Celestial Pack XIV


Osis, Jafar and Ann were in the Throne room, bickering about who should have to wear the crown that day, the item in question lying discarded at their feet.


“By rights, Duchess,”  Jafar grumbled, “you should still have to wear the crown as we have both had to bear this burden for far longer than you.”  Osis nodded in assent.


“But I’ve worn it for a whole month now, and besides it isn’t my fault that you’ve been here longer.”  Ann retorted.  “And I have yet to get to spend a single day enjoying my beautiful new garden that you promised me…”


Suddenly, the door to the Throne Room burst open and Digger and Lookin, the two Trimaris hounds came in at a full run.  They applied brakes, and slid to a stop near the three Royal personages.  Both hounds gave a full bow to the Royals, then Lookin picked up the discarded crown and carried it over and dropped it at Jafar’s feet.  Both hounds again bowed, this time to Jafar as Ann and Osis roared with laughter.


“I guess that settles that,” Osis laughed.  “Trimaris has elected you King, at least for now.  I  wonder….”  His words were cut off by the sound of the great hunting horn blowing Retraite. 


As the last notes of the horn diesd away, Jafar muttered something impolite under his breath as he picked up the crown and jammed it on his head.  “I guess we know what this is about,” he sighed as he motioned the others to follow as he strode out the door headed for the kennels at a quick pace.


Master Johannes met them at the stables, his steed saddled and ready, and the rest of the Celestial Pack at his heels.  “Methinks this be Trimaris who calls us to the Bridge, Digger and Lookin….”  He started, then he saw the two missing hounds close at Jafar’s heels.  “I see, they found you.  Will you allow them to lead us, Your Majesty?” Johannes asked Jafar as he swung himself into his saddle.


“They know where we are headed and who we are to meet, it is only fitting that we follow their lead.”  Jafar replied.  “I fear this is a major blow to Trimaris, as the hairs on my neck  are all on end.”  He added.


The entourage processed to the Bridge, Digger and Lookin leading the way.  As they neared the Bridge, Jafar gasped.  He could plainly make out the apparition of a familiar face on the other side, holding the much more substantial form of a large Blue greyhound in her arms, tears streaming down her face.  Cursing under his breath, Jafar hurried across the Bridge to take the load from her arms.


“Lady Caitrin?”  Jafar queried.  “Surely it is not your time to cross yet?”


“Nay, Your Majesty, The Lady has granted me a special favor in allowing me to bring you my own beloved hound while I lay dreaming.  She cannot stand on her own, and I promised Lucinda that I would safely see her to you myself.  I guess The Lady was pleased by my request, so my sleeping form has brought her to you.  Please be good to her, and do not scold her for staying in the kitchens instead of hunting with the rest of the pack.  Lucinda does not like to hunt, but is very concerned about the preparation of her food, and prefers to oversee each step of it’s preparation.”


Osis and Ann both joined Jafar as he held Lucinda in his arms.  “I shall look after her for you, milady” Ann spoke softly.  “She will remind me of those who lived with Master Gordon and now with others in Midrealm.”


“I thank you all, and now must hurry back, lest I become trapped here.  Before I go, however, there is a boon I would beg of you.  Somewhere here abouts there are two others from Trimaris who should be with you all in the Celestial Realm, one human and one hound.  Countess Astrith of Trimaris has waited patiently near here for over a year now, and I fear she is too weak to approach the Bridge on her own.  Also, Abigail of the Moors, called Abby, who was my foster for a short time and did attend one event in Trimaris should be counted among the hounds of the Celestial Pack and is a good companion for Lucinda.  I beg you to have Johannes search for them and bring them home.  I must go now”  the apparition said as she knealt in fealty and then faded as a mist.  “Goodbye my sweet Lucinda, enjoy yourself, and know we will come to you here someday.”  Her voice echoed thru the mists.


Jafar turned to Johannes as he rode his war steed across the Bridge.  “Will you look?  I know they are close, as I can feel their presence.”


“Aye, Your Majesty, mayhaps the Trimarian hound should assist?”  Johannes replied.  Jafar nodded, as Digger and Lookin crossed the Bridge to join the four friends as they stood near its foot.  Both hounds peered into the mists of the Grey Lands and soon each moved forward, separate directions.  Lookin wandered off into the brush near the side of the Bridge as Digger headed a short distance down the trail.  “If Osis will look here by the bridge, I shall follow Digger.”  Johannes said.  Again Jafar nodded assent, as both men went about their tasks.


