The Celestial Pack VI

“Your Majesty, may I have a word?” Master Johannes, Huntsman to The Celestial Pack, approached King Jafar as he sat talking quietly to Duke Osis. 

“Of course, Johannes,” Jafar answered. “Do you need to speak to Us privily?”

“No, no, Your Majesty,” Johannes answered, “this concerns the Pack. Belle has not been acting right these past few days.”

“Belle?” mused Osis. “Belle is one of our most sensitive hounds. Do you remember how she waited for Frankie?” he asked Jafar. “I wonder if she…..” As he paused, the horn sounded the Retraite, clear and loud.

Jafar and Osis waited, holding their breath. After the last note of the Retraite sounded, the Horn blared again, a single, lonely note.

Jafar and Osis looked at each other, the all-too-familiar pattern becoming clear. 

“Two hounds, then,” said Jafar. “One of them uncertain. Gods, how I wish this duty did not fall upon Us so often!”

Osis laid a consoling hand upon Jafar’s shoulder. “I, too, wish the notes of the Horn were less familiar,” he said somberly, “but such is the nature of Man and Hounds. A man must lose many fine hounds in the space of a lifetime, or give up the Hunt entirely in his despair.”

Jafar buried his face in his hands. “But why must it be Our duty to greet them?” he asked. “I swear it to you: I feel the death of each hound as if it were My own, once again. I do not know if I can bear yet another of My subjects’ grief.”

“They were My subjects, too….”,  began Osis, only to be interrupted by Master Johannes.

“My Lords,” he said, “I know well the depth of feeling you possess for these hounds and their earthly masters, for have I not, until recently, had my own Pack?  However, do You think Your subjects would rather that their beloved companions languish at the Bridge, with naught to do but while away the years in idle play? Think You not that they would rather that these fine hounds once again hunt together, as they were once wont to do on Earth? Remember,” he went on, “this was the fate of Duncan, and Velvet, and the others, until You found each other here. They sought You out, because they knew they were more than the common dogs at The Bridge. They were The Pack….many different Packs on Earth, but one Pack in service to The Dream, nonetheless.”

He took a deep breath. “You are Kings,” he said, “would you behave as less than Kings? These Hounds are Yours; they have been given into Your keeping. Wouldst You now abandon them?”

Jafar hung his head and slowly removed his crown. “No, you are right, good Master,” he replied. “Our duty is plain. Here, Osis….You wear the crown for awhile. I feel unworthy of it.”

Osis took the crown as he laid a hand on Jafar’s shoulder. “Ah, well….six months on, six months off….just like it was on Earth, eh?” he said. “Just don’t think I’m taking on this responsibility for good. “

Osis settled the crown firmly on his head. “Well, whilst we’ve been chatting, there’s a hound or two been waiting for us. Let us go greet them…one of them sounded unsure of itself.”

The two kings started off towards the Rainbow Bridge, followed by Master Johannes and the rest of the Celestial Pack. Belle soon forged ahead of them all, despite Johannes’ efforts to call her back.

As the group approached the Bridge, they saw two greyhounds, one black, holding up a hind leg, and another, laying half-hidden in the grass.

“That’s Gryphon!” exclaimed Jafar. “No wonder Belle was nervous. Gods, my heart bleeds for Aiden, to lose two so close together. But who’s the other one?" he asked.

Osis peered across the Bridge. “His looks seem familiar to me,” he said. “Shall I go greet them?”

Johannes cleared his throat. “Your Majesty,” he said, “this hound is known to me. Have I Your leave to greet him with You?”

“Of course,” replied Osis. “His looks are vaguely familiar to me, but if you know him, he may be more reassured.”

The two men walked across the Rainbow Bridge together. As they approached the black hound, he bowed as well as his crippled leg would allow.

“Here now, Gryphon,” said Osis, “No need for that here. Who’s your friend?” he asked, as he laid a hand on Gryphon’s forehead. 

“Bo,” Master Johannes said. “His people once served the Dream, but moved on to other things. He still remembers, however.”

“Bo,” Osis agreed, opening his eyes. “You have been long separated from The Pack, Bo, Is it your wish to wait here?”

Bo, his form still indistinct, bobbed his head.

“Then come, Bo,” said Osis, “join Gryphon in meeting the rest of your Packmates.”

Osis steadied Gryphon and Johannes supported Bo as they crossed the Bridge. Once on the other side, Jafar asked The Celestial Pack, “Will you greet Bo and Gryphon as your Packmates?”

One by one, the members of The Celestial Pack approached and greeted the two new arrivals as Jafar called their names:

“Aces High, of Midrealm”

“A-Me-Go, of Midrealm”

“Ariel, of Meridies”

“Belle, of Ansteorra”

“Belle, of Midrealm”

“Bernie, of Meridies”

“Blackout, of Atlantia”

“Brodie, of Atlantia”

“Browning, of Meridies”

“By Choice, of Meridies”

“Carl-Ten, of Meridies”

“Chris, of Meridies”

“Colt, of Meridies”

“Cutie, of An Tir”

“Damon Fox, of Meridies”

“Digger, of Trimaris”

“Dixie, of Meridies”

“Duncan, of Midrealm”

“Emily, of Atlantia”

“Erromani, of AEthelmearc”

“Et Cetera, of Meridies”

“Frankie, of Midrealm”

“General, of Midrealm” 

“Harmony, of Meridies”

“John Moore, of Meridies”

“Lookin, of Trimaris”

“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”

“Ross, of Meridies”

“Scooter, of Meridies”

“Seeger Rock, of Meridies”

“Sha-Kar, of Ansteorra”

“Sheba, of AEthelmearc”

“Splash, of Meridies”

“Storm, of Meridies”

“Streaker, of Ansteorra”

“Stumah, of AEthelmearc”

“Sugar Sweety, of Meridies”

“Sunni, of An Tir”

“Swift, of Midrealm”

“Tucker, of Meridies” 

“Velvet, of Midrealm”

“Zima, of Ansteorra”.

As each hound touched noses in greeting, both Bo and Gryphon grew sleeker and healthier. As Zima’s nose touched his, Gryphon’s hind leg touched the ground, strong and whole once again. He looked around in amazement.

Jafar laughed in enjoyment. “That’s right, Gryphon,” he said, “here you are as you were at your best. Now, all of you, go chase rabbits for a while. I need to relax.”

Osis laughed. “Why do YOU need to relax?” he asked, “I’m the King…I’m the one with all the responsibilities….” He ducked as Jafar aimed a mostly friendly punch at his shoulder.

And HOWL, O Hounds! Howl mightily unto the Heavens, for a Greyhound hath died this day. Bo and Gryphon—both have left this mortal plane to prepare a place for us at the Gods’ great table. They run now with The Celestial Pack, and await the day when we shall join them once again.
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