Chapter 10- Soul's Compassion –

It was a long night for her, that first night. But now she was in it, immersed in 

it, her soul finally broken.

It had taken nine years, nine incredibly long years, but she was his now. She 

called him Master, she welcomed his advances with open arms. It was a good time for 

Satan. Now came phase two of his plan, though long delayed as it was, to mold the 

Child in his image- cast her with almost the same amount of power as he had. She was 

his daughter. His Child of Darkness. She would go forth and do battle for him, and she 

would return with the tattered soul of the Child of Heaven.

Moon Angel.

No matter what language you said it in, he despised that name. Hated it with all 

his senses. He would make sure that she never existed again. This time, things were 

going to go his way for once. Hell would spread all throughout the land. Armageddon 

would be at hand. He would consume the heavenly body called " Jesus ", and then 

dally with his wife, Queen Terra, until he tired of her and consumed her too. It was all 

in all, the perfect plan. The Earthly Plane and Heaven would become extensions of 

Hell, and no one would be able to tell the end or the beginning. Humans would be his 

toys- the Earth like one big doll house in which to showcase his twisted intentions. 

Rape, Incest, blasphemy and sadistic torture- he wanted it all.

The oily black cloud sat back and smiled through it's inkiness. This would be 

his century. After millenniums of being patient, this would be the one!

Moon Angel's soul would be all his.

To torment.

Forever.

She spun around to face him. His eyes were dark behind the mask. Her rage 

boiled over at the sight of his defiant eyes. She had to win. She had to beat him, or 

else lose to those smirking, mirthful eyes.

Them. Her. It was a girl she was fighting.

Then it was a boy.

Then a girl.

A boy, a girl, another girl, a boy. They all came at her, flew at her, unleashed all 

their strength, and sometimes their anger, at her. Not knowing her. Not knowing her 

story. Their mission: to advance one more level to gain one more level of control over 

their lives. She hated it.

And then she hated herself, because she was doing the exact same thing. But, 

hers was for a purpose. And she never lost sight of that purpose in the heat of battle, 

though many others did.

This opponent...

She closed her eyes, and crossed her arms over her chest.

I would have to defeat him to further my own skills.

She had not a drive to win, but a wish.

And wishes get fulfilled faster than prayers, and before desires.

Celes raised one arm up in a dramatic gesture, above her head. Shining between  

her clenched fingers was the Earth spirit medallion. And from behind the other one, 

the Wind spirit medallion shone, secretly, like a sniper's smile before he picks off his 

target.

Like a secret.

And she let loose with one of the most fantastic anti-air earthquake spell 

anyone in the Arena had ever seen.

" And Celes unleashes an... well, ladies and gentlemen, I don't quite know 

she's unleashed, but it appears to be an ungrounded earthquake! " The p.a blared in 

confusion. The boy looked confused as well, when he saw vibrating air being ripped 

apart, with the energy headed right for him. Then he recalled this story a couple of the  

guys were talking about, something about a child magician prodigy, who was talented 

in the area of mixing spells. In fact, the guys said that she did it so well, that most of 

the attacks were area-affect, and you couldn't get out of range. Sweat rolled down his 

cheek in one big drop.

That...was...her.

He flung himself at the last minute into the corner of the arena, and curled into 

a fetal position. Although this position targeted the brunt of the attack to his back, it 

kept his front and *ahem* vital parts safe from harm. But he knew when he was beat. 

He knew that the minute he stood up, she would whip out five or six medallions he 

had no idea how to use, and beat the crap out of him with them. So he stood, and 

surrendered, thankful that he wasn't in the top ten yet. In the top ten, when you lost, 

you had one of your " special " medallions taken from you. 

