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From The Editors
We’ve had a long, hot summer, and gone a little mad in the
process—as, I would argue, is seasonally appropriate. As
a result BR6 is weird and wonderful, with poetry, art, and
fiction that covers all kind of unexpected ground. We’ve
stripped it down to the heart of the matter: what is truth, if
not subjective? Whether you are already familiar with our
corner of the internet, or you are just joining us now, I hope
that you will be as excited and surprised by this issue as I
am.
Every issue of Black Rabbit is made possible by a different
little amalgamation of various artists who devote a whole
lot of time, thought, and creativity to this small but solvent
magazine. Last issue, I was lucky enough to join Daniel,
Caroline, and Sasha on the staff here; to the three of you:
thanks of course for bringing me on, and for your work on
another fantastic issue (despite life’s innumerable/inevitable
inconveniences). To the artists we have the pleasure of
featuring, thank you for your work, and your willingness to
share it with us. As always, this issue is yours.
Isabelle Stephen

Managing Poetry Editor
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Mr. Knife and Miss Fork
Poetry
By Robert Beveridge

maybe it was the way
his crisp new blade
slipped between her virgin tines
when the two worked together
on a steak

Colourspray

Poetry
By Robert Beveridge
All colors are relative, and tinge
is in the eye of the beholder.
How the nylons or the color of your shoes
or your eyes changes with the light.
In darkness they
are brightest, draw me
into that one place in the room
that is not dark.
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He liked to watch her
as she worked on something soft
something he was unneeded for
something rich and immoral
like chocolate cake
she admired the way
he could cleave fruits
and vegetables
leave their centers
juicy, vulnerable
for her to sample at will
If only they weren’t laid every night
on opposite sides of the plate.
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A Little Bird Told Me
Poetry
By Robert Beveridge

A drop of sweat in the Ganges:
diver goes into silt, looks
for a lost mother-of-pearl necklace.
Finds instead only malachite.
Surfaces to see a catamaran
almost all the way to his head.
Ducks under. He has earned
his commission on this one,
yes sir. The kefte and aloo
await him on the table, grow
cool in the shade of banyan.
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The Wrong Time of Day
Fiction
By Carla Sarett

