Celestial Pack VII--Samhain

Osis and Jafar were sparring in the courtyard when Duncan, Velvet, Pat-C, and A-Me-Go walked out the gate. They thought nothing of this…the hounds of the Celestial Pack often went hunting, either separately or in a group. 

Shortly thereafter, Cutie, Sunni and Swift left, then General, Belle and Gryphon. Stumah left, and Pest, and Frankie. One by one, every hound of the Celestial Pack left the castle, heading not for the wide, green fields that teemed with rabbits, but for the Rainbow Bridge. Every hound but one, that is. 

Master Johannes came out of the kennels, followed closely by Carl-Ten, who was whining, and staring towards the Bridge, although never leaving Johannes’ side.

Tenderly, he reached down and stroked Carl-Ten’s black head. “Go on, my old friend,” he said softly. “You know I would not keep you from her.”

Carl-Ten gave a glad “woof”, and leapt away after his packmates. Jafar gripped Johannes’ arms in a desperate vice. “Never tell me it’s Catrin….” He began.

“No, no, no,” answered Johannes swiftly. “’Tis nothing of that sort. No one passes this night, neither hound nor man.” He looked searchingly at the King. “Truly,” he said, “have You never witnessed Samhain at the Bridge?”

“Never,” said Jafar, “for in my culture, the happenings of this night were to be feared and reviled. What sane man would have dealings with the world of the Dead?”

Osis cocked a sardonic eyebrow. “Those of us who are, in fact, dead?” he suggested. He cast an expansive arm around at the green fields, quietly flowing river and blue, cloudless sky. “What have you found here to fear, my friend?” he asked 

“Naught so far,” Jafar admitted, “save for the occasional apparition.”

Osis clapped Johannes on the shoulder, almost knocking him to his knees. “Such as Our friend, here?” he asked. “I recall you were sore astonished by his appearance at the Bridge.”

“Aye, astonished I was,” answered Jafar, nettled, “for never before had a human appeared before Us…only hounds.”

“Ah, well,” said Osis, “I appeared at the Bridge, did I not? You did not appear to fear ME!”

“No, I did not fear you,” retorted Jafar, “for were you not dumped unceremoniously at the Bridge, like the veriest cur? Indeed, had I not known you in life, I would have sent you on your way!”

Osis shuffled his feet. “Well, my passing was a bit, um…unexpected,” he admitted. “Surely with a bit more warning, the Gods would have arranged a more fitting welcome. Besides,” he continued plaintively, “the hounds knew me!”

Master Johannes cleared his throat. “Pardon me, My Lords,” he said, “but The Hour grows nigh. If You wouldst witness The Parting of the Veil, we should go now.”

Jafar started to ask a question, but was cut short by Osis. “Soon, my friend,” he said, “soon. Come, and watch.” He looked deep into Jafar’s eyes. “I ask this of you.”

Jafar looked back at Osis, deeply troubled. “This matters that much?” he asked.

“Indeed,” replied Osis. “It matters more than you could imagine. Come.”

Meanwhile, Johannes had lifted a lighted torch from the castle wall. He held a bottle of mead in his other hand. “Come, My Lords,” he urged. “The hour grows nigh.”

Reluctantly, skeptically, Jafar followed Johannes and Osis towards the Bridge. As they approached, The Horn sounded two short notes, then one very long one. A pause and then the same call sounded again, and yet again.

Jafar looked questioningly at Johannes.

“The ‘appel de gens’,” replied Johannes. “The ‘calling together.’”

“Calling WHAT together?” pleaded Jafar. “The Pack is already assembled.” For indeed, the entire Celestial Pack was waiting, expectant, watching the land beyond the Bridge.

“NOT the Pack,” responded Osis. He turned and gripped Jafar’s arm, almost painfully. “Do you indeed not know what happens this night?” he demanded.

“No,” answered Jafar. “I have no idea. One day, or night, is the same as any other here, is it not?”

Osis looked at him pityingly. “No, my friend, it is not,” he answered. “Watch, if you will.” And he went to stand beside Pat-C.

As Jafar looked on, a mist descended on the far side of the Bridge, much like unto that mist that had appeared when the Lady and The Green Man had brought Pat-C to join Them. The mist thickened, then swirled. Johannes walked to the edge of the river, followed by Osis. He handed the torch to Osis, then intoned, “ With the Air I breathe, I entreat Thee.” He took a swallow of mead and spat it into the breeze, then handed the bottle to Osis, who took a draft. “With Earth, I seek Thee,” he said, as he poured some of the mead onto the dirt at his feet and handed the bottle back. “With Water, I follow Thee,” said Johannes, pouring the mead into the River. “And with Fire, we worship Thee,” they said in unison, as Osis extinguished the torch in the running waters.

The mist thickened almost into a solid wall, then thinned. In it appeared figures, dozens of them. Pat-C, Duncan, Velvet and A-Me-Go leapt towards a grizzled figure sitting in a room with a bed. Several Italian Greyhounds were in crates nearby. Sunni, Swift and Cutie strained towards a lady seated at a computer, with several greyhounds asleep on the floor around her. Pest whined urgently at a woman sitting in a stable, sadly caressing a worn collar. Stumah licked the hand of a woman nursing an infant. One by one, the hounds of the Celestial Pack approached their earthly humans. Some of the people looked up and smiled in joyous welcome. Others stirred uneasily in their chairs.

Osis held out his hands and smiled sadly. “Catlin, my love,” he said. “My Queen. I hope you know I love you. I always will, and await the day when you join me here.”

Jafar shook his head in disbelief, then started as a figure solidified out of the mist in front of him. Her blonde hair in disarray, her hounds by her side, Kenna greeted him. “My Dear,” she said softly, “have you so little faith? Surely, You, who have gone before, know that death is but a corner to be turned. You reached that turning before me….I would not have had it so, but this is what the Gods have decreed.” She smiled sadly at him. “I miss you, my love,” she said, “but I have my own destiny. When the Gods demand it, I will join you, I promise you.”

Jafar uttered a heartsick cry as Kenna’s visage dissolved. Osis turned, Catlin, too, having disappeared, and laid a hand on his shoulder. “She will return, my friend,” he said gently, “for on every Samhain, the veil between our worlds thins, and we can ofttimes speak to our loved ones who remain behind. I AM glad,” he continued, “that you saw her. I feared your disbelief would bar the way.”

Tears coursing down his cheeks in rivers, Jafar remained staring at the spot where Kenna had been. “Another year?” he choked. “I must wait another year to speak to her again?”

Pain flashed briefly across Osis’ face. “And how long have you waited ere now, not knowing you could speak to her?” he asked. “Surely, the next year will pass more quickly for us than it will for our Queens.”

Jafar turned disconsolately from the Rainbow Bridge without a word and started back towards the castle. Osis turned to follow, and Master Johannes, and the Hounds. As they turned, the Hounds raised their heads as one, and began an eerie rooing that echoed across the Heavens. Jafar paused briefly to stroke a head here, an ear there, then continued back to the castle. Osis paused to lay an arm around Master Johannes’ shoulder.

“And you, my friend” he inquired softly. “Did you….?” Johannes shook his said sadly. “I saw nothing,” he said, “nothing.”

And HOWL, O Hounds! Howl unto the Heavens with a mighty rooing! Let your howls part the mists between our worlds, that we might, however briefly, see our old friends once again. For we know, whether our faith allows us to see you or not, that you await us at The Bridge.
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