Chapter 9- To Have and To Hold –

Celes was extremely put out. Why didn't they want her to win the medal for her 

school? Why did she have to be in " Track and Field " instead of the swim match? She 

could handle the water like it was nothing! Just because the teacher had a bone to pick 

with her?

After the scene in the kitchen, when she had woken up, her father had whipped 

her with his belt, he said, for making a 'scene' and worrying her stepmother half to 

death. He had said she was a spoiled brat, used to being an only child, and was now 

trying dramatics to get attention, and that he wasn’t going to tolerate it.

But she couldn't tell him. Tell him that she wasn't trying to get attention- that 

she wasn't faking anything- but that she was growing wings. That was insane, for one, 

and it would also violate the code of magicians. No one, no one
 was to know that you were a magician, except for another magician, and animals. That was an offense that alone could get you stripped permanently of your powers. No three strikes with that offense! 

She was lucky that she even got her father to sign the field trip slip for the tri-

school Olympiad. And the incident with the wings happened over a month ago!

But the school was making her participate in " Track and Field " instead of what 

she had originally signed up for- swimming. She couldn't run worth anything, but she 

could definitely swim! She could probably swim circles around anyone from any of 

the other ten schools which were attending. 

Celes huffed, and looked out the bus window. They were supposed to get to the 

school that was hosting the Olympiad at nine-thirty. There would be five or six events, 

a hour break for lunch, and then the rest of the events were after lunch. Celes' event 

wasn't until right after lunch, the second after-lunch event actually. Was it good to 

have kids running their brains out right after lunch in this heat? A whole lot of people 

were gonna toss their cookies, that was certain!

" Whaz wrong? " The girl sitting next to her asked. She was a Hispanic with 

boyish cut hair and wide brown eyes. Her name was Rita, and she was Celes' friend. 

She wasn't her best friend, though. Only one person could be Celes' best friend. Still 

was her best friend, she hoped.

" Nothin' . I'm tired. That's all. " Celes replied detachedly.

" Oh yeah, me too! I was so nervous about today, I couldn't sleep. " Rita agreed.  

But that wasn't Celes problem. It was her insomnia. It was getting worse with each 

passing month. And besides that, her father had banned her from ever reading a book 

again, so she would sneak books into the house, and wake up at five in the morning. 

With a little penlight, she would read a chapter or two under the covers, making it 

look like she was sleeping to Katelyn and Sandra. Like usual, her trips to Heaven were 

her only comfort. The only sanctuary she knew.

' Do not be so put out. ' The fox curled up in her lap sent to her. Celes felt this 

odd compulsion to stroke his fur, like she did in Heaven, but she would look a little 

peculiar petting thin air, so she reigned it in.

' I can't help it! I wanted to swim. ' She pouted telepathically.

' Thou must learn to handle the circumstances thou hath been given. '

' You mean, " play the cards I was dealt " ? ' Celes sighed.

' Something similar to that. Oh! One believes thou hath arrived at thine 

destination. '

Celes looked out the window, with Rita leaning excitedly over her to look as 

well. 

" Wow, lookie a' that! " The Hispanic girl let out a low whistle, " I've never 

seen a field that big before! "

Celes looked out at a gigantic field with tons of kids teeming on it. The field 

alone was easily three times the size of her whole school, and then some!

 huge... " She breathed in awe. The bus pulled over and parked, to let the 

kids unload. At the same time, another bus pulled in about twelve feet ahead of them. 

Celes barely gave it a passing glance. It was of no concern to her- she was wondering 

what she would buy for lunch.

" Okay, everyone off the bus. " The teacher announced, " And as soon as you all 

are lined up in two straight lines, we'll be off, because remember- the shortest distance 

between two points is a-- " She prompted the class by cupping a hand exaggeratedly to 

her ear.

 " Straight line! " The class answered in unison.

" Alright, now let's get going!  " The teacher exclaimed. The class cheered and 

began to crowd out of the bus. Celes waited until most of the other kids had passed 

her, and then began to exit the bus, behind Rita, Eyanda trotting along beside her. She 

had no idea, but something tremendous was going to happen today- an event who 

wouldn't affect anyone in a big way, but...

It would be a major turning point in Celes' existence.

The girl opened her eyes she was back, in her own body, but...

She wasn't at home. This place didn't look familiar to her at all! She sat up, and 

then immediately, it hit her that she could sit up. She looked at her gaunt wrists. No 

ropes. No ties; no binds. She began to examine her surroundings- she was in a plain 

room, with a bed, a dresser, and a chair. Oddly enough, there was a huge, floor length 

mirror on one side of the room, taking up the most of one wall. She saw herself, a wan,  

pale, bony ghost of a child, and tried to scream- but no sound emerged. She just stared 

at that image in the mirror with it's mouth hanging agape like some contorted child 

specter. 

