Run for mommy,

run for cover-

Run for now, there is no other.

Run to mommy,

run to love-

Run for hope, from above.

Run to mommy,

run for life-

Run for now

Run for now.

Chapter 8- To Achieve Wings –

This was her Hell. This was her nightmare. Mother- gone. To die in a place like 

there. To live in a place such as this. Her sprit was losing. No more flames. Please!

This child was going to Hell; baptized in a sea of flames.

This child was finally broken, un-redeemable by any way of the light.

Celes sat in the back of the class, a book held in front of her. She wasn't paying 

any attention to the teacher, and she certainly wasn't paying attention to the boy 

making dirty noises with his mouth! She was reading a classic- "The Witch of 

Blackbird Pond". It was a pretty good book, for being a classic. In the back of her 

mind, she could hear Eyanda trying to get her attention. He was really out of range, 

and she couldn't hear him too well. If only he would come closer!

Then he did. He appeared right on top of her desk, and scared the hell out of 

her. She nearly fell out of her chair.

' One is also pleased to see thou. '

' Don't ever do that again- I nearly had a heart attack! ' Celes cried 

telepathically. 

' Well, pardon me! One is trying to inform thou that there  is a special event in 

Heaven that thou must attend. ' Eyanda began grooming his tail.

' Which is? ' Celes inquired.

' The Committee is going to announce the predeceasing candidates. ' The fox 

blinked at her and sniffed her pencil. ' The announcement was sent out just moments 

ago. Thou art one of the first to be invited. '

' I am simply charmed. ' Celes sent dryly.

' Sarcasm doth not become thou. '

' Nor does it you. '

' All one is saying, is that thou should make a note of it and retire early. '

' With all those brats running around?! ' Celes yelped, ' Not very likely! '

Those brats were Celes step-siblings. She had acquired them about eight 

months ago, on that day her father had come for her. He had gotten married to some 

dark haired woman with four spoiled kids: Brian, Katelyn, Sandra and Daniel. He 

treated them as if they were his own kids- and acted as if he didn't want anything to do  

with Celes. It hurt. A lot.

' I'll be there. ' Celes sent, ' I wouldn't miss a chance to leave that behind for all 

the- '

" Celes! Celes Torriena! Are you paying attention? " The teacher snapped. 

Celes looked up, surprised.

" Yes! "

" Then answer the question. "

" Um, could you repeat the question? I couldn't hear - YOU! " Celes yelped as 

the boy next to her pinched her on the leg. Hard.

The teacher looked furious. " How dare you raise your voice to me? Go outside 

until you can behave with the proper respect to an adult! "

She snapped. Celes stood up and stalked out of the class. 

Eight years old.

She was only eight years old. Back here. Alone. No one to confide in. No mother. Not even the same girl sat where she did. She felt like she had lost a big piece of herself a 

year and a month ago. Long gone. Lost with her imaginary friend, lost with her 

mother, lost with her name. Lost with time.

She sat on the cement outside the classroom, and pulled her knees up to her 

chest. It was a really windy day, and the breeze made the dry Autumn leaves actually 

swirl up in a mini-whirlwind in the close space. She looked at the sky. That blue, 

endless, empty sky. The only thing she felt close to now were the elements. And 

Heaven. She closed her eyes and actually felt the wind rush about her. It was different.  

When she actually concentrated on it, she could feel the wind pause in it's travel, and 

caress her in passing, like a mother stroking the forehead of her newborn. Like Queen 

Terra herself was coming down to give her a hug.

It was the same with the others too. She could feel the earth as it stretched out 

in all directions, seemed to feel each individual footprint each person left in passing 

on her soul. Water was the best, though. She could feel each individual droplet as it 

merged with the others and flowed, free as anything, and wrapped itself about her. 

Earth was her familiar. Water was her favorite, Wind was her final, and Fire was her 

foreign. However, she had much more control over water-based spells than she even 

did earth-based ones. This was uncommon. But she was too troubled to really think 

anything of it. 

Celes began to recite a poem that she had composed in her head one night when 

she couldn't sleep and missed her mother. She couldn't sleep a lot. Insomnia. That's 

what Eyanda called it. 

" ...run for now, there is no other... " Celes murmured as the wind picked up 

even more. 

But then, the wind changed. Eyanda loped out through the classroom door and over to her. She could hear...the wind...speaking.
Celes…

It was whispering her name! The wind was speaking to her!

' What a wondrous happening! ' Eyanda cried in awed glee. 

Celes, child child who is but a child.

Child who is but a child? That wasn't her.