" Special " medallions were medallions or things that were not mass-created by 

Jesus and Terra. And only certain people who performed certain tasks were able to 

obtain these. One such relic was Moon Angel's infamous Heartwood staff. All it was 

was a twisted piece of Heartwood (A spirit tree only indigenous to Heaven. It's 

coloring is very similar to Mahogany, while it's weight and texture reminded one of 

high stock cherrywood. It was even rumored to smell similar to teak, so the origins 

were even more lost in the annals of time. Another rumor said that Heartwood trees 

used to grow in the Garden of Eden, before Adam and Eve were cast out. ) which upon  

the bulbous gnarled top was set an giant orb of solid Opal-Crystal. And mounted on 

the curved top of that was a Diamond, so as to amplify the Opal-Crystal's already 

immense power. And then, set in the base, were nine multicolored stones, which when 

used, served as a shortcut to certain medallions, plus amplified that medallions power 

to ten times more than it would have been if the medallion had simply been used 

alone. The Fire Heart Emerald also was one of these " special " medallions, and was a 

flaming red ruby set on a gold chain.

And Celes pondered the boy as he stood in the middle of the arena, looking 

more than a little battered, and thanking Heaven (no pun intended) that he wasn't 

striving for the same heights as she. 

And compassion for the boy arose in her.

It's amazing how much perspective one can lose while one is in the heat of 

battle. Friends become enemies, villains become allies... innocent bystanders become 

targets. And that is what that boy was to Celes. An innocent bystander who just 

happened to be there, in her way. Celes' was right smack dab in the middle of her 

Rising Phase, that time when all her memories of that power she had once possessed 

was coming back to her. Soon, very soon, Celes would be competing to enter the Top 

Ten. If she didn't learn the difference between using her powers rightly, and using 

them wrongly, then she would become corrupt: a power monger. And Callistia 

wouldn't allow that; not if she could help it!

Celes was sitting on her examining table, swinging her legs back and forth over 

the sides, like she usually did. So much like Moon Angel. She would sit on her table 

with a dignified, casual air and speak with her of her troubles. Yet, so much unlike 

Moon Angel- So much more potential for power. She was like a fresh extension of 

Moon Angel, already set with the old knowledge, and using that as a springboard to 

learn the new.

Not once had Moon Angel lifted a spell by combining the power of more than 

two medallions. And she only did that when she was making rain. 

" Celes, " Callistia began, sitting in a chair in front of the girl. " What was your 

state of mind while you were fighting tonight? "

" I didn't wanna hurt him. " She said, taking off her hooded cape, " I'm glad he 

for-forf-it-ed. " She stuttered out. " Forfeited " was a hard word for her to pronounce,  

but she knew that it was a better word for " give up ", or " surrender ". Callistia 

breathed an inner sigh of relief. After an intense battle like that, most young 

magicians came out with a overbearing sense of triumph, and a frightening bloodlust. 

Surprisingly enough, it emerged more often in the females than the males. And with 

that statement, Celes had cleared up all Callistia's suspicions.

" You do know that when you obtain the first of the Curse medallions, you are 

eligible to compete for a position in the Top Ten. "

" I know. Many people have told me that. That's coming up soon, isn't it? " 

Celes asked, clasping her hands on her folded cape.

" How old are you now, Celes? " Callistia inquired.

" Nine and a half. " She answered. Callistia did some mental math.

" So when you turn ten, you'll have your first chance at it. That's not very far 

off, you know. " 

" I know. " Celes said quietly, " People have said so. " 

" You seem nervous. " The Healer stated.

" I'm scared! " Celes burst out, " There's so much stuff that goes on with the 

Top Ten; I don't wanna fight for a position, I wanna stay here, where I just earn 

things, and don't truly have to beat anyone up! " 

She looked it. She looked so terribly frightened. This spirit, which offered so 

many wreckaged souls comfort, just from her emanating aura, cried in fear herself, 

without comfort. Callistia sprung from her chair and embraced her.

