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The woods by the river had been there for many centuries, quiet and peaceful, a haven and home for creatures and plants of all sorts. There were deer, bears, and foxes and possums and racoons and snakes. There were alligators lazing on the river banks and birds of all sorts and sizes. In the winter different birds flew down to escape the cold up north, and they were welcomed in the wood like visiting relatives. Some of the trees, the great oaks, were over 300 years old, and had seen the Spanish Conquistadores come and go. There were also laurels, and magnolias and pines and palmetto, all very dense and profuse, for this was Florida, and the rain fell in abundance and the sun was strong.

It was the fox who told her of the scary yellow beasts at the edge of the wood by the river, but it was the birds, of course, who told the fox. When she arrived, for she could travel very rapidly when needed, she saw what she had suspected from the fox’s account. There were about a dozen pieces of heavy earth moving equipment just beginning to go to work in the early morning light, mist rising off the river on the other side of the road behind them. 

The guardian stepped forth from the dark of the woods and gently raised her hand, her eyes flashed green, as if there was lightning in the depths of them, and of a sudden roots and tendrils sprang up from the ground around the bulldozers and backhoes, slowly at first but then much faster. The vines and roots twined and thickened, and forced their way in amongst the treads of the machinery, and then the moisture retreated from the thicker roots to feed the newer roots and the thick roots hardened as brier roots that are made into pipes for the smoking of tobacco, very hard indeed, and very quickly the equipment came to a grinding halt and all was quiet once more. 

The operators of the equipment were greatly frightened, as indeed you would be in such circumstances, and fled in their own vehicles as fast as they ever could. The man who held the deed to the 2000 acres by the river heard of the early morning events from the owner of the heavy equipment leasing company contracted for the job, who had heard of it from the foreman of the crew that had fled in terror. 

The owner of the equipment leasing company, the largest in that area of Florida, told the developer that the daily contract for the equipment remained in full force and effect, as the equipment had been delivered on time, and was on the developer’s property, and the fact that the equipment was non functional was no fault of his company, as it had been delivered in perfect working condition, and maybe the developer shouldn’t have bought a haunted piece of land.

The developer, Charlie Morton, doing business as Morton Development LLC since 1988, didn’t believe in such supernatural nonsense. He had had his eye on that piece of land by the river for many many years and had tried to buy it from the elderly lady who had it owned it, but she loved that land and all the animals that lived in it and refused all his offers. Finally, she went the way of all mortal flesh, and Charlie Morton found her heirs far more amenable to making a deal, as they loved money far more than that piece of land. He needed to see for himself just what was going on out there, as he was bleeding thousands of dollars in equipment leasing costs daily, not to mention his carrying costs on the land, so he got in his Cadillac Escalade SUV and drove out there to the woodland by the river.

It certainly was the strangest sight he had ever seen in all his years in the real estate development business. Hundreds of thousand of dollars worth of equipment was enshrouded in thick vines and roots. It was as if large tree roots which commonly grow down into the earth had now sprung up from the earth, and very thoroughly entangled all the machinery, small patches of yellow painted steel barely visible amongst the growth which continued to grow, thin green tendrils ever spreading. As he surveyed the disaster, his phone chirped. Charlie had put in calls to other equipment leasing companies, so he answered the call without glancing at the screen.

“Looks like you’ve got a big problem out here”, said the very snarky and oddly resonant female voice on the phone. It sounded like it was coming from a space beyond time itself.

“Who is this?”, snapped Charlie, who was in no mood for fun and games, and did not like the tone of the voice on the phone one bit. He preferred his females young, beautiful and compliant and in awe of his wealth.

“I think we need to have a meeting”, she said, “Let’s say 3 this afternoon, your office?”, and she hung up without waiting for a reply.

Charlie was furious. He did not like meeting times dictated to him, and he did not like the sound of this woman one bit. However, he was in a lot of trouble here. Millions in liabilities growing daily what with interest and all, not to mention the equipment contract, and no sign of returns in sight, so he grudgingly decided he’d better be in his office around mid afternoon and see what this was all about. In the mean time he figured he’d better go get some lunch at his favorite watering hole and that a goodly portion of that lunch had better be in liquid form.

He drove to Crane’s Retreat, an upscale restaurant associated with a golf course development that he had completed several years ago, and very profitably as well, thank you very much. He was well known at the restaurant, of course, and they ushered him to his favorite table, overlooking the pond, and delegated their prettiest waitress to serve him. They served him the very finest steak with a salad, for Charlie had been making some effort at losing weight lately,  and it was all first class, the way Charlie liked it, especially the waitress, for she truly was a lovely young thing, but he took very little pleasure in all of this, for he was greatly troubled. It was indeed strange, that that land had never been developed before, not even any evidence of a homestead, indeed, no evidence of any human habitation at all. Very strange indeed.

He was sitting at his desk by 2:55, having imbibed several bourbon and waters along with his steak and salad, light on the water thank you, and he was looking out the large window facing the parking lot, when a green Tesla pulled in and parked in clear view. 

The woman who emerged was one of the most strikingly beautiful young women Charlie Morton had ever seen, and he’d seen more than his share. She wore a green lace dress that clung to her ripe figure, her green hair hung long and wild about her face and shoulders and she moved with an animal grace, like a Florida panther. When she entered his office, a slim green briefcase in her hand, he saw she was even more overwhelmingly beautiful up close, her green eyes startling in their intensity.

Charlie stood up and held out his hand, “Charlie Morton, pleased to meet you Miss...?”

“Nice to meet you as well,Charlie”, she replied, “I am the Guardian, I protect the helpless”.

Oh jeez, thought Charlie, a wacko.

“So, what can I do for you, uh, Guardian?, I’m rather busy here.”

“Come now Charlie you’re not busy at all”, she replied calmly, “Your business has ground to a halt. There is no way you’re going to develop that piece of land and you are bleeding cash. I have an excellent offer for you. Sell me the land for $1 and walk away.”

He was in no mood for this nonsense. 

“We’re done here”, he snapped and stood up to shake her hand goodbye.

“Oh, we’re not quite done yet”, said the Guardian softly as she rose and held out her hand and then green tendrils came forth from her fingertips and quickly fettered his hand and then his arm and then his whole body, and Charlie Morton very quickly found himself utterly helpless as the tendrils of root and vine swarmed about his neck and head and enshrouded him from head to toe. 

Then the very thinnest of tendrils, no thicker than the finest human hair, probed into his nose and ears and eyes, and they found their way along the neural pathways into his brain, and they made connections there amidst the ganglia, and Charlie Morton started having very strange
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