Chapter 4- Fragments of A Rended Lullaby-

Celes lay in bed with the nighttime darkness pressing down on her like a dark 

cloak. She was slightly afraid of the dark. Slightly. A tiny night light glowed in the far 

wall of her room, and that comforted her. Her father said she didn't need a night light, 

that she was five, and should be used to the dark by now.

She didn't really know all that much about her father. He was hardly ever around. 

He worked two jobs to support her and her mother, and that took up a lot of his time. 

Tonight, he should have come home. He didn't come home. Hadn't been home in days. 

Where could he go to sleep? Eat? Bathe? Celes' mother looked at him like she was in 

pain when he came home after disappearing for a while. But he still wasn't home. And 

she was in bed, supposedly asleep. But she couldn't sleep; and she had no idea why.

Celes heard the front door open, and she felt the vibration of heavy footsteps in 

the hallway.

'Daddy?' She thought, and crawled out of bed to see him, if it was him. She snuck 

quietly down the hallway and just as she was about to burst out from around the corner, 

her mother began to speak, in that voice she only used when Celes had done something 

extremely wrong.

" Your nights get longer, Nicholas. They seem to stretch out for weeks, 

nowadays." Terria glared at her husband, her eyes like cold chips of emerald. "For 

multiple nights, I've lain next to cold sheets, when you tell me you've been home, and 

at first, I believed you. Now, It's nothing. I don't even get the lies from you anymore, 

Nick!"

Celes warily peered out from around the corner and saw warm, wet droplets in 

her mother's eyes.

Mommy never cries. She never cries.

" Where do you go!? Who is she?! Answer me, damn you, Nicholas! ANSWER ME!"  Terria slammed one of her tiny fists down on the end table beside her. Nicholas, 

a burly man with flaxen blonde hair and a receding hairline, just stared at her.

"Where does this come from, Terria? I come home to find you asleep, I leave 

again in the morning, and the sheets are cold. You're telling me that I'm having an 

affair because of stupid cold sheets? Is that your conclusion?"

"Get out of my house, you two-timing bastard!" Terria cried, and hurled a 

porcelain knickknack at him. He dodged it to one side, where it broke on the tiled 

entryway floor. It had been one of Celes' favorites of all the knickknacks that her 

mother owned. It had been given to her by her mother, Celes' dead grandmother, 

Lynnanne. It was of two kittens grooming one another. It smashed into pieces and lay 

there on the floor like some war victim that had seen better days. Celes almost began 

crying herself; How could her mother break something so precious and dear to her  

heart?

"So that's how it's gonna be, Terria? You gonna sit here and throw crap at me? 

Screw you!" Nick bellowed as he made for the door through which he entered.

"Shut your freakin' mouth, you ass! You're gonna wake up Celes!" Terria ground 

through clenched teeth.

"Up yours!" He yelled as he opened the front door, "I'm getting a divorce!"

"Yea, well me too! Why don't you run back to your slut mistress, because I want 

you the hell out of my house!" Terria countered.

"Your house? YOUR house?! I see where this is going! Fine; I'm outta here!" Nick shouted as he left, slamming the door behind him. He tossed out some pretty nasty 

phrases at Celes' mother that only adults and most teenagers use. It was pretty bad.

Terria slumped to the floor, and reached for the figurine. She picked up one of 

the kittens' head, which had remained intact. She held it in her trembling hand for a 

few seconds before she let it slide to the floor and shatter along with the rest of the tiny 

statue. Then she scrambled to her feet and ran down the hall, sobbing. She was so 

distraught, that she didn't even notice her small, nightgowned daughter, watching with 

wide, saucer-sized eyes. Celes heard her mother's door shut, and sounds of muffled 

sobbing. She stepped softly out into the hallway and knelt down by the shards of the 

kitten statue. She picked up one piece and turned it over in her tiny hands. It wasn't 

real tiny. In fact, none of the pieces were, surprisingly enough. 

"What's a divorce?" Celes asked Eyanda. But he didn't respond. He wasn't there. 

She had gotten so used to her constant fox companion, she never noticed when he was 

gone until she had a question, or needed guidance.

