
Granny witches—sometimes called
“granny women,” “witch doctors,”

“conjure women,” or “yarb
doctors”—weren’t cartoon
witches with broomsticks.

 They were the backbone of the
mountain—especially in

Appalachia, where doctors were
scarce and churches were many.

These women:
 Delivered babies

 Healed wounds and fevers
 Broke curses and cast a few of

their own
 Used herbs, roots, prayers, and

spells in the same breath
 Quoted scripture while stirring a

poultice
And here’s the secret: they saw no
contradiction between hexes and

holy.
 Because for them, power was

power—and God knew their hearts.
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How Can You
Have Hexes and

Holy?

BECAUSE GRANNY
WITCHES LIVED IN THE

SPACE BETWEEN.
 THEY HAD TO.

Before there were clinics, there
were kitchen tables.

 Before there were preachers in
pulpits, there were women

whispering scripture over the sick.
 They called them granny witches—

sometimes healer, sometimes
heretic.

 They carried the burden of both
grace and grit, using whatever the

mountain provided.
 They did not separate spirit from

soil, or prayer from poultice.
 They lived in the place between.

The Backbone of the MountainHow could they “hex” & still be
“holy”?

Granny Witch Theology (If
you can call it that.)

Because:
 They used what worked—whether

it was the blood of Christ or a
lock of hair tied to a poplar

branch.
 Their faith was functional, not
performative. Healing mattered

more than appearances.
 The church didn’t always approve
—but the community came anyway.
Mamaw’s poultice healed the burn

when the doctor didn’t come.
 They knew justice sometimes

required protection. A hex wasn’t
always harm—it was boundaries.

God was real. So were spirits.
 The Bible was sacred. So was the

land.
 Prayer could heal. But so could
bone-set and tobacco poultices.
They feared the devil. But they

knew the real evil was often
human: abusers, thieves, traitors.

And yes, they hexed them.
 They might light a candle and

quote Psalm 91—and bury a nail in
the dirt to keep someone away.

 That wasn’t hypocrisy. That was
survival.

The Granny Toolkit
What she carried:

Keeping the tradition-
The Line Continues

So Can You Have Hexes and
Holy?

Iron nail – protection and
permanence

Feather – messages carried on
the wind

Key – opens, closes, guards
thresholds

Salt – purifies and preserves
Bible verse folded small –

faith in the pocket
Herbs and roots – medicine

from the Maker’s own earth

Modern witch or mountain
woman, you probably carry your

own versions of these things: your
phone notes full of affirmations,
your lucky charm, your candle by
the sink. The form changes. The

purpose doesn’t.

Every generation rediscovers what
their grandmothers already knew:

 Healing is holy work.
 Protection is prayer.

 And magick—real magick—is what
happens when you act in love and

live in truth.

You don’t have to wear the name
“witch” to walk in that lineage.
 You only have to listen to the

whisper that says: take care, keep
faith, and use what works.

Hell yes, you can. You already do.

You’re not inventing something new—
you’re remembering what was true
before it got buried in shame and

Sunday suits.

This is why people like you are reviving
the practice—not to play witch, but

to reclaim the sacred authority that
was taken from women.

Especially poor, Appalachian women.

A Mountain Mended Reflection

Psalm 91: “He shall give His angels
 charge over thee…”

Between Heaven & Holler



Instructions:
How to Fold Your Zine

Step 1

Step 2

Step 3

Step 4

Step 5

Step 6

Step 7

Cut the borders of the photocopy.

Fold the paper in half longways, following the line. Unfold it.

Fold the paper in half sideways, following the lines. Fold it
again in half sideways.

Unfold everything. You should see 8 rectangles.

Fold the paper sideways again.
Cut ONLY the center fold halfway (dashed line)

Unfold slightly, then push the two sides inward to form a
small book. Fold it flat — now you have your fanzine!

On each page draw the situation described.

A zine (short for magazine) is a small, handmade booklet — part
art, part storytelling, and a little bit spell.

This one was created to be printed on a single sheet of paper,
folded in your hands, and passed along when the moment feels
right.

Every panel holds a piece of truth — something tender, rooted,
or raw — meant to remind you that small things can still carry
power.

Zines have long been tools of self-expression, rebellion, and
care. Around here, they’re a quiet kind of magic — the kind
that travels from one hand to another, whispering “you’re not
alone.”

About This Zine


