Chapter 7-Renaissance and Revelation-

She could feel it. Darkness pressing in from all sides. Thick, like ink, or tar 

would be. It scared her. Once. That seemed like centuries ago. In truth, it was only 

weeks. Now the dark... it was like a friend. A comfort. She almost longed for it. It was 

the only time Celes could find solitude from her miserable existence.

The kids... the ones in other parts of the world less fortunate... how did they 

cope with their struggles? Her's was so inferior compared to theirs.

She checked the digital clock. Five-o-seven. Still the middle of the night; or to 

some people, too early in the morning. Celes couldn't sleep any longer, now that she 

had left Heaven behind. She rolled up out of the sheet she was using as a blanket, and 

got off the couch. Things weren't good. She was miserable. A mess.

Her hair hadn't been brushed in days, and neither had her teeth. She sneezed 

violently, and wiped her nose. Not a cold too! She didn't have time for a cold. Or the 

strength. Maybe that's why. Not enough strength to even fight off germs.

" Daddy needs to come back soon. " Celes said, to no one in particular. 

Sometimes she talked aloud, just to hear a voice, even if it was her own. She wandered  

into the kitchen and turned on the lights. There was really nothing in here for her. No 

food. Water. 

She walked down the hall to the locked bedroom door that had been perplexing 

her for the past few days. What was Daddy hiding behind that door? She had a feeling 

that it was his bedroom, but why he wouldn't at least let her sleep in his bed was 

beyond her.

There was another room, down the hall. It was small, like a closet. She had been 

rifling through some of the things in it. It was a lot of papers and other things. She 

could read, her mother and Grandpa Brent had made sure that she could read by age 

four. Most of the papers were full of hard to read words that were really long, so they 

really didn't hold her interest.

Celes turned on the hall light  and began her examination of papers again. 

Maybe something would come up. Something interesting.

' Hmmm. Thou art enlightening ye self again, One sees. ' Eyanda appeared 

behind her. He was extremely apt at random appearances. Celes didn't even know he 

had been there until he spoke. 

" I'm lookin'  at some more papers again. " Celes told him, " I couldn't sleep. "

' Thou might wish to examine methods to obtain sustenance anon. ' The red fox 

said, looking her deep in the eyes. ' Thou art almost emaciated. One is concerned! '

" Daddy will come back soon. " Celes said, pulling a shoebox out from the way 

very back of the closet. She looked at Eyanda. " Daddy always comes back before 

something really bad happens. Besides, " She said sagely, " Callistia said I've gotta 

have hope. If I don't have hope, then I'm not strong. If I hope that Daddy will come 

back, he'll ' Faith is a very powerful force. ' Eyanda said carefully, ' However, it cannot 

retrieve prayers or grant wishes. '

" He'll be back. " Celes said quietly as she picked her way through the box. At 

the bottom of the box, she found a drawing. She pulled it out.

It was one of those caricature pictures that people at the Beach, or amusement 

parks did for about five bucks apiece. The ones with giant heads, and little bodies, 

doing something odd, like surfing or skating. Celes looked at it. There was a couple in  

it, and they were waterskiing. She looked at it a little longer before she realized that it 

was of her mother and father.

Mommy...

I want my Mommy.

She gazed at the picture like her heart would break. Eyanda saw everything in 

that little girl's blue-grey eyes. They were shaking with tears. With longing. With 

unfathomed and untapped strength. Celes turned those eyes on him, and he was 

stunned. Such emotional power!

" See...? This is my sign. " She said intensely, " This is proof of my faith. 

Someday, I'll return to Mommy. This is my piece of her. That, and this. " She picked 

up the kitten statue that hadn't left her side since she had first gathered the shards.

' At least, thou hath some tiny belief to clutch. ' The fox said. 

Celes held the picture and statue against her and sobbed openly.

Sobbed like her soul clamored for the moon.

The Caretaker stepped into the Earthly plane. Not an impossible task, yet a very 

difficult one. She looked around. Yep. This was the Child's domicile. All decked out 

in black. Candles. Dark relics. 

Why Satan was having her do this dirty work was beyond her grasp. Hadn't he 

told her to remind himself to do this? She should be training the Child. She was 

progressing slower than anyone had imagined; She had a will like iron, which would 

be useful once the conversion was complete. How she longed for that day! How she 

dreaded it! That wench was to receive the ultimate powers of Satan himself, and equal 

to his own. It made Akana's blood boil. Literally. She wanted that power! Badly, 

desperately. She would kill for that kind of power!

But it was also an honor to be training and conditioning the Child to receive 

such immense power. If the Child succeeded, it would look very good for her. Very 

good indeed. But if the Child failed... she was screwed. That wouldn't bode well. 

Disintegration and Nothingness were not on her list of " Things Akana Can Do For  

Fun ". She would have to be extra careful to do everything just right. And she would 

start by being meticulous on this mission.

It was simple, really. All she had to do was kill Satan's lover. The Child's 

mother. In her sleep. Then the Child would be Satan's to mold as he pleased. Yes, this 

was her chance to impress the great and glorious Satan, her beloved master. She 

couldn't screw this up!