" I don't get it! " The child sobbed, " I have so much trouble down on the 

Earthly Plane. Why do I do things up here to make it better, if they can't, and I just 

keep fighting? "

" Moon Angel... " Callistia whispered comfortingly. Celes' teary eyes shot open. 

Moon Angel? Who was Moon Angel? And why did she call her that? Before Celes 

could say anything, the doors shot open.

" Callistia, Healer! Emergancy- this woman's been attacked! " Two male angels 

ran in, bearing between them a girl of about thirteen on a stretcher composed of 

magic.

" Get her up on the table. " Callistia commanded calmly while Celes scrambled 

down. " Who was she attacked by? "

" Not who, miss, but what. " One of the angels reported, a flaxen blonde. his 

partner was a brunette haired man. When Callistia looked confused, he filled her in.

" A demon, Miss Callistia. "

" Where did this happen? How did demons enter Heaven? " Callistia barked, 

beginning to cut away at the girl's magician garb, or rather, what was left of it. Celes 

stood off to one side. The girl was badly hurt. She seemed to be bathed in spirit blood, 

and torn in half.

" The demon wasn't in Heaven. This happened on the Earthly plane. One of the 

Court of Jewels informed us of the incident. We arrived on the scene immediately 

after the demon fled. Then we relocated the girl here. Her Earthly body is fine, but her 

soul isn't going to hold out much longer. "

" Yes, her aura is already fading. Celes, you're going to be my assistant. " 

Callistia told her as she and the angels hoisted the girl onto a different table, one that 

led to a giant scanning device.

This was what Callistia lovingly referred to as " this damn piece of junk ". Of 

all the things you think Jesus and Terra would look down on, you'd think swearing and 

the taking into one's own hands the decision to damn something. As a matter of fact, if 

you did it in their presence, Jesus would burst out in a belly laugh, and Terra would 

smile and shake her head. But Callistia only called it as such when it jammed up, 

which was hardly ever. It was actually a " Atomized Compression Complete 

Extrasensory Soul Scan 2000 " It was a machine that could scan the soul, and detect 

soul related inflictions. If it could do anything, it allowed you to see inside the soul's 

structure, so that you yourself could diagnose something. A newer model was planned 

for the future, by the committee, and it would have a screen positioned in the roof of 

the inner examination chamber, so you yourself (if you were conscious) could see 

exactly what the healer sees.

Callistia slid the girl in on the board and locked her in the examination 

chamber. She sat down at a monitor console and started the machine to scanning. 

There was a crackle, and then a steady hum as the ACCESS 2000 (it's acronym) 

booted up and scanned the dying soul of the girl. Callistia drummed her fingers on the 

screen impatiently while the Angels and Celes hovered worriedly. The screen 

flickered, and a scan of the injured soul began loading. Callistia began to study the 

image as it loaded.

" What we have to be careful of here, " She said, indicating the image of the 

girl's soul structure, " Is soul erosion where it's claws struck. The claws on a lesser 

demon have something coating them that makes the sheer skin of a spirit disband 

molecularly, and if it isn't caught in time- ah ha! " Callistia tapped certain points on 

the screen. " It did rend certain areas in the torso region, and in the calves. We'll have 

to distill that... and here, there's been fang damage. That'll require surgery. Let's see 

how deep it goes. " She said, zooming in on the wound in the girl's side. She pursed 

her lips at the image it gave her. That wasn't good. There was a gash in her side which 

was a finger's length deep, and ran from the girl's ovaries to the middle of her neck. 

She sat back and the ACCESS 2000 released it's occupant. Callistia and the angels 

then transferred her to the examining table, which also, as Celes soon discovered, 

doubled as an operating table.

Callistia told Celes to fetch her instruments, and the child ran to comply. The 

Healer began pulling out different medallions and setting up assorted life support 

spells. The child returned with the requested utensils, and Callistia got to work.

First she cleaned out the claw marks with a counteractive to the poison flowing 

within them, then she used a healing spell to nullify the poison which had already 

seeped in. After that, she sutured them closed hurriedly (though still doing a good job 

in her hastiness) and began on the wound in the side.

