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			“For those interested in epic storytelling, captivating characters, and authoritative insights, Barcelona has no real competition.… Hughes leads readers on an enlightening and sophisticated cultural journey that will illuminate the city’s history.”

			—San Francisco Chronicle

		

		
			“Lavish … Hughes sees deeply and meticulously [and] his feel for the texture of things [is] acute … a tribute that could hardly be better rendered.”

			—Chicago Tribune

		

		
			“Hughes can move commandingly from a Miró canvas to transvestite hookers in the street without missing a beat—and bring to both the same kind of rigorous attention and full-bodied sensibility.… The text is enlivened at every turn by … mischievous erudition, rococo diction, and Augustan bite.”

			—Time

		

		
			“Truly majestic … The city is lucky to be commemorated … by so formidable a chronicler.… [A] cornucopia of facts, evocations, interpretations and speculations, presented with a grand enthusiasm … immense range, variety, and exuberance.”

			—Jan Morris, Los Angeles Times

		

		
			“Hughes is a writer of such virtuosity that he could make a mattress tag lively reading.… He has sketched a portrait of the city and its 2,000-year history with such brio that one comes to think of it as a person.… His writing is a species of engaging highbrow hip-hop—great fun in itself.… His kinetic prose is a performance.”

			—Christian Science Monitor
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		Robert Hughes was born in Australia in 1938 and after 1964 lived in Europe and the United States. He worked in New York as art critic for Time magazine until 2001. His books include The Art of Australia (1966); Heaven and Hell in Western Art (1969); The Shock of the New (1981, 1991); The Fatal Shore (1987), winner of both the W. H. Smith Prize and the Duff Cooper Award; a collection of essays on art and artists, Nothing If Not Critical (1990); and Frank Auerbach (1990). He twice received the Franklin Jewett Mather Award for Distinguished Criticism from the College Art Association of America, and in 1991 was made an Officer in the Order of Australia. He died in 2012.

	
		
			[image: ]
		

	
		
			FIRST VINTAGE BOOKS EDITION, MARCH 1993

			Copyright © 1992 by Robert Hughes

			All rights reserved under International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. Published in the United States by Vintage Books, a division of Random House, Inc., New York, and simultaneously in Canada by Random House of Canada Limited, Toronto. Originally published in hardcover by Alfred A. Knopf, Inc., New York, in 1992.

			Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data Hughes, Robert, 1938– Barcelona / Robert Hughes.—1st Vintage Books ed.
p. cm.
Includes bibliographical references.
1. Barcelona (Spain)—Civilization. 2. Barcelona (Spain)—Buildings, structures, etc. 3. Arts, Spanish—Spain—Barcelona. 4. Architecture—Spain—Barcelona. I. Title.
DP402.B265H86 1992
946’.72—dc20 92-56349

			Ebook ISBN 9780307764614

			Author photograph © Joyce Ravid

			v3.1_r2

		

	
		
			For Xavier and Maria-Luisa Corberó

		

	
		CONTENTS

		
			Cover

			Other Books by This Author

			About the Author

			Title Page

			Copyright

			Dedication

		

		PREFACE

		
			
			1. The Color of a Dog Running Away

		
			Part I: The Old City
		

		
			
			2. The Domain of the Hairy Hero

		
			
			3. “If Not, Not”

		
			
			4. Under the Citadel

		
			Part II: The New City
		

		
			
			5. Blind with Love for a Language

		
			
			6. Going to the Fair

		
			
			7. The Feast of Modernity

		
			
			8. The Hermit in the Cave of Making

		
			
			BIBLIOGRAPHY

		
			Illustration Credits

		

	
		PREFACE

		This book was meant to be thinner. My original intent, in 1987, was to write an account of the modernista or Art Nouveau period (roughly, 1875–1910) in Barcelona, concentrating on its architecture, as a companion for visitors to the city.

		This notion changed. It would have meant examining the foliage of the tree without considering its trunk and roots. So much of what was built in Barcelona in the late nineteenth century was grounded in a strong, even obsessive, sense of the Catalan past, in particular its medieval past, that there was little point in trying to describe the newer without the older. Moreover, the desire to revive the glories of the Catalan middle ages, felt so strongly by the architects of Barcelona’s fin de siècle, was also shared by writers, painters, and sculptors, and deeply entwined with the issues of political independence from Madrid and a sense of cultural continuity expressed in the struggle for the Catalan language.

		It is a truism that all cities are shaped by politics. But it is true nevertheless—and true, to a spectacular and insistent degree, of Barcelona. To take only the Catalan architect everyone has heard of, Antoni Gaudí: his work is hard to read until one grasps not only his sense of a specifically Catalan past, but his convictions about Catalan autonomy and his intense and patriarchal religious conservatism as well. In such matters lies the clue to why his rich patrons, notably Eusebi Güell, employed him: not just because he was an architect of genius, but because his ideology fitted theirs. The political and economic history of Barcelona is written all over its plan and buildings, and one cannot begin to understand Catalan architecture—particularly that of the nineteenth century, when it was such a forceful expression of national aspiration—without the image bank of local identity that lay behind it and often makes sense of what the foreign visitor is apt, at first, to assign to “mere” fantasy.

		The time span of the book is nearly two thousand years, from the emergence of Barcelona as a tiny Augustan colony in the first century A.D. to the death of Gaudí in 1926. It treats the Roman, Visigothic, Moorish, and Frankish periods of the city—say, to about 900 A.D.—very sketchily. Its period is the thousand years after that, and its main concentration is on the city in the second half of the nineteenth and the first quarter of the twentieth century. I refer to some of the urbanistic and cultural results of the Franco years (1939–75) in the first chapter, but I have made no attempt to deal with the Republic and the civil war at all, since it is the one decade in Barcelona’s history that is exhaustively covered by non-Spanish historians—and it requires, in any case, skills I do not have.

