Chapter 11- Reincarnation: Angel of the Future Into The Past –

" We're going out. " The woman that was her stepmother said sharply, shoving 

her into the small, dark room. " We'll be back in a few hours. Until then, keep your 

mouth shut should anyone come near here, you hear me? " She snapped. Celes nodded 

meekly.

" Good. " The woman spat, and shut the narrow door, locking it behind her. As 

the key rasped in the lock.

What a sad existence, Celes thought to herself as she sat in a corner, under a 

shelf near the warmest place she could find: A clacking dryer.

They had gone off and left her locked in the laundry room of their apartment 

complex again. This was the third time, and it was a convenient way for them to get 

her out of the way while they went " out ", and dropped her step siblings off at their 

grandparent's.

Celes wanted her grandpa. And her mother. There were no two people in the 

world she wished she could see more. At least, she had seen Jacob one last time: Even 

if it was in the midst of a crowd. He had been one of her best friends growing up, and 

that sight of him had actually given her hope, in a pitiful way. But that was months 

ago, and far away.

The dryer clicked off, interrupting her thoughts, and letting her hear the cold 

rain drifting down outside. The heat from the dryer quickly evaporated, and Celes 

began to shiver in the almost Autumn air. She put her back to the dryer to try and 

absorb what was left of its heat, while someone tried the handle of the door, found it 

locked, and wandered away. 

Celes felt the tips of her fingers go into that almost numb state they take on 

when they're cold, but not frostbitten. She curled up her fists,  held them against her 

mouth, and blew on them to try and make that feeling go away. She felt something 

warm in spirit curl up beside her.

' Thou art shivering! What art thou doing in thus a place? '

" S-step-m-mother... " Celes stuttered in the cold, " Her and D-daddy went o-

out. "

' And they left thou in this place? ' Eyanda was shocked at how humans could 

treat their young. It went against all animal instincts.

' Doth thou wish to leave this place? ' He queried. Celes nodded her head 

affirmatively. ' Then bring out thy " All Purpose Power " medallion, and I shall show 

thou how. '

Celes obediently (yet shakily ) clasped her hands and began the summoning of 

medallions which took a lot of effort down on the Earthly Plane. The reason for this 

being, that if you need to use a medallion on the Earthly Plane, then Heaven needs to 

inadvertently give you time to pause and decide weither or not you were using the 

medallion's power justly. If you used a medallion unjustly, the punishments were 

immense, and not lax. It all involved the clasping of the hands, the call to the 

particular medallion in request, and the transfer time it took to get it down here. The 

same procedure was utilized to send the medallion from whence it came, though not 

for any specific purpose; just to maintain the balance in send and retrieval. Oddly 

enough, a lot of things in Heaven concerned balances.

Eyanda instructed her to dangle the medallion in front of her, and close her 

eyes. Celes did this, and the fox then told her to channel in the energy from the 

medallion, to herself. She closed her eyes, and tried it. She found it very easy to soak 

up that fluctuating power which allowed the bearer to activate the other medallions. 

He now told her to let her soul drift away from her body. She opened her eyes and 

looked at him blankly. 

' How do I do that? ' She asked him telepathically.

' Close thy eyes, and force thyself to go completely relaxed. ' He told her,       

'And focus on thy dominant hand- in thy case, the right one. Once you feel thy arm 

slip free, don't lose thy concentration, and reach into your thine soul, right where thy 

heart would be. '

Celes concentrated, and did this. It was hard work, and she had to start over 

twice, but soon, she got her hand free, and dipped it, translucent and spirit seeming, 

into her chest.

' Now, reach for a vivid, jewel-like thing. Thine shalt be clear like a round 

jewel, yet with a silver hue about it. Canst thou see this in thy mind? '

' I see it. ' Celes whispered mentally, as she reached for that sparkling thing.    

' Now, grasp it! Grab onto it like it is the next tomorrow that thou art free! '

Celes grasped the shining thing, and wrenched it from her chest. She felt a 

quick tug, and she closed her eyes against it.

' Celes, look... '

Celes opened her eyes and looked down at herself. She was transparent!

" This is... "

' Thou, in spirit form. ' Eyanda finished.

