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Chapter 1 - The Woman in Green 
 

I looked back over my left shoulder at the car that was following me. I 

quickened my pace, but the black limousine remained about 12 feet behind. 

Frantically I began to search for an escape, perhaps an alley or an open 

door, so I could disappear. Then on my right I saw a blue door that was 

halfway open. I turned quickly, hoping to make my getaway.  

 It was dark inside the hallway and I almost fell. Putting my hands on 

the cold stone walls, I soon realized I was stepping down circular stairs. 

Descending into darkness, I wondered if it was more dangerous outside or 

below where I was headed. I stopped to look for my cell phone but the 

battery had died.  

A noise from above startled me. I thought I could hear a door slam 

and footsteps. Trying not to gasp, I continued down the dark staircase. 

Something slimy crossed my fingers from the wall and I drew my hand 

back.  



 Now hearing voices above, I hurried down the stairs trusting that my 

feet would find their way. The image of the Fool in the tarot flashed 

momentarily through my mind. Of course, the angels will carry me, I thought 

to reassure myself. But I wasn’t stepping on clouds. If anything, I was 

following the roots of trees into a world that seemed both familiar and 

frightening. I could see a light shining in a room below and made my way 

to it. As I reached the landing, a figure stepped out of the shadows. 

“I’ve been looking for you,” she said.  

I saw that the woman was wearing a long green dress, which seemed 

to shimmer like summer leaves in the sunlight even though she stood on a 

dimly lit landing. 

“Oh!” I gasped, turning to run back up the stairs. 

“Do not run,” the woman told me. “Remember who you are.” 

I paused and peered at the tall woman with dark hair that fell in 

waves down her back. She seemed familiar. 

“Who are you?” I asked. 

As the woman looked at me intently, I realized that her eyes were 

very unusual. They were pale violet or even lavender and seemed to 

penetrate all the way to my soul.  

She softened her gaze and laughed. “I am your closest friend and 

worst nightmare.”  



Frightened of the woman, I tried to hurry past her to go down 

another section of the stairwell. Suddenly my feet no longer found steps, 

but only space. 

“Enjoy the ride,” she called out. 

I fell. At first I yelled, but as I continued to fall through space and 

time I began to relax. If I was just in the void between sleeping and waking, 

I had no choice but to surrender to the darkness that was taking me. It was 

as though I was traveling through the universe, like a comet or shooting 

star. 

“I like the idea of a comet,” said the woman. 

“Who are you?” I asked another time. 

“It’s time we met again, Mage,” the woman would only say. “Time to 

wake up.” 

I opened my eyes, gasped and sat up. “Oh, it was only a dream!” I 

said aloud, then lay back down in the comfortable queen-sized bed.   

 


