The land is as much 
a part of her, as it is her work.
 All these reasons contribute to why it is so exciting 
to view this collection as a whole. While each paint-
ing encompasses its own realm, threads of color weave 
these works together, like a symphonic leitmotif. Start 
in January and see how those somber greens and blues 
of the winter months bleed into spring, giving way to 
a paler blue and a softer green in May. We also pick up 
touches of pink in the sky along the way that thread 
through the lupine in June and are refl ected in the 
dappled water of July (MR124), carrying us to the fi rst 
hints of autumn’s orange in August. From there, the 
yellow-gold of fall enters, wending toward the end of 
the year. Thus, as the days darken, so does the palette. 
The pale blues deepen, the greens grow inky, and by 
December we have returned to those somber colors 
from the start of the year. With each painting, we are 
not merely looking at one moment suspended in time, 
but an interwoven world unifi ed by the vision and pas-
sion of the artist. 
 A Year in the Woods of Maine asks you leave the clock 
behind and trust the tick of nature. If you do, these 
evocative landscapes will transport you. The going is 
slow, but as I can attest, the rewards are ample.

 ELIZABETH PEAVEY
      JULY 2009
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January
2009
oil and graphite on linen
36 x 24”
MR118
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February
2009
oil and graphite on linen
36 x 24”
MR119
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March
2009
oil and graphite on linen
36 x 24”
MR120
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April
2009
oil and graphite on linen
36 x 24”
MR121
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May
2009
oil and graphite on linen
36 x 24”
MR122
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June
2009
oil and graphite on linen
36 x 24”
MR123
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July
2009
oil and graphite on linen
36 x 24”
MR124
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August
2009
oil and graphite on linen
36 x 24”
MR125
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September
2009
oil and graphite on linen
36 x 24”
MR126



15

October
2009
oil and graphite on linen
36 x 24”
MR127
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November
2009
oil and graphite on linen
36 x 24”
MR128
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December
2009
oil and graphite on linen
36 x 24”
MR129
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Moose
2007
graphite on linen
36 x 48”
MR116

Barred Owl
2007
graphite on linen
26 x 24”
MR117

Beach, Flagstaff 
2007
oil on linen
18 x 18”
MR115
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April in Maine, Mt. Abram
2008
oil on linen
24 x 20”
MR134

Summer on the Carrabassett
2008
oil on linen
24 x 18”
MR135
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Saddleback Moun-
tain, June
2008
watercolor, 
gouache and ink 
on paper
9 / x 13 /” 
MR144

Flagstaff , April
2009
watercolor on paper
5 / x 6”
MR155

Kissing Trees
2005
watercolor on paper
4 /x 3 /”
MR136

Th e River, Fall
2009
watercolor on paper
4 / x 3 /”
MR154
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Sysladobsis, August
2006
watercolor and gouache on paper
4 / x 8”
MR141

Pug Hole, Summer
2006
watercolor and ink on paper
7 / x 9 /”
MR142

Sugarloaf, October
2009
watercolor on paper
5 / x 6 /”
MR156
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Black Nubble, Summer
2008
watercolor on paper
8 / x 12 /”
MR153

Full Moon Rising
2004
watercolor on paper
4 x 6”
MR138

November Marsh
2005
watercolor and ink on paper
4 / x 6 /”
MR140
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Bigelow, October
2009
watercolor on paper
6 x 10”
MR158

Bigelow, Winter
2009
watercolor on paper
6 x 10”
MR159

Arrest-Me-Red
2006
watercolor and ink 
on paper
8 x 6”
MR143

Th e Road to Camp, May
2005
watercolor and ink on paper
9 / x 5 /”
MR139
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Cranberry Peak, August
2009
watercolor on paper
5 / x 6 /”
MR157

Trail to the Summit, June
2008
watercolor and ink on paper
8 / x 6 /”
MR145

Lupines, June
2008
watercolor on paper
6 x 9”
MR146

Th e Th ree Sisters, February
2004
watercolor and ink on paper
10 x 5 /”
MR137
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Yellow-Rumped Warbler
2008
watercolor and ink on paper
3 / x 4 /”
MR152

Northern Parula
2008
watercolor and ink on paper
4 / x 5”
MR151

Winter Wren
2008
watercolor and ink on paper
4 / x 5”
MR148

Red-Eyed Vireo
2008
watercolor and ink on paper
2 / x 5”
MR150

White-Winged Crossbills
2008
watercolor and ink on paper
4 / x 5”
MR149

Bicknell’s Th rush
2008
watercolor and ink on paper
7 x 5 /”
MR147
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s urban sprawl and commercial and 
industrial development claim more 
and more of our land, it is important 
for me to record and celebrate the 

beauty and dignity of our natural world. I live on 
the edge of wilderness, travel to remote destinations 
and seek out unspoiled places. These landscapes 
fi gure prominently in my work because they fi gure 
prominently in my life. I am drawn to the order and 
geometry of fi elds and pastures, the noble sweep 
of farmlands, the grandeur of mountain peaks 
and rugged coastline, the serenity of still water, 
and the power of rushing rivers and waterfalls. I 
am passionate about conveying a sense of awe and 
respect for our disappearing wilderness.
 Living in a state with a long and venerable 
tradition of landscape painting, I have had to fi nd 
my own voice. To go beyond the picturesque and 
purely representational and to paint without 
sentimentality, I have had to trust my visual 
intuition and create a language of my own. The 
dripping paint and unconcealed edges — a staple 
of nonrepresentational painting — are true to the 
integrity of the medium. Thin, transparent paint 
loosely brushed, wiped away and smeared, and 
remnants of original graphite drawings suggest 
that these images are artifi ce. I make paintings, not 
landscapes. 
 I paint to bear witness to the importance of 
preserving our natural environment. I create to 
leave a visual legacy. I believe my paintings make a 

difference.

 MARGUERITE ROBICHAUX

Artist’s Statement  MARGUERITE ROBICHAUX

A

Elizabeth Peavey is the author of Maine & Me: 10 Years of Down East Adventures, which won the 2006 Maine Literary Award for 
Best Maine-themed book. She is a resident of her home state of Maine, where she writes, teaches and, yes, goofs off.
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oil on linen
50 x 36”
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2007
oil on linen
24 x 48”
MR132
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