Celestial Pack IX—Graham

 In my own version of a CP tale, Graham likes to wander from the main bridge to the fork that leads to the CP. There, (since he doesn't much care for chasing rabbits - though if he did, he would only groom them as he did my cats) he lies down and whiles away the days peeling the endless supply of tennis balls he finds, waiting for one of my pack (or myself for that matter) to arrive. He knows that when the others arrive, they will head in that direction and he doesn't want to be left behind.

Personally (selfishly) I hope he has a long wait. 

Moruadh

******************************************************

  "What IS this stuff?" Osis growled rolling a strange piece of green fuzz between his fingers. "It's EVERYWHERE!"

Jafar looked quizzically at the vast quantities of it strewn across the ground. He too, reached down, picked some of it up and began rolling it between his fingers before once more, looking at the ground. 

  "It does not cross the bridge. Look here," he said, pointing, "It's a trail."

  Osis took another look. "You're right! But a trail of what? To where?"

  "I dunno." Jafar shrugged "But I don't have anything planned for today; do you?"

  "I suppose it's finding out what's at the end of the trail of green fuzz." Osis grumbled. "Let's be off then."

  As they walked, they kept watch on the trail of fuzz. Pieces got bigger and bigger and soon they were finding chunks of rubber mixed in.

  They did not have far to go, for as they topped the little hill that led to the fork separating the main road to the Rainbow Bridge and the one leading to the Celestial Pack, the answer lay in a tremendous sunbeam amidst a pile of Tennis balls.

  He was not a Greyhound. Nor did he resemble one in even the slightest manner; instead he looked to be a Shepherd colored Labrador. But he waved his tail enthusiastically as only a Lab can and continued peeling the fuzz from the tennis ball.

  "Who is that?" Jafar asked. "He's not a Greyhound."

  "No," Osis beamed "I daresay he's not!" and marched forth with a grin muttering "Tennis ball fuzz... I should have known."

  The strange dog looked up from his chewing, gave a friendly bark but remained laying down. Osis knelt down and extended his hand, wondering what the other would do. Without hesitation, the stranger rubbed his head against Osis' palm.  After a moment, Osis stood and returned to Jafar with a worried brow.

  "So, what's his story?" Jafar demanded, eager to end the mystery.

  "His name is Graham. He belonged to Duchess Moruadh of the East."

  "I think I've heard the name but I don't believe we ever met." Jafar said simply.

  " Nor I, " said Osis. "I remember hearing something about a Rock Ball game at Pennsic... but that's about it"

  "So what about Graham?" Jafar asked. "Why is he at the crossroads?"

  "Because the rest of her pack is still on earth and he knows that they will come here. So, periodically, he walks up from the main bridge, plunks himself here for a few days to recoup and goes back. " Osis explained.

  "Recoup? Recoup from what?" Jafar asked. All of the other hounds here seemed healthy and happy. Why should this Graham have need to recover?

  "Graham, has never crossed the bridge." Osis explained. "He still suffers from his bad hips and dying liver. Though, to look at him you would never know it.”

"So, what's to be done with him then?" Jafar wondered. "We can't just leave him here can we? All by himself?  Was he at least a Chamber Hound?" 

  "I don't know. The Royal Packs were always made up of Greyhounds. I know that other breeds have coursed and served as Chamber Hounds. Graham went only to a few SCA events with Moruadh and he never coursed. He sat at the feet of several former Royalty though – if not during Court, then during the event itself. The only one to answer this question would be Master Johannes.”

*************************************************

  "The Royal Packs have always been Greyhounds." Johannes said dryly. "But then again, we have our gracious Zima who is not 100 percent Grey. There have also been the Coursing Colleges which welcomed all breeds."

  Osis looked out the window where he knew Graham would be. He looked at the huge hearth and the fire blazing within and at Carl - Ten sprawled before it.

"Johannes, where will their place be? The non-greys of the colleges when they pass? And the companions of the Known World Populace?"

  Johannes ran his fingers through his hair thoughtfully. "Your Grace, I honestly don't know. I suppose a hound - of any breed- will go where he is called. That, I imagine, is a ‘bridge' we will have to cross when we get to it."

  "But what of the one waiting now?" Jafar asked. "Are we to send him back to the main bridge, knowing that his companions will come here?"

  Johannes stood and headed for the door. "What of him indeed? Has anyone asked him? Or are we all just asking unnecessary questions?"

  Darkness had fallen and the three friends donned their cloaks. Zima peered around the corner as they made ready to leave and gave a quizzical woof.

  "Of course you can come." Johannes answered. "Perhaps we could use an extra opinion."

**************************************************

  Graham was where he had been left; curled up into a tight ball in the grass, surrounded by masses of broken tennis balls and piles of fuzz. He jumped up with a start as Zima bounded up to him. They touched noses and his tail wagged merrily in wild helicopter motions. Zima looked back at the approaching trio and woofed. Graham too, woofed a greeting, slowly standing, stretching and walking stiffly towards the three men.

  "Hello Graham," Osis greeted. "This is Master Johannes. He would like to speak with you."

  Johannes bent down and offered his hand. As he had done with Osis, Graham buried his head into the extended palm. 

  After a moment, Johannes smiled and skirched the lab's ears. "Of course." he said and stood to face the others. "Your Majesties, Graham does not claim to be, nor does he desire to be, one of the Celestial Pack. What Graham would like, is a warm place to wait for his home packmates and human to join him and some companionship in the mean time. That doesn't seem to be too much to ask, does it?"

  "No," Jafar replied. "Not too much to ask at all. But will the others accept him?"

  "There's only one way to find out." Johannes said. 

  Graham followed after them as they made their way to the Celestial side of the Rainbow Bridge. Zima sped on ahead, leaving the others in the dust.

When they arrived, The entire Celestial Pack stood before them blocking the way.

  "This does not look good." Jafar groaned. Still, they walked forward.

  Duncan stepped out, his head and tail high. Graham looked at him and sighed.  He continued to approach and soon, was nose to nose with Duncan.

  There was a long silence that, while actually lasted a fraction of a second, seemed like an eternity. Suddenly, Duncan fell into a deep play bow, yapped merrily, turned and sped off to the other side of the bridge. The rest of the pack gave a welcoming roo and parted the way for Graham to cross.

  Johannes nudged Osis with his elbow. "See, the hounds know best who should be where. Graham is welcome. He need not be a full member of the Pack – he has seen the Dream and is called to it. Now, let’s show him to a comfy rug before the fire. He's a hearth -hound if ever I saw one."