She gathered up the shards of porcelain in her nightgown, which she made into a 

pouch by holding up the hem. She could glue it back  together. It wouldn't be all that 

hard. Not as hard as some of the things she had to do up in Heaven to get medallions, at 

least! She would try in the morning, when her mother was sleeping.

Celes carried the broken statue back to her room and placed the pieces in the 

bottom of her pillowcase. They would stay safe there until  tomorrow. She climbed 

back into bed and lay there for a while. Daddy had made Mommy cry, and Mommy 

never cried. They wanted divorce, whatever that was. Celes began to cry too, softly, 

out of sympathy for her mother.

...Divorce. Never would another child know the effect that one word could have 

on their entire life...

Celes stepped out of the warm cloak of darkness. She had cried and cried, until 

no more tears would come, and the cloak had descended upon her, signaling a trip to 

Heaven. It was the only place she wanted to be at the moment. The only sanctuary she 

would know for years to come.

"Celes...What's wrong?" Callistia asked with a concerned look when she saw 

Celes kneeling almost fetal position on the throne room floor.

"N-nothing. My Mommy and Daddy are arguing. It's not a big thing." She smiled 

wanly.

"Are you sure it was 'nothing big'?" Callistia asked, quirking an eyebrow.

"Sure. Say, why are we here, anyway? It's not a full moon, is it?" Celes asked, 

effectively changing the subject.

"No, it is not. The Court of Jewels' trainees are having their Ascendation 

Ceremony tonight." The dark haired woman replied, "The young Court of Jewels are 

now ready to fill the senior Courts' shoes."

"Huh?" Celes looked at Callistia dumbfoundedly. "What does 'encendation' 

mean?"

"Oh, ascendation. It means the young Court is going to be the Court of Jewels 

from now on, and the older ones are going to live on the Earthly plane until they die 

and return here. The Committee does the same thing, except the trainees run for their 

positions, while the members of the Court of Jewels are hand picked by Jesus and Terra 

themselves."

"Ohhh!" The light went on in Celes' eyes as she understood what the older girl 

was saying. Callistia always forgot that Celes didn't know very big words yet. The way 

they were going though, Celes would have an adult vocabulary by age ten! That is, if 

anything Callistia defined or explained remained in the child's head for very long. It 

was hard to tell what Celes knew and didn't.

"The Ceremony commences in ten minutes. I repeat, the Ascendation Ceremony 

commences in ten minutes." Taimei's voice rang out over the p.a.

"Does that mean it's about to start?" Celes inquired of Callistia.

"Yes. We'd better hurry." Callistia said, and began walking towards the 

Announcement Hall. Maybe Celes fathomed a lot more than they thought she could!

"Ladies, gentlemen, and magicians! I welcome you today to witness a grand 

event. The Ceremony of Ascendation for the new Court of Jewels will begin as soon as 

I leave this podium. Thank you all for attending." Jesus addressed the audience of souls 

and magicians young and old.

"Yes, and please, enjoy the ceremony." Terra added. The couple stood to one side 

of the stage, and the ceremony began.

One by one, the young Court of Jewels filed out onto the elaborately decorated 

stage. They stood off to one side, flanking the middle section. Music and fanfare 

played, then the young Diamond-Opal walked down the center of the stage, to it's 

apron.

The older Court of Jewels then entered, and mimiced the positions of their young 

counterparts, standing directly behind them. The older Diamond-Opal stepped down 

the stage to the young Diamond-Opal, her hands outstretched to the small girl.

"My counterpart," She began, "the one who shall become me and remain for me, 

blessed child who will see many crisises and triumphs before her reign ends, same as 

mine. Child who will know leadership like no responsibility that was ever legacied, no 

power that was ever concieved. You will become the pillar of this here place, and stand 

for all the Courts here and to ever ascend. Do you accept this gift?"

Young Diamond-Opal knelt, facing the older one. "I accept this gift of position." 

She said, "This high power I will never have stripped from me, but relenquished to my 

next predesessor."

Celes looked on. So many big words! All she could get was that power was being 

passed from the old to the young. And that it all was extremely formal.