She had never seen a mirror before. Had no clue what it was. She leaned up on 

her knees. When the image in the glass did this too, she began to get it. It wasn't 

another person in there. 

She raised one hand in the air, and moved it, fingers widespread, down her face. 

The image did the same. The girl stood. Or rather, she tried to, but when she put all 

her meager weight on her bandy, bone-thin legs, she collapsed instantly. She had 

forgotten. She had forgotten, in that moment of childish wonder, who she was. What 

she was. What she knew she symbolized.

The child crawled over to the mirror, using the rest of her strength to pull 

herself up against the magic glass. She gazed into it, ignoring the haunted eyes of the 

child trapped inside, but looking beyond, at the mercury behind the glass- at how it 

reminded her of cool, blessed water. No more fire. The air was clear here. Here where 

she lost herself in that mirror, throwing herself into it and trying to reflect whole 

again. She could never reflect whole again. Never be whole again. Where was her 

mother? If she wasn't here, then was she... gone?

Gone…

The girl pressed her tortured body against the glass. Begged it, subconsciously, 

for it to take her- take her and merge her with it and out of existence.

And deep within her, beyond where light reached, beyond where the 

subconscious could only dream to encounter, her half-dead soul began to pray. Pray of  

hope, pray of an escape. And Satan could feel this. And he became enraged. But she 

was in a trance, and although her consciousness knew and feared his wrath, her 

subconscious had surrendered to the serenity she found in that mirror, and her soul 

was in defiance. Her eyes slowly began to go blank. Deathly blank. But then, out of 

the corner of her eye, just as her soul was getting to the climax of the prayer, a flicker 

of light behind her drew her momentarily from her stupor. 

It would have been better if she had stayed in her trance. The flicker behind her 

was the glint of Akana's razor sharp scythe as it cleanly removed her head.

There was no pain, just a slight sense of disorientation. She could see the world 

fall through the mirror as her head hit the floor. It tilted to the side just a little, due to 

her nose, and through one eye, she could see her headless body sway and fall beside 

her. What good was it? She thought as the last seconds of life fell through her veins, 

there was nothing left. 

And as she became lost in the peaceful mirage of the mirror for the last time, 

she was still thinking-

Why not just embrace this darkness?

Celes was finishing up the taco she had gotten for lunch. It was really good, and  

she hadn't had a taco for as long as she could remember. And it was there, and it was 

fairly cheap... so she got two tacos. 

Rita had gotten a big piece of pizza. It was so big, she had to eat it two-fisted, 

and practically shove it into her face. It was really funny to watch. And even then, she 

didn't finish all of it. She fed the rest of it to the birds which were circling the field, 

knowing that there would be glorious scraps to forage through when the crowd abated.

' Thy instructor draws nigh. ' Eyanda warned Celes to finish off her taco.

' I can't eat anymore! ' She groaned mentally, and said the same aloud.

" I can't eat anymore! " 

" Well, it's only a few bites, and the birds probably won't want it 'cause is so 

hard. Just throw it in the trash. " Rita reasoned and sipped her grape soda.

" Attention students! The lunch period will be ending in five minutes. Teachers 

are to gather their students and report to the next event. I repeat, students and teachers  

have five minutes to report to the next assigned event. Thank you! " The announcer 

" Come on- let's find Teacher. " Rita stood, stretched, and walked off towards 

the rest of the class. Celes followed. 

The new Committee was sitting in the Hall, getting used to their new positions. 

The Advisor was reading over a scroll that Jesus had given him, of decisions to be 

made down on the Earthly plane. And, it was titled: " Decisions to be made down on 

the Earthly plane- check yes or no. " 

" You'd think that after a couple of millenniums of this, " He said to the group, " 

Jesus would be able to come up with a better title than this. "

" It's not how it's titled, it's what's in it and what we do about it. " Amanda said. 

She was a short, blonde haired girl with blue eyes from some remote part of 

Switzerland. Ren nodded his head in agreement as he hung a spell on his light-aura 

medallion, which would record the Committee's conversation, which would be 

uploaded into the computer's data base, for Jesus and Terra to review at a later date.

" Well, what's on the list for today, Naminari? " Luke asked as Khobe handed 

the scroll to Naminari.

" Um, " She began, skimming through the scroll, " We have three decisions to 

handle- the first one is intersexual marriages, the second is the cloning issue again, 

and the last is about letting the Cheetah go extinct. Which do we debate first? The 

floor is open to vote of choice. "

" We should tackle intersexual marriage first. " Jennifer stated.

" No, let's do Cheetahs- you know, start small scale and work our way to the 

bigger problems. " Derrick suggested. 

" I think we should get the marriage thing out of the way as soon as possible. " 

Ren said, " It's on the ballot again as we speak. Should we let it pass? "

" I wanna do Cheetahs! " Derrick stated adamantly.

