
1 
© 2019 J.B. Wagner. All Rights Reserved. 

 

  

 

 

  



2 
© 2019 J.B. Wagner. All Rights Reserved. 

 

Priestess screamed in pain as darkness seared her eyes. Esmeray had flung a dark curse 

crafted by sorcery at her. She felt it driving its sharp fangs into her soul. She held the lodestone to 

her chest and cried out. “Adonai, please, forgive me. I do not want to be taken by the darkness.” 

 Look up child. His familiar whisper broke through her panic.  

 She tilted her head and cried out again as a blinding white light broke through the darkness 

that was infecting her sight. Flames danced in her vision as the darkness was burnt away. When it 

was gone, her sight did not return but was covered by a world of white mist. She sobbed. The 

world was shrouded. All she could see were shadows moving around her. A heavy rain began to 

fall. It chilled her to the bone, and she began to shake.  

 She cast about, trying to make sense of the world of mist and shadows she now saw. She 

was afraid to move, because the world she felt with her ears and hands did not match what she was 

seeing. A huge shadow made of swarming and inky-black darkness rose up before her. She heard 

Esmeray screaming into the night, “Priestess, I am going to destroy you!” 

 She raised her arms up and sobbed, “Adonai, please, save me.” 

 The air seemed to fold in on her and her vision was blinded by light again. She felt as 

though she was being tucked into the palm of a giant’s hand, and then the air unfolded, and she 

was standing in the rain again. The darkness of Esmeray’s soul was gone. There was only white 

mist. Cold rain slipped down her skin and dripped from her chin. She reached out with her hands 

and took a nervous step. She turned in a circle. A warm yellow light shone through the mist and, 

on instinct, she took a step towards it.  

 “Please, help me.” 

 

 

Sarkis stared out his open door to the rain pouring outside. The storm had gathered quickly 

and released with a vengeance. He was grateful his small herd was already in the protective hedges 

he had grown. The night was so dark and there was so much rain that he couldn’t see 100 yards 

outside his door. He was about to turn and close the heavy door when a bright light flashed in front 

of him. He blinked until his eyes cleared. Where the light had been, a woman was now standing. 

Her hair was platinum and plastered to her head and neck. She was dressed in a rich gold gown 

now soaked by the pouring rain.  

 He frowned as she moved cautiously. She had her hands out in front of her, searching. 

When she turned her face to him, he was shocked. Her eyes were unseeing white orbs. As her gaze 

passed over him, she didn’t focus on him, but her face lit up.  

 “Please, help me.”  

 One of her hands reached out for him. The other rested on her distended stomach. The 

movement pulled his eyes from her blind stare down to her pregnant belly. The initial shock of 

seeing the woman appear in front of his cottage wore off and he dashed out into the rain. He laid 

a hand on her shoulder and her eyes blindly searched his face. 
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 “Please, help me, ahh.” She cried out and fell to her knees. Her hands pushed against her 

stomach. “My baby, its time, please help me.” 

 She sobbed and he didn’t say anything but bent down and scooped her up into his arms. 

He carried her into the house and kicked the door shut. There was a pallet in front of the fire where 

he slept on cold nights. He laid her down and began stoking the fire.  

 Her sobs were cut through with cries of pain. “No Adonai, not now, please not now.” 

 He placed his hands on her stomach, he hadn’t been this close to a woman in years, not 

since his wife had been in the same situation. Fear squeezed his heart. His wife had cried out the 

same way before she bled too much and forever fell silent. He felt movement in her womb.  

 “May I help you mistress?” 

 “Yes, please, help me, I am worried my baby is hurt.” 

 He set to work gathering clean cloth and hot water. The woman screamed as the pains of 

labour grew. He spoke to the woman with the soothing tones he used to speak to his cattle. She lay 

down exhausted when, hours later, her child was born. The baby screamed as the cool cottage air 

hit her skin. Sarkis wiped her face and wrapped her in a cloth. He laid her on the woman’s chest.  

 The woman smiled down at the baby. “Her name will be Pilgrim. She has a long journey 

ahead of her, and a very special purpose.” 

 He watched as the stranger stared down at the baby. Her eyes never focused on anything, 

but they looked as if they saw more than he could. He looked away, thinking he intruded on an 

intimate and private moment. He turned to clean up while the woman fed the newborn. He paused 

when an hour later the woman whispered.  

 “Thank you, kind sir, I cannot read your face, but your soul shines brightly and I am at 

peace knowing my daughter will be cared for by such a shining light.” The woman’s voice cracked 

as she began to sob again. He turned to ask her what she meant, but the air around him flashed, 

blinding him for the second time that night. He heard a screaming infant, and when his vision 

cleared the woman was gone, and Pilgrim was left on the pallet before the fire.   

 He knelt and scooped the child into his arms. He gasped when the baby’s eyelids cracked 

open and revealed two cerulean blue eyes.  Her body tensed as she continued to cry. He tucked the 

cloth around her more tightly and pressed her against his chest.  

 “Shush now, little Pilgrim, I will take care of you. In the morning we will find out where 

your mother has gone.” 

 The child quieted and closed her eyes. The hair on his arms and neck stood on end. He 

feared for the woman’s life. “Adonai, be with the woman, wherever she is.” 
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Priestess gasped as the air around her exploded and she felt the presence of a new place. 

She sobbed. She could still feel the warmth of her newborn child against her chest. Her body ached 

from the trauma of childbirth. For brief moments she had felt the greatest love; beyond any 

description. Her daughter, Pilgrim, had shone with a beautiful light. A light that danced and 

sparkled with life and strength and power. It had flowed from a divine string that disappeared into 

the misty world she now lived in.  

 She looked up, searching for a sign of where she was. There was only mist and dark 

shadows. The lodestone vibrated against her chest. She pulled on the cord that fastened the stone 

around her neck. The stone shone blue in her sight. As it vibrated it sent ripples out into the mist 

that surrounded her. The mist divided before the lodestone to reveal a path. With a shuddering 

breath, she inched forward towards the path. “Adonai, I trust in you.” She shook with fear as every 

step she placed was into the unknown.  
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I hope you enjoyed this Exclusive Scene from the Lodestone Chronicles. If you 

received this download it means you are a member of our Email List,  

in which case Thank You! 

Only members of the JBWriting.com Email List receive this exclusive 

content. If you know of someone that may enjoy it, please encourage them to 

visit JBWriting.com so they can join our email list and read more of the 

Lodestone Chronicles. 

 