"She accepts, my Lord and Lady. The others," Diamond-Opal spread her arms in 

both directions, indicating the Court members to her sides. "Do they accept this gift 

bestowed on this night?"

"They will." The older ones responded.

"We accept this gift." The younger ones replied.

"Let the transfer commence." Jesus said. The younger girls turned to their 

mentors, and the mentors to the younger. They all held out their right hands, palm 

upward, to each other. A ball of light in the color of the bearer's gemstone title 

appeared in the older Court women's hand. The older women all closed their eyes and 

looked faint for a moment. Then the balls of light, with a wave of Jesus' hand, went to 

the younger versions of the Court of Jewels' awaiting hands. The younger versions 

closed their eyes and swooned just like the former Court members had done. Then they 

seemed fine, and the balls of light dissipated. The new Court opened their eyes, and 

seemed like they were trying to remember something obscure. The old Court bowed 

deeply to the audience, then to Jesus and Terra. And with that, the former court 

shimmered and faded out. The new Court of Jewels stood alone on the stage, and they 

all looked slightly confused, except for the new Diamond-Opal.

"May I present to you, the New wave of the Court of Jewels." Jesus announced 

proudly. "Diamond-Opal, would you introduce your court?"

"I would be delighted, my Lord." She bowed. "This is Garnet," She motioned to a 

heavyset Hispanic girl. "This is Emerald," The next girl was a blonde American girl 

with very dainty features. "Topaz," She was a tall German girl. "Sapphire," Whom was 

a Japanese girl with a quiet disposition. "Ruby," An African girl was motioned to. 

"Rose Quartz," She pointed out an Italian girl. "Amethyst, " She was a cute American 

Indian girl from an unknown tribe. "Aquamarine, " Who was a pale blonde Swedish 

girl. "Peridot," Who was a berobed Indian girl. "And finally, Onyx." Onyx didn't say 

anything, but she just looked on with those piercing deep brown eyes of hers. She was 

not a happy child, and seemed overtly solemn. 

" And I am Diamond-Opal. " The child curtsied to the audience. They clapped 

and cheered with all their hearts. For some souls, this was their first Ascendation 

Ceremony. For some other souls, this was the second, or possibly the thirteenth. But 

those witnessing this for the twenty-third time still clapped and cheered with the same 

enthusiasm as the first-timers. 

Taimei, who happened to be standing next to Celes, turned to another member of 

the committee.

" Soon, it will be time to train our own little brood. " Celes overheard the Asian 

girl say. The other committee member, a stocky chestnut-haired man nodded in 

agreement.

" Yep. We aren't getting any younger up here, as divine as we may be. " He 

snickered. Taimei smiled at his little joke. Celes wondered wiether or not the 

committee would have to train little kids like herself, or older kids, like in the ten to 

thirteen age range. And she also wondered if they would too have a grand ceremony 

with a hard to pronounce name. It was too much to think about, and tears began to pour 

down Celes' face as Jesus and Terra closed the ceremony. Why was she crying? She 

wasn't sad... Then she remembered what had happened earlier. But she still wasn't 

feeling sad! She blinked at the tears in that way children do to make the world look 

fuzzy and glittery. Through that simulated haze, Celes saw Callistia walking through 

the throng of people towards her.

" Great ceremony, huh? Very few young magicians get to witness this, you know. 

" She noticed the wet trails on the little girl's cheeks.

" Celes, what's the matter? " Callistia crouched down next to the crying girl, deep 

concern echoing in her voice.

" I d-don't k-know! All of a sudden, I was just simply crying. " She sobbed.

" And you're not sad, or hurt? "

"No. Just kinda warmy-wet. " She swiped at the falling sparkle  drops. Callistia 

picked her up in her arms. 

" I think we need to talk, okay? " The brunette said, looking into Celes' watery 

eyes, " In my lab. "

Celes nodded and wondered if her mother's statue was alright under her pillow. 

Callistia, unbeknownst to Celes, furrowed her brow at the situation. What was wrong 

with Celes? Was she not feeling well? Something was really wrong, and she could 

sense it in an almost palpable way. A big event was about to occur. Then a thought 

struck Callistia:

Was Celes' Rising Phase beginning?

