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Beyond tHe Horizon
one Friend’s View

have traveled great distances with Marguerite 

Robichaux. And I am not talking about the 

countless miles she and I have traversed to-

gether on Maine’s back roads and in Maine’s 

back woods for nearly 20 years. Nor am I dis-

cussing the places she’s taken me when I’ve 

visited her native Louisiana — to the non-French 

Quarter Mardi Gras celebrations, to Galatoire’s 

Restaurant for Oysters Rockefeller and Trout 

Amandine, down to the bayou for fried catfish 

and up past the plantations into the Tunica hills. 

Nor do I mean the multiple times we have com-

muted back and forth from one of our houses to 

the other — mine in suburban Portland, hers in 

the western Maine mountains — or on forays to 

Pucker Gallery together to drop off her paintings 

or pick up cases of our book, Glorious Slow Going. 

I’m not even talking about the infinite-seeming 

number of times we have stomped or padded up 

and back on her mile-long road, hoping for an 

elusive sighting: a moose wading across the sand-

bar in the river that fronts her house, the flash of 

yellow of a migrating warbler, the dark shadow of 

any eagle passing overhead. OK, and not even of 

the number of miles she and I have surely logged 

stopping and snooping out flea markets and junk 

shops in search of equally elusive treasure.

 While all those miles are meaningful, they 

are but an odometer reading on a lifelong 

friendship that is unique in our relationships. 

Yes, we love to sally forth and explore with our 

fellas, and we’ve had no shortage of adventures 

with the rest of our friends, but our freedom (an 

artist and a freelancer can pretty much come 

and go as they please), our common sensibilities 

(love of nature, art and a chilled martini) and 

compatibility (she cooks, I eat) have made us 

ideal sojourners and fellow travelers. 

 No, the distance I am talking about can’t be 

measured in miles. It is where her work has taken 

me over the years, how it has expanded my hori-

zons, shown me places I’ve never seen and made 

me see places I know with a fresh eye. Because, 

whether the subject matter is familiar to me 

(Maine’s North Woods, Monhegan Island) or for-

eign (Peru, New Zealand, Ireland), her paintings 

never fail to take me somewhere new. Art trans-

ports, and Marguerite’s art transports grandly. 

The fact that she works primarily in landscape 

may have something to do with it. I challenge you 

to stand in front of a Marguerite Robichaux and 

not be drawn in. Can’t you feel those grasses brush 

your legs, the sun beat on your back, the hard 

earth beneath your feet as you ascend that slope? 

 But it is not the actual landscape — the sub-

ject itself — that so moves me. It is Marguerite’s 

translation of what she sees. Despite the fact that 

I often say, “There’s a Robichaux” when looking 

through my windshield or across the bow of a 

boat, one would be hard-pressed to find any of her 

paintings that merely represent that streambed or 

mountain path. It is through her eyes that I am 

seeing something that I perhaps missed before. 

 It has been an enormous privilege all these 

years to be able to watch these landscapes take 

form on her studio walls. On one visit, there 

might be nothing but gessoed linen hanging 

there. The next, a shadow form taking shape 
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in graphite, like viewing a destination on a dis-

tant horizon. And once the oils or watercolors 

come out and the forms find color, I am drawn 

in deeper and deeper.  No, it’s not actually like 

traveling to Peru or New Zealand or Monhegan. 

It’s better. viewing her work allows one to delve 

into the natural world, which she and I both feel 

is constantly being altered by man, and not nec-

essarily for the good. In this way, her paintings 

(and our book) have also become a document of 

what she’s seen and an act of preservation.

 I hope you enjoy her work — and the jour-

ney — as much as I have. There are many miles 

yet to log. No passports or altitude-sickness medi-

cine required.

— elizabeth Peavey, July 2013

Elizabeth Peavey is a Maine-based teacher, speaker and author. 
Glorious Slow Going: Maine Stories of Art, Adventure and 
Friendship, her collaboration with Marguerite Robichaux, was a 
finalist for the 2012 Maine Literary Awards (MLA). Her one-
woman show, My Mother’s Clothes Are Not My Mother, won 
the 2013 MLA for Best Drama. She is also the author of Maine & 
Me, which was awarded the MLA for Best Maine-themed Book. She 
is a contributor to Down east magazine, and her monthly humor 
column, “Outta My Yard,” can be found at thebollard.com.