She had quite the bit of internal damage to repair. First, she had to resurrect the 

whole left fallopian region by magical means, and close that off with incantations. 

Following that, she displaced all the spirit essence that was flowing out and rerouted 

it back into her heart, to be recycled back into her soul form. Callistia began to feel it-  

the aura was weakening still- they were going to lose her! Callistia hadn't lost a 

patient yet- and wasn't going to allow it to happen now. She called up the ninth 

healing medallion, and set to work, chanting away violently in the magician's 

language. After a few minutes, sweat began to roll down her face. Damn. She was 

losing this battle anyway. If only she had more strength-!

Then, power flowed in. Strange, and new to her, it channeled up her spine and 

into her arms and projected out with the rest of her power. It started, then increased by  

leaps and bounds, almost seeming to feed off her own power. She opened her eyes, 

and saw Celes standing beside her, her fourth medallion of healing outstretched. The 

child was bent back ever so slightly, her head tilted full back, chanting along in the 

magicians language, it seemed at first. Then she listened- Celes was praying. She was 

praying as she used her medallion, to add power to Callistia's own to save this girl, 

this girl none of them could even recognize, or even possibly know. And there, like 

Eyanda had said, were the wings, arching wide and gracefully over Celes' form, their 

multifaceted brilliance shedding rainbow oiled pools over the entire room. Even the 

angels seemed awed by this sight, although each had magnificent wings of his own; 

but none could compare to those of the girl!

The aura seemed to surge back into the prone girl on the table, rushed back and 

animated her in a brilliance of her own aura, amplified by Celes' own. Then Callistia 

realized what Celes was doing. She was giving her aura to the girl! At that rate, Celes 

would perish also. She would lose both!

Callistia broke away from the transfixing sensation of the aura infusion, and by 

doing so, broke away the power that Celes' offering was feeding on. The Healer 

staggered back, and Celes' wings seemed to expand into a coating on the room and 

then vanish. The girl on the table was saved, and Celes fell to her knees. Callistia 

threw herself at her and embraced her.

" What the Hell were you thinking?! " She sobbed, holding Celes tightly and 

rocking back and forth. " You could have killed yourself! "

Celes looked up at Callistia wearily. " But I wanted to. I couldn't let her die... 

I'm not like that. " She sighed weakly.

" But to do that- " The woman began.

" I think you would have done it for me. " Celes mumbled as she struggled to 

keep from passing out. If you've never tried it, it's an almost impossible procedure.       

" Besides, they let me... " Celes trailed off as she finally succumbed to the darkness rising in her mind.

" My God! " Yelped one angel, " She died to save the life of this child! "

" It's so tragic! We'll tell Jesus to dedicate a shrine to her! Like the martyrdom 

of Moon Angel- " Callistia glared angrily at both of them.

" She's not dead, you morons! She passed out. "

" N-not...dead? " One angel stammered.

" That's wrong- she just infused- "

" Impossible! "

" Guys, don't be melodramatic. " Callistia cut in, " We have no room here for 

that. "

" But- "

" I have no clue. " Callistia stated, a strange tone to her voice, " To save that 

girl, she should have died, reincarnated soul of Moon Angel or no. "

" She's the reincarnation of Moon Angel?! " One of the angels yelped, " We 

have witnessed a- "

" If you say 'miracle', I'll smack you so hard! This is one of the things that just 

can occur up here, and you can't do anything about it. But, I see, " Callistia stood, and 

gazed at the sleeping Celes in her arms, " That where moon Angel was feisty, spirited, 

where she was a fighter, a extreme one girl demolition crew for the good of Heaven, 

Celes here... She's a healer. She'll grow up to be strong, yet loving- a mother type 

figure, who can soothe and heal with a word and a touch. Her demeanor already shows  

a great compassion for others, and a love of life. Why this is evidence in her, and how 

she will use it to combat Satan, I personally have no idea. However, " She placed the 

slumbering girl on a cot in the far corner and covered her up. 

