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GREEN MAN’S 
DAUGHTER

Luke Tasker

She sat far out on the bough, bare toes reaching for the breeze. 
Sunlight dappled her bark-like skin, ridges and whorls casting 

shadows down her arms and legs. She flexed her stiff fingers and 
looked them over—so different and yet still similar to the hands of 
the people in the house below.

Still watching?
She smirked. “Nice to see you too, Father.”
His frown faded into the breeze almost as fast as the rest of him.
The house was younger than many of her trees, but it had been 

here as long as the Green Man’s daughter could remember. The 
people who lived in it, though—they hadn’t been here long at all.

Michael paced around his room on the other side of the glass, 
thumbs tapping away on his phone. He’d been so much smaller 
only a few years ago—a tiny bundle of energy that raced around his 
grandparents’ house on stubby little legs. Jane, his sister, was barely a 
year older but insistent that he behave. Their parents and grandfather 
had to dance around the children on their way back and forth 
between the moving van and house, while the grandmother dozed in 
her chair by the wood stove, utterly unaware that Mitzi the cat had 
yet again nestled himself in the knitting on her lap.

The Green Man ignored the new arrivals, but not his daughter—
before they showed up the house had been quiet, almost silent other 
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than the grandmother’s piano or the static-filled jazz that poured out 
of the grandfather’s workshop while he was working.

She looked after them as best she could during their forays 
into the woods. With parents emotionally involved in their work, 
grandfather shut in his workshop, and Grandmother hunched over 
knitting or piano, little Mikey and Jane were left mostly to themselves 
after school. The trees made an excellent—if dangerous—playground. 
The Green Man’s daughter scared off pookas with iron and limericks, 
and bribed the Erl King with gold and silver. She saved Michael from 
a leshie once while his sister dozed in a hammock, smacking its huge 
clutching hands away with a cedar rod and covering its toes in grass 
until it shrunk itself back down to a manageable size.

When they went fishing at the lake with their mother and 
grandfather, she kept the kelpies at bay by tying knots in their manes 
and salting the water around their hooves. Jane caught the biggest fish 
most days, since Mikey was too busy playing with water beetles. The 
Green Man’s daughter perched on the rocks in their midst, unnoticed 
but happy.

When the grandfather fell in his workshop and was whisked 
away by a whirling metal bird, she chased away the nightmares that 
galloped around the house with hungry teeth. The wights who came 
to collect the tears on his freshly dug grave she seared with iron, and 
with a bottle of sunlight drove off the hungry trolls that wanted to do 
some digging of their own.

Michael got into more fights at school after that. The Green 
Man’s daughter could hear his arguments with his parents shaking 
the house while she did her best to stop the kobolds from digging 
into the cellar—kobolds who thirsted for the blood they smelled on 
his bruised hands and missing teeth. Only Grandmother called him 
Mikey anymore. She was the only one who left out milk for the Little 
Folk on the crooked back porch, when the cat didn’t get to it first.

Jane spent more and more time sitting in her grandfather’s chair 
brooding. Banshees clung under the eaves to drink in her sorrow, and 
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the pookas surrounded the house in their eagerness to cheer her up 
with their tricks. Grandmother rocked back and forth the long hours 
of the night in her chair, and the parents spent more and more time 
at work.

Tonight, though, something was different. Jane spent all day 
making minute changes to her clothing and makeup and shoes, 
hovering in front of the mirror for hours on end. Michael lounged 
about until just before sunset, when he threw on a suit (like the one 
he wore to his grandfather’s funeral), combed his hair, and drove 
off in his battered and dusty car. Not long after, a boy in a much 
shinier car drove too fast up the long gravel path to pick Jane up. 
Grandmother smiled a wrinkled smile as Jane hugged her, and went 
back to knitting with only Mitzi II for company.

Night had fallen, and the Green Man’s daughter was dancing 
in moon-speckled leaves, when she saw the first headlights come 
snaking up the hill. Cars and cars full of boys in suits and girls in 
dresses like Jane’s crept past the house to rest in the dirt near the 
lake. The girls lit the fire pit and torches with hungry splatters of oil, 
while the boys struggled to carry two silver cylinders that sloshed 
with liquid. Music poured out of car stereos, and the Green Man’s 
daughter was glad for it as she danced among her trees.