Ollantaytambo, Peru, 2013
Oil on linen
40 x 56"
MR226
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hen I reflect upon the 

landscapes of my life 

— both real and imag-

ined — those in which 

I have lived, through 

which I have traveled, 

and from which I have 

drawn inspiration, there are some that loom 

largest in my memory.

 I grew up in lush and verdant southern Lou-

isiana where I spent a lot of my childhood out-of-

doors taking for granted the world around me. 

My Uncle eb taught me to fish in the Atchafalaya 

spillway with a cane pole and a worm. My mother 

and I pruned camellia bushes and weeded flow-

erbeds — that is, until I uncovered a snake and 

retreated to the back porch, while she went after 

the creature with a garden hoe. I was allowed to 

stay up past my bedtime on hot summers’ nights 

to watch a night-blooming cereus slowly open; 

it was magical.  Hurricanes, thunderstorms and 

occasional winter freezes felled trees, downed 

limbs and damaged plants. But most things grew 

back, and quickly. The banana plant unfurled 

new leaves, the crape myrtles opened their wa-

termelon-pink blossoms and the bamboo crept 

once more into the backyard. Without really 

realizing it, I took all this in. When my mother 

gave me an easel and a real artist’s smock for my 

fifth birthday, my first attempts at painting were 

familiar trees and flowers. And to my eye there is 

nothing more stately than a centuries-old Loui-

siana live oak tree, its branches growing to the 

ground, harboring Spanish moss and resurrec-

tion fern, which dies in a draught and greens up 

again with the rains. 

 As an adult, I came to the woods of Maine 

and learned to love the ever-changing climate, 

which makes the landscape at once nurturing 

and challenging. And challenging it is to paint 

plein air in my neck of the woods — black flies in 

summer, bitter cold in winter — but well worth 

the effort. I have painted from a canoe in nearby 

Flagstaff Lake and sketched inside the heated 

cab of my truck on the side of a snowy road. I 

have perched my French easel beside one of my 

favorite fishing spots — Middle Dam above the 

Rapid River — with my fly rod nearby. Yes, there 

is plenty of inspiration in the wilderness around 

me, and I don’t have to go far to find it. There is 

nothing more serene than the river that runs by 

my home on a breathless summer’s eve, spruce 

and fir trees and mountains reflected in its mir-

ror-like surface, interrupted only by the ripple of 

the rise of a trout.  

 These much-loved images of my childhood 

home and my adopted state will always be part 

of my favorite things. However, I am fortunate 

to have been able to travel afar to very different 

and unfamiliar landscapes that have become 

equally important to my life and work.

 Not so afar, but remote and new to me, was 

Monhegan Island — located 15 miles off the 

coast of Maine — where I was the Carina House 

Resident in 1990. An intense six weeks proved 

highly productive for painting, but it also let me 

explore the island. Gull Rock (MR218) was one 

of my favorite haunts and the subject of many 

drawings, watercolors and paintings. I found 

myself there early in the morning or late in the 4
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afternoon before or after the boats from the 

mainland had arrived and departed. Armed with 

my sketchpad and watercolors and a small jar of 

chilled martini (only in the late afternoon), I 

studied Gull Rock. While it is not the most spec-

tacular of Monhegan’s headlands, I was drawn 

back to it time and again. This pile of rocks pro-

truding into the ocean represented the sturdy 

stuff of nature’s resilience. 

 With a grant from earthwatch and support 

from The Payson Foundation, I went in 1993 to 

New Zealand’s Tongariro National Park on the 

North Island to participate in a study by Auckland 

University geophysicists Dr. Corrine Locke and Dr. 

John Cassidy. We were surveying, measuring and 

recording gravity on an active volcano. I hiked the 

mountain with painting supplies, survival gear, 

walkie-talkies and a heavy tripod on my back. I was 

given the task of operating the total station, which 

is an instrument that measures slope distance and 

elevation. That job kept me at one site each day 

with time to observe the otherworldly landscape. 

The arduous expedition and the power of the 

volcanoes — gods of the Maori — have kept this 

landscape fresh in my mind. Ruapehu (MR224) 

has erupted several times since I was there, but 5
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I have remembered it as I painted, sketched and 

photographed it 20 years ago.