" You're outnumbered, Derrick-San. " Naminari smiled sweetly at him.

" Stop calling me 'Mister Derrick'! My god- do you have any idea how annoying 

that is? " He cried, covering his ears.

" Alright- the floor is open to suggestions on intersexual marriages! " Ren 

cried, trying to get the meeting underway.

" I think we should allow it. " Jennifer said, " It's time we let the world know 

that it shouldn't object to it anymore. "

" But some people, a lot actually, believe that the Bible says it's evil. " Ren 

countered. " The Bible-thumpers won't like it. "

" Do you know how many times the Bible has been misinterpreted?! " Derrick 

countered, " Some people think that Leviticus chapter 15-32 means that if a man 

ejaculates, it's like getting a period and he's unclean for seven days. "

" Eh... that is what it says. " Luke informed him.

" Okay, so not misinterpreted, but more like out-of-date. Do you know how long  

ago the Bible was written? " Derrick asked. " A 

time ago, in a galaxy far, far 

away- "

" Okay, that's enough out of you. " Jennifer said, clamping her hand over 

Derrick's mouth. He pushed it off.

" I mean, how do you get kids if a guy and a girl don't do that? That's 

hypocritical! " Derrick pressed the issue.

" Well, you've also got to remember that the original Bible scrolls were written 

in runes, and only a few people were given the key. " Amanda reminded them. Ren 

took a sip of water and thought of something intelligent to say.

" You'd think that he'd at least he'd give the key to someone with brains! ” Derrick cried, spreading his hands in an expansive gesture.

"Oh! So now you're calling Moses dumb? " Ren sputtered.

" Uh, when did this turn into a Bible analysis session? " Khobe asked quietly. 

No one heard him, and if they did, they ignored him. they were too absorbed in the 

topic at hand- weither or not Moses was a complete idiot, misguided, or just needed 

glasses.

Naminari leaned back and concluded that the first gathering of the Committee 

was a complete failure. And that it wasn't Moses who mistranslated the Bible- it was 

the people who followed him and tried to dumb it down as society became dumber. 

However, when the first shoe flew through the air, she knew that she had to bring that 

meeting back to order- and quickly!

“Alright! Intersexual marriages! " She yelled. The room got quiet. Derrick 

started searching for his shoe. " No discussion. Straight vote; Yes, or no? "

 
Intersexual marriage passed on a four to three vote on the grounds that the 

world needed to learn to be more tolerant- by force. Then, the next topic was 

Cheetahs. You can only imagine how that went.

The teacher was giving the " straight line " speech again as they walked through  

a crowd of kids. Celes and Rita were lagging behind, on account of that they were 

having trouble navigating the crowds, which were forcing them in all directions in the 

hallway they were walking through, and that they were late getting into line.

The crowds were terrible! Almost what you imagine that dreaded " undertow " 

thing to be like. Celes mommy had always warned her when they were at the beach not  

to go too far into the ocean, or the undertow would drag her away. She had never 

actually experienced undertow, but that crowd of kids was probably the closest thing 

she could think of.

" This is a pain in the you-know-what! " Rita called to Celes. She was about 

three kids behind her, almost in a group from another school. Eyanda was floating 

above the ruckus, trying to keep Celes on track, so that she wouldn't get separated 

from her school. If she got lost, her school might leave her here, all the way in another 

county, far from home.

' One thinks that this crowd is but a bottleneck! ' The fox called to her 

telepathically. ' It shall clear up anon, One hopes. '

Celes and class made it safely and collectively down to the field for the Track 

event. It was a circular track, about a fourth of a mile in distance, and the object was 

to get around it faster than the kids running with you. It was a race, simple as that. 

However, Celes did not want to run. She wanted to swim. However, she would win 

this race, just to show that she could! She was more powerful than all these other kids. 

She was a magician- She should be able to outrun these idiots, and then some!

' One might advise thou not to get too full of oneself. ' Eyanda warned as Celes 

took her place at the starting point for the first race. ' Just because thou art a magician 

doth not add to thy ability on the Earthly plane. '

' So? ' She thought back, ' You told me once that a lot of magic was " mind-

over-matter " type stuff. So if I think I'll win, I'll win. ' Celes stated haughtily.

' Oh... Thou thinks thou hath all the answers when thou doth not... ' Eyanda 

murmured to himself in despair, hoping Celes wouldn't get too

upset if she didn't win.

" On your marks, " The referee called out. Celes and her opponents were at the 

starting line. There were eight in all racing, including her. Most were boys, and there 

was one other girl, who didn't look like she could run well at all. However, the boys 

looked pretty well trained. Celes didn't like that one bit.