		The coming decade, it seems, will see the final winding-up of the model of cultural activity that served modernism so well, one that it inherited from papal Rome and seventeenth- to nineteenth-century Paris: the idea of the central city dictating its norms to the provinces and colonies. Probably the last city to assume that role in culture was New York, whose heyday lasted from about 1925 to 1975. In a postimperial world sundered by irrepressible nationalisms, and in a Europe where—irony of ironies—nationalist fervor, often of an ugly and racist kind, is once more on the rise even as the structures of European unification are bolted into place, the focus of cultural interest seems bound to follow the political shift and address itself to the local, the particular, the “non-mainstream.” In writing about Barcelona, I wanted to write about a culture that was, from the point of view of the larger capitals, “provincial.” (No doubt this was involved, on a none-too-subliminal level, with the fact that I am a provincial, an Australian.) Even though the issue of Catalan political separatism was repudiated by its own State government in September 1991 and now seems politically dead except among a few nostalgists and rhetoricians (it could hardly be expected to survive the real democratic changes of Spain after 1975), the sense of Catalunya as a distinct cultural entity within the larger Iberian body endures. It has been a source of great strength—and, occasionally, of self-delusion as well—for writers, architects, and artists, many of whom viewed their own creative efforts as rebuttals of centralism; and its results have often transcended centralist ideas of the “merely local.”

		There remains, however, one thing I must emphasize. This is not intended to be, in any sense, a “scholarly” work. It is a general introduction. It is written from secondary sources and makes no claim to academic rigor, though I have made every effort to get the facts right. Nothing in it is aimed at the specialist in Catalan history. This should be clear from the absence of footnotes. For those who wish to pursue the story of the city in more detail—and most of the pursuit must be done in Catalan and Spanish, since relatively little that is of value has been written on Barcelona in English—I have included a bibliography of the main sources consulted. It represents, as I hope will be apparent, quite a lot of looking, reading, and walking over the last twenty years, but it is aimed at the intelligent general reader: the person I kept writing for, I now realize, was my younger self when I first came under the spell of the city Joan Maragall called la gran encisera, “the great enchantress”—making his first visits to Barcelona, neither reading nor speaking the language, unfamiliar with the city, but extremely curious about it.

		My main thanks for help with the book go to two people: Marcy Rudo, researcher, whose work on both the historical research and the finding of pictures in Barcelona archives was invaluable; and Xavier Corberó, for his generous friendship in letting me use his house so long, and so often, during the research and writing. Others favored me with guidance, information, and encouragement, though they are not to be blamed for the errors that inevitably arise when a non-Spanish writer attempts to tackle the intricacies of Catalan cultural history: Josep Acebillo, Oriol Bohigas, Victoria Combalía, Beth Galí, Lluís Goytisolo, Jordi Llovet, David Mackay, Margarita Obiols, Xavier Rubert de Ventós, and Maria-Luisa Tifón.

	
		CHAPTER ONE
The Color of a Dog Running Away

		I

		It is possible, some days, to see the whole of Barcelona with your feet on the ground. The vantage point is the old funfair on the Collserola massif behind the city, known as Tibidabo. Its odd name comes from the Latin phrase meaning “I will give you”: words spoken by the devil to Jesus Christ when he took him up on a mountain and showed him the estates of the world in their entire and seductive vanity. Jesus refused the offer; the modern visitor need not. When the weather is wrong and a dome of heat hangs over Barcelona, pressing the exhaust gases of its cars down into a brown smog that stretches out to sea, with only a few modern skyscrapers and the towers of Antoni Gaudí’s church of the Sagrada Famìlia, like drippy wax candles, piercing the murk, it is a depressing sight. But then the next morning a wind will spring up and carry the smirched air away, and the whole city looks washed, virginal, new in the sunlight.

		Barcelona is really three cities, sharply distinct in character, the newest enclosing the older, in which the oldest is set. On the perimeter, laced with ribbons of freeway, are the industrial suburbs that grew up in the post-1945 years of the Franco dictatorship; they are the products of unconstrained, unplanned growth in the 1950s and 1960s, stretching south to the Llobregat and north to the Besós rivers—a sprawl of factories and polygons, housing blocks for the hundreds of thousands of migrant workers who flooded Barcelona and decisively changed its social mix. Inside that is the big nineteenth-century grid of the Eixample, or Enlargement, which occupies the coastal plain where the massif breaks away and slopes down to the Mediterranean: the New City, a repetitive carpet of squares with chamfered corners, slit by larger avenues, all laid out on paper in 1859 and mostly filled in by 1910. Then, inside that, where the grid meets the bay, you see the regular march of units break up, bunch into confusion, and become an irregular cell cluster from which older-looking protrusions rise: old square towers, Gothic peaks. This is the Old City, the Barri Gòtic, or Gothic Quarter. To the right of it, the mountain of Montjuic rises. Beyond Montjuic lies the flat plane of the Mediterranean, silky, blue, and glittering. Inland ridge, plain, mountain, sea: the elements from which the city’s life was shaped.

		I became a Barcelona enthusiast, as near as I can recall, in the spring of 1966. I hardly knew a word of Spanish, let alone Catalan, but I went there for the oblique reason that I was fanatically keen on George Orwell and wanted to see the place to which he had paid his homage—the one city in Europe about which that insular Englishman felt moved to write with wholehearted affection. I did have one Catalan friend, met in London, who turned out to be my key to the city: one of the last of its dandies, the sculptor Xavier Corberó, a wiry bantam of a man with a bladelike gypsy nose, a sharp cackling sense of humor, and an aptitude for carving marble into refined shells, wings, and demilunes. Corberó’s ambition, which he shared with a number of young Catalans—writers, economists, doctors, architects, embryo politicians—was to help Barcelona recapture some of the luster it had a half century before their birth, back in the 1880s: a moment forgotten, in 1966, by everyone but the Catalans themselves.

		This seemed to deter neither Corberó nor his friends. He lived in a dark rambling masia, or farmhouse, preserved along with the rest of a rural lane, south of the city in Esplugües de Llobregat. Esplugües means “caves,” and indeed the place seemed riddled with catacombs dating back to Roman times; Corberó kept thousands of bottles of excellent wine in them, not racked but dumped in heaps, the labels half-obliterated by mold and rats. In this labyrinth, one was apt to lose track of time and place alike, given the Spanish hours and a floating population of polyglot houseguests, but most mornings I would manage to lurch out into the white-gold coastal light like a disoriented bat and head for the city, there to study—if that was the mot juste—the works of Gaudí and his circle, to riffle through the boxes of prints and cards and old photos in the dark narrow bookshops in the Barri Gòtic, and then, at three in the afternoon, to have lunch.