What was I doing that year
in Philadelphia? You could
say that I was wasting my
life, but then again it was
mine to waste. I was in a
relationship with, as people say, no future, and a job that
promised even less. I mention those two facts together
because one inexorably followed the other. The man I lived
with had more or less arranged the job, and I could hardly
afford to be picky. My resume had more gaps than jobs.
My employer was a magazine called Illuminati. Its office
was tucked away behind Rittenhouse Square on one of
Philadelphia’s shaded, narrow alleys. Everything about it
spoke to its grandiose past: clunky Victorian furniture, goldframed portraits of fat, red-faced men in black suits and the
thin, but permanent, layer of dust that covered everything. It
was a stodgy publication, full of turgid essays decrying the
“lamentable decline” of culture, literacy, etiquette, grammar,
along with reviews of books which, from what I gathered,
were in a similar gloomy vein. I never could figure out who
9
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read it.
The work was easy, but the staff, to a person, was sickly.
They suffered from ill-defined viruses, rashes, joint pain,
migraines, and depressions, for which they employed
psychotherapy (cognitive, behavioral, Freudian, Jungian,
Reichian,) vitamins, Chinese herbs and pharmaceuticals.
Weird, because we were all under thirty.
At lunch, they spoke of half-written or abandoned novels
about crumbling relationships or struggling young artists. I
was an outlier, even putting my lack of novel-writing aside.
I was healthy with no visible neuroses to boast about, and no
taste for self-examination, which I still find a losing game.
The deeper you dig, the more lost you get.
Still, it wasn’t a bad job. I was assistant to Caroline Van
Dam, a determined woman of 40-something. She wore
enormous shawls, in colors like orange or turquoise,
chunky Navajo necklaces, outfits with layers—shirts over
shirts, vests over sweaters, capes over jackets. She was in
a constant state of unwrapping and unraveling. Caroline
was, purportedly, involved with an older writer—someone
important. She cultivated an air of continual deliberation.
“I’ve been re-thinking Proust,” she might say, or, “Gatsby,
now, that’s a really fine book.” She would glare at me,
daring me to contradict her—but I’d never managed to wade
through Proust, and doesn’t everyone like Gatsby?
Anyway, Caroline had ambition. She cajoled well-known
restaurateur, Lowell Berg, to pony up five thousand dollars
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(a vast sum by the standards of Illuminati) for a fiction
contest. Lowell, punch-drunk on new wealth, was giddily
buying Brazilian coffee companies, organic cheese firms,
and Frenchified bistros. He went for the idea, and didn’t
skimp on advertising. The magazine had sworn off fiction
for years, so it was a major event to us, at least.
It was Caroline’s baby, so she picked the winner, which
was titled “Dark Christmas” and written by an unknown
author, Tomas Blok. Illuminati shied away from maudlin
seasonality, but Caroline decided to publish this “Christmas”
tale in the end-of-year “holiday” issue—even though its
story was violent, grotesque. The issue wasn’t called a
Christmas issues, but it appeared the same week so, for all
intents and purposes, it was.
“Exactly why it’s the right time to publish it,” she said, with
a tone of ‘listen and learn’ condescension. She turned away,
having devoted too many extra seconds in explaining herself
to a lightweight like me.
That week, we had our office holiday party. Hanukkah,
Kwanzaa, and Christmas had equal visual representation
on our shrunken tree. Lowell Berg brought his pale, blonde
girlfriend to this drab gathering of plastic wine glasses and
slabs of smoked salmon, which seemed the best Caroline
could manage with our limited funds. No one noticed that a
young woman had entered, pushing herself into the center of
the room.
For an awful second, I mistook her for one of Lowell’s
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conquests. When he wasn’t buying companies, or zooming
to other continents, Lowell had a roving eye; he collected
women, or they collected him.
Then the stranger screamed, “Where is Tomas? Tell me! I
will kill him!” She had an accent which could have been
Russian. That seemed fitting: her entrance seemed straight
out of one of those Russian novels where people fling
themselves on railroad tracks, and she was beautiful.
Lowell smiled at her appreciatively. “Calm down. Who is
Tomas?” He hadn’t ever read the magazine and wasn’t about
to start. He was a busy man.
“Tomas Blok, the writer who won our prize,” I explained.
“It’s about a wife who crucifies her husband.”
“Crucify?” asked Lowell, aghast. “On Christmas? What’s
wrong with you people?”
He approached the
uninvited guest. “I get
that you’re upset, the
spirit of Christmas
and everything.
That’s no
reason to blame
this Tomas.
He’s trying to
make a living,
right?”
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“Spirit of Christmas,” scoffed the woman. “This is my story
down to the last nail. You hear that? My story, and my name
is Magda Blok.” She looked fierce enough to spit a few
nails herself. We drew back.
Caroline now approached the intruder. “Magda, may I call
you Magda?” she asked with strained courtesy, as if she
were addressing a surly waitress.
“What else would you call me? Tomas?”
“I can see you’re upset. Are you Mrs. Blok?”
Magda’s lips formed a cruel line. “You are very clever.”
“Marital squabble,” said Lowell, eying her appreciatively.
“That figures.”
I turned to the woman. “Was it one of those symbolic
stories, like the husband was Christ and the wife was the
sinner? A reference to Borges?” I threw in Borges to impress
Caroline, but she didn’t notice, or if she did she didn’t let on.
“This is not interesting,” said Magda in a flat, tired voice.
Everyone seemed to start talking at once, names and quotes
flying around. I don’t know why but I snuck into Caroline’s
office to find Tomas’s address. It didn’t take long. Moments
later, I caught Magda Blok, waiting for the elevator as the
party went on. I gently tapped her on the shoulder and she
turned around as if expecting someone else. I handed her the
address, which she accepted with a blend of amusement and
disdain.
“This is not your job,” she said.
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“I know, but I hope it helps,” I said.
“I’m not the one who needs help,” was her answer.
Why did I do something so rash? I guess that I pitied her,
histrionics and all. First a husband dumps her, then steals her
work. Or was it the other way around? Maybe he stole the
story, and then, ashamed, ran off. Either way, I didn’t blame
her. But looking back, I see that my action was childish. It
was out of character, too. I usually ignored what went on
around me and walked around in a sad fog.
It rained for hours on the morning after the party. Most of
the staff had taken the week off, but I hung around for lack
of anything better to do. Caroline was out, maybe calming
Lowell Berg. A man stormed in—he was soaked through and
through. He had only a light parka on, and his tiny umbrella
had twisted into nothingness. His fair hair fell limply across
his face—a short stocky man, a wide unlined forehead, and
full lips. I couldn’t say how old he was—with men, I never
can tell. He looked like dozens of other men I’ve known.
“Where the hell is Caroline,” he screamed, in an accent that
was strong as Magda’s, but maybe from a different part of
the world. “I am Tomas Blok.”
“I know who you are,” I said, since I did. “Caroline’s out.”