" How can I be like this here? " Celes asked, mystified.

' These art the powers of Heaven. With these, you may transcend the worlds of 

solidity and spirit. '

" I'm not touching the ground. " Celes looked at the ground, " There's no 

shadow, either. "

' Thus it is that you are flying. ' The fox said. Celes turned toward the door of 

her prison. She wasn't cold any longer.

A boy walked towards her. A boy with a sad face, and slightly Asian features. 

He began to walk past, and she saw that he wore a red shirt, and carried a worn teddy 

bear that was missing one eye.

" Boy, " She called, unsure of how to begin, "  What are you doing here? "

He looked at her, dark, slanted child's eyes sad, cold, and distant, all at once. 

" Going. " Was all he said.

" Going where? " Diamond-Opal inquired in her British accent.

" Away. "

" Your spirit is in trauma! " The brownish-red haired girl exclaimed at his 

fluxing, transmuted aura.

" Spirit? " He stopped walking, and turned to her.

" What is inside of you, " She clarified, " Your soul. "

The boy clutched the bear in one hand, and part of his shirt in the other. He 

looked up at her, and stared the head of the Court of Jewels, the pillar powers of 

Heaven, right in the eyes, and told her:

" I have no soul. "

Diamond-Opal stood there, stunned for a moment. 

" Everyone has a soul! Everyone comes from Heaven and will return one day. "

" I don't believe in God. Heaven doesn't exist. There are no 'souls'. "

Diamond-Opal clasped her hands over her mouth, and breathed sharply. How 

could he not believe in the form he held now? And with strange marks and scars on 

the very thing he did not believe in...

" But... " Diamond-Opal began, but the boy walked on without stopping, and 

vanished without a trace.

" You are here now..." She finished as he vanished. And the plane was silent for  

a moment. She began to hear the voices of her comrades calling her back. Like always 

when she had a vision, but this seemed somehow more that a vision. 

It was almost like a direct look into the future.

But, who was that boy?  

' Arms, Celes ' Eyanda said mentally to the child flying body less through the 

chill winter sky, ' Thou still thinkest thou needs to propel thyself with thy arms. Thou  

art not swimming, let One mind you. '

 " I'm not using my arms! " Celes yelled, as the aforementioned appendages flailed wildly in the air.

' Use thy mind. ' The small red fox shook his head. ' Propel with thy mind. '

" I am! "

' Thou art-- oh, neverthemind! ' The fox lay down with his head in his paws, 

exasperated.

 
" See Eyanda? I'm doing it! " Celes called out as she figured out how to propel 

with her mind instead of her arms for a smoother glide.

' Very well! ' Eyanda sent back, rolling on his belly to gaze at the twilight sky.  

Heaven. The whole human conception was way off. Heaven was more of an existence 

than a place. Sure it was a place- a kingdom if you'd allow, with a tall sleek silver 

castle, and a town of subjects below. But it was definitely a state of existence. 

Definitely. And even then, you could describe it as a terminal, like in an airport. 

People coming and going all the time, some more than others. Reincarnation was an 

option. Not obligatory or nonexistent; a sentient choice. Surprisingly enough, millions  

of souls longed to return, and experience life again, from a different perspective. 

Some humans became cats, some Asians became Hispanic, birds came back as 

grasshoppers... it happened constantly. But if you wanted to rest for awhile, you could 

always live for a couple of millennia in the city surrounding the castle of Jesus and 

Terra. Then, you could go back again, or become a guardian angel. Some souls took up  

occupations even. Life teemed in a place humans considered a place of Death and rest. 

Eyanda gazed at the stars while Celes happily darted back and forth across the sky. 

There were even cafes! Imagine that.

" Hey, Eyanda, could I see mommy's house from here? " She asked him 

hopefully.

' One is afraid thou cannot. ' He answered half-mindedly. She didn't have her 

"Transition Function" medallion yet, and it would be a year or so before she hit the 

"Utility Enhancement" medallions at all. Utility medallions were a nickname, they 

were actually called "The Lost Atlantian Technologies" medallion series, or 

something long like that.

Eyanda felt something prickle at the back of his neck, and turned. A semi-

familiar darkened aura, and a completely, obviously, black aura were coming their 

way, followed by not-so-iridescent auras.