 An extended trip to Peru in 1996 to visit my 

friend Laura Russell introduced me to the gran-

deur of the Andes and the rigors of a Third World 

existence. Laura is the founder, continuing exec-

utor, and champion of Taller Móvil de Arte, which 

takes teams of artists, educators and workers up 

into the high altitude Quechua villages. There, 

they spend a week providing art supplies and 

encouragement to the children, who weave the 

experience into their ancient artistic culture. In 

my time there I survived sorroche (altitude sick-

ness) by chewing coca leaves and drinking mate 

de coca tea, improved my Spanish, heaved myself 

up Huayna Picchu and savored cuye (guinea pig) 

at The Fiesta of the virgin of Carmen in Pisaq. 

I always had my watercolors and sketchbook at 

hand. The majesty of Machu Picchu, Ollantayt-

ambo (MR226) and Huatanay (MR61) remain 

vivid still.

 When I look back to these amazing places 

for inspiration, the sketchbooks, photographs, 

and journals I always keep when traveling come 

out of the archives and end up scattered around 

my studio. It is as though I am reliving the expe-

dition — hiking up the mountain again, feeling 

the wind, smelling the earth, and remembering 

the landscape. 

 One of my favorite places on earth is  

Anascaul (MR229) on the Dingle Peninsula in 

southwest Ireland, and I return as often as pos-

sible. My former art dealer and forever friend Ray 

Farrell and his wife, Marilyn, live nearby, and we 

always make a trip to Anascaul, be it a trek up the 

hills or just a glass of champagne on the shores 

of the lake. This place moves me to tears almost 

every time I visit. There are gates and fences and 

sheep grazing on the incredibly steep slopes, but 

it feels as though we are the very few humans who 

have ventured along its paths. Primordial, majes-

tic, shaped by forces of time and nature, the sheer 

power of this place calls to the painter in me.

 As does gentler, less imposing terrain. 

Tropical islands and coastlines are a reminder of 

my childhood home and my many trips to the 

Gulf of Mexico. The lush vegetation, endless ex-

panses of sky and sea and towering thunderheads 

on the horizon are as different from the inland 

Maine mountains as are their respective palettes. 

Joyously mixing cerulean blue and Naples yellow 

and slapping transparent watercolor washes in 

my sketchbook in February sure beats plowing 

snow from my road. Whether I was thrashing the 

water not catching bonefish in Belize or sitting 

on the bow of a sailboat in the Leeward Islands, 

I knew how lucky I was to be able to paint this 

exotic landscape. 

 Yet I always come back here, home to Maine. 

each day, each season, is new but embellished by 

the past. I have explored these landscapes with 

my significant other, Walter, who taught me some 

very important skills — how to tie a dry fly onto 

a tippet, how to clean a partridge, how to por-

tage a canoe, how to go backwards in snow shoes 

(not easy) — and with each lesson I got a fresh 

look at the world around me. And I have spent 

many years with my great traveling buddy and 

collaborator, Liz, on the back roads and off-the-

beaten-paths of our beloved state. I have shown 

with pride these vistas to family and friends from 

away. I am forever grateful to those who intro-

duced me to my adopted home. There is my for-

mer art professor Tom, who first enticed me to 

the spectacular coast of Maine when I was a col-

lege student in the (ahem) 1970s. It was my dear 

friend Jud, who led me into the wilds of Maine 

where I got my first glimpse of the landscape that 

would become so important to my work. And it 

was Carol, who pointed to the mountains and a 

river and said, “Why not paint that?”

 The paths I choose are not necessarily the 

least traveled, nor are they usually overly crowd-

ed. I tend to tread on the edge of the wilderness, 

to seek out the under-explored, to travel in the 

outside lane, to step into those landscapes that 

are removed from commerce and development.

 As a painter I can create a fiction about these 

favorite places. I can protect them from the en-

croachment of man, eliminate the wind turbines 

on their ridges, disregard the power lines running 

through their valleys and even ignore debris left 6



behind by passers-by. I can cover up highways and 

tour buses and over-crowded marinas. My utopias, 

though not perfect, can perhaps leave a lasting 

impression of the natural world I so admire. I re-

turn to these images in my mind time and again 

as subjects of my paintings; they provide the visual 

voice of my inner awe and respect.

 The subjects I choose to paint are what they 

are: landscapes. The way I paint, using thin, drip-

ping and smeared paint, graphite pencil lines 

and unfinished edges, are a mark of the artist’s 

hand; they are the tools of a painter. My tech-

nique reinforces the message that these are not 

real landscapes; they are paintings.