' Who's there? ' Celes sent out. She figured that it had to be someone using 

telepathy, except that it didn't feel right.

Celes, Celes, girl who cannot grow. Child of the Light bowed by dark.

Celes, Celes, girl who must stand. Child whom is never alone. Celes, Celes, girl who won't break. Child whom is beloved...

" I... " Celes could not speak. The wind had said all this to her. To she, a child 

who felt like she had nothing.

Called her 'beloved'.

' Thou art...art... ' Eyanda was stunned. For the first time ever, the fox could not 

state more than that. 

" What was that? " She asked aloud. The fox looked at her with a serious look in 

his eyes.

' The Winds of Wise and Understanding. ' He replied woodenly, ' The wind 

which carries all the souls of the earthly plane-dammed. Those souls in limbo...they 

know all that is to happen. They whisper in the ears of they who need to know 

themselves, and know their destiny. '

' Why did it refer to me as the child who wasn't a child? ' Celes asked. The fox 

looked to one side, and sidestepped the topic carefully.

' They meant thou art more mature than most.' He replied. It seemed fitting to 

Celes, so she let it go.

' One has not known of any to harken to the Winds in centuries. Thou art the 

first One hath known of in quite a great while. '

' I must be a mess, to be able to stir the sympathy of wind spirits who have been 

forgotten for hundreds of years. ' Celes thought quietly.

' Thou should mention it to the Couple this evening. ' Eyanda prompted. ' They 

should hear of events such as these. '

' I'll try to bring it up. ' 

Celes was in the kitchen when it happened. It was after dinner, and her 

stepmother had taken her kids out with her to the grocery store. Celes had to stay 

home, because she hadn't finished her homework, but she knew for a fact that Katelyn  

had unfinished math homework, but she had gotten to go. It was fine with Celes. She 

would rather have been alone anyway.

He came in the door noisily. That was her first clue that something was up. 

Then he saw her, and he exploded.

" Your teacher called me , Celes! Said you were in class with your nose 

stuck in a friggin' book , Celes. She says you're not handing in your 

homework, and not doing your classwork either! Furthermore, she told me that you 

disrespected her right in front of the class! What the hell were you thinking? 

Obviously, you WEREN'T! Damn it! " He slammed his briefcase down on the floor, 

breaking the locks open. He didn't care. He was furious.

" You're never gonna amount to anything Celes! You're just some stupid 

albatross hung around my goddamn neck; financial loss! You're nothing! You're just a  

stupid, lousy girl! Why can't you be of any use to us? Are you too damn stupid? Are 

you retarded in there or somethin' ? Come on girl! Speak! Speak you lousy goddamned  

bitc-! " 

" I AM LOVED! " Celes screamed, not able to hold it in any longer. Her eyes 

welled up with tears. Her heart flooded with contempt, and her soul flared with anger.

" You have nothing to say to me! NOTHING! " 

As she said this, she felt this electric tingle run up her spine. Almost like when 

your feet fall asleep, except powerful. All throughout her body.

" I am something! I'm NOT stupid, or a bitch! Stop calling me that! It's you- you 

stole my mommy! " Celes cried.

" Now you listen to me- " Her father's eyes were nearly bulging out of his head 

in rage.

" NOW YOU LISTEN TO ME ! " Celes roared. The feeling engulfed her. It 

consumed her whole being. A year of frustration, rage, of depression and hatred all 

were unleashed. There was an untapped power running through her soul.

Eyanda was bounding about frantically at her feet. ' Celes! ' He cried, ' Stop 

this! You're giving yourself a power surge- It's unhealthy! '

" No! No, no no NO NO!!!  " Celes shrieked. As she hit that last " no ", there 

was a ripping sensation in her back, like her vertebrae were being rended by unseen 

hands. She screamed, a scream which would bring her stepmother and step-siblings 

running in from outside to see Celes going into what appeared to be convulsions.

' CELES!!! ' Eyanda cried in horror,absolute that she had damaged herself for sure. Then an iridescent light flew up around her. The fox tried to run to her, but couldn't get in range. The magic about her was holding him back.

It looked like something was trying to escape from her back. She gritted her 

teeth as sweat and tears rolled down her hollow cheeks.

Pain...true, physical pain...no. Like she was straining against something. 

Fighting with all her soul. With all her power. She screamed and wrenched backward, 

an impossible gesture- the sheer force with which she did it should have alone broken 

her back. She halted at the end of the arc, and Eyanda finally saw what was going on.

Wings.

