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This book is dedicated to my wild and wonderful daughter, Eska, who came into the world and became my world during the writing of this book. I can’t wait to weave baskets with you.
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This Woven World

Take a look around. Of all the things you can see, which are woven? Is there a rug, blanket, chair seat, curtain, or basket nearby? What material is it made of? In whose hands was it crafted?

The lives of most of our ancestors around the world were woven with plant fibers. In what is now Western Europe, my ancestors wove fish traps, boats, nets, houses, rope, chairs, fences, shoes, hats, and all manner of baskets for food storage and farm work from the plants growing around them. Before machine-processed materials became a mainstay, theirs was a world made by hand.

Baskets may be most often found gathering dust on shelves today, but this seemingly mundane vessel has a history as rich and as long as human culture itself. The first-ever tool may have been a carrying bag made from twisted plant fibers. Foraging bags and baby-toting baskets freed up hands for food gathering and dramatically impacted quality of life from the earliest times. In some communities today, the basket still holds a central role. In a village I visited in rural Romania, I watched young girls ride by with handwoven hazel baskets on their bicycles. Elder women walked past wearing pack baskets filled with freshly dug potatoes, holding ribbed baskets full of apples from the orchard and firewood for the wood stove. I saw the most beautiful woven fences around homes and intricately plaited straw hats being worn by men strolling down the lane. This is just one community at one point in time. Imagine the myriad types of woven vessels created for various uses around the world, reflecting each culture and the local fibers. Imagine our world woven throughout time.

For how many hours over how many years have people sat under the sun or in their homes, chatting, laughing, and telling stories with children romping nearby, while their fingers wove the patterns of place and tradition? Surely, the basket has shaped what it means to be human just as much as humans have shaped the basket itself.


Baskets For Today

What if you don’t harvest potatoes or carry firewood? Are baskets still relevant for people living a more modern lifestyle? I’ve been exploring the answer to this question over the past few years and believe that baskets can be just as important and life enriching wherever and however you live. Whether you are homesteading or living in an apartment, vessels for holding and carrying are still a useful part of day-to-day life. They can carry items home from the market and hold keys, fruit, toiletries, laundry, magazines, potluck dishes, gifts, even babies. We can also step outside the bounds of the typical basket and weave decorative wall hangings, doormats, journal covers, trivets, fences, compost containers, slippers, and hats!
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Mimosa and empress tree bark satchel, made in Chapter 5.



There’s something about wearing and using baskets you’ve made with your own two hands that is simply incredible. Every single time I pick up my satchel or pack basket as I’m heading out the door, I get a little spark of joy. It’s as if all the time I spent out in the field gathering materials and curled up with a cup of tea while weaving comes back to me in that moment when I touch the basket. The creativity that was poured into the making of it, and the beauty that results after all of the hard work, reflects back to me each time I use it. Even after all of the baskets I’ve woven over the years, there’s still a little voice that says, ‘Wow, I made that!’

Whenever I take a handwoven basket with me around town, people always stop me to comment on it. Usually, they’ll say how much they like it, and are amazed when I tell them that I wove it myself. When I explain that it was woven with local plants, usually invasives, they are shocked, and this launches us into a wonderful conversation about the plants and handcrafts. I find myself time and time again standing in the middle of the supermarket or sidewalk, meeting a total stranger, and hearing about the time they wove a basket as a child in school, or how their grandmother used to make things by hand. My connections in the community grow broader and the world shines a little bit brighter each time I choose to carry a handwoven vessel with me.
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A Handmade Life

My life’s work is restoring connection to place and the more-than-human web of relationships we are a part of. I live off-grid in the mountains of southern Appalachia, in a small treehouse I’ve built with my partner on the side of a mountain, using wood we harvested from the forest. We lived in a canvas tent for years while slowly but surely building our home. I carry spring water for drinking; heat with a wood stove; sew clothes; carve utensils; forage for food, medicine, and fiber; and of course, weave baskets.

The entire forest is my home, and I usually go indoors just to sleep. My studio is a hand-built, open-air wooden shelter in a grove of holly trees. My faucet is a tiny spout of spring water emerging from under the roots of a maple tree. I start each day drinking tea while the sky lightens and the mountaintops burn golden, listening to the crows announcing the morning news along the valley. If it sounds dreamy, well, I feel it is! There is no way to put into words the feeling of expansiveness and wonder I experience each day living in the forest.

