Chapter 3- Blessed, Blessed Agony-

"Callistia?" Celes asked as she poked her head in the doorway.

" Come in, Celes, " Callistia turned away from the spell she 

was administering one of the fourth year magicians. "What can I do for 

" Nothing. I'm just wandering around, and I thought of 

something I wanted to ask you." Celes said as she glanced at the aura of 

light about the young boy's leg. "What spell are you using there? " She 

asked.

"This? This is a healing spell cast by the third Healing 

medallion, which is for physical injuries- like this one here. He got a nasty 

energy-based spell to his legs during one of his battle."

" But I won!" The boy added. He was dressed in a British type 

of outfit, something with long stockings and an ascot. A big, red ascot, to 

be precise. His general color in the outfit was a deep navy blue, with some 

white and black as accents.

" That's true. You put up quite a fight there." Callistia agreed 

with the boy.

" Can I ask you something, Callistia?" Celes looked up at the 

brown-haired woman. "Why am I a magician? I don't have any trauma in 

my life. I'm very happy. I mean, I like coming up here and seeing all of 

you, but...I still don't know why!"

Callistia fought with herself. Celes was still too young to be 

told that she, and she alone would be the key to the unraveling of Satan's 

latest plans. Still too young to understand that in essence, she was her own 

grandmother. She paused, thinking this, and decided to say:

"Perhaps it is not something now, but something in the future 

you will need your powers for."

"Maybe. I never thought of that! That would work." Celes 

smiled, having gotten a satisfactory answer to her burning question.

"Can I watch you do medicine stuff?" She asked.

"Of course." Callistia smiled.

Jesus looked worried. Queen Terra looked equally worried. the 

whole room was a mess of untended fears.

" Satan has released a massive amount of energy in the past 

week. We know not of what he is up to, but we're assuming it's for the 

plans that Moon Angel warned us of before her transition." Jesus said, 

stroking his short beard. Taimei wrung her tiny hands, and the current 

Court of Jewels looked on nervously, their concern tacit.

" Celes is still training." Terra said. "She shows great 

potential, but Satan could move quickly. And we have no idea what his 

plans are."

"What could he pull now? He's done pretty much everything in  

the book, and then some." A redhead in a white flowing dress stated calmly 

and evenly. All of the Diamond-Opals were chosen for their calmness. The 

head of the Court of Jewels shouldn't anger easily. The first and last 

headstrong Diamond-Opal had her soul in limbo for thousands of years, on  

the run from Satan, before it hid in the body of a young girl named 

Michaylor, who was long since dead and reincarnated to the Earthly plane.

" He'll surprise us," Taimei said sarcastically. "He always 

does."

" I wish we knew what he was up to! We need spies, or- or 

something!" Jesus ran his hands through his hair, and Terra lay a 

comforting hand on his shoulder.

" We'll figure something out. First, dear, we have to have a 

better idea of what Satan has in store for us. We'll just bide our time until 

we get a bigger piece of the puzzle." Terra soothed him, "Besides, I have a 

feeling we won't have to wait long to find our clue."

Caretaker Akana looked on as the Child was engulfed by 

writhing flames. This child, this waif was Satan's ultimate weapon- the 

trump card in this game of Deital poker. The power must be absorbed 

slowly, this omnipotent power that would be the equivalent of Satan's own. 

The child in the dancing red flames; that child could make all her deepest, 

darkest desires come true with power like that! The Child who would burn 

slowly in the brightest Evil fire in the world, the Hellflame, which no 

blessed water from Heaven in all it's Holiest could ever wish to touch. 

Akana was jealous. This was Satan's plan. If the Caretaker didn't hate the 

Child, then she couldn't ensure that the Child took the training. The girl 

must be immersed in the Evil flames for the equivalent of a few Earthly 

Plane years. This child of undeterminable race. She would bring Hell 

glory. She would allow the Devil to sit back and unleash his ultimate plan: 

Armageddon. Akana knew that the Child must become strong and be 

triumphant. Otherwise, this would reflect badly on Caretaker Akana. If 

that were to happen, then she would be annihilated, and a new Caretaker 

would be sent for. Akana couldn't let her one chance for a high position in 

Hell to slip away.