		The meals of my conversion took place in the fish restaurants that stuck like wooden fingers out to the beach at Barceloneta, the triangular grid of tenement blocks occupying the northern end of the port, built by an eighteenth-century engineer to house some of the fishermen and other workers left roofless after the Bourbon conquest of Barcelona in 1714. These restaurants are gone now, swept away by the socialist city government’s redevelopment of the seashore. They were a popular institution then, and cheap. The best of them was called El Salmonete, but they all had much the same layout. One walked past the open kitchen, with its haze of smoke from the roaring grills and crackle of sea things dumped with a flourish in tubs of boiling oil, and past the gargantuan display of ingredients—the round trays of cigalas, each stiffly arched on the ice; the mounds of red shrimp; the arrays of dentex, sea bass, squid, minuscule sand dabs, sardines, and toad-headed anglerfish; the tanks of live rock lobsters (Palinurus vulgaris, named for Aeneas’s drowned helmsman). One sat down as near the doors to the sea as possible. One struggled with the Catalan menu.

		Fried baby eels arrived, like white spaghetti in boiling oil; raw gooseneck barnacles known as percebes; and parrilladas, oval steel platters crammed with six or eight kinds of grilled fish. The long noisy room was full of families, three generations represented at each trestle table, from elderly patriarchs with seamed faces and nailbrush mustaches, down to allioli-smeared infants gumming their first squid. Beyond the glass doors, it seemed that half the working population of Barcelona was spending its lunchtime on the beach. No matter that the sand was grayish brown and littered with plastic. This was a populist paradise, like Reginald Marsh’s drawings of Coney Island in the 1930s or the Bondi Beach I had left behind in Sydney in 1964.

		Barceloneta presented a spectacle of democratic pleasure very unlike other parts of the Mediterranean I had come to know. This, it dawned on me through the wine and the hubbub, was because the city around it was in essence a citizen’s town. Barcelona has always been more a city of capital and labor than of nobility and commoners; its democratic roots are old and run very deep. Its medieval charter of citizens’ rights, the Usatges, grew from a nucleus which antedated the Magna Carta by more than a hundred years. Its government, the Consell de Cent (Council of One Hundred), had been the oldest protodemocratic political body in Spain. On it, artisans and laborers had equal votes with landowners and bankers. Catalans were fervent trade unionists at a time when most other Spaniards were bowing to the throne, and repeatedly, from the Burning of the Convents in 1835, through its various revolts of the 1840s and 1850s, its anarchist bombings of the 1890s, the orgy of anticlerical violence called the Setmana Tragica in 1909, and, of course, its bitter resistance to Franco and its terrible internecine conflicts and betrayals among anarchists, republicans, and Stalinists during the civil war of 1936–39, the city tore or blew itself apart in spasms of class violence. This seemed (at least to a young and vaguely left-leaning writer in the 1960s) to confer on it a more romantic character than most other modern places in Spain. The independence of Barcelonese working-class character was summed up in a cabaret song about the girl from Sants, the quarter between Montjuic and the sea, where the big calico mills once were. “Soc filla de Sants, / tinc les males sangs i les tares / de la llibertat”:

		
			I am a daughter of Sants
And I’ve got the bloodymindedness
And the faults
Of the freedom
My parents gave me—
The factory made me feel
Whimsical …

		

		I admired the signs of this spirit with the naïve intensity that (fortunately or not) is reserved for one’s twenties. But what did foreigners, including juvenile art critics, know about Barcelona and its peculiar local culture twenty-five years ago? Almost nothing. The fifteen hundred years of the city’s existence had produced only five names that came easily to mind: the cellist Pau Casals, the artist Joan Miró and his somewhat tarnished coeval Salvador Dalí, both of whom were still very much alive, and the dead architect Antoni Gaudí, whom most visitors supposed to have been some kind of a Surrealist as well. And Picasso, who had studied there as a youth and remained sentimentally attached to his memories of its fin de siècle bohemia. Barcelona was the springboard from which he dived into Paris. There were fragments of literary association too: Jean Genet, for instance, had reputedly based his play The Balcony on a seedily grand whorehouse that in the 1960s still existed in the Eixample. It boasted rooms of illusion whose tattiness echoed that of the preelectronic funfair up on Tibidabo. They included, apart from the usual dungeons and fairy grottoes, a room fixed up as the sleeping carriage on an imagined Orient Express. The bed shook and a crudely painted diorama of the Alps unrolled past the window, getting stuck now and again. But the house, far from being the theater of power imagined by Genet, was frequented mainly by sedate Catalan businessmen who played Parcheesi with the girls.

		Apart from Gaudí’s more visible buildings, such as the Sagrada Famìlia or La Pedrera (the Stone Quarry, as everyone calls the undulating apartment block, formally known as the Casa Milà, on Passeig de Gràcia), the rest of the city might as well have been created—to a foreigner’s eye—by men from Mars. Barcelona had two great periods of building: the first in the Middle Ages, which created the Old City, and the second between 1870 and 1910, which formed the Eixample, the New City. Most of these buildings were in a recognizable Art Nouveau idiom, and in the mid-1960s the rehabilitation of Art Nouveau had not yet happened; for most people it was still an obsolete, unrevivable period style, an ornamental freak, liked mainly by hippies.

		No guidebooks to Barcelonese architecture existed that were of any use. Who outside Catalunya had ever heard of such architects as Lluís Domènech i Montaner, for instance, or Josep Puig i Cadafalch? Or, for that matter, Ildefons Cerdà i Sunyer, the socialist civil engineer who in 1859 had designed the grid layout of the Eixample, the first of modernism’s Utopian city plans and (in its original form) the only humane one? What foreign visitors, except a few specialists who knew Catalan, could read the verse of Barcelona’s leading poets of the period from 1875 to 1925, Jacint Verdaguer, Joan Maragall, Josep Carner? Or the sinewy and idiomatic prose of its indefatigable chronicler, Josep Pla, the city’s memory man? None that I knew, and certainly not me. Portable and untroubled by the opacities of foreign language, painting crossed the world’s cultural frontiers easily. You might (indeed, you would) somewhat misunderstand Miró by not grasping the Catalanism that lies behind so many of his images and by missing the peculiarly local references in his work—hints that cannot be fully experienced without visiting Catalunya and knowing something about the special sentiments that, in the early 1900s, attached to its folklore and rural life. The same, mutatis mutandis, with Dali. But you could certainly tune in to what was general, rather than local, in their surrealism. This was not the case with other aspects of Catalan culture, and so the city remained largely illegible to the foreigner. And what kind of political history, earlier than the civil war, was inscribed on its stones? Nobody except the Catalans—and not all of them, either—seemed to know.

