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Spite 

What a day it’s been—
	 with every ornery stepping forward.

It started with a hole that should have been
	 butter to dig 
	 but was cussed with rocks.

Next came some green oily smoke 
	 rolling through with alarm
	 from somewhere close by.

And meaner than all of that was
	 the small hornets’ nest 
	 that should have been as easy as pie to get at
	 but was in fact 
	 buried deep down in thorns like the devil.

What might otherwise have been plain and simple  
	 became whipped up and shouting 
	 with no clear cause at all
Except of course for the world’s ongoing need 
	 to connive. 




