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This exhibition is dedicated to the memory of my friend Alexander Edwin Scheeren.

cover:
Carrabassett, July, 2014
oil on linen
38 x 52"
Mr252

Spring Road, 2013
oil on birch panel
18 x 18"
Mr250
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We were friends for nearly for-

ty years. i called him axel; 

he called me Mizz M. Most 

everyone else called him uncle al, but 

he also answered to al, alex, alexander 

and axelander.

 alex died last year as i was working on 

this exhibition. his demise came quickly 

after a sudden and unexpected diagnosis. i 

spent the last month of his life at his bed-

side, along with his brother and many devoted friends. 

these paintings and drawings from times and places and 

things we shared span the many years of our friendship. 

they are my way of remembering my beloved friend.

 alex was raised in upstate new york, where his mu-

sical talents were recognized early. he attended hobart 

college and then studied meteorology at texas a&M 

university as a second lieutenant in the air Force. he 

served his military duty in France and in Minot, north 

Dakota. after his service and some travel adventures, 

alex found his way to Maine by way of friends Bruce 

Johnson and Bill Jones, whom he met in France. here 

he settled and found more lifelong friends and dedi-

cated partners in music. 

 a world-class musician, alex was highly respected 

by his colleagues, and had legions of fans. instruments – 

trombone, violin, ukulele, high-hat, duck call (yes, duck 

call) – were all magic in his hands. he 

performed in acclaimed bands and com-

bos; he formed memorable duets with 

talented partners. calling himself a social 

chemist, he also tended bar during ski 

season at the Bag on sugarloaf Mountain.

 My friend was a gentle soul. he 

loved kitties, flowers, beautiful women, 

cocktails and fine cuisine. he read vora-

ciously and practiced his music. in the 

summer, he puttered in his gardens, mowed the lawn, 

kayaked and watched the red sox. he performed at 

weddings and festivals and toured with the outer-

space Band. in autumn, he stacked his wood, covered 

his windows with plastic and traveled to visit his 

family and friends. During the winter, he was straight-

out playing music and tending bar. come spring, 

he snoozed in his big armchair for a while and then 

dedicated himself to some serious r&r, sailing with 

friends in the caribbean. he then came back to Maine 

and planted his gardens.

      i met alex in 1976 on the coast of Maine where he 

was performing with his friend Jud strunk – a Maine 

raconteur and prominent musician who gained na-

tional attention with his song “Daisy a Day.” i was Jud’s 

girlfriend (young enough then to be called a girlfriend), 

and i traveled with the band when he and i were not in 
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Sailing in the Caribbean, 1991
Watercolor on paper
6.5 x 9.5"
Mr283

Mountain View, 2007
Watercolor on paper
5 x 9"
Mr280

Alex with instruments
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residence at the strunk compound 

on eustis ridge in western Maine. 

Jud, alex, various band members and 

i logged many miles traversing the 

country in antique cadillac limousines, 

driving to and from gigs at honkytonks, 

saloons and concert halls. We saw a lot 

of landscape – Quebec, the upper Mid-

west, the Badlands of the Dakotas, the 

sawtooth Mountains – mostly through 

bleary eyes. i did not do a lot of painting 

during those days, but i always had my 

sketchbook near at hand.

 after Jud’s untimely death in a 

plane crash in 1981, i stayed close to alex and Jud’s 

three boys. after some time away, i returned to the 

mountains of Maine and met Walter, the love of my life. 

as the years passed, Jud’s son Jeff, and his wife sarah, 

took over the strunk compound on eustis ridge. With 

the birth of their children, Mason and cassidy, we ac-

quired a “family” and often filled that house with lively 

conversation over countless meals, and just as much 

music and laughter. the panoramic view of mountains 

and lake from that ridge has been a perennial inspira-

tion for my painting.

 in 1994, i built my home and studio on the south 

Branch of the Dead river. i can see eustis ridge from 

a high point on my property and the Bigelow range 

from the end of my road. alex’s cottage and my place 

are about a mile apart as the crow flies. each day we 

experienced the same landscape, the same weather and 

the same incremental changes of the seasons. We shared 

the challenges, joys and beauty of our environment. 

