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A PERSONAL NOTE

“All outward wisdom yields to that within,
Whereof nor creed nor cannon holds the key;
We only feel that we have been,
And evermore shall be.

“And thos | know, by memories unfurled,
In rarer moods, and many a nameless sign, i
That once in Time, and somewhere in the world, .
1 was a towenng Pine.”
. —DBayard Taylor.

If, as the Vedanusts believe, the soul sfeeps in plants, dreams in
animals, and awakes to its fullest being in man, a whole forest of pine
trees must have become sentient when I was born.

Pine trees, baby pines, pire needles, pine burs, “phe Imots™.—
anything and all things associated with the pine—have always held for
me some mystic spell.

My earliest vecollections centre around the “'piny woods™ of
Georgia, and the Georgia pine iz to me the queen of the forest, the
“mother of legends."

How many a happy hour have } spent *'rding horse” on a pliant
pine sapling in the thicket behind the garden of my childhood home!

How many a tholing oboggan shde have [ had on the sleck pine
needles that covered the hill hehind the old echoof house!

How many a time have [ risked limb and life o gather the Juscious
muscadines from the vine entangled in the boughs of some tall and wind-

How many a time, tred from roaming the woods, have [ stretched
myself full-length upon the fragrant pine-needle carpet, beneath the trees,
to dream the hours away under the mystic spell of the music of the pines!

And how many a time, in later years, have I looked up from the
“canons of brick and mortar to the ribbon of sky overhead,” and longed
to do all these things once more, “far from the madding crowd’s ignoble
strife.” deep in the fastness of the “piny woods,”

“Where all the winds were tranquil,
And all the adors sweet.”
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$1ei! TFhrasigh the years of activity in another sphere [ have looked for-
ward to the time when 1 might pay some modest kibute to my forest
queen; when [ might bring from her still sleeping soul some message to
the soul of the waking world.

In response to this desire the Pine-Needle Publishing Company has
come into existence. From time to time, as opportunity and inspiration
meet, this mherent and ahiding love for the pine tree will be expressed in
whatever manner the inclination of the moment may suggest.

It has seemed ﬁttins. for several reasons, that the fisst effort in this
direction should be *The Pine-Needle Basket Book,'" which my mother,
the originator of pineneedle basketry, has formulated, and my sister,
Mrs. Edwin Lang, has illustrated. !

Being myself an earnest advocate of the gospel of work, and believ-
ing sineerely that there is no age-limit to usefulness, it oceurred to me that
if my mother, who was seventy years old last December, and who is still
an achive member of the work-a-day world, would publish something of
her work as a seventy-year mile-post, it might serve to ercourage others
along the journey of life,

Furthermore, the book will answer the oft-repeated request from
her many pupils in basketry for the published technic of pine-needle basket
making. Having taught the basket work class of the Summer School of
the University of Tennessee, at Knoawille, for the past five years, the
present session bejng the sixth, her pupils now number several hundred,
many of whom will doubtless be pleased to see a contribution to craftsman
literature by *'the Grandmeother of the Summer School.™

When we were children down in Dixie our grandfather, my mother’s
father, was wont to relate, to all whe did not know the story, the history
of the wonderful hat which “Mary Jane™ made for him during the War
out of the needles of the lon.g-—[eaf pine. No PANAING WaS EVer ].{ghter or
more comfortable to wear. The ooly head covering for which he would
veluntarily relinguish it was the cap of gray, which, though beyond the
canscript age-limit, he wore in active service during the last three years
of the War.

This pine-needle hat was the tangible expression of that necessity
which has. ever been the mother of invention, and was the progenitor of
the pine-needle basket, as portrayed in the pages which follow.

When the supply of hats gave out in the family, or families, during
the War, there were no others obtainable with which to supply the de
ficiency, for the nearest town was thirty miles away, and there were no
trains or trolleys by which to reach it
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My mother, in an effort to suppl}r the need for hats, made one of
bulrushes, but it proved too heavy to be worn with comfort. "While still
searching for some native product from which to meke a hat hght enough
to be wom with case, she happened to see a limb of long-leaf pine in a
wagon load of “'pine straw™ with which the negroes were covering the
potato beds—a custom still followed in the rural districts of Georgia.

She conceived the idea that these long, slender needles might be so
treated as to render them sufficiently tough to be woven into a hat, while
still retaining their pliability. She succeeded, after some expernmentation,
in accomplishing this in the manner detailed in the description of her work,
The pine-needle hat of which our grandfather loved to tell was the first
product of her new-found cralt.

The last spool of Ceats thread was used in malang this hat, and
for all the others “homespun™ cotton thread was employed.

When the War ended, the so-called reconstruction days were verie-
able ones for her, with a growing family to minister to under a totally new
régime. And so the pine-needle hat became a part of wartime family
lore, kept more or less fresh in mind by my grandfather's pride in the fact
that “Mary Jane” could meet such an emergency as a dearth of hats in
such an admirable manncr.

The family of five children had developed ints men and women,
and the impromptu hatmaker had become a grandmother, when the eraft
was revived, again in an accidental manner, and for a different purposc.

When the writer was a “'freshman medic™ she acquired the spruce
pillow fad—for were we not told by our professor of materia medica
that tired brains may be scothed mto ‘forgetfuloess of quizzes, “exams'
and other horrors of medical college life by the fragrance of ofeusn pini
sylvestris? No college *'den’ was complete without one or more spruce
pillows. While my iove for the pine tree was and 15 sufficiently gencral
to inclede every branch of the very large pinus family, which embraces
the spruce pillow variety, my preference naturally inchned me to want a
pillow of the Georgia pine. No northern member of the pine family, 1
imagined, could possibly be more fragrant and soothing than its southern
relative. Imbued with this idea, I wrote my mother to tend me from
Georgia to New York a bagful of needles of Georgia pine. 3

She was in the heart of the “piny woods™ at the time, where forests
of long-leaf pine stretch for miles over the sand fields. She gathered the
neighborhood children into a small and vocilerous army of invasion, and
marched them to the woods to gather the pine needles, promising to tell
them stories as a reward for their assistance,

When their baskets, filled with the fresh green neadies, were brought
to her a particularly beautiful sprig of long-leaf pine caught her eye. The
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