“Hiding,” he snarled. He charged into Caroline’s messy
office. “Who believes a stranger at a party? Who gives out
my private address?”
“I did. She said you stole her story. That was awkward
14
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because if she isn’t your wife…”
“I never said who she was,” he interrupted. Then he looked
at my left-hand “ring” finger. “You are married?”
“I was,” I said. “He killed himself. Actually, he flung himself
from our apartment. I don’t know why I told you that.”
“You’re lying,” Tomas said. “You know why.”
I found myself staring at his wrists, which were broad and
strong. “Maybe,” I said.
“You know,” he said, and he learned forward until we
almost touched. “My mother died when I was a boy. When
I was a teen, my father – a large handsome man – he took
a new wife, a young, uneducated girl, beautiful like you. I
started to create thoughts, to make her want me. Such things
happen, we became lovers, she became insane when I tried
to leave. When my father
found out, he attacked her
like an animal, and now he’s
a caged animal in prison.”
Tomas seemed, suddenly,
to have grown taller or
younger. My mouth felt
dry. I said, “Why didn’t
you plant better thoughts?
Why create suffering?”
“Americans think
everything is easy. This isn’t
a telephone call,” he said.
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“It’s…unpredictable, like a killer flu. Sometimes the link
between two minds is so strong that it’s dangerous.”
“I never know what anyone is thinking,” I said.
He shrugged with infinite passivity. The rain had stopped,
but the winter sky stayed dark. I was about to turn on the
lights. But Tomas stopped my hand before I could move the
switch—there was no point in pretending, was there? We left
together, wordless.
My apartment was out of the question. I led him to one of
those cheap, run-down hotels that most people don’t know
exist. I’d had occasion to visit it before. I paid in cash, as
was my habit.
For the next few weeks, I saw him as often as he wanted. I
snuck off mid-afternoon to meet him, only for a half an hour
or so and always in the cheap hotel. I wanted more but that
was up to him. I never asked Tomas if he’d written the story.
It made no difference. If there still was a bond between
Tomas and Magda, either could have grabbed the narrative,
mid-air, from the other.
Was I guilty? No, not at all. My desire for Tomas did not
alter my other relationship. Far from it, I had more need,
rather than less. The man I lived with enjoyed me more, too.
But I was intensely jealous about Tomas. In the middle of
the night, I imagined him with Magda, kissing the back of
her swan-like neck, or telling her secrets that belonged to
me, inventing a story that I was not part of.
At the office, we were flooded with complaints about his
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story. Readers called it “offensive,” “vulgar,” and so forth.
Worse yet, the rumors about plagiarism stuck. It seemed that
everyone (and their therapists, herbalists, fitness trainers and
doctors) knew of Magda’s outburst. It made for good press,
with its “he says/she says” angle and the bonus of Caroline’s
shaky judgment.
No one liked Caroline much.
“It’s strange,” said Caroline. “I haven’t heard a peep from
Magda Blok. I wonder if her act was a P.R. stunt. Tomas is
crafty.” She adjusted her silk scarf from front to back, and
then back again, as though she could not decide where it
belonged.
“I heard he can read minds,” I said.
“Crap,” said Caroline looking straight into my eyes. “He
asked me to mail the check to his work address. He said it
was easier to get mail there, but …maybe he was hiding it
from her.”
“But he seemed upset about what she said,” I said uneasily.
“He told you?” she asked in a voice I recognized. The man I
lived with used it when he felt sorry for me, which was most
of the time.
“The day after the holiday party. He wasn’t here long.”
“Well, I’ll call him at his office tomorrow, clear the air,” she
said.
The word “office” jarred me. Tomas and I had met in dives,
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fly-by-night hotels with paper-thin walls and frayed sheets.
I had paid for the room in cash, as Tomas stood by gazing at
the wall. It wasn’t awkward because he was, or he led me to
think he was, a struggling writer. Not that he looked the part:
Tomas was strong and fleshy to the point of plumpness. His
shirts and pants were freshly pressed, never soiled. He never
threw his clothes on the floor, but folded them neatly on a
chair, and then carefully placed his shoes under the seat.
That evening, a clear, chilly night, I walked hurriedly to
where Tomas lived – I’d taken the address off Caroline’s
desk. I found his house on a narrow, cobbled street of small
wooden houses, trees in front yards, dogs leading their
owners around. Tomas’s house was charming and white;
and from the stoop, I heard strains of music, Schubert, I
think. I rang the doorbell. Tomas opened the door, and I said,
“Where is Magda? Does she live here?” He stared at me, full
force, then slammed the door in my face.
The next day, Caroline called me into her office. Yes, Tomas
had called her. She, gently, suggested that it might be better
“for all of us” if I found work elsewhere. “I know you tried,”
she said, which was so far from the truth that I could only
laugh.
That night, I started packing. There’s always more to lose,
if you keep going, and I needed to cut my losses. The man
I lived with begged me to stay. He said I needed more time
to “heal” and find my true “self.” I wonder who he thought
that self was. His version of me, introspective, vulnerable,
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timid. But I had found my “self,” and I was stuck with her.
(As for time healing all wounds, I doubt it, or that hasn’t
been my experience.)
But I left, and found a studio in Manhattan, and a job at
an uptown art gallery as bright and shiny as Illuminati had
been dim and dusty. It displayed artwork of the type that my
former employer deplored. Its customers breezed through
the rooms, and spoke in low, expensive voices. To them, I
was wallpaper, or less than that, which suited me.
Not long after, Magda Blok entered the gallery dressed in
an ankle-length fur coat, beautiful as ever. She looked like
a criminal or a victim, nothing in-between. She greeted me
as if she’d expected to see me but was disappointed all the
same. I felt oddly glad to see her, as if a friend was visiting,
and I gave her an impetuous, childish hug. She bore it well,
and told me, somewhat imperiously, that she was there to
pick up a painting “under the name of Berg.” We walked to
the back of the gallery—it was not as bright as the front, and
I had to search a while before I found it.
A ghastly image of a man’s face, gashed, his black eyes
staring outward, as if he knew his killer. As it happened, I
knew the painting well: the artist was my former husband.
By now, his paintings commanded a small fortune, although
after his death I’d sold them for next to nothing; the fancy
uptown gallery only employed me as a favor. No reason
for Magda to know that. Instead we talked about traffic on
Madison, the rainy forecast, a senseless foreign war, but she
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avoided mentioning Tomas.
I finally managed to ask: “And Tomas?”
“Dead,” she said, not changing her expression. “He jumped
from a window from his office building. I heard your
husband did the same.”
I admitted that yes, he had, although it wasn’t an office
building.
“But the world is filled with such coincidences…if you
believe in coincidence,” she smiled.