		II

		The sight of the present was disagreeable enough. In the late 1960s only a minority of Barcelonans had any adult memory of democratic government in Spain. Those born after 1925 had none whatsoever. Franco’s dictatorship had begun in 1939 and it was to last until 1975: thirty-six years of uninterrupted one-man power, consolidated, at first, by vengeance and a ruthless settling of scores. The Caudillo had started off with a purge of all Catalan resistance. Thousands of left-wingers were shot without trial, beginning at the top with Lluís Companys, the last republican president of the Generalitat, the state government of Catalunya. Many of their bodies—nobody knows how many, since the Falange did not keep records—were cast into an abandoned quarry on the southern flank of Montjuic; twenty years later, if the ground of this mass grave was wet from rain, one could still smell the very faint but persistent odor of their decay in the air. Tens of thousands more Catalans, like other Spaniards, fled into exile or were deported.

		Opposition parties continued to exist in Catalunya after 1939, tolerated, though barely, in order to diffuse the image of autocracy. There was, for instance, the National Front of Catalunya, a left-wing nationalist group, and the Liberty Front, consisting mainly of Marxists and anarcho-syndicalists, which was in effect a splinter off the POUM, or Partit Obrer d’Unificació Marxista, the party that had played so large a role in Catalunya during the civil war. But they were closely watched, tiny and completely ineffective. Though resentment of Franco simmered on among Barcelonese workers, the unions were too weak to provide any organized resistance; the postwar years had only one big strike, in 1951, in protest against a fare increase on Barcelona’s soon-to-be-abolished tramway system. It was the last protest by the civil war generation of Catalan workers. The 1950s saw all vestiges of anti-Franco hopes extinguished, and even the forlorn expectation of moral pressure from abroad died when Franco signed accords with the Vatican and with the United States in 1953.

		One of the key elements of Franco’s ideology was centralism: the belief, to which no exceptions were allowed, that Spain was a unified body whose head was Madrid; that, in the celebrated phrase of José Ortega y Gasset, “Spain is a thing made by Castile.” This concept had had a long history. It had lain at the core of the policies of the Hapsburg and then the Bourbon monarchs toward Catalunya. As long as it existed, Catalans resented it as an affront to their sense of political selfhood. That selfhood was definitively lost with the civil war. Barcelona had been the last bastion of resistance to Franco, and the dictator never forgave the city for it. After 1939 Catalunya was disbanded as an autonomous political region and split into four smaller provinces.

		Now the Caudillo disliked Barcelona not only because it resisted him but because tsars, emperors, and dictators, right or left, are apt to distrust ports; in the days of shipping, port cities were too open to the influence of foreigners, to strange and nonnative ideas—shifting and labile places, offering an ease of entry and exit that a landlocked capital does not. The port is where the ser autentic, or “essence,” of a country, as centralizing power imagines it, begins to fray. That is why Peter the Great’s successors shifted the capital of Russia from Saint Petersburg to Moscow; why Kemal Atatürk, inheriting one of the world’s great port capitals in Istanbul, chose to create a new administrative center in Ankara; why the absurd and artificial Brasília, not Rio de Janeiro, is the capital of Brazil. It may also help explain Franco’s desire to make it clear to Barcelona that it no longer had any right to consider itself the capital of anywhere.

		The retribution that Falangism visited on its defeated enemy was cultural. Freedom of thought, publication, and teaching were suppressed throughout Spain as a whole, but in Catalunya the target was language itself. The civil war had been a class struggle, but Franco saw very clearly that the Catalans were also animated by strong feelings of local, cultural nationalism and that this was bound up with the preservation and use of their language.

		In 1714, as part of Catalunya’s punishment for backing the wrong side in the War of the Spanish Succession, Felipe V banned the public use of Catalan in teaching, publishing, the press, and government. The logic was simple: deprived of their ancestral tongue, the Catalans would no longer be able to think separatist thoughts. This strategem failed, but after 1939 Franco renewed it, with much more efficiency and zeal. As a result, you could walk down the Ramblas in 1966 hearing Catalan spoken on every side and see newspapers, magazines, and books on the newsstands in all languages—Spanish, German, English, French, Dutch, Swedish—except one: Catalan. The official line was that Catalan was merely a dialect of Spanish and, as such, a source of internal division, a useless linguistic fossil. “It may be said,” ran a state-sponsored textbook of the time, cast in question-and-answer form, “that in Spain only the Castilian language is spoken, for apart from it, only Basque is used, which is spoken as the only language in no more than a few Basque hamlets; it is reduced to the functions of a dialect by its linguistic and philological poverty. Q.—And what are the main dialects spoken in Spain? A.—They are four: Catalan, Valencian, Majorcan and Galician.

		This was, in fact, false. Catalan is not a dialect of Castilian. Nevertheless, Franco’s campaign against it was effective—in the short run. Writers might write in Catalan as a gesture of defiance, but their relation with the public was broken, since Catalan texts had only a small chance of publication. Nevertheless there were signs of relaxation of the ban in the 1960s. From 1959 onward intellectuals and academics had been petitioning the government to “normalize” the use of Catalan, but with scant success. Then in 1962 an indispensable publishing venture began: Editions 62, whose aim was to bring out, in paperback, as complete a set as possible of significant literary and historic texts written in Catalan, from the early chronicles of Jaume I and Bernat Desclot through to the present. In 1967 the regime reluctantly allowed the University of Barcelona to form a department of Catalan-language studies—Catalan was taught as though it were a foreign language like French or English. In 1970 the secondary schools were allowed to teach Catalan, but under the same conditions, though such courses were uncommon and did not become general until after 1975, the year of Franco’s death.

