
 
dandana.us/poems 

Milepost 81 
 

a steepening climb 
while slip-sliding downhill fast, 

just turned a sharp curve 
 

this past weekly lap 
seemed quicker than previous, 

though clocks do not lie 
 

still shuffling onward, 
watchful of slippery slope, 

mapping route ahead 
 

road’s end looks closer  
than I once thought possible 
through a young man’s eyes 

 
milepost eighty-one: 

twelve more months behind me now, 
what’s around the bend? 

 

 
 

23 October 2026 


