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Clockwise from left, Akha headdresses, baby jaguar, Vida Loca (Janet’s
Malti-poo), Quan-Yin (Chinese Goddess of Peace) hand carved in Bali.

“We knew it could be dangerous, but we took them a boat motor because
they were dying from simple things like diarrhea,” she said.

The motor would allow the Yanomamo to make the trip to the mission vil-
lage in time to get proper medical care.

Janet has traveled by canoe, bus, plane, elephant, raft, rickshaw, flat-bot-
tomed boat and horseback.

Visiting with indigenous people, she has come up against situations that
would leave others pale and shaking, yet Janet appears unflappable.

She can’t really account for her adventurous spirit, but thinks her early
interests may have influenced the direction she has taken.

“The first thing I wanted to be was a missionary when I was very little,” she
said. “I was always intensely curious about other people and other countries.”

Instead of becoming a missionary, she became an artist.

For 10 years she did portraits at Myrtle Beach, she taught art in schools,
then she started a private art school business called Art Smart, providing pri-
vate enrichment classes in the Southeast and Oklahoma within the public
school systems.

“We taught art, drama and four separate languages in nine states and had
more than 100 teachers,” she said.

Despite her growing business, Janet discovered her true calling and began
working with the Yekuana, considered the best artisans among the indige-
nous people of Venezuela.

“I got really interested in their work and started bringing back things from
that area just as a hobby, just to help them,” she said. “I was still doing art
classes, but I was traveling more and more and getting more involved with
the people down there.”

When the art school became “a logistical nightmare,” Janet decided to
make a change. She bought an “old broken down” tool truck, loaded it with
handcrafted items she had bought in South America and hit the road.

“I outfitted the truck with shelves so shop owners could shop from the
truck,” she said. “I drove it everywhere,” and that included New York,
Washington and Nashville.

Travel in the old truck was not without its problems, and a less gutsy
woman would have thrown in the towel.

“The front window blew out three times. I used a blow gun to press down
the accelerator because of the heat coming up from the floor,” she said. “I
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