		In 1966 Catalan was still officially a proscribed language—even shop signs and street names had to be in Castilian—and the anti-Catalanist slogans of the Falange were still fresh in memory: “Perro Catalan, habla en cristiano” (“Catalan dog, speak Christian”) or, a shade less offensively, “No ladres! Habla la lengua del imperio!” (“Don’t bark! Speak the language of the empire!”). Most Catalans, particularly in the countryside and the provincial towns outside Barcelona, still spoke Catalan as a matter of course. But so long a campaign against the language had effects that are still felt today. Eleven years after Franco died, the 1986 census showed that while 89 percent of the residents of Catalunya between forty-five and sixty-four years of age (that is, the sector of the populace that had grown to adulthood during his dictatorship—1.36 million people) could understand Catalan when it was spoken to them, only 59 percent of them could actually speak it, 55 percent read it, and a mere 20 percent write it. By contrast, among the 1.39 million Catalans aged fifteen to twenty-nine—those who received their education after the Caudillo’s death—95 percent could understand the spoken language, 73 percent speak it, 75 percent read it, and 48 percent write it. The language owed its survival to a tenacious oral tradition, but its increase since 1975 was also due to an aggressive program of education launched by the new democratic governments of both the state of Catalunya and the city of Barcelona. The “implantation” and “fomentation” of Catalan (two words favored by the new breed of sociologues) were a necessary prelude to Catalan autodeterminació—whatever that was going to mean.

		The strongest spontaneous impulse toward the reinstatement of Catalan among the young in the 1960s came from popular folk and early rock music, which was almost automatically political. Pop singers who wrote and performed in Catalan saw themselves as the heirs of Carles Aribau i Farriols, the romantic poet whose “Oda a la Pàtria,” written in Catalan in 1833, was the emblematic starting point of the nineteenth-century cultural separatist movement in Barcelona known as the Renaixença. The year 1959 saw the manifesto of the Nova Cançó (New Song) movement, an article by Lluís Serrahima arguing for the right to sing popular songs in the language of the people. New Song rapidly accumulated a nucleus of talent, and its best-known group was Els Setze Jutges, The Sixteen Judges, whose odd-sounding name came from a phrase used as a password by Catalan patriot troops during the rising against an occupation army in 1640 during the Reapers’ War: “Setze jutges d’un jutjat menjen fetge d’un penjat” (“Sixteen judges on a tribunal eat the liver of a hanged man”). No lisping Castilian, it was believed, could pronounce this barrage of fricatives. New Song got popular fast. The state radio and television channels were opposed to giving it airtime—in 1968 there was a noisy confrontation with Spanish television when the singer Joan Manuel Serrat was chosen to represent Spain at the Eurovision Festival, insisted on singing in Catalan, and found his appearance canceled at the last minute—but despite continuous lawsuits and fines and prohibitions the records sold widely. Two songs in particular became symbols of anti-Franco sentiment among the young: “L’Estaca” (“The Stake”) by Lluís Llach, and “Diguem No” (“Let’s Say No”) by Ramon Pelegro, who sang under the name of Raimon.

		The sheer pervasiveness of Franco in the late 1960s—and, truth to tell, the general acquiescence to his regime shown by the ever-pragmatic Catalan middle classes, who cozied up to him after the civil war as quickly as, two hundred years before, they had to the occupying regidors of the Bourbon king Felipe V—gave the discontents of youth in Barcelona an air more symbolic than practical. Young Barcelona, as Manuel Vásquez Montalbán caustically wrote, fell into the habit of seeing itself wistfully as Beauty in the thrall of the Beast; the impotence of student “revolution” in France was no surprise to them, for they had metabolized it as style some time before:

		
			At the end of the 1960s, the thin social layer of young, cultivated Barcelonans, who went to France to view the May Revolution, or to Perpignan to see the ass of Marlon Brando, or to Le Boulou to attend a marathon of films banned by Franquism, were still inexorably fated to return to the stable like Cinderella—before midnight, where the ogre was waiting. Clearly, the ogre was an added value. The sophisticated dialectic of the pair Marat and Sade, in Spain, in Catalunya, in Barcelona, turned itself into a picturesque ménage à trois: Marat, Sade, and Franco.

		

		Radical chic was as current in Barcelona during the late 1960s and early 1970s as in New York or London. If its emblematic moment in Manhattan was Leonard Bernstein’s fund-raiser for the Black Panthers, in Barcelona it was produced by Oriol Regás, the owner of its fashionable political disco, Boccaccio. Several terrorist leaders of ETA, the Basque separatist movement, had been condemned to death in Madrid, and Catalan leftists occupied part of the monastery of Montserrat in protest. In a gesture that combined the selflessness of the Jacobin with the aplomb of Marie Antoinette, Regás dispatched a small van full of Boccaccio’s expensive smoked-salmon sandwiches to the holy mountain so that its occupiers would not go hungry in the expected police siege. (It never materialized: the radicals departed.)

		In habits, in entertainment, in morals—disgracefully lax, by the puritan standards of Franquism, and getting laxer—and in the sense of style sustained by its gauche divine, or “divine left” (a play of words, of course, on the divine right of Spanish monarchs and, by extension, of Franco), in their bars and clubs along the Carrer Tuset, Barcelona in the 1960s was more clearly oriented toward Paris, London, and New York than toward Madrid. But it had also been very deeply marked by Franco, and in more areas than that of language. Particularly so in the composition, shape, and texture of the city itself.

		III

		Barcelona had a habit of getting and losing its mayors and city governments with bewildering speed. Between 1890 and 1900, for instance, it had no fewer than fifteen mayors. After Franco won the civil war, this turnover stopped. The longest mayoral office in Barcelona’s history was held by Franco’s appointee, Josep Maria de Porcioles i Colomer, who took over the Ajuntament, or city hall, in March 1957 and remained there for sixteen years straight, retiring only in 1973, two years before his patron’s death. This period of one-party rule was also one of huge demographic change in the population and economy of Barcelona.

		Between 1920 and 1930 the population of Barcelona had risen by 41 percent, reaching one million at the end of the decade and making it the most populous city in Spain. It was pulling in twenty-five thousand immigrants a year, mostly from the countryside of Catalunya itself. For obvious reasons, this growth ceased altogether during the civil war and hardly began to rise again until 1950. But then there was a wave of immigration to Catalunya from the miserably poor regions of southern Spain, Andalusia especially. By 1965, two million people, half the total population of Catalunya, were living in Barcelona. Today, there are nearly four million, the same population as Sydney or Los Angeles.