“that was some thunderstorm last night!” “are your 

day lilies open?” “the black flies are brutal!” “have you 

plowed out yet?” “i can barely see cranberry Peak for 

the haze.” “looks like a Baltimore oriole to me.” “What 

a sunset!” “come over now! My cereus 

is blooming tonight.”

 i sometimes took my evening walk 

to his cottage, where we sat by his gar-

dens with cocktail and binoculars in 

hand. the two of us sitting there was 

not an uncommon sight. neighbors 

tooted horns and waved as they drove 

by, while we sipped our gin & tonics, 

spotted canada geese, wood ducks 

and bald eagles and watched twilight 

descend on Flagstaff lake. 

      alex’s close friend Parker hall came 

up in the summers and pitched a tent 

a very short walk from the cottage on 

the edge of Flagstaff lake. With alex’s 

accommodating landlady’s permission, 

he and Parker dug a fire pit, lugged 

down a grill and several ice chests, 

hung a flag and christened the site 

“Points Beyond.” Many evenings were 

spent around the campfire, swatting 

mosquitoes, watching the moon rise 

and telling tales.

      Walter and i would putter down 

the river in our boat, pick up alex at Points Beyond 

and head out into Flagstaff lake. Provisioned with 

snacks and cold beer, we fished at our “honey hole” 

and drifted with the wind, looked for moose on the 

shore and admired the sunset. We sometimes pulled 

the boat up on a sand beach at our favorite little island 

and had a picnic supper. the boys poked around the 

island and then sat in the plastic chairs we brought, 

while i splashed watercolors. 

 When i look back over my many years of friendship 

with alex, i realize how closely associated he was with 

my painting life. During my artist’s residency in 1988 at 

the Vermont studio colony, alex and Walter came to the 

Beaux arts Ball we residents hosted. they came as the 

two Jerks from Maine, wearing their plaid Johnson wool 

jackets and white linen soda jerk caps. as a break from 

the rigors of making art, i brought several of my fellow 

resident artists back to Maine to alex’s surprise fiftieth 

birthday party. When i had a six-week artist’s residency 

in 1990 at the carina house on Monhegan island, alex 

took the ferry out to visit. he brought a picnic lunch and 

replenished my gin supply. We explored the island, and i 

showed him the progress i had made in the studio.

Night-blooming Cereus, 2015
Watercolor and ink on paper
7.25 x 5.75"
Mr270

Summer on the Coast of Maine, 1985
Watercolor on paper
6 x 16"
Mr275
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      alex was a frequent and loyal follower of my many 

art openings. he arrived decked out in party clothes with 

friends and then attend any after-opening dinners, which 

he reveled in. (Frankly, i never knew if it was the art or 

the dinner that enticed him.) in my early days, when i 

still mounted my own exhibitions, he helped me frame, 

transport and install paintings. he played music at some 

of my openings.  

 alex used to drive me around the back roads of 

Maine as i looked for painting sites – that wild apple 

tree in full bloom or the perfect vista of fall foliage. he 

brought along a camp chair and sat contentedly while 

i sketched or made watercolor paintings. We never felt 

we had to rush. he made tapes early on and later burned 

cDs of music for me to paint by. an avid photographer, 

he archived probably thousands of his landscape photos, 

which he shared with me. he emailed me pictures of his 

kitties, the birds at his feeder, his flowers – each with a 

witty caption: 

Here they come. ‘Tis the season for endless shots of 
blooms… let me know when you get bored. 

Points Beyond, 2015
oil on linen
48 x 48"
Mr257
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 he kept my kitty, Pooh, 

once while i was in ireland, 

and sent weekly dispatches to 

our ex-pat friends, ray and 

Marilyn Farrell, to pass along 

to me.

