Raskolnikov

Each day you accumulate small steals from hard efforts  

and the spirit’s degradation stretches out its black wing. 
The heart sours as it grows, sickens like forgotten fruit 
when it fails to bring forth. Nobody knows you.
How heavy time is. You think that’s axiomatic. 

Death struggle in the mind’s vortex. You wait to be found out.

Can the stem hold the weight of the head –
the promissory seeds show a leaning but no ground? 
You winter in self-mutterings, climb the fateful stair, 

then money, like life, a caterwaul reflex, empties all away.  
You raise the axe a hundred thousand times; 
hear the whistle of air, expect everything to burn and smoke, 
show its disease, the earth go down in an iron flame, 

but not this, this slow summer smoulder, 
not the equitable light, not the re-dawning day after 
day over the Neva, the Voznessenky bridge,

not the suffering streets, the people like lice zigzagging, 
not down every Prospekt this inscrutable vice holding the same. 
What you carry came before your birth.

You disappoint yourself. All else is a fever of the sun.
