The Twelve
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Twelve stepstothe end of the day.
Twelve steps ‘till I'm putaway.
Like a car or a toy,

Placed without fanfare orjoy.

Twelve steps to darkest midnight.
Twelve steps, no future, right?
Like a flower, dead and dry,

What use is it to cry?

Twelve steps ‘till light in the East.
Twelve steps don’t matterthe least.
Like a train in a tunnel, light at the end,

Visible ‘till you take the wrong bend.

Twelve steps ‘till it’s noon.
Twelve steps none too soon.
Like a runnerat the end of a race,

Relief, finally it’s time to leave this place.

Twelve steps from start until done.
Twelve stepsif you count the first one.
Like each step from my door to my wall,

One by one I've counted themall.
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