Celes was growing giant angel's wings. Clear, shimmering Angels' wings. Bigger than any wings he had ever seen. Bigger than even archangels' wings. They stopped her 

backwards fall, and as they unfurled, they pushed her up into an upright position. She 

held her hands across her chest, her fists touching her shoulders, her head thrown 

back. The wings stretched out, throwing off the rest of the surrounding darkness about  

her. They arced, beautiful and glorious, each feather throwing off a rainbow of silvery 

colors no artist or imagination could ever dream to imitate or even behold. They 

touched the walls, the ceiling; they spanned wide many times over. Then, they turned, 

and folded in upon the child. Protecting her. Concealing her. And they vanished, 

melting in with the rest of Celes' aura. She slowly brought up her head, and opened 

her eyes. They had changed. They were like pools of mercury.

The warmth. The infinite warmth. Strength; tacit and palpable flowed through 

her. She looked to her father and spoke.

" If only you knew who I really am. " She said calmly, and blankly, " Then you 

would have not crossed us like you just have. " 

" Put her to bed. " Her father told her stepmom. This was who Celes trained her 

eyes on next.

" Show your true form. " She murmured as she passed out, " Your petty words 

cannot touch me...now... "

" She has thrown it off! " Diamond-Opal cried, " She's found her wings! She can 

be free! " Tears ran freely down the British girls blank face. " Her wings have saved 

her. "

The rest of the Court of Jewels cheered, and Diamond-Opal began to come out 

of her trance. Jesus turned to Terra.

" She is free. " Terra said to her husband, " She has shaken off the binds of 

Satan. She is truly Moon Angel! "

Jesus looked grim. " It's not over yet. Those wings have saved her this time. 

And they will continue to protect her. However, Satan isn't finished yet. He wont give 

up that easily. He needs her out of the way. He cannot take her powers, so he might try  

to seal them, or keep them contained in some way. Or... keep her distracted and meek, 

like he's tried already. "

" She's got to fight it. " Terra whispered, " She's got to be strong. " Queen Terra 

threw herself upon Jesus' chest and began to weep quietly. Jesus held her with one 

hand, the other one clenching a shaking fist. He felt tears in his own eyes- for he knew - he saw what it might all come down to. 

And it was Celestial War.

Celes woke up to find Callistia fussing over her. She was hooked up to a whole 

bunch of machines, all blipping away happily and vomiting out status reports. The 

Healer looked up from one of these read-outs.

" Celes! You're awake! " She cried.

" Wha-? Where am I? " The child blinked drowsily.

" Uh. Heaven, Celes. "

" No...in the Earthly plane. What did they do with me there? "

' They hath placed thou in thou's bedchambers. ' Eyanda said, from his place 

resting between her feet.

" What happened to me? Was that what they call a 'Power Surge' ? " Celes 

asked, confused.     

" Oh, child... " Callistia breathed, smiling and stroking back the hair on Celes' 

forehead, " The most spectacular thing happened to you this evening. "

" It wasn't a- "

" It started out as a Power Surge; But then something else began to happen. "

" I felt so weird! Like my whole body had fallen asleep, and then my back split 

open, an' then I felt really old, so I started talking like this... " Celes began to mimic 

her calm entranced voice.

" You grew wings. " The woman stated. " Huge, glorious wings, from what 

Eyanda tells me. "

' Yes, quite spectacular, may One add. '

" I...grew...wings? " Celes looked a little shocked. " Wings? "

" Wings, like that of angels, yet grander than Archangels'! " Callistia 

exclaimed, throwing her arms wide apart, as if to indicate the immensity with merely 

her arms alone, but they could do the description no justice.

' Not a event like it ever witnessed. ' The small red fox agreed.

" Was that why my back exploded? " Celes asked, sitting up quickly, " Am I 

dead? "

" No. But for someone so young to grow wings is virtually unheard of. Highly 

unusual. " Callistia commented, while in her mind she added: ' But then, she is an 

unusual spirit in circumstance alone. '

' She hath had an unusual day as well. " Eyanda commented. " The Winds 

visited her while she was at school this day. '

" The Winds? Are you sure? " Callistia asked.

' Tell her what they said, Celes. '

" I could hardly hear them, but it was like whenever the wind blowed, these 

really quiet people would whisper in my ear. " She relayed, " They said that I was the 

Child who wasn't, and weird stuff like that. "

" The Winds of Wise and Understanding... " Callistia breathed, " Two unlikely 

events on the same day. "

" My wings...what do they do? I thought wings showed you what status of angel  

you were. The bigger the wings, the higher your status. " Celes looked at Callistia.

" Yes, but have you noticed that some angels' wings seem more reflective than 

others'? " She queried.

