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THE BANKS BLACKHORSE SERIES

Cast of Characters

Book 1, The Night the Sky Fell

Book 2, The Day the Sky Shattered

Book 3, The Day of ‘Nevermore’

Indian Compound:

Banks Blackhorse 18-year-old nephew of Chief Dan. Orphaned at young age.

Chief Dan  Uncle and mentor of Banks

Roger Rainwater Shaman of tribe

Marilyn White Owl Friend of Banks

Carol Rainwater  Sister of shaman

Sway Garland  Teen who is totally in love with Banks. 

Skyline Boulevard:


Powers’ Household Stan, lawyer and patriarch of upscale family.

Julie, his wife with total dedication to blind son.

Tricia, their 16-year-old ‘mean girl’ daughter. 

Peyton, 8-year-old blind son with a strong fondness for Banks.

Abrams’ Household Murray, best friend of next-door neighbor Stan.

Dassi, Murray’s wife and best friend to Julie.

Ann gifted 16-year-old with a strong affinity for Banks.


Kadet Household Couple that live across the street from the Abrams’ household.


Amor Household Ms. Amor, head of Neighborhood Watch (Books 2 and 3).

Sutton Amor, teen visiting mother during ‘winter break’ (Book 3).


Animal Guides:

Monarch Raven   Immortal shape-shifting guide. Protector for Banks.

Yellow Raven   Shape-shifting guide for Peyton Powers (Books 2 and 3).  
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The Rabbi and the Raven, Israeli Village-1572 
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“What is it like never having to die?”

The rabbi tugged at his crusty beard. He looked up to the Monarch Raven who was perched on a bust of Pallas quite near the front door. Rabbi Yitzchak Luria, better known by his congregation and followers as Ari, had recently understood the Kabbalah—Jewish mysticism that he taught to others. He improved upon it and was now the leading authority of the subject. He did have some help from that stately raven who was his animal guide. But the lifelong partnership was coming to an end. This irritated the rabbi since he knew there was only one reason why the raven would leave him...today was the last day of the rabbi’s life.

The rabbi stood up and gathered a robe, “Please shift into human form. I don’t want my wife or my neighbors to see me talking to a bird.” The Monarch Raven flitted to the dirt floor and quickly shifted into human form. The rabbi handed the now naked human the robe and both sat.

“You never took this shape before!” exclaimed the rabbi. “You are...me!” he added. After a long silent pause, the rabbi repeated, “What is it like never having to die?”

“Oh, I can answer that with one word. But, now here you are face to face with yourself. I will quickly sum up your life on earth: You are the quintessence of good. You have attained the highest level of the Kabbalah. You have aided your followers in becoming good human beings that will have a positive impact on the planet. You remember your past transmigrations...your previous lives.  You even remember when you were a sheep. You secretly fed your wife’s lamb chops to the dog because eating that animal made you feel nauseous.”

The rabbi laughed and played with his beard. He studied the Monarch empathically, “What will you do now...without me?”

” I will go to Stratford-on-Avon. There is a man who will need me, a playwright. He is struggling with the concept of evil. His play is about a man who would kill many people to attain money and power...to become King of England. It’s called Richard III.”

“But, you will tell this writer that his Richard must not succeed in this horror. You must tell him that. You must help the writer rid the world of evil as you helped me. Right? Right?”

The two men stared at one another while they simultaneously tugged at their beards. Then the Monarch said, “Boring. Boring is what it is like never having to die. Now you know. Tit for tat, quid pro quo—What is it like knowing that you will die?”

“You’re not going to help this writer! You’re going to have this evil win out! After all that we have been through; after all you have mentored me with the Kabbalah, how can you triumph evil?”

The Monarch stood and towered over the rabbi, “Just as you have learned good, you will know evil. You will become the quintessence of evil in a future transmigration. I will be there in whatever form you take. I will help you with the evil. And you will learn why balance is necessary. We will meet in five hundred-fifty years from now. You will be complete. Now tell me, what is it like to be a mortal, what is the purpose of mortality?”

The rabbi stood eye to eye with the Monarch: “I can tell you the purpose of mortality in one word...but, you will have to wait five hundred-fifty years from now.” The rabbi dropped to the floor and died. 

