Ducky’s October 23’96
There are women in my attic

I can hear them walking around

And beating on the windows

At night they whisper stories in my ear

They want my help

Their words are sweet and soft

When they think I’m not listening

They scream and run wild

“Fuck you, you fucking bitch”

They think I don’t hear

And these people still talk around me

I am one of those women in the attic

I am looking through old pane windows

At these people
They don’t see me or hear me

I’ve got to leave

There are no curtains

I can bang on these windows

I am screaming at them to stop

They can’t hear me

There is no Jane to wonder and seek me out

They, these people at the table

Will leave me here in the attic

Those women are in other rooms

They scream at me for being weak

They are angry I can’t reach the people at the table

Some cry, they have tried for so long

They are so tired, there is no strength left

I sit in the corner and wonder what I should do next

The people at the table are still talking

The women are still yelling and crying

I am warm and quiet in the corner.