The child opened her tortured eyes. Her whole body was in 

pain. The fire. The infinite, incessant fire. Her body would lie cool in 

another place, but this body, her soul, which was bare, was being bathed in 

that horrid flame. Blood-red. Evil. That fire spoke of Evil. It reeked of Evil 

in it's purest form. It wanted to posses her, and make her Evil too. This 

pain was worse than the pain that Satan had inflicted upon her before, 

when he had torn her inside with his body. That happened often, and she 

was becoming used to it. If she closed her eyes and became numb, unfeeling, then it didn't feel like anything. She would escape to a void of nothingness, 

where she had been before the flame had suddenly become more intense. Whenever she 

entered her nothingness state, Satan would seem pleased. If he wanted to hurt her, why 

should he be happy that she found a way around it? Nothing made sense in this place. 

Except emptiness. That seemed to be the only logic of Hell; Hate, deceit, and 

emptiness.

"We have come around, Small One." The Caretaker said icily. The child 

 that Akana didn't like her. She was the one who put her through her most painful, 

unspeakable torture!

"Your tolerance is increasing. This is good. It will boost your stamina and 

your endurance. Your aura is also deepening. Another good sign. Satan should be 

pleased." Akana noted, writing this down on a notepad.

"If Satan is the baddest evil person in the world, then why does he need to 

make me bad too?" The Child asked, tears rolling down her face.

"Hmmm. Tears still. That is not a good sign. " She wrote more on her 

notepad and glared at the Child. "I will break you, you know that?" She stated evenly, 

malice dripping from her voice, "Your soul is mine to bend and mold at will. You are 

the Child of Darkness who shall thwart the Child of Light. You are malleable to me. 

Your  fate rests in my hands now. Soon, you will begin your magic training. When your 

tears lessen and your aura is like deep pitch. Then we will train you in the arts."

"I don't wanna. I wanna go home, to my body. I hate this fire! It 

The child cried and strained against the encompassing flames. Caretaker Akana 

laughed bitterly. It was not a laugh you would want to hear in a dark alley.

"At least you hate something." Akana sneered, "It's the first way we will  

kill you."

"You're mean!" The five year-old screamed at Akana. For that, she 

increased the pain by triple, to give her something to scream about. It was like fine 

music to her ears.

She lay on her side, still. Pain seared her head, and red blinded her eyes. 

She didn't know if she should give up or stand. But she was going to try. This was her 

first real fight, and she wasn't going to lose it to some stupid little boy who couldn't 

possibly know what he was doing! Yet, he was beating her very badly. How was she 

going to make that list if she didn't fight back harder? Trying was to be half the battle.

" She is down." The voice over the p.a. said, "She doesn't seem to be 

moving."

Celes stirred and got to her feet. Slowly. The pain in her side made her 

stumble, but she made it up. The boy stood there, that sneer plastered to his face like he 

was better than her! He wasn't better than her. She would prove it!

"I..." She began, forgetting that she didn't need to call for medallions in 

Heaven, or in spirit form. She could just use. Celes narrowed her eyes. Remember the 

classes. Tact. Tact was more important than any amount of power. All things have a 

weakness, that one thing that they cannot stand against. Tact had won many ancient 

battles. It was all about how you use what you have, not how much of what you have 

you use. Celes knew this. And she intended to use it.

The boy hadn't used very many wind spells. He had used a lot of Fire-

based spells, which were the natural enemy of wind spells. However, her sign was 

Virgo, so her Familiar Element was Earth. Her Favorite was Water, and her Final was 

Wind. However, her Foreign was Fire, which was what had been screwing her up. But 

now, she had the advantage. She would use a wind spell. 

She had thought all of this in the few seconds she had been on the floor, 

recovering. When she stood, she narrowed her eyes inside her mask, and unleashed a 

the most violent wind spell she knew.

“Uplift, Razor Wind!” Celes cried, in the magician's language. 

The air in the arena moved suddenly, and rushed to pommel the boy, the 

individual currents lifting him up, then each acting as a keen blade upon the boy's skin. 

Then after inflicting it's damage, the air instantly returned to normal. Now it was the 

boy who lay still, unmoving.

