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I’m not sure 

where the ride was supposed to take me. 

I look to the sky a lot lately. 

 

How docile the Blackhawks are  

at the hanger. Like dogs in the pen, 

the Blackhawks’ matte finish soaks up the sun 

their hound dog props pick up to attention 

at the sound of clips, bolts, boots. 

  

  