" Refle- that means shiny or something like that, right? "

" You have the gist of it. But have you? "

" Not really. I haven't really looked at the wings, except for when I first came 

here. " Celes replied, and began nibbling at her fingernails.

' Stop that. ' Eyanda scolded her, ' How many times must One query thou? '

" A lot. " Celes replied. The fox hung his head in defeat.

' I give up... '

" Well, " The Healer began, crossing one leg over the other and resting her 

clasped hands on her knee, " Some angels' wings are shinier than others. The shinier 

the wings, the more magic power that person has.  Normal angels don't have very 

reflective wings, by Heaven's standards, but magicians who are deceased have 

incredibly radiant wings. So, if an angel has really big, really shiny wings, then the 

are a retired magician with a very high standing in Heaven. Do you follow me? "

" Follow you where? " Celes asked, perplexed.

" I mean, do you understand? "

" Oh! Yeah. " Celes answered. Then she looked at Eyanda, who was lying once 

again at her feet. 

" How shiny were my wings? " She asked him. The fox slowly opened one onyx 

orbed eye.

' That... ' He began.

" Yea? "

' One holds secret. ' And with that, his tongue lolled out in a canine grin. Celes 

and Callistia blinked at him in shock.

' One is merely jesting! They were almost blinding in their radiance. ' He 

replied, ' One has not beheld such a plethora of colors in one setting! '

" So they were really shiny? " The girl asked with glee.

' Yes. "Really shiny" . ' He had trouble saying that last part. Callistia, unseen, 

cracked a wry grin at that. Celes opened her mouth to say something, but then the p.a. 

crackled to life.

Attention all magicians and Palace personnel. Please report to the Hall, as the 

Appointment Ceremony commences in ten minutes. I repeat: Ten minutes. Thank  you.

" Who was that? " Celes asked. " She had a funny accent. "

" That was Diamond-Opal. " Callistia said flatly.

" Oh! I haven't talked with her much, so I don't know what she talks like. " 

Celes put a hand to her mouth and blushed. 

" She's British. " Callistia said, "That's why she sounds funny to you. "

" Oh. I would like to talk to her sometime. She sounds nice. How old is she? "

" She's... How old is she, Eyanda? " Callistia asked the fox as she stood up.

' She hath ten years, One believes. ' He replied, also standing up. He stretched.

" Are you going to the Ceremony too? " Celes asked Callistia, getting off the 

table.

" Of course! But are you sure you want to come? How do you feel? " Callistia asked concernedly.

" I'm okay. I wanna see this. "

" Then come along, and stay close to me. " The red kimonoed girl said as she 

walked towards the door. Celes jumped off the table and followed, Eyanda trotting 

along behind her.

Everyone was crowded into the Hall, excited and expectant. This was the event 

of the year- the announcement of who the new Committee would be. There were so 

many people running, all about the age of twelve. Some of the candidates were older, 

though. A new Committee was only elected about every sixty-five years or so. It was a 

grand event, similar to a presidential election down on earth. However, unlike earthly 

plane elections, the excitement was in the announcement of the winners, not in the 

election process itself. All very exciting, and formal. Another difference, was that 

here, you could be of any age, and still be able to vote.

Celes, Callistia, and Eyanda were sitting in the fourth row, off to the right of 

the stage. The candidates were all sitting in chairs along the curtain of the stage, and 

the members of the old Committee were flanking them, minus Taimei, who was 

supposed to make a speech concerning all this. When ten minutes' time was up, right 

on schedule, Jesus and Queen Terra walked onto stage. They proceeded to the podium,  

where they opened the ceremony.

" Welcome, my children- magicians, to this wonderful and bittersweet event. " 

Jesus said to the quiet room. " We haven't had the Hall this full since Committee head 

Andrea made the Announcement that we'd located Diamond-Opal from within her 

exile over seven decades ago. " He continued, " But I digress. I call this event 

'bittersweet' because a Committee I have come to know very well is departing from us. 

These are the people who have influenced every decision I have made concerning the 

well being of my children down on the Earthly Plane. They have decided if cancer 

should be cured, when this cure should be discovered, and by whom. All of the 

skirmishes of the world, every argument between every world leader was choreographed by them, every major event of these past six and a half decades were the result of this group of persons' joint decisions. However, it is also bittersweet due to the fact that something big is amiss- and yes, it once again concerns Satan. "

The crowd began to murmur and babble at this, but Terra held up a hand for 

silence, and spoke.