' Thou must hasten back to thy body! Thy horrible caregivers head thy way! ' 

Celes pulled up short in mid-flight. " They are? "

' Hasten! ' Eyanda cried, as he tried herding her back towards the laundry room, 

' Hasten before they attack thou! One does not wish thou to be injured. '

Celes practically dove back into her prone, freezing body. When she hit, it hurt 

terribly, and she woke with a start, and screamed in pain.

' Thou cannot execute thy return in that manner! ' Eyanda rushed over her. ' If 

One had known what time had passed, then One would have schooled thou in proper 

return procedures! '

' Now is not the time! ' Celes hissed in her mind, ' They're coming! '

She heard her father swear as the keys dropped from his hands and onto the 

pavement outside. He was pissed- and she held Eyanda in fear; He would take it all out on her, although she was the victim.

" What happened? " Sapphire inquired her Asian tongue, " You look terrible! "

" I had...a vision...that wasn't. " Diamond-Opal murmured quietly.

" What...ever do you mean, Diamond-Opal? " Ruby inquired, kneeling beside 

the British girl on the pillowed dais.

        
" I met this little boy, " She began, relaxing into the pillowed softness that was 

always there after she tranced. " He looked like Sapphire- Japanese, or even Chinese 

maybe, but he was about four, and he had a teddy bear with him. "

"What's so odd about that? " Garnet inquired, " We all are of different races, 

and we all probably carried around a teddy bear at one time or another. "

" No, that's not it. You know how all children automatically recognize the 

existence of Heaven and Jesus and Terra as a union? "

She paused, and bit her lip, as if puzzled, or apprehensive to continue.

" Well? " Aquamarine prompted, " Continue if this vision was so odd! "

" Don't be like that. " Rose Quartz scolded her. Scolding Italians always sound 

severe, so the Swedish girl promptly shut up.

" Go on, Diamond-Opal-Sama. " Sapphire said comfortingly. The reddish-

brown haired girl sighed.

" Well, um, he looked very solemn for a small child, and I asked him what he 

was doing, and he gave me one word answers, like " Going. ", until I noticed that 

etched all over his soul are these marks! So I tell him, and he replies, ' What soul? '! 

Can you believe that?! " Diamond-Opal cried out from her spot on the dais.

" What ever did he mean by that!? " Topaz sputtered in surprise. Imagine, a four-

year old claiming he had no soul! And when it was in trauma, too!

" Maybe he was in denial, " Peridot suggested.

" Maybe he is a battered child, and is blocking out the fact that he is living by 

pretending he is dead. Then technically, he as no soul, because he believes he's dead. " 

Amethyst stated excitedly, like that was the answer. Everyone, including Diamond-

Opal stared at her.

" What? " She asked, tilting her Native American head to one side like a curious  

bird. After a long pause, someone spoke. It was Onyx, the solemn, quiet one.

" You put just a little too much thought into that. " She stated coldly. 

" That wasn't nice. What we were all thinking, yes, but nice, no. " Garnet told 

Onyx. She ignored her.

" If we're going off on this quaint little 'perhaps' tangent, then allow me to 

suggest this: Perhaps he is a tool of Satan? Even The Antichrist, perhaps, perhaps. " 

Emerald muttered something under her breath to Aquamarine, who nodded in 

agreement.

" Don't believe me, but was it was simply a wandersome spirit, destined to add to 

the many clamoring voices of The Winds, that Diamond-Opal just collided with on his  

thought plane? " 

They were silent. Onyx glowered.

" Next time, don't hypothesize. " She stated, and turned to leave, but stopped.

" Diamond-Opal, " She started, without turning around, " Was there anything 

you needed? "

" Just the Couple. To inform them of what I have seen. " She replied.

" Then I will fetch them, if you make no false statements.  " She finished, and 

" And when they come, " Peridot said, " I shall ask them if all the Onyxes have 

been this dark and obnoxious. "

" And I shall inquire too! " Diamond-Opal groaned, and held her head. Then, 

she vanished. 

" She was awakened. Damn. " Topaz murmured, " We shall have to give the 

couple a secondhand rendition until she returns and can say it straight from her own 

mouth! "

" I got most of it, " Sapphire stated, " So I will relay it. "

" So be it thus. " Emerald said.