"And Celes makes a stunning comeback with a wind spell. She saw his 

weakness!" The p.a. announced happily, "She sure took her classes to heart. And ouch! 

Brian is now paying the price."

The boy did get up. He took stance and used another fire-based spell. 

This time, Celes countered with another wind spell, at the same time. This way it acted as a shield. Back a little while ago, this move would have been her defeat, seeing as 

how the fire would have eaten it's way up Celes' spell and consumed her; In effect 

making her opponent's spell stronger. Now, though, she had a more powerful wind 

spell, which not only would intensify her enemy's spell, but it also had direction, which 

would blow the newly-heightened spell back at it's caster. That is exactly what happened, and this time, the boy went down for good.

"And our winner is Celes! She will advance one level in power tonight; 

She has acquired the first Healing medallion. Congratulations Celes, on another 

fantastic win. Now, would the next two challengers please enter the arena..." The p.a. 

went on. Celes exited the arena, and Taimei stood in front of her.

"This is the first Healing medallion. This is just one in a series of nine. 

This first one will only heal flesh wounds. The ninth one will seek out and heal 

anything you specify it to." The Asian girl explained, handing Celes a gold pendant 

with a clear crystal in it. One lone diamond stood in the gold border, mounted up by 

where the chain attached to the medallion.

"What do the others do?" Celes inquired.

"Well, let me think... the first one is for flesh injuries, the second is for 

sickness, the third is for minor organ problems such as the intestines, the spleen, 

stomach, etc. The fourth Medallion of Healing deals with the major organs, like the 

heart, lungs, liver...the fifth is for emotional problems, the sixth for outer organs, such 

as the eyes, and the mouth. A good thing to use this on would be toothaches. The 

seventh is for skeletal maladies, such as a broken bone. The eight is for muscles and 

tendons, and the ninth one cleans up any thing the others miss. It's especially good at 

curing diseases of the soul."

"Wow...that's a lot to remember!" Celes breathed.

"You get the hang of after a while. There's much that has to be referenced 

from here." Taimei said, tapping the side of her head with one finger.

"I can barely remember spelling words, let alone stuff like that." Celes 

fretted, "How am I supposta keep a list up here?" She asked, tapping the side of her 

head much in the same way that Taimei had.

" You'll learn." Taimei repeated softly. Satan hadn't made a move in a few 

months. Why would he release vast amounts of energy in one week, then suddenly not 

do it for months? Something huge was amiss. And Celes was definitely not ready for a 

showdown with anything from Hell quite yet. It worried Taimei to distraction. Maybe 

to strike before they were ready was the plan. There were many able magicians to fight, 

but sacrificing souls to win a war was not the answer. Jesus had discovered that the 

hard way in the Fate's War way back in 200 A.D. There had to be one strong warrior to 

fight. Moon Angel had told Terra that subconsciously. This was to be the ultimate face-

off between good and evil, with one pawn from each side. Heaven's champion would be 

Celes, the reincarnated soul of Moon Angel. Who Hell would pick, was beyond them. 

Taimei thought about this for a minute. A horrid notion came to her.

   
“If they have a champion, then..." The head of the committee breathed, her 

chocolate eyes wide in shock.

"What are you talking about?" Celes asked, surprised at the normally 

single-minded Taimei's digression from the subject at hand.

"I'm sorry, Celes," Taimei apologized, suddenly seeming in a hurry. 

"There's something I need to tell Jesus and Terra. It's important!" She pushed the 

medallion into Celes' hands. 

"This is yours," She said hastily. "I'm sorry. I have to go. Bye!" Taimei 

said as she made a quick exit. Celes stared after her in shock. 


Taimei looked like the world had come to an end. Perhaps it was something she 

didn't want to worry herself about.

'Thou would be precise.' Eyanda sent, appearing beside Celes. He did this  

a lot, so she had gotten used to it by now. 

"Is it really bad?" Celes asked, slightly scared, "Was it about me- did I do 

something wrong?"

'You have done nothing of the sort. One knows this. Now come along. 

You need to do research in the library. Next month is classes.' The fox trotted down the 

hall. Celes looked glum and followed.

Taimei rounded a corner and came to a set of giant doors. She was going to see 

Queen Terra. She would know what to do, and she would calm her down. She needed 

Terra to calm her if what she suspected was right!

