The Celestial Pack IV…..Pat C

King Jafar and Duke Osis, his Huntsman, stood side by side, gazing out the window at the hounds in the courtyard below.

“Something’s up,” Osis said. “The hounds haven’t gone out this morning. They’re just sitting there waiting…. but for what?”

All at once Duncan, the leader of the Pack, raised his head and began a mournful howling. Velvet joined him, then A-Me-Go. Soon the entire pack was in full howl. 

As the Pack quieted, the Horn began to blow: one long peal, then two, then three.

“The Retraite?” questioned Osis. “The ‘Return Home’?”

“It must be a special arrival,” said Jafar somberly. “Let us go greet him”

The two men passed through the gates with the pack behind them, and Duncan and Velvet just ahead. As the Rainbow Bridge came into sight, Osis suddenly stopped in his tracks and gripped Jafar’s arm. “Do you see what I see?” he asked, “or are my eyes playing tricks?”

Jafar peered through an uncommon mist. Crossing the Rainbow Bridge were two indistinct figures. The man, if such he could be called, seemed to be of a greenish hue. His hair was a tangle of vines, and his arms and legs sprouted small leaves instead of hair. He carried a white greyhound in his arms. His companion was a woman, dressed completely in white, and so enveloped in light that it was blinding to look upon her. A pair of greyhounds, one black, one white, waited motionless on the far side of the Bridge.

Jafar took a step forward, and was halted by Duncan, his lip curled in an uncharacteristic snarl. Osis tightened his grip on Jafar’s arm. “No. Wait,” he commanded. Duncan and Velvet walked towards the Bridge, leaving A-Me-Go to hold the Pack back.

As the two men stood, the figures finished crossing the Bridge and laid the white hound gently on the grass. Duncan and Velvet approached them and sat in front of them. The Bright Lady laid a hand on each of their heads and seemed to speak to them, whilst the Green Man stood impassively by.  Then the Lady turned to the white hound laying on the ground and stroked her from head to tail. She bowed over her to kiss the top of her head, and then she and the Green Man turned and re-crossed the Bridge. As the two waiting hounds on the far side fell in at her heels, the mist gathered together thickly, until it hid them all completely from view. When it cleared, the road was empty.

Jafar looked at Osis in awe. “Was that who I think it was?” He asked.

“I don’t know,” replied Osis, “but it must have been. This must be a very special hound who comes to join us.”

Jafar started towards the new arrival, but was stopped again, this time by A-Me-Go, who curled her lip, apologetically wagging her tail as if to say, ‘This I must do. Please don’t be angry.”

As they halted, Duncan and Velvet went to the new hound and licked her face as she stood up and stretched.  The trio walked side by side back to the waiting group, where they bowed in unison, once to Jafar, then once again to Osis. The horn blew again, this time the rechasse, the signal to release the hounds. A rabbit suddenly appeared, and the three hounds took off after it, running swiftly across the field. The rabbit ran, and doubled, and ran some more, always staying just a step ahead of the three hounds as the chase circled the vast field. As the chase approached the waiting men, the rabbit ducked into a hole, leaving the trio of hounds panting in front of them.

Jafar and Osis knelt down “It’s Pat C!” Jafar exclaimed. “So it is,” agreed Osis. “No wonder Duncan and Velvet greeted her first. These three were the first hounds ever to run in the service of the Dream. I remember many times when I slipped them.”

 “And I, too, had the honor to release them,” answered Jafar. “So here they are, all together again, as is fitting. A sad day for Master Gordon, however.” 

“He knows they are waiting for him,” Osis reminded him, “and that we will care well for them until he arrives.”

Jafar turned to the white hound. “Pat C,” he said, “you have already been greeted by Duncan and Velvet, your old kennelmates. Now, will you greet the rest of the Celestial Pack?”

Pat C stood regally as the rest of the hounds came forward to greet her:

“Aces High, of Midrealm”

“A-Me-Go, of Midrealm”

“Ariel, of Meridies”

“Belle, of Midrealm”

“Colt, of Meridies”

“Cutie, of An Tir”

“Digger, of Trimaris”

“Dixie, of Meridies”

 “Erromani, of AEthelmearc”

“Frankie, of Midrealm”

“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”.

All of the hounds greeted Pat C submissively, except for A-Me-Go, who gave her old friend a cheeky lick on the face. With each greeting Pat C’s white coat grew shinier and sleeker, and her brindle patches, long faded, once again glowed brightly against the white.

Jafar turned to Osis. “After all we’ve seen this morning, I need a drink,” he said. “Come, my friend, I have a special bottle of mead I’ve been saving. Let us broach it and consider the happenings of the day.” Pat C, Duncan and Velvet followed the pair back into the castle as the rest of the Celestial Pack spread out across the field, looking for rabbits.

And Howl, O Hounds!! Howl, and howl, and yet howl again!! Let most thunderous howls on earth echo those of the Celestial Pack as Pat C joins the throng at the Rainbow Bridge. An era has ended, and the First Hounds course together again at last.
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