reflection
A hooded man leads a donkey

homeward at twilight

down muddy, rutted streets.

His shoes are caked with mud

and his clothes are wet

from a day of work in the rain.

It is cold and late.

At the top of a hill

he stops and looks

at a clean stone footpath

with lily ponds and bamboo walls.

After a moment he turns, steps,

and laughs silently into the wind.
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