Does anyone believe in coincidence? Not really, not when
you get down to it.
Then I noticed what I should have at the start—the painting
had been sold to Lowell Berg. “Lowell bought this,” I said.
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“It’s not a bad investment.” I didn’t add that normal people
wouldn’t want to look at such a ghastly image. Normal
people wanted vibrant colors, images of rivers and daffodils
and sunshine, not this face that looked like a wound.
“It’s not an investment, it’s a gift for me,” she said. “Don’t
look shocked, I met him at that party, the Christmas party.
Which I why I came, to make Lowell notice me. As you say
in America, mission accomplished with a white lie. Lowell’s
forgiven me, not that there’s anything to forgive.”
“There’s something to forgive,” I told her. “You lied about
Tomas, about the story.”
“Don’t be a child,” she said. “Tomas and his father were
animals. Don’t waste time thinking about people like them.
You and I meant nothing to Tomas, less than nothing. We
were just something to throw away.”
But I was miles from Tomas, back on a sweltering August
night, in a stuffy apartment that smelt of burnt garlic from
the pizzeria below. I’d come home, tired, and hoped for a
fancy birthday dinner out, and instead, my husband gave
me this, this grotesque painting. Third-rate De Kooning.
I’d laughed in his face and walked out. Hours later, he
was crushed on the sidewalk below—although we weren’t
high above the ground, he fell hard. I didn’t know about
distances, then, how easy it is to slip when there’s no one to
catch you, how cruel the slide down can be. Magda knew
that, and I couldn’t tell if she was on the way up or down.
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We’d met in mid-air, either way.
“I won’t take this painting now, but you keep it safe for me,”
she said, and she kissed me, on my lips, and then again.
That was a while ago. Every so often, I think of calling
her, my hand is on my phone, but somehow, it’s always the
wrong time of day; and I suppose it never will be the right
one for either of us.
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