Ray & Marilyn……. 
As Mizz M may have told 
you, I am the designated 
keeper of the furry grey, slow 
moving, schmoo shaped entity 
known to most as “Pooh.” 
Could you inform M that 
Her Roundness seems to have 
settled in nicely here at my 
humble home and is slowly inspecting those niches and 
passageways which accept her dimensions. Her progress 
in this endeavor is undertaken with all due deliberation as 
she takes many pauses to rest and ponder her discoveries.

alex, of course, had his foibles. he was persnickety, 

painfully slow at certain tasks and could become in-

dignant when encountering opposing views, especially 

of the political variety. More than once, i threatened 

to banish him from my dinner table because he had 

broken yet another wine glass while animatedly waving 

his hands to illustrate a story. as any two close friends 

with a long history, we could exasperate each other. But 

i loved him.

 the advent of this exhibition comes exactly one 

year after friends and family said an earthly farewell to 

our alexander. at his beautiful memorial service, we 

joined together in music 

and song, shared stories 

and were moved by a 

military honor guard. We 

wept, we laughed, we cel-

ebrated a wonderful life. 

on the Fourth of July, we 

Maine friends gathered 

at Points Beyond and 

spread some of his ashes 

on the waters of Flagstaff 

lake. the other half of 

his ashes were interred 

by his family in his native 

naples, new york.

Honey Hole, 2015
oil on canvas
6 x 8"
Mr264

April 24, Johnson Vermont, 1988
Watercolor on paper
8.5 x 8.5"
Mr273

      My year of mourning 

has been interspersed with 

lovely memories. as i marked 

thanksgiving, the first snow-

storm, a forgotten christ-

mas, the feeding of winter 

chickadees, my april escape 

to louisiana, mud season, 

the first summer drink, our 

annual May trip to our local 

greenhouse for seedlings, his 

Fourth of July party, and the 

october cider-press party, i 

thought of alex and wished 

he had been with me. 

     But he was. he was in my 

memory as i worked on these new paintings and when 

i went through my archives and uncovered some old 

favorites that reminded me of him. though i am still 

deeply saddened by the loss of my friend, these are not 

paintings of grief. i remember with joy these places that 

alex and i shared. 

 alex was a gentle soul, one who sought peace, beau-

ty, truth and happiness for everyone. he lived life with 

a grace that blessed us all. We shared our families with 

him, he was devoted to his. We told him our secrets, he 

held our confidences close. When we wanted to sing, he 

picked up his instruments. When we wanted to cry, he 

held our hands. When we wanted to celebrate, he mixed 

the drinks. he hung his huge american flag on the 

Fourth of July and he played carols on his instruments 

at christmas. he was the most appreciative guest at any 

dinner table, flying hands and all. 

      i add my voice to the 

many tributes paid to our 

beloved alexander edwin 

scheeren. i will think of 

you, axel, every time i 

see a thunderhead rising 

or a new-fallen snow or 

the clearing after a storm. 

May you rest in peace, 

my friend, with those 

who went before and 

those of us who will fol-

low. We shall meet again 

in the sweet by and by.

— Marguerite Robichaux, 2015
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Apple, June, 2014
oil on linen
36 x 36"
Mr253



8

Gull Rock, Monhegan, august, 2014
oil on linen
36 x 36"
Mr254

auGust i, 2009

Summer has finally arrived. Days getting warmer.  
Rains less frequent, although some fierce thunderstorms. 
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Moon Rising, 2015
oil on canvas
6 x 8"
Mr263

Thunderhead, 2015
oil on canvas
6 x 8"
Mr265
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Flagstaff Triptych, 2015 (open)
oil on hinged birch panels
open: 16 x 28"; closed: 16 x 14"
Mr259

May 5, 1997

Cinco de Mayo. Windy, but sun-warmed. A walk to Alex’s for drinks 
on the lawn. Peepers, and first moose on my road! Smelts running.
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Flagstaff Triptych, 2015 (closed)
oil on hinged birch panels
open: 16 x 28"; closed: 16 x 14"
Mr259
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Bigelow Triptych, 2015 (closed)
oil on hinged birch panels
open: 16 x 28";  closed: 16 x 14"
Mr261
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Bigelow Triptych, 2015 (open)
oil on hinged birch panels
open: 16 x 28"; closed: 16 x 14"
Mr261

sePteMBer 12, 2009

There has been a string of glorious late summer days  
changing to fall — cool nights, warm, sunny dry days.  