		This growth continued, at a slightly less frantic pace, through the 1970s, and its effect on the fabric of the city was vast. It created the human fuel for Barcelona’s new industrial expansion, which took place on a hitherto unimagined scale. It also began to dissolve the city’s once-comprehensible shape—in the absence of any thoughtful or comprehensive planning by Porcioles’s city government. Through the 1950s Barcelona sprawled outward into a formless periphery of factories, terrains vagues, and industrial slums. Just as the New City of the nineteenth-century, the Eixample, had gobbled up villages once considered remote and distinct from the Old City—Sants, Gracia, Sant Andreu—so the newer Barcelona of the late Franco years absorbed more than twenty neighboring towns and created an industrial belt that stretched as far as the Llobregat River to the south of the city. Between 1964 and 1977 alone, more than five hundred industrial companies pitched their factories on this growing periphery: auto factories, metal-processing plants, plastics, chemicals, synthetic fibers.

		The first result of this expansion was a growth of industrial slums—mass cramming of existing buildings, with few effective laws or means of inspection to restrain it. Then, to house the new workers, enormous polygonal clusters of housing blocks were run up, bearing names the tourist never hears—Torrent Gornal, La Pedrosa, Bellvitge, La Guineneta, Verdum, Singuerlin. (The tourists, meanwhile, were also arriving in force in Catalunya from the late 1950s on, heading for Majorca and the semispoiled beaches of the Costa Brava north of Barcelona, the first fish-and-chip belt of the Mediterranean holiday industry—which needed migrant labor as well.) Some of Barcelona’s outlying villages, such as Santa Coloma de Gramanet, multiplied their population sevenfold between 1950 and 1970. Fortunes were to be made in these new localities out of cinder blocks, cheap terra-cotta, electrical supplies, plumbing; and if you were in with the local authorities, you made them. “On earth, the God of Wealth was made / Sole Patron of the Building Trade.” These were the Spanish cousins of the grands ensembles that were to cause such misery and alienation among French workers in the same period: termitaries built by speculators under license from the Caudillo’s placemen, designed without paved roads, playgrounds for the kids, or other signs of thought for infrastructure or public space, quite often made of poor materials that started falling apart within a few years. They illustrated the truth that when public housing is at stake, there is not always much to choose from between left and right: Franco’s Spain produced the same results as Brezhnev’s Russia or Pompidou’s France, because abstraction, incuriosity, and greed are among the common attributes of mankind. It is de rigueur today to blame Porcioles and, through him, Franquism itself for everything that went wrong with the urban structure and services of Barcelona between the end of the war and 1975, as though the Caudillo’s ideology had some unique power to degrade a city that other political systems did not possess.

		But the truth is that neither the capitalist nations (England, France, Italy, the United States, or Australia) nor the Marxist regimes (Russia and its European satellites) did much better than the ritually loathed Porcioles in the domain of urbanism. In those three decades few people in power anywhere in the world, right, left, or center, gave a hoot for the kind of historical, contextual, and environmental responsibilities that city planners must now, at the risk of citizen protest and press criticism, at least pay lip service to. A regard for city context, for planning in terms of large and small fabrics of use and life, in terms of preserving what was already in place and of value, was hardly even a gleam in the eye of civic authorities until the mid-1970s, and Porcioles was probably no worse than his counterparts in London, New York, or Rome. This, after all, was the period that occluded Saint Paul’s with its mediocre jumble of institutional high rises, which saw the creation of urban horrors like Pruitt-Igoe in St. Louis, and choked the sea gate of downtown Sydney with its impacted skyscrapers.

		So the visitor—locked in the roaring maw of traffic between the indifferent high-rise walls of the autovía that cuts north toward France and is called the Meridiana (1971), or gazing at the brutal gashes of the Via Augusta and the Avinguda General Mitre, Haussmann-like incisions that tore out so much of interest in the upper part of nineteenth-century Barcelona—may not think kindly of Porcioles; but in honesty one should reflect that he was no worse than many of his counterparts elsewhere and should not demonize him, as it is the custom to do among bien-pensant designers in Barcelona these days. Except for the Fundació Miró (Miró Foundation) and three or four others, most of the new buildings of “his” Barcelona lack distinction, and some are ugly solecisms—the worst being the office extension of the Ajuntament, a repellent concrete-and-glass multistory box, jammed into the Gothic environment of the Old City. But at least Porcioles did not tear down any Gaudí buildings the way New York destroyed the old McKim, Meade, and White Pennsylvania Station, one of the most beautiful Beaux-Arts spaces in the world, in the 1960s.

		Sins of omission, as much as those of commission, were what depressed the urban fabric of Barcelona in the Franco years. The city had no coherent policy on maintenance and restoration of its historic pre–civil war buildings. Entropy ruled, in the midst of opportunistic speculation and official corruption. It was much costlier to convert a nineteenth-century palace into flats than to raze it and put up a seven-story block on the site; the new building would look like stained cardboard in ten years, but who cared? If the new periphery of Barcelona was chaos, the Eixample and the old center began to turn into grunge—one of the worst parts being the Ramblas, whose neoclassical essence all but disappeared behind honky-tonk placards. Here, policy seems to have reinforced neglect. The great square at the seaward end of the Ramblas, Plaça Reial, became a drug and prostitution market and the city council was quite content to leave it that way, since it tended to condense petty criminals and hippies in one spot, where they could be watched.

		Many valuable modernista structures were demolished, or left to decay, or wrecked by intrusive “renovation.” They were regarded as hopelessly old-fashioned and thus became fair game for whatever changes commercial interests saw fit to wreak on them. Of course, this had happened before; an egregious case from the days of the Republic was the demolition of the Café Torino at 18 Passeig de Gràcia, a building partly designed by Gaudí that was replaced by the boring glass-block Joyeria Roca by José-Lluís Sert. But now the tempo of loss accelerated, showing itself not only in dull new structures where fine old ones had been but also in decay and ugly renovations. One victim among many was Gaudí’s Casa Milà on Passeig de Gràcia, which by the beginning of the 1980s was in pitiable shape. The frescoes on the entrance floor had decayed to illegibility, the mezzanine had become a bingo hall, neon signs disfigured the facade, rectangular metal-frame windows were jammed in at street level by shop owners who did not want to spend money on frames that would follow the curve of the openings. It was also filthy, the creamy-white Montjuic limestone of its facades dulled to dark brown.