Akana slunk down the hall. This wasn't hard to do, seeing as how she was in 

spirit form. The one advantage that Hell's demons and Satan's higher minions were 

granted was the ability to become palpable. They could actually solidify and cause 

physical damage, whereas spirits from Heaven could only stay in one form. When they 

had such a great advantage, you'd think they'd win a few more battles than they had! 

No sense at all.

She slipped soundlessly into the bedchamber and into her solid form. A knife 

for ritual sacrifice was laying on a makeshift alter at the foot of the bed. How utterly 

convenient! The stupid bitch.

Akana continued on to the bed, where the woman, dressed in all black lay 

sleeping. Akana raised the knife, to plunge it deep into the slumbering woman's heart; 

and all of a sudden, the woman sat up! She held aloft a small bottle, and uncorked it.

" I'm one step ahead of you all. " She said, her eyes clear and cold like they 

never had been before. She raised the vial to her lips. " Somewhere out there in the 

world, " She told Akana, in her dialect, " There is a small child who hasn't abandoned 

herself. She is the new hope of this world of all who stand on it as we speak, and their 

progeny. My daughter, I conceived in darkness; this will be her world until she dies or  

the new hope liberates her. She is in her hands now. " She drunk deeply of the vial, 

then stared at Akana for a few seconds.

" What the hell are you gibbering wench? " Akana spat, knife still raised.

" Now, I depart... to a chance... for redemption... " The woman breathed. She 

took one more shallow breath after that, and then no more.

Then Akana realized exactly what had just happened. The wench had known 

somehow that Satan was planning to kill her. Instead of releasing her soul to Hell, like 

she promised, she had drunk poison, and taken her own life. that meant that by the 

laws of being, she was being reincarnated right that very second.

" A chance... for... redemption... "

That's what she had meant! She had fooled her. Akana was responsible.

And, Akana was screwed.

" Wench! " Akana cried, and plunged her knife into the corpse's beatless heart. " 

Slut! Whore! Bitch! " With each word, the knife slid deeper, and deeper. Crimson 

rivers flooded the black sheets and the silver blade of the knife. Akana tossed away 

the knife in frustration, and began to rend the woman's flesh with her bare hands.

" HOW DARE YOU! " She roared and tore open the corpse's rib cage. Bones 

snapped and crackled like popcorn as they were ripped from already stiffening 

tendons and hardening muscle. " CONNIVING WENCH! "

She tore the head off of the cadaver and flung it's entrails about the room. By 

then, she was just screaming with rage. No words would come. She took the body's 

arms and broke them in half over her knees, like some people tend to do with pencils. 

They snapped just like pencils under the influence of her demonic strength.

When she was done with this, she just pounded on the body until she felt better 

and was able to compose herself. When Akana had achieved this, she surveyed her 

handiwork, and stood to leave. On her way out, she stepped on some organ, a liver, or 

stomach, she couldn't tell. She ground it under her foot, and it let out a sickening 

squish of air and fluid. Her whole body trembled, shook with a will of it's own. Akana 

opened the door, resumed spirit form, and vanished.

Satan was gonna be pissed!

 
Terria stormed out of the courtroom, her hair swishing about her head in that 

way it always had when she got angry. But right now, she was beyond angry. She was 

furious.

" How could he do that?! " She cried, papers falling out from the manila folder 

tucked under her arm. Her father trailed along behind her and gathered the fallen 

papers as she dropped them. 

" Terria, he didn't know... " Brent began. She cut him off.

" He was obviously lying. Couldn't he see that I'm not a raving drunk? I have no 

records whatsoever! Where the hell'd he pull those- out of his ass? "

" Terria! Just calm down. " 

“ I CAN”T CALM DOWN ! " She looked at her father in despair. " I can't. " Tears streamed down her face. " T-that man- he stole my baby! He took my baby away! My Celes is GONE! “ 

" She'll be alright, Terria. She's strong. " Brent couldn't help feel like he had 

lost his wife for a second time. It made his heart ache, and his vision red. Damn! Why 

didn't he get to that school earlier? Why did he get caught in line at the bank? It felt 

like it was his own fault.                                                                  

" He took her... "Terria leaned against a doorframe and sobbed. " My little girl 

will never see me again! "

And off in the corner, unseen, a small red fox watched this tragedy unfold, a sad 

expression upon his canine countance.

Satan sat in an almost calm silence under the arch of the blood-flames. It made 

the Caretaker very nervous. Satan was never this calm when any of his minions fouled 

up as badly as she had. It was almost like the proverbial "Calm before the storm". She 

was afraid. A demon's fear isn't anywhere similar to human fear. Oh no. Mortal fear 

was like feeling serene to the demons of Hell. There was no equivalent to that 

intensity of fear. The fear for your soul. A life is one thing, but souls- those were 

irreplaceable. Akana trembled at all the things she thought Satan would do to punish 

her as she stepped meekly up before the throne. The form kept shifting between His 

true form, and his human semblance. It was disturbing.