Several early morning 30 degrees, but no frost yet.
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South Branch Triptych, 2015 (open)
oil on hinged birch panels
open: 16 x 28"; closed: 16 x 14"
Mr260

March 22-23, 2001

Big storm — 28 inches of heavy, wet snow, on top of an already 
snowy winter. I couldn’t begin to move the snow with my plow, so just 

parked it in the carport. Snowshoed out to get mail and groceries.
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South Branch Triptych, 2015 (closed)
oil on hinged birch panels
open: 16 x 28"; closed: 16 x 14"
Mr260
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Burnt Head, Monhegan, 2014
oil on canvas
8 x 10"
Mr255

Katahdin, 2014
oil on canvas
8 x 10"
Mr256

Ledges, Monhegan, 2014
Watercolor and ink on paper
8 x 9"
Mr271

June 13, Monhegan, 1990
Watercolor on paper
8 x 7.5"
Mr272
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June 29, 1990, MonheGan

Painted steadily, then went to the dock at 11:30 to wait on the Laura B, which was a little 
late and completely full, SRO. Alex emerged from the cabin right behind a green and yellow 

parrot. And what a wonderful visit we had! It was a much needed break for me… 

Coplin Road, 2005
Watercolor on paper
11 x 14"
Mr282

Winter at Points Beyond, 1987
Watercolor and graphite on paper
9 x 11.5"
Mr274
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July 16. 2008

Alex called this AM to say he had spotted a yellow-headed 
blackbird. I went right over, and there he (the bird, not Alex) 

was walking around the barn and catching insects. 

Alex’s Birds, 2015
Watercolor and ink on paper
4 x 3" each
Mr269

Autumn, 2013
oil on linen
20 x 36"
Mr251
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Pond in the River, 2007
Monotype on paper
9.5 x 11.25"
Mr262

Winter Sunset, 1984
Watercolor and watercolor pencil on paper
9.5 x 10.5"
Mr278
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Postcards from Monhegan I, II, III, 1990
Watercolor and ink on paper
4 x 6" each
Mr276

May 21, 1999

Planting lilies. 60 degrees, buggy, 5 PM with 
Alex and Pooh. Happy B’day, Mizz M!

Alex’s Lilies, 2015
Watercolor and ink on paper
5 x 12"
Mr268

River Road, Baton Rouge, 1989
Watercolor and graphite on paper
6.5 x 10"
Mr277
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Wyman Road, 1989
Watercolor on paper
10.5 x 14"
Mr279

Apple Orchard, 2005
Watercolor on paper
11 x 14"
Mr281
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Alex and Marguerite go smelting
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August 8, Wyman Township, 1989
oil on paper on gator board
60 x 46"
Mr258
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240 newbury street, 3rd floor
Boston, Ma 02116
Phone: 617.267.9473
e-mail: contactus@puckergallery.com

chanGe serVice reQuesteD.
Please visit www.puckergallery.com to view current and past exhibition 
catalogues, artist biographies, and subscribe to the Artwork of the Week 
and Pot of the Week e-mail list.

Gallery hours
Monday through saturday 10:00 am to 5:30 pm
sunday 10:30 aM to 5:00 pm

We offer one free hour of validated parking at the 200 newbury 
street garage. the garage driving entrance is located on exeter street 
between newbury and Boylston streets. the nearest MBta stops are 
hynes convention center or copley station on the Green line.

Pucker Gallery is a member of the Boston art Dealers association and 
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left:
Goldenrod, 2001
oil on birch panel
16 x 12"
Mr267

right:
High Bush Cranberry, 2001
oil on birch panel
16 x 12"
Mr266