" Get set, " Celes looked straight at the track. She could do this. It was all mind-

over-matter. Mind-over-matter. Mind-over-ma-

" Go! "

And they were off, all eight of them. For the first part, all the kids were neck-

in-neck. Then, for the second leg, five kids, including Celes, fell behind. In the third 

part, two more kids fell behind, but Celes found a burst of energy, and caught up to 

the first place boy. He was tall, had red hair, freckles, really gangly. But damn, could 

he run fast!

They were nearing the finish line. Celes could hear cheering, a lot for the red 

headed kid, who's name apparently was Casey, and a few cheers for her, one of which 

was definitely Rita. It was right ahead. She could see it. The finish line. She was one 

step ahead of Casey. Victory would be hers!

Or, it would have been hers if not for that horrible dip in the grass that decided 

to show up at the most inconvenient moment. Her foot caught in it, and she fell flat on  

her face. in front of her opponent. In front of her class, in front of her school; In front 

of her whole county! She scrambled back to her feet, and took second place, but it 

wasn't good enough. Not when first had been right within her grasp. She fell to her 

knees after she crossed the finish line.


" Are you okay? " Rita called as she and a few other classmates ran over. Two 

warm, wet drops coursed down her cheeks. The students thought it was because she 

was hurt. She wasn't hurt. Just humiliated. Fate... losing... was that all Fate had 

planned for her- to be a constant loser, right when the good life was right within her 

reach?

Rita helped her up and to the sidelines so that the next race could begin. And 

from the side, unseen, a small red fox shook his head and buried his face in his paws.

' One told thou so. ' He thought to himself.

The Awards ceremony was over. Celes and class were walking back through 

that crowed hallway and back to the busses to go home. She had her second place 

ribbon around her wrist, and Rita kept looking at it.

" This, this here is so cool! " The Hispanic girl gushed over Celes ribbon, " I 

never got second place in anythin' . Or third place, or fourth..." She trailed off. Celes 

wasn't appreciating the ribbon at the moment. Casey had taken a trophy back to his 

school. A trophy was something unique and special. It screamed to the world: " I'm 

competent at something! " All Celes had was a lousy ribbon. One her father wouldn't 

even gush over or even notice. What was the big deal about that ribbon anyway? 

Everyone got a ribbon just for participating! How was that supposed to make her 

special? Make her stand out? That stupid ribbon screamed: " Look at me- I'm aver-

age!  I came in last, and they're just trying to make me not feel so bad! " It was true. 

She could have come in last and still gotten a ribbon. Just for being there.

" ...nothing. Not even seventh or eighth... " Rita was still going on about her 

lack of ribbons, when she too had gotten a ribbon, that horrid white participation 

ribbon.

Could things get any worse?

Then she heard it. It was the faintest thing in the world. It could have been her 

imagination, or wishful thinking for all she knew, but she heard it. As the crowd 

moved, it grew louder, and louder.

Someone was calling her. Someone familiar. Someone she had lost hope of ever 

seeing again. 

It grew louder. She searched the crowd frantically for the source of that voice.

" Celes... "

She looked and looked. It grew louder still.

" Celes! "

Celes was halfway down the hall when she saw the source of that voice, and 

knew for sure what she was hearing and seeing was real. They were jumping up and 

down, waving a hand frantically and trying to get as close to her as the crowd would 

permit.

" Celes! "

" Jacob!" She answered, " Jacob! "

" Celes! " He called out again. She struggled towards him as much as she could, 

with all her strength, fighting the crowd the whole way. Jacob was doing the same. In 

the year and a half that had passed, he had barely changed. He even wore his shaggy 

blonde hair the way she remembered it. And apparently, she hadn't changed much 

either.

" Celes! " He called, stretching his hand out to her.

" Jacob! " She responded, reaching her hand out in the same way. Their 

fingertips were almost touching... if she could just reach his hand, she would be 

saved- she could go home forever!

Their fingers were millimeters apart. And that's when the crowd decided they 

would be more forceful in their attempt to exit from both ends of the hallway. Just as 

Celes and Jacob were reaching for each other, the crowd swept them apart them apart 

in their opposite directions. Their fingertips brushed each other's briefly, but neither 

one could grab hold; the contact was too brief.

But it was contact. It was the Jacob of her past. The one who could mend her 

future. And he was gone now, out of her sight. She began to cry, and still called out.

" Jacob! "

" Celes! " His response was getting fainter as they moved farther and farther 

apart.

" Jacob! "

" Celes..."

" Jacob! "

" ...Celes... "

“ JACOB! ”  She screeched and held out her hand, hoping that by some miracle 

he would appear out of the crowd and rescue her. 

There was nothing. Not even a reply to her final call. He was out of sight, out of 

range- gone. As the crowd carried her out with it towards the parking lot, tears 

streamed thickly and freely from her eyes.

Jacob. Her Jacob. Their fingers had touched briefly. he had tried; tried to reach 

out to her. But it was all lost now.

Their fingers had touched briefly.

And that was when they finally said good-bye.

