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White Rabbit Obscura 

Chantelle Bayes 

One 

And so the world was created. Everyone a figment of each other’s imagination fashioned out 

of words, in the image of themselves. The child climbs onto her father’s lap. It’s my story and 

it can happen any way I like. She has named the boy in her story after him. He thinks she 

looks a lot like her mother right now. Those legs like bowling pins, nose that twitches like a 

rabbit. When he laughs the scar above his eye crinkles. A slash of white on his skin, a relic 

from their relationship. On with the story.  

Two 

There was a skin and bone child who cried in the middle of the night. Parents 

with bills to pay don’t panic over stomach pains. Children get sick. So the 

mother gave him cough syrup, so the father could get some rest. Take a 

couple of days off school? But he liked school. Then he fainted. Pains in his 

chest. Just here at the left lung. Doctor, there’s something wrong with our 

child. Funny how the stomach isn’t where you expect. Not low down at the 

belly button but closer to your heart. See that curvy shadow on the x-ray? 

Empty. The doctor gave the boy two stiches above his right eye and sent him 

home.  

2 

Three 

I like this painting. A family sitting around a table. A celebrity chef standing to the 

left. In the centre is a lamb with its throat cut, blood trickling into a metal tray. At least they 

know where it came from, it wasn’t reformed and packaged, given a new name. They aren’t 

pretending it’s something else. 

I take a drag on my cigarette, fill my head with warm smoke. I draw my fingers along 

the brush strokes, create long diagonal shadows on the white of the lamb. I think of all the 

bugs ground up for varnish, the animal fat thickening the paint. 

‘It’s sad, isn’t it?’ 

I remove the cigarette from my mouth, careful to blow the smoke away from the 

paint. ‘That’s not the point,’ I say. 

We stand for a few minutes looking at the picture while I finish. He’s so much more 

brittle than I remember him. Thinner. Duller. Just older. We head upstairs to the restaurant. I 

order myself a rum and coke, a beer for him. We list significant events, summarise the plot 

points of our now separate lives. Mum’s fine. The turtle died, lawn mower accident. How’s 

my boyfriend? Which one.  

‘Are you coming home?’ he asks. 

Home. What’s that? I look into my drink. An ice-cube bobs in the black liquid. What 

is coke? Some sort of nut, a leaf? Someone once told me it was molasses and cocaine back in 

Victorian times. Probably just artificial flavour now, bubbly black chemical dye.  

‘I just want to know you’re okay.’ 
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I order him another drink and leave him there. Maybe I will go home. 

There’s a black car waiting for me on the road. Just one last time, she says, one last 

show and I get in.  

Four 

 I watch him eat his salad. He’s a vegetarian you know. See that scar 

above his eye? A fox that got caught in a fence. It bit him, scratched but he 

saved the thing anyway. His fork clings against the plate and he lifts another 

mouthful of leaves. They disappear between his teeth as his eyes dart around 

like a rabbit alert for predators. When he’s finished, we walk home. 

The house is warm. I run my lips, my tongue over his neck. His soft 

sun kissed skin, like honey. My teeth slip into his flesh, a love bite. His 

hands grip my shoulders and rip me away. I can feel the warm blood on my 

face turn cold in the air. Red smears along his fist. The floor is cold beneath 

me. ‘I’m just so hungry.’ 

I see the teardrops, dark streaks on his shoulder. I put a hand to my 

eyes and turn away. Footsteps. His body presses into me, his head on the 

back of mine. So I turn back, hug him and look into dark eyes, filled entirely 

with shadows. I stroke his head, the white soft fur to his tail. Stupid bunny, 
4

you can’t love a fox. He cuddles into me and closes his eyes as I lift him, 

take him to the kitchen, sit him on the bench.  

I take a knife from the holder, run my finger along the sharp edge. 

The blade casts long shadows across the bench. I chop up a carrot from the 

fruit bowl and offer him a piece. His nose crinkles, then he takes it in his 

teeth and chews.  

Five 

Every morning the sun is pulled up by webs and every evening dropped back into the sea. 

During this time, a girl called Persevere sits in a room near the top of a skyscraper trying to 

capture the perfect story in a mirror. 

Slashes of light fall over the apartment and fill the shadows. The room is full of glass, 

clinging to walls, suspended on strings, twisting and reflecting the world below. She carves 

these stories into onions, preserves them with formaldehyde and places them side by side in a 

cabinet. 

Some of the mirrors have begun to warp with age, distorting reality and showing the 

world’s new shape. A rabbit hops onto the road. Nearly two thousand people slip a chocolate 

into their wanting mouths at the same time. Life is snuffed out under a black car. A middle-

aged woman with five kids and fourteen cats takes another two aspirin and drifts back to 

sleep. 
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Persevere stops whittling to wipe the water from her eyes. What will she do when she 

has found her story? I don’t know. I suppose I will stop. 

 

  Six 

 

Louis sets up his device, a box draped in black cloth. A small hole at one end funnels light 

inside. On the back wall of the box, an image of the world grows and darkens. They say if a 

dead body is washed in silver nitrate and draped in a shroud, light will stain the cloth with its 

image. Some of the old saint’s faces never faded. If decomposition produced the right 

chemicals than the face might be preserved. He had to guess the combination. 

