The Celestial Pack—General

When he heard the horn sounding, Duke Jafar went to the throne room. Bowing to the man sitting there, as befitted one King to another, he said, “Your Majesty, I hear that there is a new addition to Our Pack. Would You join me in greeting him?”

King Osis gathered his cloak around him and descended the steps. “A sad day for one of Our subjects,” he said. “Do you know who it is, and what brought him here?”

“Tethrason’s General, from cancer” replied Jafar. 

“Too many come that way,” said Osis. He shook his head. “Have you called the Pack?” 

“I have, My Lord,” Jafar answered.

Together, the two warriors approached the Rainbow Bridge, as a group of greyhounds fell into line at their heels. Slowly, hesitantly, an old brindle greyhound approached the Bridge from the other side. Osis gave Jafar a small push.  “Go on” he said. “He was one of yours. It is fitting that you be the one to greet him.”

Jafar crossed the Bridge and reached down and gently scratched the old hound’s ears. “Welcome, General,” he said softly. “Would you honor Us by running with the Celestial Pack until the time that Tethrason joins you?”

General looked into Jafar’s eyes and saw only kindness there. He looked past King Osis and saw the rest of the Celestial Pack, young hounds, and strong, all. He slowly sank down at Jafar’s feet, for it was obvious that his old, frail body would never keep the pace.

“General,” Osis called, “All these hounds you see came here as you are now—sick, old, or injured unto death. When you cross the Bridge and join Us, you too will be young and strong once more.”

General looked at Jafar, who nodded. “It’s true, my friend,” he said. “Now, will you come and greet your new Packmates?”

General stood up and walked by Jafar’s side as they crossed the Bridge. Once on the other side, Osis called each greyhound forth, one by one, to greet him.

“Aces High, of Midrealm”

“A-Me-Go, of Midrealm”

“Ariel”, of Meridies

“Colt, of Meridies”

“Cutie, of An Tir”

“Digger, of Trimaris”

“Duncan, of Midrealm”

“Erromani, of AEthelmearc”

“Lookin, of Trimaris”

“Madeline, of Artemesia”

“Magic, of Meridies”

“Muskrat, of Meridies”

“Pest, of Artemesia”

“Sheba, of AEthelmearc”

“Streaker, of Meridies”

“Stumah, of AEthelmearc”

“Sunni, of An Tir”

“Swift, of Midrealm”

“Velvet, of Midrealm”

As each greyhound came forward and touched General’s nose in greeting, he grew stronger and healthier. As the last hound greeted him, he realized that he was just as young and sleek, healthy and strong as all the rest. He threw back his head and started a joyous rooing, which all of the Celestial Pack echoed.

Jafar and Osis smiled widely at the sound. Jafar then swept his arm at the grassy fields stretching away from the Bridge. “A good welcome for a fine hound,” he said. “Now, there are rabbits in these fields that grow far too bold. I bid you all to go and chastise them!”

Duncan, the leader of the Pack, leapt away joyously. The rest of the Pack raced after him until all of them were in full stretch. General paused to give Osis and Jafar a happy wag of his tail before running after them, his belly low to the ground as he ran free and strong.

And Howl, O Hounds!! Howl mightily unto the Heavens, for General hath joined the Celestial Pack. Howl in sorrow at his leaving us, but howl also in joy as he runs now with the finest hounds in the Knowne World.
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