Of course, it’s not always easy. Some mornings it’s so cold I have to bundle up in layers upon layers of wool to go about my day, and some nights it’s so hot I jump in the creek to cool down enough to sleep. Everything takes more work than simply flipping on a switch, and there are visits from biting insects, mildew, and thunderstorms. I must also say that I am no purist. I still buy things at the store and can have a good time in town as well as anyone. Most importantly, every day in my world is an adventure, and I wouldn’t trade this life for anything.

I took a long and winding journey to this way of life, having grown up in the suburbs, earning a business degree, and working as a researcher for a law school, before deciding to explore a simpler way of living. Despite having done everything ‘right,’ I realized after college that I was unfulfilled, unhappy, and still didn’t understand my place in the world. I began spending time in the mountains of Appalachia, where my family had farmed for generations. I took my first backpacking trip along the Appalachian Trail, and it poured with rain for a week straight. Despite being cold, wet, and sore, I realized that I was happy for the first time since being a child running through the woods. I felt so free, with everything I needed on my back, the worries, deadlines, and stresses of modern life a distant dream. On the last day of the trip, the sun came out, and the land lit up in brilliant autumn color. I remember sitting at a trail shelter, looking up at the mountain in front of me blazing red and gold, when my entire sense of self and understanding of the world melted into the ground beneath me, and I broke down into tears with a feeling of utter aliveness. In that moment, I experienced myself as one creature among many, and my self-centered narrative shattered. I realized that I needed to take responsibility for how I was meeting my needs and find ways to give back to the natural world. After that experience, I began learning to make handcrafts and grow food the way my grandfather had role-modeled for me growing up. I started living in a tent to connect more deeply to the land, and to save money on rent, so that I could pursue all of the skills I was excited to learn. Somehow, in just a few years, I went from a business school graduate to a feral forest dweller who was starting to remember what it meant to be truly and deeply alive.


Becoming a Basketweaver

My journey into basketry began as just one skill among many I was learning as part of this way of life. I met folk artist Nancy Basket, who turns kudzu (a notorious invasive vine in the southern US) into gorgeous baskets, lampshades, cloth, paper, and sculptures. She taught me to harvest kudzu vines and split them into weaving material. I made my first-ever basket with her using the free-form technique, where she taught me to let go of expectations and a sense of control, allowing the vines to trail in different directions and overlap organically until a basket shape eventually emerged. This process was so soothing and therapeutic for my overly rational, perfectionist mind, and helped ease open the doors into the world of basketry.

From her instruction, I began to experiment on my own with weaving larger backpack-shaped baskets and found that the techniques transferred beautifully. It was so empowering to realize I could walk down the road, cut a few vines, and weave myself a strong, useful basket that looked like it had grown itself right out of the landscape. I went on to learn more weaving patterns through books, experimentation, and classes. I was incredibly fortunate to participate in a mentorship in traditional Appalachian white oak weaving at John C. Campbell Folk School. During this experience, my hands began to come alive, and the patterns and weaves started seeping into my dreams. I realized that baskets are much more than just a means to an end. They are also a direct line back through the lives of our ancestors. It felt as if an ancient weaver had awoken in me, and I knew then that the rest of my life’s work lay before me.

During this mentorship, the head of basketry at the Folk School, Pattie Bagley, took an interest in me, and challenged me to combine the techniques I’d been learning in weaving traditional white oak baskets with my first love, kudzu. She put me on the calendar at this prestigious school to teach a kudzu ribbed basket class, with a year and a half to prepare. Needless to say, that lit a fire under me! I began exploring the limits and possibilities of applying traditional weaving techniques to this prolific vine. Each and every technique I tried worked beautifully, whether making an Appalachian-style egg basket or a wicker backpack. I experimented with different ways of processing kudzu, scraping it like I’d learned for white oak and peeling off the bark in spring. I branched out into other wild plants, trying different vines, bark, and shoots, only to find that they all could be woven, one way or another, into a basket. Then I stepped outside of basketry for inspiration entirely, and dove into ancient textile designs from woven cloth fragments and knitting patterns. Some of these techniques could also be applied to baskets, adding complexity and beauty. As if that wasn’t enough to feed my curiosity for a lifetime, I began weaving forms that aren’t typically considered baskets at all, such as shoes, hats, and bark fiber cloth. From the start of this journey, I have felt like a kid in a candy store, hungry to explore all of the possibilities, only to find more waiting around each bend. One lifetime isn’t enough to even scratch the surface of all that can be created with wild fibers.
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As my explorations in weaving foraged plants began to grow, people from all around the world started asking me how they could



Weaving with Wild and Invasive Plants
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