"Enter, Taimei." Terra's voice came from behind the door as Taimei raised her 

hand to knock. The Asian woman opened the ornate door  and stepped into the room.

Queen Terra's room was breathtaking. Actually, it was more like a parlor, seeing 

as how Jesus and Terra shared the same room, just like  Earthly couples. Perhaps that is 

how the standard was set...but we'll never know for sure. Jesus did set the standard for 

proposing marriage when he asked Terra to be his wife. Anyhow, Terra's parlor was 

decorated in earthy  greens and wood. There were also vast amounts of glass. The floor 

itself was made of mirrored glass tiles which were unscatheable and unbreakable. And 

yet, somehow, your reflection never appeared unless you  wished it to. It was a very 

nice option when you didn't feel like having anyone look up your skirt at the current 

moment! There were huge, overstuffed chairs made of teak which smelt heavenly, (no 

pun) and draped  in green velvet. It was a lovely experience to be in that parlor; like 

the divinest of privileges. 

"You recognized my aura." Taimei stated.

"Of course, my dear Taimei. Tell me, what is troubling you? Your aura is in such 

disarray, that I barely recognized you." Terra said, pointing to the teakwood chair 

across from her. Taimei took a seat and began.

"I was speaking to Celes down by the arena entrance, bequeathing her the first 

Healing medallion. I was explaining the stages of each of the Healing series when a 

thought occurred to me: If Celes is to be our champion, our warrior, then isn't there a 

good chance that that energy that Satan spent was going towards finding his own 

champion? If he couldn't defeat us any other way, then..."

"He might be able to do it indirectly." Terra finished, pushing back a strand of 

her platinum blonde hair. "I was beginning to assume the same thing. I'm glad that it 

occurred to you too."

 
"Then what are we gonna do?" Taimei asked worriedly, toying with the sleeves 

of her kimono.

"Wait." Terra replied, "Wait until Satan shows us his hand. Then we can take 

action. I only hope that he waits until we're ready."

               
"How can you remain so calm, Terra? When the greatest battle  since the Fate's War could easily be at hand, with Heaven at a disadvantage? I'm a nervous wreck!I can't eat, can't sleep- except to be here, and I can't concentrate on anything else. What's your secret?!"

"Taimei, my dearest disciple, I have existed for a very long time. I have been 

here, I lived one time down on the Earthly plane. Do you  know that story? Do you 

know who I was before I became Mother Nature?" Terra asked, her eyes distant.

"No." Taimei answered slowly. "But, I'd like to hear it."

" Back on the Earthly plane, after Jesus banished Adam and Eve from the garden 

of Eden, " Terra began, "Eve gave birth to quadruplet children of the female 

persuasion. The eldest was a red-headed girl, with green eyes like newly-grown grass. 

The second oldest was ash blonde, with cerulean eyes like the sky, and not a care in the 

world. The third was a brunette with hazel golden eyes and a quiet, yet sweet 

disposition. The youngest was a solemn, moody girl with jet-black hair and eyes like 

chips of frozen steel. These four were Eve's first daughters."

"Was the blonde one you, Terra?" Taimei asked. Terra leaned forward and 

touched a finger to one of her viridian hued eyes.

"My eyes do not match the sky in June, now do they?" She asked, slightly being 

sarcastic.

"I guess not. I'm sorry! Please, continue."

"Anyway, these girls were all equally lovely in beauty, and Eve chose to name 

them Spring, Summer, Autumn, and Winter, respectively. Later on, when the girls were 

becoming women, Eve gave birth to a baby boy, and two years later, a baby girl. That 

last child was me, and my mother named me Terra. When I was a young child, my 

mother  tried to teach me about the seasons, but they had not been named at that time, 

so she couldn't quite explain them. I got confused, and ended up comparing each 

season to one of my four older sisters. My father and mother became quite fond of than 

analogy, and now called each season by my sister's name. I grew up calling the seasons 

thus, and shortly after my engagement to Jesus, I mentioned a season to him in passing, 

summer, I believe it was, and referred to it as Summer. Jesus was confused until I 

explained it to him, and he liked the comparisons. So from there on, her declared the 

time of new growth Spring, the airy time of heat Summer, the peaceful time of foliage 

shed and hibernation Autumn, and the time of dark moody silence and sleep Winter. 

