Nikola Petrusová

A Portrait of Myself
The trickles of watery gold—

The crowning jewel of her skin,

So pale and genteel,

Yearning for a touch.

Those tainted glaciers of her eyes,

Grey with dust of highways and towns,

Magnified with transparent chunks of ice—

I have known none such.

The pursed petals of her lips,

Seductive and warm,

Speak volumes of her soul lovelorn.

And with a smile she shakes her head,

Filled with the most bizarre of ideas,—

But not too keenly, lest they might fall out and shatter

Like the most fragile of glass.

“Who are you?” ask I, “An angel, heaven’s divine spy?”

She laughs at that, twisting her face, then suddenly gone is all grace;

“A demon then?” I rephrase, “A devil’s spawn?

“A warlock’s enslaved elfin pawn?

“Corrupted and rotten under your outer splendour?”

She lets out but a snigger,

Then in her creaky voice she sardonically does speak:

“I am many monsters, and each of them is you.”
What I Remember 
What I remember from

The dominion of that room

(That was not my own)

And I wish those images were gone,

Is that 

There was no shelter for my thoughts,

(And still isn’t)
Where I could hide from the eyes of gods,
The vengeful All-seeing eye of the crow,
The thunder of eight-legged horses,
The serpent rising from the seas,
A mistletoe arrow,
The howling of the wolf swallowing the dawn.
And in the dark—the demons crept in,

Snarling and wiggling their tongues,
Susceptible to light,
But I never had a torch

Nor a single strip of day

To keep the monsters at bay;
Only a fictional lover—
The gentle Frost Giant—
To keep my bed and body warm.
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