As Osis moved back the brush where Lookin had indicated, all could see a beautiful middle aged woman sleeping in the grass at the water’s edge.  Gently, he bent to wake her, “Your Excellency?  Countess Astrith, I presume?”  He asked as her eyes opened.  


Countess Astrith started then tried to sit up, but was too weak to do so.  “Strange Knight, I know not who you are, nor how I came to be near your lands, but please do not harm me.”  She cried in alarm.


Osis bent down and gathered her into his arms.  “I am friend, Countess Astrith, I am called Osis, a former Duke of Ealdomere, and come to bring you safely to the Celestial Lands where you may await the coming of your loved ones in peace and comfort and good health.  And these are my companions. Duke Jafar, who wears the Crown this day, is from Midrealm as is Duchess Ann.  Together we rule the Celestial Realm and keep the Celestial Pack of hounds who knew the Dream while on the Mortal plane.  Will you join us?”  He asked.


“I will, as long as you will allow me to practice at arms with you.”  She replied.  “I was a sister of the sword as well as Royal consort , you know.”


“Someone else to joust with?”  Jafar queried.  “I grow tired of always sparring with Osis, I will be glad of someone new to test my arm against.  You may indeed join our small band of fighters.


Johannes came back up the trail, Digger at his heels and a small black female greyhound resting upon his saddle.  “I found Abby.  She wasn’t too far down the path at all.”


Jafar with Lucinda still in his arms, turned towards the Bridge and led his companions forth.  “We welcome you this day, Lucinda the Blue, Abigail of the Moors, and Countess Astrith, to the Celestial realm.  Come and meet the rest of the Celestial Pack and let the breezes of the Celestial Lands caress away your illnesses and injuries.  I call forth

"Aces High, of Midrealm"
"Aiden, of Calontir"
"A-Me-Go, of Midrealm"
"Ariel, of Meridies"
"Belle, of Ansteorra"
"Belle, of Midrealm"
"Bernie, of Meridies"
"Blackout, of Atlantia"
"Bo, of Midrealm"
"Brodie, of Atlantia"
"Browning, of Meridies"
"By Choice, of Meridies"
"Carl-Ten, of Meridies"
"Chris, of Meridies"

“Christa of Meridies”
"Colt, of Meridies"
"Cutie, of An Tir"
"Damon Fox, of Meridies"
"Digger, of Trimaris"
"Dixie, of Meridies"
"Duncan, of Midrealm"

“Ears of Dark Horde”
"Emily, of Atlantia"
"Erromani, of AEthelmearc"
"Et Cetera, of Meridies"
"Frankie, of Midrealm"
"General, of Midrealm" 
"Gryphon, of Midrealm"
"Harmony, of Meridies"
"John Moore, of Meridies"
"Keavy, of An Tir"
"Lookin, of Trimaris"
"Lucy, of Calontir"
"Madeline, of Artemesia"
"Magic, of Meridies"
"Missy, of Meridies" 
"Muskrat, of Meridies"
"Myra, of Ansteorra"
"Pat-C, of Midrealm"
"Pattycake, of Atlantia"
"Pest, of Artemesia"
"Ripley, of An Tir"
"Ross, of Meridies"
"Scooter, of Meridies"
"Seeger Rock, of Meridies"
"Sha-Kar, of Ansteorra"
"Sheba, of AEthelmearc"
"Sissy-B, of Midrealm"
"Splash, of Meridies"
"Storm, of Meridies"
"Streaker, of Ansteorra"
"Stumah, of AEthelmearc"
"Sugar Sweety, of Meridies"
"Sunni, of An Tir"
"Swift, of Midrealm"
"Tasha, of Midrealm"
"Tucker, of Meridies" 
"Velvet, of Midrealm"
"Zima, of Ansteorra".

  With that,  each man laid his burden on the ground as the hounds of the Celestial Pack came forward to touch noses with hounds and human alike, and as Zima, the last hound touched noses with each, they again became whole and young and the hounds ran forth across the fields as the Royal entourage headed back to the castle at a more leisurely pace.  


So Howl and Roo all hounds of the Knowne World, for tonight there are two more and another Royal who grace the Celestial Lands.  Lucinda the Blue, Abigail of the Moors and Countess Astrith are finally free of earthly pain and wait their loved ones in the Celestial Realm.

By my hand this day, 13 April, AS XXXIX,

Lady Caitrin ferch Briog, 

Houndmistress of the Queen’s Pack, Trimaris 