Then he turned and decided to give the land he created a second name. Mine. He said 

that it wasn't fair that my  sisters all had seasons named for them, and he wanted to 

give me a present.  He gave the Earth the formal name of Terra. I was very pleased! 

then he gave me the title of 'Mother Nature', along with the 'Queen of Heaven' title  I 

gained in marrying him. Still..." She trailed off.

             
"Still, what?" Taimei asked, intrigued.

"I wish I could go back to my roots. Back to the little house of noahs on the 

grassy knoll by the river. But that place is gone now. Only a small memoir of that 

remains."

" 'House of noahs'? What's a noah? Isn't he the guy who built the ark-?"

"The Noah who built the ark was my cousin. He was named after the stones our 

house was made out of. They were huge slabs of rock, thick and sturdy. I loved that 

house!" Terra smiled and clasped her hands under her chin.

"You said that only part of your old home remains. Where is it?"

"You know what 'Stonehenge' is?" Terra smiled wistfully.

"That's what's left of your house? You mean that's the mystery  of Stonehenge?!" 

Taimei's jaw dropped.

"Yes. Silly of those scientists, isn't it? What I'm trying to say is, that I've been 

around for a while. Patience is a learned trait. I've seen it all. Trust me; Just be 

patient."

"I'll try." Taimei said. "But tell me, one thing. How did Jesus decide to name the 

months?"

"Each of my sisters had three daughters. The trend continued, I guess!" Terra 

smiled knowingly, and winked.
  

Jesus stood silent in front of the Court of Jewels. He looked at each one, as if 

expecting a different answer. But none would come.

"It is time, my lord." A middle aged German woman said, a younger German girl 

by her side. "The girls have trained hard. I believe they are ready to go on without us."

"So the training is complete, and the cycle turns new again, huh? I forget how 

short your terms actually are." Jesus said with a sad expression on his face.

"It's alright, mister Jesus." A tiny Italian girl said, in a squeaky voice, "They're 

our elders, right? They'll be back soon. But we'll all be your friends, right, guys?" She 

asked the younger girls, who were standing next to their older counterparts.

"Right!" A little Japanese girl shouted in return. The others nodded their heads in 

agreement.

" That's true, young Sapphire." Jesus smiled. "I wish my experienced court didn't 

have to retire just as a crisis was coming up." He looked at all the young girls in 

cultural garb- the young girls who were about to become his new Court of Jewels. "It 

just doesn't seem like you've trained long enough, but the time has come. Your 

promotions are at hand, my children." They seemed so young, so fragile; so many 

wide-eyed round faces...these were the faces of the future. The faces which might see 

Celestial War. These innocent souls would be open to all truth, weither it made them, 

or broke them. These eleven children would be the pillars of Heaven itself. Besides the 

Committee, which handled Earthly affairs, they were the next powerful group in the 

Palace. These children would also influence Celes, the reincarnated Moon Angel. So 

much rested in their young hands. These tiny beings reminded him of the Court of 

Jewels that had been initiated right before the Fate's War. The Court that had seen the 

most damage of any of the courts in the wars between Heaven and Hell. They had 

almost all been lost: Souls maliciously destroyed because of his own irrationality and 

stupidity. Oh, Heaven had won the Fate's War...but at  a tremendous cost. He would 

never do that again. Never.

"The Transition Ceremony will be held tomorrow at midnight. I will make an 

announcement about it immediately." Jesus said. He turned to Diamond-Opal. "You, of 

course, will take Young Diamond-Opal to Callistia, so that she may prepare you for the 

ceremony."

"Of course." Diamond-Opal said serenely, her brown eyes depressed, yet excited.

"Will it be much work?" Young Diamond-Opal asked, with her thick British 

accent.

"It's always work, my dear." Diamond-Opal replied, stroking her protege's thick, 

mousse colored hair. "But also a lot of fun. Come on now- we have to prepare." 

Diamond-Opal led her young counterpart down the hall. As she was leaving, young 

Diamond-Opal turned back with a worried expression to the other young girls. Did she 

know what could happen?

Did she know what was to come?