 Here and Gone. Landscapes here and now — 

those beautiful, unspoiled, protected gems — I 

rejoice in and celebrate. Landscapes gone, of re-

membered faraway places — those I have visited 

and loved — will always inspire me. And landscapes 

gone — those that have disappeared underneath 

subdivisions and shopping malls — remain in my 

memory to be painted again. I hope, perhaps, my 

paintings of them will make a difference.

— Marguerite Robichaux, July 2013 7
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Island Trail, Monhegan, 2012
Oil on birch panel
18 x 18"
MR219

Friday, 13 July 1990

Arrived to Monhegan midday after a brisk and salt-sprayed crossing on the  

Laura B.  Glorious day. A lone seal watched us approach the island, which is more 

beautiful, wooded and unspoiled than I had anticipated.

Friday, 13 July 1990, Monhegan

My last day on Monhegan. Bittersweet, but without too much sadness. I leave a lot of 

friends, some of whom I will see again, some I will remember. I leave things undone, 

spaces unseen and a few good-byes unsaid. I am tired, fulfilled, inspired and perhaps 

a bit wiser. I have labored diligently, motivated and driven to work — to see, to 

understand, to observe and discover, to paint. I am haunted by Monhegan.
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Christmas Cove, Monhegan, 1990
Watercolor on paper
9.5 x 13"
MR221

Norton Ledge, Monhegan, 1990
Watercolor on paper
9 x 13.5"
MR220
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Ledges, Monhegan, 1993
Watercolor on paper
5.5 x 7"
MR222

Path to Gull Rock, Monhegan, 1993
Watercolor on paper
5.5 x 7"
MR223
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Watercolor on paper
6.25 x 9.25"
MR62

Wednesday, 26 January 1994, tongariro national Park

It is colder here, with great, fast-moving clouds pouring over the mountain peaks.  

Sheets of fine mist blow down the slopes. Sun comes and goes. The landscape is starkly 

beautiful — vast, windswept, rolling hills to jagged peaks to snowfields, unpeopled, 

seemingly uninhabited — not even many birds. There is at once a lack of color, a 

monochrome, which upon scrutiny gives way to subtle color changes. 
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Ngauruhoe, New Zealand, 1994
Watercolor on paper
6.5 x 9.5"
MR63

thursday, 27 January 1994, tongariro national Park

It is cold and windy. We are driven to the beginning of the trail and start our ascent.  

I am not prepared for this. In the next seven days there will be several times during our 

ascents that I am certain I cannot take another step or another breath. But since  

the team leaders will not leave anyone alone, I must continue along with the group.  

A stop, while gasping for breath and waiting for the burn in my leg muscles to cool, 

revives; and I can go on.

n
ew

 z
eA

lA
n

d

12



peru

Huatanay, Peru, 1996
Watercolor on paper
6.5 x 9.5"
MR61

Apu Ausangate, Peru, 1996
Watercolor on paper
6.5 x 9.5"
MR60
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Pampa de Anta, Peru, 1996
Watercolor on paper
6.5 x 10"
MR228

Friday, 19 July 1996, Machu Picchu

Once at the ruins, we stop to take off our heavy clothes and repack. It is quite warm. 

The boys will carry the packs. We decide to climb Huayna Picchu first, then see the 

ruins. As we start the ascent I know immediately that it is going to be tough. Steep steps 

with no break, winding around the mountain — cutbacks and zigzags to make the 

slope. There are ropes to help pull oneself up. Breathing is difficult — gasping for breath 

and having to stop often. We are climbing straight up. Finally, we reach the top. It is a 

small peak with several huge boulders … we find a perch, catch our breath. The view is  

360 degrees of mountains, valley, the river, the ruins. Like being on top of the world.
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peru

Urcos, Peru, 1996
Watercolor on paper
6.25 x 9.75"
MR227

sunday, 7 July 1996, en route to ollantaytambo

The drive out of Cusco is up over the mountains behind Laura’s house. A 

narrow, cobbled, winding road through barrios with pig, sheep and cattle on 

the road … the road zigzags up and then crests the mountains and descends 

into a valley of fields and terraces. We drive through villages and finally onto a 

high pampa. From here is the first, spectacular glimpse of the snow-peaked and 

glaciered mountains rimming the Sacred Valley. It is truly awe-inspiring, and 

the closer we get the more grand the mountains appear. It is easy to see how the 

Incas named and revered each one … the Andes are a breathtaking sight.
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Kilmurry I, Ireland, 2012
Oil on linen
12 x 14"
MR230

