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W i l d e r n e s s
Exploration of

Nahmakanta, acrylic on canvas, 22 x 32". “A wilderness lake with its own resident spirits,” says 
Janice Anthony. Courtesy Frost Gully Gallery, Freeport and Thomaston, Maine.
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Janice Anthony talks with Santa Fe Editor John O’Hern  
about her connection with nature.

W i l d e r n e s s
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It was a dark and stormy morning when 
I arrived at Janice Anthony’s farm in 
Jackson, Maine. Fresh from the desert of 

Santa Fe, I happily soaked up the moist air, 
but retreated to the inviting house where there 
were warm muffins and hot tea waiting. The 
vagaries of nature are a given on Janice and her 
husband David Greeley’s farm. I lived in Maine 
for several years and know the stormy weather 
always gives way to glorious light and color—
the green of the forests and the blue of the sea. 

Henry David Thoreau wrote in The Maine 
Woods: “If I wished to see a mountain or other 
scenery under the most favorable auspices, 
I would go to it in foul weather, so as to be 
there when it cleared up; we are then in the 
most suitable mood, and nature is most fresh 
and inspiring.”

Janice’s painting studio is a room beyond 
the family kitchen, fitted out with her easel, 
bookcases and a sofa to make it feel more like 

a sitting room. As she sits at the easel, she can 
turn right and look out over her meandering, 
flower-filled garden, rich with color and 
texture. In the winter she can admire the play 
of light and shadow on the deep snow.

Nature has always been second nature to 
Janice. “When we were young we were often 
taken for walks in the New England forests 
and mountains; my mother was a guide for 
the Audubon Society, and when we emerged 
she would quiz us on the species of plants and 
kinds of rocks we’d seen,” says Janice. “The 
natural world became my home, a place in 
which I feel that the rocks, trees, animals and 
plants are my familiars.

“For a number of years I painted imagined 
surrealist landscapes,” she continues, “but the 
other-worldliness of the wilderness itself drew 
me back, and I began a series of paintings 
focused on mysterious places I found in 
Maine and Canada. I am always looking at 

Forest Light, acrylic on canvas, 14 x 22", “A sunlit granite outcrop with young spruce trees in the forest surrounding Cobscook Bay,” says Janice 
Anthony. Courtesy Frost Gully Gallery, Freeport and Thomaston, Maine.

Janice Anthony in her Maine studio 
overlooking her garden.
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the arrangement of natural elements with the 
thought of the painting they might become, 
so that I seldom just look at the landscape,  
I am always considering the visual possibilities. 
My working process begins with discovery, an 
exploration of wildness that I hope will lead 
to a location where I find a microcosm of the 
natural world.”

Whatever the demands of the farm and 
her garden, she paints in her studio every day. 
“There is a continuity from one painting to 
another,” she explains, “so that I am always 
in another place at the same time, and except 

when I am out in the natural world, if I am 
not painting I can feel somewhat without my 
bearings…I paint slowly. Layering brushstrokes 
on the canvas becomes as engrossing as 
experiencing the original place; invention 
moves the painting from recollection to a 
distillation of color, space and light, allowing a 
wider experience to emerge from what was first 
seen and to become manifest to the viewer.”

Janice’s experience of the landscape is 
visceral, not only because it is an integral part 
of her and David’s daily life, but because she 
has trained herself to be open to it with all 

her senses. “When I hike in the woods and 
mountains I look for a glimpse of vibrant 
life,” she notes, “an unexpected conjunction 
of natural elements that has a resonance that 
stops me in my wanderings and demands my 
attention. There is almost a vibration, a quality 
that brings a stillness to my thoughts as I stand, 
causing me to let go of the rest of the world 
and to be/breathe in this one place. I discern 
no message, no narrative, but the immediacy 
of the present. That to me is wilderness, 
independent of any meaning I may try to 
construe from it.”

Autumn Pool, acrylic on canvas, 22 x 25". “The Passagassawakeag River at Head of Tide,” says the artist. Courtesy Frost Gully Gallery, Freeport and 
Thomaston, Maine.
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Winter view from Janice Anthony’s and David Greeley’s house on their farm in Jackson, Maine.

A border and hedge in Janice’s garden.



Forest Light is a scene in the Maine woods near 
the Canadian border. Fir tree seedlings and 
moss soak up the light in the little clearing as 
it warms the ancient rock thrusting up out of 
the ground. Warm, cool, damp, dry, and the 
smell of pine and soil are immediate sensations 
that last in the memory, to be revivified by 
looking at a painting such as this. Janice says, 
“I experienced the complicated interaction 
of every detail of this scene, a matrix created 
from every shimmering element, accepting yet 
indifferent to my presence.”

Janice’s ability and willingness to open 
herself to nature reminds me of David 
Wagoner’s poem, Lost:

John O’Hern, who has 
retired after 30 years in 
the museum business, 
specifically as the Executive 
Director and Curator of the 
Arnot Art Museum, Elmira, 
N.Y., is the originator of the 
internationally acclaimed 

Re-presenting Representation exhibitions which 
promote realism in its many guises. John was 
chair of the Artists Panel of the New York 
State Council on the Arts. He writes for gallery 
publications around the world, including regular 
monthly features on Art Market Insights and on 
Sculpture in Western Art Collector magazine.
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White Quartz, Mount Battie, acrylic on canvas, 18 x 22". “A painting I’ve always wanted to do,” says Janice Anthony, “where the surface of the canvas 
and the surface of the rock are one and the same.” Private collection.

Stand still. The trees ahead and bushes beside 

you / Are not lost. Wherever you are is called 

Here, / And you must treat it as a powerful 

stranger, / Must ask permission to know it and be 

known. / The forest breathes. Listen. It answers,  

/ I have made this place around you, / If you 

leave it you may come back again, saying Here.  

/ No two trees are the same to Raven. / No two 

branches are the same to Wren. / If what a tree 

or a bush does is lost on you, / You are surely 

lost. Stand still. The forest knows / Where you 

are. You must let it find you.  