		Across the street one could see the even worse vandalism inflicted on Domènech i Montaner’s Casa Lleó Morera by a luxury leather-goods firm named Loewe. These handbag makers tore out the whole street-level facade, destroying its sculptures by Eusebi Arnau, along with all the rest of its decorative detail, and stuck in plate glass instead. No one who cares for architecture should ever buy anything from Loewe, on principle.

		There were some bright spots in La Barcelona grisa, “gray Barcelona,” as the present city hall dubbed Porcioles’s city in one of its many public-relations brochures. In the 1960s the gradual conversion and renovation of the fifteenth- and sixteenth-century merchants’ town houses on Carrer Montcada began, and the Picasso Museum was created in two of them—a brilliant recycling of medieval architecture to accommodate Picasso’s gift of a huge block of his earliest work to the city in which he had created much of it. Likewise, it was in 1970 that Joan Miró, the greatest artist Catalunya had produced since the twelfth century, created the Fundació Miró, endowed it with a mass of his work, and gave the money for José-Lluís Sert to create a home for it on Montjuic. At the time, both these small, concentrated one-man museums seemed very innovative. They suggested that, underneath the Franquist crust, a new Barcelona was preparing to emerge.

		Over these decades, investment in the Eixample was piecemeal and in the Old City gradual; otherwise much more of the past would have been lost. As things were, good buildings merely decayed or else were hidden by the scurf of additions, renovations, chaotic signs, placards, neon. But because the Franco period was also a paradise of unregulation for small-scale Catalan speculators, it brought endless harm to the Eixample as a city plan. Its designer, Ildefons Cerdà, had intended that its chamfered blocks carry only a small density of housing, limited in height and each block with open garden space in the middle. The 1950s and 1960s brought the final collapse of this century-old ideal, whose regulations could no longer be enforced; by the time the Barcelonans had finished adding new attics to the blocks, closing them off, covering the internal patios with storage rooms, garages, and the like, the whole center of the Eixample had acquired the look of a dense, grimy, Brobdingnagian beehive.

		One strikingly poetic Catalan phrase evokes the drabness of Barcelona twenty-five years ago: “color de gos com fuig,” “the color of a dog running away”—that is, no color, indeterminacy, mud, yet with something unquestionably there. Barcelona was culturally the most exciting city in Spain, filled with a potential for change that seemed absent (at least, to the visitor) in Madrid. And who could deny that there were pleasures in the city, in its apparently secret life and its artistic cliques, its cheap restaurants and ten-dollar-a-night hotels with big, slightly musty rooms, its entertainments—the broad infectious humor of the old music halls like El Molino on the Parallel—veiled from the foreigner by his ignorance of Catalan (all of which may be disappearing today under the stress of Barcelona’s PoMo fixations, its concern with attitude and self-exposition)? Not to mention a kind of bohemian style, a dandyism that lingered on, whose roots lay in the nineteenth century among the tables of Els Quatre Gats café (and are now permanently withered by the deodorant-laden breath of Catalan yuppiedom)? A friend used to recount, as the quintessence of this attitude, the story of an elderly and impoverished poet named Albert Llanas, who was making his way down the Ramblas one morning, dressed in his last perfectly cut dove-gray Saturday suit but wondering where his next bite to eat would come from. He looked up and recognized the widow of a distant acquaintance on a balcony.

		“Madam,” he cried politely, fingering the lapel in which no boutonniere yet reposed, “do you have a pin?”

		“I believe so, Senyor Llanas.”

		“Then would you be so kind as to stick it in a piece of bread and throw it down to me?”

		You could still see traces of that ancient, tattered dandyism in Barcelona twenty-five years ago. Today, none remains. It lived at all levels. The Catalan gypsies of the Parallel had it in abundance. Corberó swears that he owes his conception of the dignity of his métier as an artist to three gypsy friends back in the early 1960s, old-clothes sellers who went under the nicknames of Puça (Flea), Flanél (Flannel), and Plàstic. They were brilliant salesmen. They sold the worst, the rattiest clothes as though they were the newest English tweeds from Bel on Passeig de Gràcia. They were so good that the artist, amazed, suggested that they go upscale. Why not put some of the take back into buying better merchandise, things that—compared with the coarse rubbish they now sold with such virtuoso effort—would walk out of the cart? Flea, Flannel, and Plastic listened to this suggestion gravely and with scorn. “You may be right about the pesetas,” concluded Flannel, dismissively. “But what about art?”

		IV

		General Francisco Franco y Bahamonde died, after a long illness, on November 20, 1975. Fortunately for Spain, his expected successor, Admiral Luis Carrero Blanco, had already been blown to pieces by a Basque separatist bomb in 1973—one of the few terrorist actions of the 1970s that can be shown to have had unequivocally good results, since it left no one in power capable of preserving the ideology of Franquism. When the news of Franco’s death was announced on radio and television, Barcelona went into ecstasy. Everyone except the Guardia Civil poured into the streets, danced, hollered, and got drunk. Red and yellow stripes waved everywhere: the four red bars, symbol of Catalunya. Within hours, not a case of cava, the local champagne, or even a bottle of Moët or Cliquot, remained in the city. Under the aegis of the new king, Juan Carlos I, the work of dismantling the institutions of Franquism and making a peaceful transfer to democracy—the ruptura pactada, or “negotiated break” with the old regime—now began. This task fell to the national government of Adolfo Suárez. In the first democratic general elections on June 15, 1977, the centrist UCD (Central Democratic Union) won by a handy majority throughout Spain, with the PSOE (Spanish Workers’ Socialist Party, the oldest socialist political group in Spain, nearing its hundredth birthday) in second place. In Barcelona, however, the polls favored the “socialists of Catalunya,” a coalition of local socialists and PSOE (28.5 percent) over the UCD (18.7 percent); the city’s obrerista temper was clearly undiminished, although the Catalan countryside voted, as it always had in the far past, more conservatively.

