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VOLUME 1: COUNTLESS HAINTS
Emmy always knew that the woods surrounding her 
home crawled with ghosts and monsters. But on the 
eve of her eighteenth birthday, she learns that she 
is connected to these creatures—and to the land 
itself—in a way she never imagined.

HARROW COUNTY
By Cullen Bunn and Tyler Crook

VOLUME 2: TWICE TOLD
After uncovering Harrow County’s twisted history 
and her bizarre connection to the populace, Emmy 
forges a new and profound connection to the land 
and its creatures—but as Emmy mends fences 
with her neighbors, a familiar and sinister presence 
marshals its own forces just over the county lines . . .

VOLUME 3: SNAKE DOCTOR
The Skinless Boy seeks to understand the myster-
ies of his past, Emmy investigates a decaying old do-
micile, and a malevolent serpent sows madness and 
malice in the minds of the Holler’s residents.

When an itinerant farmhand comes to help Birdie’s 
family on their farm, she should be relieved. Instead, 
she finds her life spiraling into nightmare as she 
learns some secrets are meant only for the dead.
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Let’s talk about the tree.

The blighted oak overlooking Emmy’s house is a big, 
nasty beast of a tree—a haint in its own right—and it’s 
a monstrosity that has haunted my dreams for years.

Trees feature in many of my stories. In The Sixth Gun, 
a grim hanging tree (which Tyler Crook his own self 
drew with reckless abandon) moved from place to 
place in the dead of night, the ghosts that dangled from 
its branches offering dreadful prophecies. In my short 
story “Beneath Black Boughs My Darlings Slumber,” 
a desperate man used terrible magic to turn his wife 
and child into twisted trees. In another short story, 
“Gallows,” children build a swing on the branches of 
a haunted tree, and when they swing too high, they 
vanish altogether.

So, yeah, I’ve written a lot about creepy old trees.

And why not?

Last summer, I looked out at the tangled woods behind 
my house and noticed that one of the tallest trees was 
completely void of foliage. From top to bottom, it was 
dead, jutting up from the ground like a skeletal hand. 
What made it all the more troubling was I was certain 
I had just looked at that same tree only a few days be-
fore and it had been green and full of lush life. It was as 
if the tree had died virtually overnight.

Realizing the tree, when it fell, could easily strike my 
house, I called someone to help cut it down. The guy 
showed up, took one look at the decaying behemoth, 
and let out a worried sigh.

“That’s one mean tree,” he said, “and sooner or later, 
it’s going to hurt someone—bad.”

Maybe I’ve always felt that way to some degree. Like 
those ancient trees—the ones that have seen a lot of 
history—deserve respect… and if they don’t get it, 
they might turn on you. And that’s the kind of think-
ing that spawns all sorts of monsters for me. Gallows 
trees and oracle trees and hideous creatures that only 
look like trees when they’re dormant. Those primor-
dial beasts have a permanent spot on the “things that 
creep Cullen out” list.

But the blighted oak—with its concrete-filled maw and 
ghastly utterances—was the first. 

I dreamed that tree up a long time ago—when I was 
still a kid, really—and it was inspired by a very real tree 
in the woods surrounding my childhood home near 
Dudley, North Carolina.

“The Big Tree” is what kids called it—because, well, 
it was big. In a forest full of skinny pines and tangled 
thorns, the Big Tree rose like a silent sentinel. It was 
obviously much older than the surrounding woods. It 
might have been a hundred years old. Or two hundred. 
Or a thousand, for all we knew.

But the strangest feature of this tree was the blade. 

About twelve feet off the ground, embedded in the meat 
of the tree between two massive branches, was a large, 
rusty plow blade—the kind horses used to drag through 
the dirt come field-tilling time. It was big and heavy and 
dotted with water stains—and it was sunk deep into the 
tree. The origins of that blade sparked a lot of discussion. 
Had the blade been left in the dirt and the tree grown 
up around it, lifting it over time to its lofty position? Had 
a tornado grabbed the plow blade up from some nearby 
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farm and hurled it into the tree trunk? However the 
blade ended up there, it looked as if the bark of the tree 
had sealed around it, holding it tight.

The Big Tree captured our imagination, and we all set 
about adding to its legend. One of my pals swore he 
once walked past the tree at dusk and was startled to 
hear ghastly whispering coming from the underbrush. 
Another said he saw a ghostly green light creeping 
through the woods near the tree (and at one time or 
another, we all claimed to have “seen” this glow). On 
another occasion, I heard a friend of mine screaming 
from deep in the forest. I ran through the thorns and 
thickets to find him hanging upside down from a thick 
vine that dangled from the Big Tree’s branches. I have 
no clue how he managed to get up there all by himself, 

but he said some unseen force had hurled him through 
the air.

Some years later, for some reason, my dad went out 
into the woods, climbed the tree, and pried the heavy 
plow blade free. I don’t remember why, but the Big Tree 
lost some of its magic that day. 

I’m sure the Big Tree fell long ago. Houses now occupy 
the land where those woods once ran wild. That old 
rusty plow blade was most likely sold off at one auction 
or another. I like to think, though, that the blade might 
have been discarded in some untamed and still-wild 
spot of land. And maybe another tree grew up beneath, 
maybe even overnight, to stand peerless in a forest 
where only haints dare to tread.
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