" We have kept this from you so as to avoid arousing any fear. We are, I fear, in 

a time of crisis which cannot remain any longer concealed. Satan's timing couldn't 

have been worse, though. Here we are, initiating a brand new Committee, and with an 

inexperienced Court of Jewels. Though I know that these two groups will grow as 

strong and steadfast as their former counterparts in time, I'm afraid that's one thing we 

are short on. He may decide to strike now, or he may decide to strike later- but the 

problem is, we do not know when. " 

" Enough of worrisome things. We will keep you updated as we will, but for 

now, I would like to introduce former Committee head Taimei, who will make a short 

speech, then announce the members of the new Committee. " Jesus said, him and Terra 

stepping aside for Taimei to take the podium.

The crowd didn't know what to think of the information they had just received, 

so there was a short pause before they collected their wits long enough to clap. As 

Taimei took the stage,  Callistia began to speak to Eyanda.

' They mentioned nothing of the fact that they were searching for a champion. ' 

She sent so that Celes could not hear them.

' One believes he omitted that thus our Celes doth not harbor any suspicions 

yet. ' He sent back.

' Hmmm. Makes sense. ' She replied, then turned her attentions back to the 

ceremony.

" -this is a time of turmoil, " Taimei was saying, " But we shall not let it get to 

us. In every fight, Heaven has won, because of our champion. I have a feeling that a 

new champion, just as great as Moon Angel, shall arise and smite Satan where he 

lives! "

The crowd cheered in enthusiasm.

" And I am proud to announce those who will make the decisions that aid them, 

whomever they may be- would the chosen candidates please take a bow as I announce 

your name and status.

First, the new Committee Advisor of Magicians is... Majanra Khobe. " Khobe 

stood and bowed, his swarmy skin and name indicating Swahili decent. The crowd 

began to applaud, but Taimei halted them.

" Please, hold your applause until the end. Thank you. The new Committee 

conciliates are Jennifer Lowry, Amanda Sceren, and Luke Smith. " 

The three stood and took their bows.

" The Secretary of the Committee is Ren Richardsin. "

More bowing, more applause.

" And now, " Taimei said with a smile, " The juicy tidbits we've all been 

waiting for- The new Head and Vice-Head of the Committee. " She paused a moment, 

for dramatic effect, then continued.

" The new Vice-Head of the Committee is...Derrick- " The boy didn't even wait 

for her to finish. He stood, bowed and ran over to Taimei. The crowd gasped in horror 

at this uncouthness.

" I knew this Committee stuff was for me! " He shouted happily and held out 

two fingers. " Twice! In two consecutive lifetimes I have been on the Committee! 

You'd better all congratulate me! " He cried, and pointed a finger out into the 

audience, which had stopped being shocked when they noticed Jesus and Queen Terra 

rolling with laughter.

The audience really didn't know what the hell to think of all this.

Jesus and Terra called out to the audience:

" Some of you older magicians may remember Committee Conciliate Greg 

Abarash?  Apparently, he recalls his past existence for some odd reason- "

" And decided to run for the Committee again! " Terra finished for him while he  

laughed.

" I know this place inside and out, y'all, nothings gonna happen that I can't 

remember how to handle! " He let out a yell, his black cape swirling around him, " 

Greg is back baby! " Then he looked at the audience.

" Oh yeah, but don't call me that. My name's Derrick now. Call me that. " 

The audience groaned. The youngest ones looked confused. 

" And the new Head of the Committee is- "

No one could hear her. She tried again.

" The new Committee Head is- "

She began to get annoyed. Very annoyed. She stalked up to the podium and 

shoved Derrick out of the way, back towards his chair.

“I SAID, THE NEW HEAD OF THE COMMITTEE IS- " She screamed. The 

crowd fell dead silent.

" Saisei Naminari. " She finished quietly. The Asian girl (She was Japanese, if 

you want to be specific ) stood and took a bow.

" Naminari, would you like to say a few words? " Taimei asked. In actuality, the  

new Committee Head had to make an acceptance speech. The girl took the podium 

nervously.

" I would like to thank you all for accepting me as your new Committee Head. I 

promise to do my best for you, and to make the best decisions concerning Heaven and 

the Earthly Plane to the best of my ability. And if you wish, you may call me 'Nami' 

for short. Thank you. "

The girl sat back down, and the crowd roared with applause. Jesus and Terra 

took the podium again to say some words in closing. While this was going on, Celes 

was thinking. Something was bothering her. She knew no one by that name, and yet 

although it was impossible, it still nagged at her. Like a bad case of deja  vu. It was 

bugging her- she couldn't put her finger on it, but...

Where had she met Greg before?