Kilmurry II, Ireland, 2012
Oil on linen
12 x 14"
MR23116
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Kilmurry III, Ireland, 2012
Oil on linen
12 x 14"
MR232

Acres Mountain, Ireland, 2006
Watercolor on yupo
12 x 19"
MR234 17
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Fields, Dingle Bay, Ireland, 2007
Monotype on paper
9 x 9.5"
MR235

Friday, 6 December 1996, Dingle peninsula

The clear skies of yesterday have closed in again. It is much warmer this morning 

but very foggy with thick mist falling. A hearty breakfast with turf fire in the 

kitchen. Off in search of painting sites, though we can’t see the mountains. We 

head to Anascaul and then off the main road through a large bog, past farmers’ 

dooryards, through pastures. Up a ridge, then back down again, and we are at a 

seemingly remote lake bounded by steep-sided, rock-strewn cliffs. The fog obliterates 

the peaks — it is grey, chilly, eerie. Not another person, but there are sheep way up 

amongst the rocks. We drive to the head of the lake and as the fog lifts a bit, there 

is a pass between the two mountains. Some curlews are splashing in the shallow 

water. Otherwise it is still and quiet. I paint.
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Blackthorn, Glen Minard, Ireland, 2006
Oil on yupo
10.5 x 16.5"
MR233

tuesday, 10 December 1996, Glen Minard

Sun! At 7:30 there was actually a streak of orange light on the horizon. And by 

daybreak the grey was burning off and clouds clearing. At one point midmorning 

the only clouds were on the horizon off shore. Glorious sun! The colors are so 

brilliant. Everything washed by the rain. And since the sun is never far off the 

horizon, the shadows are long and dramatic all day.
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Green Cay, BVI, 1991
Watercolor on paper
5 x 6.75"
MR56

Mangrove Cay, Belize, 1991
Watercolor on paper
6.75 x 9.75"
MR59
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Navarre Beach, Florida, 1992
Watercolor on paper
5.5 x 7"
MR239

Full Moon, Belize, 1991
Watercolor on paper
6.75 x 9.5"
MR236
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Hawk, Belize, 1991
Watercolor on paper
6.5 x 10"
MR237

Hana, Maui, Hawaii, 1986
Watercolor on paper
8.5 x 11"
MR57
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Permit Cay, Belize, 1991
Watercolor on paper
6.75 x 10"
MR238

Turneffe Flats, Belize, 1991
Watercolor on paper 
6.5 x 9.5" 
MR58
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Night-blooming Cereus I, 1998
Watercolor and ink on paper
7 x 10"
MR240

Night-blooming Cereus II, 1998
Watercolor and ink on paper
7 x 10"
MR241
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Quahog Bay, 2006
Watercolor and ink on paper
5.5 x 7"
MR248

Rapid River, September, 2004
Watercolor on paper
5.5 x 7"
MR247

Woods Road, Bigelow, 2012
Oil on birch panel
18 x 18"
MR242
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November 3, South Branch, 2011
Oil on canvas
4 x 4"
MR212
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November 5, South Branch, 2011
Oil on canvas
4 x 4"
MR213

Low Tide, 2007
Monotype on paper
7.5 x 10.5"
MR249
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Study, Woods Road, Bigelow, 2001
Watercolor on paper
6 x 6"
MR243

Garden Path, South Branch, 2012
Oil on birch panel
18 x 18"
MR244
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August, Flagstaff Lake, 2007
Oil on yupo
9.5 x 12.5"
MR246

South Branch Tamarack, 2011
Oil on canvas
12 x 12"
MR216
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Christmas Eve, 2011
Oil on canvas
10 x 10"
MR215

September Morning, 2011
Oil on canvas
10 x 10"
MR214 29
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Trail to Ngauruhoe, New Zealand, 1994
Watercolor and ink on paper
10 x 7"
MR225
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Design: Leslie Anne Feagley
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Birch, Rainbow Lake, 2010
Watercolor on paper
10 x 8.5" 
MR245


