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Gothic 
 
I saw an angel at the bottom of the Rambla 
near the port. Her wings gothic doors: 
bronze and pointed at the top. 
 
She was texting - her lover, her dog sitter, 
maybe Jesus. You blew her a kiss. 
 
She smiled, caught it slow  
and put it in her heart with a wishbone 
and God knows what. 
 
 