 Louis positions the camera in front of his rabbit hutch. Sometimes the image is clean, 

a rabbit curled in sleep, or black eyes visible against stark white fur. Other times the rabbits 

move, blurring the image and creating traces of movement.  His wife, unaware of his camera 

scoops up one of Louis’s subjects and cradles him in her arms. She sits and coos to the rabbit 

before twisting the life from his fragile neck.  

Her image captured, lost in a box and unearthed from a dusty shop by another Louis. 

Camera slung around his neck, Louis the second purchases the ancient obscura and 

keepsakes. In a house full of tubes and wires, where devices connect to walls like umbilical 

cords to a body, Louis prepares and frames his collection. The prize piece is a rolled cloth, 

stained with the face of a woman. The title scrawled in black ink across the top: Lady Rabbit. 

Her body offered up to experimentation so Louis might have his images of the world.  
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 Five 

Every evening the sun is caught with nets and pulled down into the sea, and 

every morning left to float back into the sky. During this time, a girl called Sacrifice 

sits on a balcony at the top of a skyscraper trying to capture the perfect story in a 

mirror. She looks up. Tonight is the night. 

At about midnight a man walks past the building. She carves him with his 

glasses on looking up at the building where she sits, looking up at her and she carves 

herself into bones watching him in the mirrors watching her.  

The moon rolls out from behind a cloud. The light catches in his glasses and 

magnifies in the mirrors of the room where Sacrifice carves. The moon reflects in the 

teardrops of her eyes reflected in the mirrors back at her. The light is so bright that 

Sacrifice feels she has but does not close her eyes. When another cloud rolls over and 

the moonlight is gone, the room goes black and she can no longer see. 

What will she do now she is blind? I will carve the stories in my head. So she 

sits at the window, the glass still dispersing strips of street lights over her while she 

carves deep abstract pictures into bones. 

An overweight woman starves to death. A man with a daughter, a wife, a scar 

above his right eye sits down in the park to cry. A girl waits. A rabbit dies. Someone 

in black paints white stories on her skin. 
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Four 

Outside she puts me on the grass, kisses my head and closes the door. I look 

up at her before running off across the backyard into to the safety of the 

trees. Beyond the bush is a field. I watch my shadow on the grass, black in 

the night light. I stop to smell a strawberry plant, nibble it then move on. 

White lines frame black tarmac. It’s dark, quiet. I hop and a noise. A blur 

and the car hits me.  

Three 

I stand on stage. This is real art, someone says. Radical. I’m the third installation in a series 

of moving artwork. We are silent film strips, story fragments spliced together. My skin is 

painted white and black, the only thing I wear. I sit on an elongated chair. Shadows draw 

across the floor in distortions of the furniture, all painted on. A fragment of my story is 

written across the stage in German. The white letters draw the eye, a softening of the 

darkness.  

This is all part of a silent play of course. Actors tour the gallery interpreting our lip 

movements for the audience. I balance on the chair, reach my hand out towards the painted 

door like one of Michelangelo’s angels. Then I go to the window and rest my head against the 

sill and wait. I write, fiddle, look at the black and white watch drawn on my wrist, chew my 

fingernails. Every movement an exaggeration. I’m waiting but for what? That’s up to Fritz.  

8

He’s the host of this show. He reads us differently with each oscillation of the room. 

Sometimes we’re parts of the same film; sometimes we’re fragments. 

For the last rotation, I’m sitting on the chair, head tipped towards the skewed door, 

legs drawn up onto the seat. I create a nice line with my back. My body is all sharp angles, 

edges, hard lines. Here she is waiting for her dead lover to return. She will undoubtedly 

starve herself to death. Fritz is eating an apple. He delivers his crunching bites between lines. 

I haven’t eaten all day. The audience will notice the sharp shadows painted on my skin, 

protruding ribs, the curved black lines from my eyes to my chin picking out my cheek bones. 

My body shudders in jerky repetitions. He points out my exaggerated expressions as I 

anxiously wait for the door to open. Nina, the actor assists with my voice, a rushed ramble of 

words.  

I think about home. 

‘Darling the show was great,’ she tells me as I step from the stage. When It isn’t I’ll 

go home.  

Two 

There was a pudgy child who ate as much as she could. Parents who loved 

their children were supposed to sacrifice. A meal or two for her happiness. 

The father worked two jobs. The mother spent the days buying, baking, 

wanting. Then he died. The mother beat the child, her fault his heart slowed 

down. Want a cookie? Well, we don’t even have that. Fat little girl, it’ll do 
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you good to go without. The girl grew skinny and tall, the mother grew 

small and shrivelled. House, job, husband, kid, car. Doctor, I can’t keep 

anything down. The road, the rabbit, a bus stop. Streaks of white fur on 

meat. I think there’s something wrong with me. 

One 

His daughter lies in bed just like her mother. Her plump head on the white pillow, black hair 

sprawling, a new freckle on her nose. He could just eat her up. Her large eyes closed, 

unknowing, like a rabbit caught in front of a car. He kisses her forehead. Lingers. Tears in his 

eyes. For a moment she tastes of sugar. He closes the book, lip to lip leaving the story inside. 

And so the world was created. Everyone a figment of each other’s imaginations, fashioned 

out of words in the image of themselves.  