" Why am I here? " Celes asked, looking around Callistia's room.

" Full moon. " Callistia replied absently, while cleaning assorted vials. " Didn't 

you remember? " 

" No... " Celes replied a little guiltily. But then she remembered that she had 

been knocked around a bit before she had to go to bed. They made her sleep in the 

living room, on the floor. She hated her life. She wanted to stay up here forever, where  

she belonged! She had told Callistia this many times, but she just told her how she 

needed to stay, otherwise she would just be reborn again under the same 

circumstances. Not what she wanted to hear!

" I forgot. But, I'm happy, because I get to be with people who make me happy, 

and care about me. " Celes said. It was unabashedly how she felt.

" Good! " Callistia smiled, " And what wonderful magic are we going for 

tonight, if we've been keeping up in class... "

" The first Curse medallion! " Celes answered, proud to show off her 

knowledge. But then, it occurred to her just as it had to Callistia-

She would now be competing for position in the Top Ten!

" NO! " Celes cried out, and held her neck as she pressed her face into her lap, 

like an earthquake drill at school. " I don't wanna compete! "

" But Celes... " Callistia began, knowing that the child had to, but at the same 

time, wondering if she was as ready as Moon Angel had been.

" I-! "

' One believes that thou art ready, both mentally, and physically. ' Eyanda broke  

in as he entered the room.

" I don't wanna! Then people will be after me! " She spoke as she trembled like 

the proverbial leaf.

" That's why the masks are worn during battle. " Callistia explained, so no one 

can match a name to a face, or vice versa. Then if you make it into the Top Ten, they'll  

make you pick a code name beforehand, so that you won't be recognized even further."  

" A code name?  Like what? " 

" Anything as silly, cool, or stupid sounding as you want. " Callistia said, as he 

silently hoped that Celes wouldn't pick a name like some of the ones that were out 

there. The current number fours' name was " Star-Shoot: Bang, Bang Nummy ". Where  

he got from, she couldn't even begin to imagine!

" Well, I'll go think about it. " Celes said as she jumped off the table and ran out  

of the room.

" You cannot run, Moon Angel... " The Healer whispered to Celes' departing 

form, 'You cannot run from a destiny that lurks within you. "

          Celes turned a corner down one of the hallways of the castle that led to a garden  

balcony of sorts. She liked plants; maybe she would think there. 

She wandered over to a bench, and was surprised to find Ruby of the Court of 

Jewels, and Khobe of the Committee having a quiet, yet animated discussion. They 

didn't see or hear her, so she sat behind them, on a planter with a dark-wooded tree 

growing out of it, surrounded by bright red and blue flowers. They were speaking 

Swahili, Celes figured out as she leaned in closer. In Heaven, she could understand 

things like that, languages were no barrier, Jesus and Terra had made it so that you 

could speak in your native language, and still be understood. 

They were talking about that girl from the books, Moon Angel. She must have 

been really popular and powerful up here, Celes thought, to have her be such a topic 

of conversation. And they talked about her in past tense, like she was gone. If she was 

dead, wouldn't she be here? She probably got reincarnated, Celes decided. She wasn't 

listening much to the conversation. She just liked listening to the rhythmic Swahili 

babble. 

But one phrase kept coming up: Malakia Mwezi

Malakia Mwezi. That was her name in Swahili, " Angel of the Moon " a direct 

translation. 

It sounded nice, Celes thought. The two continued talking, then suddenly 

halted.

" The trials are ready to begin! " Ruby exclaimed, and stood quickly.

" Ah! That is right! Little Celes is fighting number Ten tonight. We must 

hurry!" And with that, the two of them took off.

" Little Celes ", Huh? Right then and there, Celes decided she didn't want to be 

little anymore. She wanted to be big, and strong- strong enough to tame her demons. 

And the strongest person, one who never lost a battle, wasn't here any longer. Perhaps,  

if she took a strong name, she would be strong like the person, but she didn't want to 

simply mimic a name...

And then she had it. She would no longer be Celes Namasca here- never again

From now on, she would be Malakia Mwezi.     