" She will save the world. " Callistia finished, and spread a blanket over the girl 

with the side wound.

" Every so often, someone will have to do it. " The blonde angel stated sagely. 

The brunette nodded in tacit agreement.

" Go on now. I'll watch her for now. Send either Jesus or Queen Terra here to 

speak with me as soon as they get the chance, so that I may relay what has happened 

here to them. "

" Can do! " The brunette angel saluted, and the two of them took off down the 

hall. Callistia watched them go, and took out a tome of medicinal herbs to read while 

she watched the girls. New angels were so excitable. You had to give them a few 

millennia before they adapted to the Heavenly terms of normal life.

Celes dreamed. She dreamed of a place in the sky, where she frolicked among 

vivid flowers, and was with her family again. Her mother, her grandpa- all free to do 

as they pleased in a Utopia of color and clarity. There were deer, and rabbits and any 

sort of creatures you could imagine. Abraham Lincoln was there too, looking 

handsome in his tall black hat and ancient clothes. He was hacking away at a tree, a 

great big oak. And on the other side was George Washington, and they were both 

chopping away frantically, as if in a race. But none of them could take more than one 

ax blow out of the trunk, no matter how hard they tried.

She was walking along, down the middle of a river, which ran cold, clean and 

clear about her ankles. The odd spider-looking skimmers glided to and fro on the 

surface of the water, performing a splendid dance, like nature's own rendition of Ice 

Skating. It was beautiful.

Then she walked out of the water, and up to a tree. It was tall, and the branches 

were gnarled, like the fingers of an old man. She had no idea what she was doing 

before this tree, but she knew that somehow, she was linked to this tree, as if by the 

very roots of her soul. It loomed, tall and majestic, it's tip never ending, pointing into 

the moonlit sky like an invitation to travel higher; higher than Heaven itself, and find 

peace of heart. 

There was a wind, and it's leaves stirred gently, as if the thing were speaking 

with her. Whispering to her, as if the Winds of Wise and Understanding had come to 

her again. She began to think, think of all the mistaken beliefs people held, and how 

they would all feel if they discovered that the Heaven they knew was a lie, and their 

"God" was both a man and a woman? Betrayal? Or would they feel pleasure, even 

neutrality? The tree seemed to make her want to ponder that, it spoke to her, as if to 

tell her ancient stories of things that once were. This is what the ancient tree did, and 

she closed her eyes, feeling a world's lifetime of sorrow, pain, regret, pleasure, anger, 

joy, love, glee and contentment. She let it wash over her like a cat does with sunshine, 

and she felt all of this in instances. Mere seconds passed, and she knew the story of 

the world's creation. This crazy place, her reflection of "Heaven", hidden inside her 

young heart. 

The tree spoke to her.  

" You must receive from me that which is yours. "

" What's mine? " Celes asked.

" Yes. This, my Child. "

The tree handed her a staff, gnarled as if from the limbs of the tree itself, and 

set with a giant crystal orb on the top, and nine multicolored stones in the handle. 

Celes pondered the staff for a moment.

" How is this mine? " She asked. The tree held no response. It was quiet.

" Why is this mine?! " She yelled into the wind.

There wasn't any response. The leaves of the tree had gone still, and the wise 

voice had faded. That voice, which was filled with the essence of time itself, 

delivering to her something it claimed was hers, but really wasn't.

Celes looked on and watched the river, simply holding the staff in her hands. 

Where was she going, it seemed to ask her, what will you be?

And she looked the landscape over while holding that awesome gnarled staff.

" Anything I desire... " She said softly to the river, hills, and woods. She closed 

her eyes as the dream began to fade.

And the Heartwood tree bowed into the wind with its approval.