The Monarch removed his robe and covered the rabbi. He turned to the bust of Pallas and uttered, “Wisdom.” He opened the front door and shifted into the Monarch Raven. It flew to meet and guide the Bard of Stratford-on-Avon so that this writer would truly understand evil.
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New Year’s Eve Party, Juneau, Modern Day
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The Monarch Raven landed behind the Powers’ house.  Nearby, its daughter, the Yellow Raven, inhabited a branch of her favorite evergreen. Juneau experienced the early days of winter which were described as mild—not even freezing temperatures. The two ravens peered through the sliding glass doors where a dozen people experienced the joys of the early evening amongst friends, neighbors and loved ones.

Banks Blackhorse sensed that he was being watched. He gazed across the room looking for staring eyes but found none. He felt that his soul was being inspected—no, scrutinized—and he immediately switched his attention to the backyard of the Powers’ home. He knew they were out there and wanted to enjoy some time with his animal guide and his lost love...he felt her, sensed her or both. Eight-year-old Peyton Powers was excited about going to Mount Juneau with Banks and Ann. He pressured Banks about what time they were going to leave. More important to Peyton was the promise that he could drive a portion of the way. But, Banks wanted some alone time from Peyton and needed the comfort of the ravens.

“Don’t worry, Peyton. I will make sure we will leave on time and I will keep our secret promise. I need some time outside...it’s a bit stuffy in here.” 

Peyton smiled when Banks spoke about ‘keeping the promise’ since that meant he would drive; however, he didn’t believe Banks’ comment about ‘stuffy’ since no one was as nasally advanced as a boy who was born blind.

Peyton responded, “Go ahead, Banks. I can tell when my company is not appreciated; besides, I am putting together a playlist of Stevie Wonder music. He is a brother of my soul...a blind brother of my soul. You’re excused. Go now.” 

As Banks opened the sliding door to the backyard, Ms. Amor entered the front door. Stan Powers brought over a glass of champagne and welcomed her. Dassi and Murray Abrams widened their circle as Ann Abrams watched Banks go out the back door. Ms. Amor was a bit unsteady with her champagne which resulted in a small but noticeable spill: “I’m so clumsy! A bit nervous. My daughter Sutton should land in about two hours—” 

Dassi interrupted with, “—I’m going to Seattle in a couple of hours to be with my sister.” Ms. Amor insisted that she would drive Dassi to the airport and Murray and Ann nodded in the affirmative.

The doorbell chimed, and Tricia let in the Kadets—the neighbors from across the street. Tricia scrutinized Ms. Kadet’s eyeball which embarrassed her mother Julie. Tricia inquired, “What happened to those patches you were wearing?”  

Mrs. Kadet responded, “If you prefer, I can take the glass eye out and put a patch over it. If you’re really game, I can go without the patch or the glass. Which do you prefer?” 

Julie interjected, “Be a dear and see what Peyton is up to, Tricia.” Julie escorted the Kadets over to her husband Stan who announced his boring resolutions for the year.

Outside, Banks Blackhorse took off his jacket and whistled to the Yellow Raven. It flew down and shape-shifted into Sway Garland. He covered her naked human body with his jacket. Banks wrapped his arm around her and guided her so that they would be out of view from the party goers. “Sway, I miss you. I need you at my side to bring in the New Year. I need you for—” 

Sway advised, “—You need a good lay! Or at least a friendly distraction. I am no longer a mortal but our souls our immortal. Another time, if you want, we can be together. But now, you need to engage in your mortal life. You need to experience all that life has to offer. Stop moping or I’ll stop shifting for you!”

This was the first time Sway Garland issued an ultimatum. He wanted to spend the night with her and he was rebuked. He wanted shared tenderness and she was acting too officious...he didn’t like that. He thought about what a mortal life would be without her. The only solution would be to become an immortal soul...to end mortality. It was an option, but he had too much responsibility. He thought about channeling into being a chief. Maybe, there would be another girl. There was Ann...but the shared intimacy would never go beyond friendship. Ann was becoming more of a sister and less of a lover. Ann loved Johnny Angelo. And, for a moment, he thought about the nasty Tricia whom he knew he could have for sex. He could use her; she was enthralled with his being the hero of Juneau. A sadistic side enveloped him. He didn’t fight it. He thought that she would be deserving of being treated as a...whore! As he held Sway Garland, his love forever, he was getting hard. His hardness was not derived from Sway at this instant, it was for a fleeting fantasy of mistreating Tricia Powers. Banks eyed Tricia as she approached the back door. Her jaws were hard at work—chomping, cracking gum he thought.