Hours went by, and still more cars, until there must have been 
dozens huddled by the lakeshore like snails creeping up a log. The 
group had long since split and people ranged far and wide across the 
shoreline. Michael and two other boys had gotten out some of the 
leaf strewn boats and were only visible now as squares of cellphone 
glow in the midst of that great dark lake. There were competing songs 
playing from different cars—none of which was enough to wake 
Grandmother, who had long since fallen asleep in her chair.

The moon had passed its height, and the stars began to fade. The 
Green Man’s daughter turned away into the forest with a smile on her 
face when she heard the sobbing. She walked on farther, and found a 
pair of shiny high-heeled shoes—black, like Jane’s. She saw a blanket, 
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and dirt-covered toes, and the boy from the shiny car. Jane tried 
weakly to push him off, but her movements were sluggish, and there 
was something wrong about her eyes. He whispered something in her 
ear with a savage grin, and she slapped him with the force of a moth 
landing on a windshield. He laughed.

The Green Man’s daughter stared. She started to shake. She wailed 
and called to the kelpies and nightmares, to wights and kobolds and 
the Erl King, to leshies and pooka and trolls—called them to trample 
and punish and rend and tear until there was nothing left. The only 
movement on the lake was Michael laughing with his friends in the 
boats. The forest was still other than the agitated trembling of her 
trees. No dark shapes poured out of the mines and pits that had been 
delved so very deep into the earth. No one came.

She took a step forward, and her nails were a scant inch away 
from the boy’s face when her father’s hand caught her arm. He 
dragged her to the edge of the clearing like a misbehaving child.

There are rules.
“You can’t…how can you do nothing to help? How can you just 

watch?”
Did she ask you for help?
“She shouldn’t have to! How can you—”
You cannot help someone without being asked. You cannot cross 

a threshold without invitation, you cannot disobey someone who has 
your name. There are rules.

Her voice was rocky clay and alkaline dust in her throat. “How 
can you call yourself a protector when you won’t help someone who 
needs it? How can you stand there and watch a girl who might as well 
be my sister endure something like that?”

A sister who hasn’t believed in your existence in years. You can’t 
save them from themselves. You want to know why none of the Folk 
answered you tonight? Because they know something you should’ve 
learned a long time ago—they know who the real monsters are.
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She stared at him for a moment. Took a breath. And this time, 
when she screamed, she poured into it all of her rage and frustration 
and confusion. The scream echoed across the lakeshore, anguished 
enough to make a banshee blanch. On and on she screamed. The 
boy’s head snapped up and he looked around frantically. One of the 
cellphones out on the lake fell into the water. Couples clutched each 
other nervously, and everyone’s attention was now on the woods. She 
kept screaming, calling them in—

Her father said her name. Quietly, with no anger.
—and she choked, gasping for air. Glaring, unmoving, they 

waited.
The boy had remained motionless, eyes wide in the dark. When 

nothing lunged at him out of the trees, he began tugging at Jane’s 
clothes again, fingers fumbling in his haste. A zipper pulled. He froze 
again as someone came crashing through the underbrush, slipping 
and sliding in her haste.

“Jane? Jaaaaaaane, where are you? Is everything okay?” A girl in 
a sparkling black dress broke through the edge of the clearing and let 
out a cry of rage. “What the hell do you think you’re doing, Kyle?” A 
glossy black shoe came sailing through the air and struck him in the 
face. “Get off her!” Cheek bleeding, the boy tripped over his pants 
trying to get away. The girl pulled a silver cannister out of her purse 
and sprayed him with it, yelling for help. She flung the other shoe 
after him as he staggered into the trees and turned to help Jane.

The Green Man and his daughter watched in silence as blue-and-
red lights screamed up the driveway. They watched as the boy who 
had tried to hurt Jane was forced into a car that roared back down 
the gravel road. People huddled nervously on the porch as lights were 
flicked on and Grandmother was shaken awake. The Green Man 
glanced sideways at his daughter as Michael and Jane’s parents ran 
out of their cars to the front door, leaving the doors open in their 
hurry. The Green Man turned and disappeared into the trees.
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The Green Man’s daughter kept watching as the night stretched 
long and the guests left quietly in twos and threes. She watched as the 
parents went to bed, exhausted. She could see Michael’s silhouette 
pacing back and forth in his room, quietly enough that Jane could 
pretend to be asleep in the next room. Grandmother stepped out 
onto the porch and turned off the light. She paused with the door 
half-open, looked out into the trees, and whispered “Thank you” as 
she stepped back inside.