She kneeled before the King of Hell. " Yes, my master? "

" Exactly what happened back there, Akana? " He asked the demoness. She 

looked up at him from under dropped eyelids.

" I had no idea she would do that, Master. " She said humbly.

" It was but a simple task, minion. " Satan purred, " Yet the plans went awfully 

awry, now didn't they? "

" Y-yes they did. "

" And you left quite the unexplainable mess too, did you not? "

" I was rage-blind and let my anger free. I was wrong and should not have done 

so. " Akana murmured apologetically. 

" I cleaned up that unfortunate 'accident' for you. I do not feel it is in my power 

to want to do it a next time. Understand? "

" Oh yes, my Lord! " Akana threw herself down before him. " It shall never 

come twice to pass! "

Satan looked at her, and she stared back at him.

" I suppose you're wondering why I'm not as put out with you as I should be. " 

He continued to gaze at her with that expressionless look. " Correct? "

  
Akana continued to gape at him. 

" It is because I have found a more personal and pleasant way to affect the one 

who shall oppose us. "
 

" What is that? " Akana breathed.

" I hath taken her from those she loves the most. Soon, I shall alienate her from 

them using another of my minions. " Satan made a beckoning motion to the far side of 

his chambers. A young female demon stepped out from the shadows. She had long, Jet 

black hair, and eyes the same shade of green one would imagine jealousy to take. She 

had skin the color of fresh un-skimmed milk, which wasn't hard to observe, seeing as 

she was naked. Only her knee-length hair was covering her. That, and her three 

equestrian tails which flowed long and gorgeous from her backside. Akana knew her. 

She was a higher level succumbus named-

" Meet E'trein. She will be my new weapon of despair and destruction. " Satan 

placed a fluctuating hand on her shoulder, sliding it down to touch the woman's soft, 

round breasts, and other places as he spoke.

" What about me?! " Akana cried, and rose from her groveling, " I thought I was 

your high minion. Why can't I do it? Prove to you that I'm not such a screw-up! " 

" Because I need you here to train the Child. " He countered.

" I don't wanna raise the Damn Child anymore! I'm tired of raising the brat 

wench. Why can't she do it? "

" I can always find someone else to raise the Child, " Satan said.

" Absolutely! I'm needed for much more important things than that hellion 

wenc-  "

" -And obliterate you completely. then you would have no screw-ups to worry 

about, now would you? " Satan sneered at Akana's crestfallen face. " That's what I 

thought. Now, go train the child. " He pointed to the exit. " E'trein will handle my 

word from here. "

Akana scrambled to her feet and exited. Damn him! Damn the wench! If he 

wanted her to train the Child, then a trained Child would be what he got. He would be 

sorry for injuring the pride of the Caretaker. Dearly.

And so would the Child.

Celes was in the bathtub, curled up in the far corner, half asleep. The water was 

almost too hot, but she could stand it. The heat would have scalded other children, but 

not her. She was strong. Dying inside. But strong.

Limp strands of her light brown hair floated in the water around her. She was so 

sad. So very lonely. Didn't want to speak. Didn't want to breathe. Just wanted escape. 

Wanted to see people again, her friends. Scottie and Eyanda wouldn't comfort her 

anymore. Couldn't. She wanted her mommy. Always would want her mommy. Always.

" I need someone, Jesus. " Celes said softly. She always talked softly now.  

"Someone to hold my head against. A person to tell me it's all gonna be okay... even if I know it won't be... "

And up in Heaven, Jesus wrung his hands at the tiny child's request. His heart 

was breaking. His poor Moon Angel was suffering! His once-was Moon Angel. But he 

couldn't interfere. He had tried. But the Devil had locked her up tight like Pandora's 

box. For some reason, he or Terra weren't able to switch her life course back to the 

correct paths. It was all they could do to watch. Somehow, Celes had to pull through 

this on her own, without any physical assistance from Heaven. Her powers would be 

the only thing that could save her. If she believed...

"... Wouldn't it be better, if there were people, survivors, down there who could 

help themselves, with or without Divine interference? "

' Faith is a very powerful force. However, it cannot retrieve prayers or grant 

wishes. '

Callistia... Eyanda... they had said those things to her, once upon a time. Back when 

she believed one and denied the other. Now the reverse was true: Faith couldn't help 

her. And what would? Could? Things had hit the bottom. Nothing except Hell itself 

could be worse than this.

The front door opened. She heard her father call her name, but she didn't care. 

Didn't want to move. Why? He was the cause of all this. Why was he doing this to her?  

Then the bathroom door opened and he stood in the doorway. She didn't even look at 

" Celes, get dressed. " He said sternly, " We're getting out of here. "

That caught her attention. Getting out of here? That was all she wanted to do. 

So she stood up, wrapped a towel around her small frame, and grabbed her clothes up 

from off the floor. Finally! Escape! Celes even cracked a smile. However, it was all an 

illusion. In reality, getting out of that bathtub would be the biggest mistake of her life. 

And she would look back upon that moment of swayed persuasion with bittersweet 

regret-

It would be the decision that threw her life into a more severe circle of hell.

