The Celestial Pack II
Duke Jafar & King Osis were watching the hounds at play when They heard the horn sounding a strange set of notes.

“The horn sounds”, said Jafar, “but what do these notes mean?”

“Two hounds come to join Us”, answered Osis, “both of them Yours….Belle and Frankie”.

“Belle?” puzzled Jafar. “She should have been here weeks ago.”

“I know”, answered Osis, “but she waited for Frankie. She knew his time was close and didn’t want him to cross alone.”

“A fine hound”, replied Jafar, as he set out for the Rainbow Bridge, followed by Osis. The rest of the Celestial Pack left their play and trailed behind. The group of men and hounds arrived at the Bridge just as the two greyhounds paused at the other side…. one frail and weak, the other bruised and shattered.

“They are Mine..I will greet them”, Jafar said, as he strode across the Bridge.

Belle, for all her injuries, stared calmly at Jafar, whilst Frankie lay quietly, averting his gaze.

“Belle, you left Aiden too soon”, said Jafar, “but you know your place here is secure. Thank you for waiting for Frankie.” He turned to the weary brindle next to her. “Frankie, I know you wore the colours of the Horde on Earth. Will you run for the Celestial Pack until Nina comes for you? For here at the Rainbow Bridge there is neither Horde nor Crown, but only the Pack.”

Frankie looked across the Bridge at the waiting Pack, many of whom he had run with in times past. He slowly stood up and took his place next to Jafar, as Belle steadied him from the side. The three of them crossed the Bridge to face Osis and the rest of the Pack.

“Hounds of the Celestial Pack”, intoned Osis, “greet your new Packmates!” He called forth the Pack, one by one:

“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”

“General, of Midrealm”

“Lookin, of Trimaris”

“Madeline, of Artemesia”

“Magic, of Meridies”

“Muskrat, of Meridies”

“Pest, of Artemesia”

“Sheba, of AEthelmearc”

“Streaker, of Ansteorra”

“Stumah, of AEthelmearc”

“Sunni, of An Tir”

“Swift, of Midrealm”

“Velvet, of Midrealm”

One by one, the hounds of the Celestial Pack came forward to greet Belle and Frankie. As nose touched nose, Belle’s injuries began to heal, and Frankie became stronger and stronger. As the last hound gave its greetings, Belle and Frankie became whole and young once more.

Osis raised His hand in benediction. “Welcome, my two friends,” he said. “Run free and strong until those whom you have loved come to join you. There are fat rabbits for the chasing, and shade and cool water when the chase is done.”

Belle shook herself from nose to tail, and giving Frankie a playful nip on the shoulder, led the way into the fields by the Rainbow Bridge. One by one, racing or frolicking as their nature dictated, the rest of the Pack followed.

And HOWL, O Hounds!! Howl unto the Heavens, for Belle and Frankie hath departed this mortal plane. They go ahead, to prepare a place for us at the Gods’ great table and to run with the finest hounds of the Knowne World.
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