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WHO WOULD YOU PLEDGE?WHO WOULD YOU PLEDGE?
When I was a boy, I used to go witch hunting 
in the woods across the road from my house. 
It was one of my favorite activities, witch 
hunting. I would go with my neighbor, Ryan. 
Together we’d head out into the woods with 
a Polaroid camera (mine), and two bats with 
nails in them (his), in search of witches 
hiding out there.  

This all happened in rural Pennsylvania. 
I was a city kid, but when I was about six, 
my parents — worried about raising kids in 
the city — managed to buy a small weekend 
house in southern Pennsylvania. The house 
was rustic, built in the 1940s — more like an 
expanded cabin, tucked deep in the woods, 
on a small lake. We’d go there every weekend 
possible, and spend long weeks there in the 
summer. 

Our neighbors had a boy my age, Ryan, and 
we became fast friends. I’d cross the woods 
to his house and we’d play Nintendo, D&D, 
we’d trade comics… we were both geeks, 
imaginative kids. It was around age eleven 
that we started going monster hunting in the 
woods. 

The woods were thick and deep and we 
concocted all sorts of stories for ourselves 
about the creatures that lived out there. 

But, having both recently read Roald Dahl’s 
The Witches, we were both particularly 
interested in the notion of witches living in 
the woods. Men and women who worshipped 
Satan! Sacrificing animals and worse, deep in 
the trees across the road! Other monsters fell 
away and we became all about witches and 
warlocks. They were out there and we would 
find them. 

To be fair, these woods were pretty rich with 
things we could cite as witch “evidence.” 
Once we found an old graveyard — seriously, 
a graveyard. We found a box of false teeth 
another time. And on one trip, deeper in the 
woods, we found an old car, a meat truck from 
the 1940s. From then on, the truck became 
our base, and we would walk out to it with 
lunch, and then explore the woods in various 
directions. We marked areas we’d explored 
with tape. We put pieces of string across 
paths, to detect witch crossings. Any old bone 
was a sign of witchcraft.  

One windy day, we were hanging out by 
the car, eating and joking around and all of 
a sudden, Ryan jumped to his feet. “Who 
the hell are you?” I remember him saying, 
literally reaching for his bat. Terrified, I 
turned and looked and didn’t see anything. I 
asked him what was the matter and he said 
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he saw someone, or something, peeking out 
from behind a tree. But the person was big, he 
said, like taller than a normal man or woman. 
Way taller than we’d thought a witch would 
be.  “It was huge,” he said, “just watching us.”  

Nervously, we explored the area but of course 
found nothing. The witch must have been a 
tree, swaying in the wind, and we laughed 
about it afterwards, on the way out of the 
woods, how he’d nearly shit himself over 
nothing, what a pussy, and so on, but I think 
both of us walked a little faster than normal 
that day. 

Ryan and I didn’t make many trips in to the 
woods after that. For one, his mother found 
his nail-riddled bat. And soon after that, the 
district built a school across the road, which 
blocked the old path we took into the woods.  
We’re still friends though, Ryan and me. He’s 
married now with kids, and lives in Ohio, but 
still. We actually joke about going back there, 
witch hunting in the woods. My folks kept the 
house all this time. We came here through 
my teenage years. I brought friends during 
college. I got engaged here, down by the lake. 
Now my wife and I bring our kids up here. 

Anyway, about a year ago, I went for a run 
along the road by our house, and I decided to 
take a peek into the woods. I hadn’t been back 
there in fifteen, maybe twenty years, but for 
some reason, I figured I’d just take a look to 
see if our old trail was still there. 

I stepped off the main road, started walking 
through the ferns and brush towards the 

taller trees and that’s when I saw the witch.   
I kid you not, something leaned out from 
behind the trees — something tall and skeletal 
and dark and I froze. I froze and that strange 
hot chill of terror shot through me and I was 
a kid again, deep in the woods, and that thing 
was looking at me through the trees. It had 
been waiting here all along, hadn’t it? It had 
known I’d come back and it had been patient…

Of course, a moment later, the sun shifted 
and the witch vanished, somehow changed 
into a tree, a freakishly human looking tree, 
but still, and my body relaxed and I turned 
and walked away. 

Later that night, I found myself haunted 
by the image of the witch, peeking out from 
the behind the tree. I knew what had really 
frightened me wasn’t the “witch” in the trees 
— sure, the sight had scared me — but what 
had really gotten me spooked was the idea 
that this witch had ALWAYS been there. That 
all the years in between were nothing to it. 
Because it knew… it knew one day I’d come 



back and it would be waiting. And why had it 
waited? What did it want? 

For hours that night, I kept on with these 
questions. I knew that there was a story 
there for me. Something more than scary, 
something personal, something terrifying in 
that special way that gets at the deeper fears, 
the fears below. 

And so the next day, I started working on 
Wytches, a story about an ancient evil waiting 
out there in the woods. Now as you may have 
guessed, our witches aren’t the kinds you’ve 
seen before. No brooms or pointy hats. In fact, 
forget everything you know about witches, 
because in our world, all the people assumed 
to be witches, the people burned and drowned 
for witchcraft, all of them were just the 
human worshippers of witches. The witches 
themselves — the wytches — are more like 
that thing Ryan and I saw in the woods. 
They’re huge and ancient and primal and 
deeply evil. They have a knowledge of natural 
science that surpasses the limits of modern 
medicine. They have great power. They can 
give you almost anything you want. And 
they’re out there, waiting for you to come 
ask. But first, you have to give them what 
they want… They have to eat, after all. So who 
would you give them to get what you want? 
To cure a sick loved one? To cure yourself? To 
get what you’ve always wanted? A neighbor? 
A loved one? Who would you pledge? 

Now as a final note, just before starting this 
essay, I decided to head back into those woods 
once and for all and see if our old car was still 

there. I had to cross the school property and 
make my way over a fence and hedge, but 
still, I managed to do it, and though it was 
less pronounced, I did find the old path Ryan 
and I always took in to the woods. I walked 
back there, a quarter mile, a half, the trees 
growing thicker and taller, and there it was: 
our old car. Still there, twenty years later. I’ve 
included some pictures here. 

So, if you’ve read this far, just give me a 
chance to say thank you.  Not just for following 
me down memory lane here, but for giving 
this book a chance. I hope you can see that 
Wytches is a deeply personal book for me, 
and I’m deeply grateful to Jock, Matt, Clem, 
David, Eric, and Image for giving it a home. 
More than this, I’m grateful to you for picking 
it up. In the end, for me, it’s a book that’s been 
in the making for a long time.  A book that 
has waited for me to write it. And in the end, 
sitting here writing this — in the upstairs 
room of my parent’s lakehouse, the woods 
right outside this window — I like to think 
that if this book waited, maybe the wytches 
are out there waiting, too.

So… who would you pledge?  

Scott Snyder 
August 2014

We want to hear from you! Send your scary stories and 
letters to askthewytches@gmail.com. Make sure to say 
that your letter is “OKAY TO PRINT!”
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PAGE 6
1.
WHAM. 

TIM bashes her in the head. 

2.
She’s dazed, bleeding from her head.  

	 ELLEN: Tim… t…t… 

3.
TIM, looking at her, innocent, unfazed.  

	 TIM: I don’t understand… you weren’t supposed to get 
away. 

4.
LONG, LONG PALE fingers wrap around ELLEN’S face as TIM 
watches. 

5.
She’s gone, dragged down into the darkness. 

6.
TIM, staring at the hole. Or, him staring down at us through the 
hole and we’re inside. Up to you, Jock!  

	 CAP: 1919.
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