
EXTRACT: FAY NICOLSON 

 

It is a tiny picture, a miniature. From a couple of meters away all she can see is a 

woman draped in cloth striding through the dark. Her robes are yellow and the 

pink is angel delight. One leg, clothed in orange, protrudes mid-step from her 

dress. She is the gold amongst the grey. Swishing and dashing. From a distance 

the only unrest is a flash of light in the clouds. 

The image is contained within a thin floral border. Alternating white and gold on a 

dark background. It contains everything and makes the whole feel part of a bigger 

story, a wider tradition; like a manuscript illumination.  

At arm’s length darker details emerge. The woman is in a forest at night. Thunder 

and lightening crack from the top of the image, way up in the inky sky. The damp 

ground is illuminated by sparks. It is musty and green, splashed with orange light. 

She is on the bank of a river or stream. Water undulates in quick grey streaks.  

To her left is a ghoul. The ghoul is ashen, the same colour as tree bark. Her long 

messy hair falls about her shoulders. She is naked and carrying an ashen child. Her 

mouth is full of canine teeth. Her breasts droop, an unsubtle symbol of her age, 

her status. She looks used up. Her vulva sags. The bottom half of her legs appear 

backwards; her feet point the wrong way. Her baby’s legs are the same. How does 

she walk? Which direction is she going in? One hand holds her child, the other 

gestures to the woman in supplication. 

Close up to the surface of the painting she sees the woman is adorned in gold, in 

jewels, overladen with bangles and necklaces, all sorts of rings and ornaments. Two 

of her anklets have fallen by her feet. She has jangled them off in a rush, left them 

behind by mistake. A viper has wrapped itself around one exposed ankle. The 

golden loop of her jewellery replaced by a serpent. Another serpent stands 

between her and the ghoul, gazing up in provocation.  



Despite the crashing thunder and present danger, the women in yellow seems 

calm, nonchalant. She strides on to her destination taking a casual look back at her 

impoverished double.  

 

 

 

 