He turned Sway around. “You’re right. I need to go on. A final New Year’s kiss.” He gave her no option. Evil thoughts raced through his mind about how he wanted to handle Tricia. He forced his passion on Sway while thinking of misdeeds towards Tricia. He was out of control: He rubbed his throbbing hardness against Sway as she flailed her arms. He held her tighter and was engulfed in the moment. Too much for her to take, Sway Garland shifted back to the Yellow Raven as Banks’ jacket fell to the ground. The Yellow Raven flew to her favorite branch singing a song of woe. 

Evil was coming to Juneau. Balance was to be restored.
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At the Abrams’ House
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Dassi said, “Ann, I marked the dinners in the fridge for tomorrow night and the night of the second. Don’t let your father go hungry, just heat them up in the microwave. Murray, do I have everything?” Murray nodded as Ann answered the front door to let Ms. Amor in.

“Give our love to Aunt Ilene and Cousin Adena, Mom,” As Ms. Amor waved, Ann added, “I’d like to stop by tomorrow. I never met Sutton.” 

Ms. Amor departed with a wink and, “See you all next year.”

The kettle whistled; Ann sat down at the kitchen table. She knew this was her time with dad: ‘tea and sympathy’ time as he referred to it. The heart to heart. The father and daughter time. Murray Abrams followed decades of tradition and would serve the tea in a small glass; he would fasten a napkin around the glass and affix it with a rubber band. This is the one thing he did in the kitchen and it was only for ‘tea and sympathy’ time. Murray carefully placed the tea in front of Ann with the skill of a surgeon-which he was-and kissed his daughter on the forehead. He sat and held her hand.

“You always know when things weigh heavily on my mind. What is my tell, Dad?”

Murray smiled, “I have two women in my life. Two women that mean more to me than life itself. I know what your mother was feeling before she left. Worried that she forgot something, happy to get away from Juneau and see her sister and niece, trepidation about the flight. And you, I know that you are concerned about Johnny, your unrequited platonic love for Banks, your leaving home to further your education.  You are questioning whether you want to be a doctor. And no, Ann, you would not disappoint me if you pick another field. You are also thinking about when the time comes when you leave home...I think your main concern is: when you leave home, will you be leaving Johnny behind?”

“You know me so well, dad.”

“My darling daughter, what we regret the most in life are the chances we never take. Now, sip your tea.”

—
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ABOUT NINETY MINUTES later, Peyton Powers opened the door to the Abrams’ house. “Ann, Banks is in the truck, you ready?” 

Ann put on her coat, “Not so loud, dad is sleeping.” 

Peyton whispered, “I can’t wait to get behind the wheel again. Hey, that looks like your mom’s coat...let’s go.”

—
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AND AT THE AIRPORT, Dassi boarded her plane to Seattle. Ms. Amor greeted her daughter at the luggage area. Sutton Amor was eighteen. She wasn’t quite fat, but some would say...Rubenesque. She was an inch taller than her mother and she lifted her glasses and welcomed her mother in her arms. It was as if she were the motherly one during their embrace. In full control, she looked at the airport clock. Sutton adjusted her watch. Lifted her head and with a tone of urgent authority: “We better get home quickly. It’s going to happen soon.”  

—
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TRICIA POWERS WAS IN her backyard at ten minutes to midnight. She was playing detective. She was sure that Banks Blackhorse went out alone, yet she thought she saw him in an embrace behind the evergreen. She scrutinized the area and found broken branches and a small rip of cotton that seemed to match his jacket. She also found dirt askew where it shouldn’t be. Tricia cracked her gum and re-entered the house as she saw the last of the guests to leave: Her parents were ushering out the Kadets from across the street and she heard an exchange of “Happy New Year.” 

Tricia yelled to her parents, “I’m all alone and it’s almost a new year.” 

Her father extended an arm, “Sweet Pea, we’re here. We’re here with you.” 

Tricia cracked her gum and spewed, “You don’t count! I have no boyfriend, no one to bring the new year in. What’s a matter with me? I’m the most popular girl in school, I dress to perfection and I’m—well in a word—gorgeous.”

Stan Powers kissed his daughter, “Come on outside and watch the fireworks, Sweet Pea.”

“No, you go, Dad. Go with Mom, I’m going to my room.” Tricia climbed the stairs and cracked gum for each step. She entered her room and slammed
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