		These alignments came to dominate the provincial and municipal elections in Catalunya. There, in 1978, the PSOE merged with a newly formed local party, the PSC, or Partit Socialista de Catalunya. It went into the first municipal elections of the post-Franco period led by a brilliantly gifted young economist named Narcis Serra i Serra, a former student at the London School of Economics, who had been expelled from his teaching post at the University of Barcelona for siding with student protests against Franco in the early 1970s. The PSC-PSOE took 34 percent of the votes, almost twice the score of its nearest rival, the older and more radical-Marxist PSUC, or Partit Socialista Unificat de Catalunya. A few years later, the PSUC would go the way of many a European socialist party overloaded with old-style Leninists and pro-Soviet ideologues—down, into schism and irreconcilable squabbles, as the Soviet empire in central Europe began to break up. The PSC-PSOE, which was more moderate in its socialist inclinations and attracted the votes of the young, was unharmed by this and went on from strength to strength. In the general election of October 1982, which had an enormous voting turnout—almost 80 percent of the nationwide electorate went to the urns, for an attempted coup by a right-wing army officer in the Madrid parliament early in 1981 had raised the specter of the Caudillo again, reminding Spaniards how fragile their new democracy might be—the socialists picked up six million extra votes from people disenchanted with the far left and from the disintegration of the Central Democratic Union. In Barcelona alone the PSC-PSOE got one hundred thousand votes more than in any previous general election. A socialist government took power in Madrid, with Felipe González at its head.

		In Catalunya, the surprise of the 1979 elections had been the growing success of a new moderate-conservative coalition party in the provincial government, the CiU (Convergència i Unió, or Convergence and Union), founded in 1974 and led by Jordí Pujol i Soley. Doctor and banker, Pujol (b. 1930) had a solid record of opposition to Franco—not as a Marxist but as a Catalanist, agitating for the political independence of the province against Madrid, for self-determination. In the 1950s nearly all Catalan business had to work through the local branches of Madrid banks to get its loans, but in 1959 Pujol had laid the cornerstone of an independent Catalan banking system by founding the Banca Catalana, the first such institution in the province. Naturally this endeared him to Catalan businessmen, and he earned a more general popularity the next year by his association with the so-called fets del Palau (deeds of the Palau). In May 1960 Franco made one of his rare visits to Barcelona, accompanied by his ministers. On May 19, the ministers attended a concert at the Palau de la Música Catalana, the sumptuous modernista concert hall built in 1905–8 by Domènech i Montaner as the home of Catalan choral music. The concert was given for the centenary of the Barcelonese poet Joan Maragall, and it included a musical setting of his patriotic poem “El Cant de la Senyera” (“The Song of the Flag”), the Catalanist anthem and, as such, banned by Franco. To the consternation of the Franquist dignitaries, a group of Catalan nationalists rose from the audience and sang along with the orchestra:

		
			Oh, bandera catalana
nostre cor t’es ben fidel.
Volaràs com au galana
per damunt del nostre anhel.
Per mirar-te sobirana
alçarem els ulls al cel.

		

		
			O flag of Catalunya
our hearts keep faith with you.
You will fly like a brave bird
above our desires.
To see you reigning there
we’ll lift our eyes to the sky.

		

		Scandalized, the Franquists started a wave of arrests and detentions; though he had not been in the palau that night, Pujol was sentenced to seven years in prison and served three of them. Released in 1963, he rapidly became the voice of conservative local interests: Pujol was, and is, a highly recognizable Catalan type of politician—the reincarnation of those Catalanist burghers who ran Barcelona in the late nineteenth century on a platform of industrial expansion and local patriotism, preaching self-determination for the province while constantly negotiating with Madrid. The socialists appealed to the idea of an internationalized Catalunya, open to the “mainstream” beyond the Pyrenees; Pujol invoked the local, the immemorial “deep Catalunya,” while implying that it could become as fiscally solid as Switzerland or Japan if only Madrid would leave it to its own economic devices. This gave him and his party, the CiU, a solid base among the large stratum of Catalans, particularly outside Barcelona, who did not think of themselves as members of something diffuse, called Europe, and distrusted socialism anyway, even in the moderate and unideological form practiced by the PSC-PSOE. Thus, when Catalunya held “autonomous” elections as a province in March 1980 (the first elections of that kind in almost fifty years), Pujol’s Convergence and Union party, running on a self-determination ticket against the socialists’ platform of orientation to Europe, swept into the Generalitat with a large margin. The CiU, not the PSC-PSOE, was now the majority party of Catalunya, and Jordí Pujol has remained the president of the Generalitat down to the present day, just as the socialists—led first by Narcis Serra and since 1982 by Pasqual Maragall i Mira (b. 1941), grandson of the poet and a formidable politician himself—have been returned to power in the Ajuntament by the twelve districts of the city electorate without missing a beat.

		Thus for the last ten years there has been a heads-and-tails face-off across Plaça Sant Jaume, the center of the Old City: Pujol’s moderate conservatives in the Generalitat, Maragall’s moderate socialists in the Ajuntament, each competing to be seen as more truly “Catalan” than the other. The difference is that, as the historian Felipe Fernández-Armesto recently wrote, “though the inhabitants of City Hall are all good Catalanists, they were put there by the votes of non-Catalan immigrant workers, mostly Andalusians, whose loyalty to Catalan identity, traditions and language is, at best, slight and secondary.” In the eyes of the electorate, Pujol’s party wins the more-Catalan-than-thou contest hands down, because the Generalitat’s idea of Catalanism is reinforced with older images of Catalan identity than the Ajuntament’s. One example on the cultural plane, and by no means a minor one, is the Generalitat’s policy of encouraging a statewide program in the study of Catalan folklore. (Curiously enough, the Catalan word for “folklore” is folklore. It used to be cultura popular, until pop culture heaved in sight, causing a tangle whose only exit lay through an Anglicism.) Thus, while Maragall’s officials in the Ajuntament and on the Olympic Cultural Committee concern themselves with glorifying the city by restoring modernista buildings or choosing the right American architect to design a new museum of modern art, Pujol’s officials set up congresses on the traditional art forms of Catalunya: rituals, festes, devil’s dances, folk theater, sardanas, or castells—those peculiar images of the Catalan admiration for aplomb, phlegm, and cooperation, in which sixteen, twenty, or more husky young men, known as castellers, clamber on one another’s shoulders to form a human tower.

		The traditional love of folklore—naturally stronger in the country than in the city—connects to another long-standing Catalan trait, a fondness for special-interest groups, local cells, affinities of every kind from choral societies to pigeon-fancying clubs. These are details that no politician can afford to ignore, because they enable Catalans to feel like Catalans. In sport, the great bonding agent is, of course, el fútbol. Barcelona has two bullrings, one of them fallen into semipermanent disuse, the other largely kept alive by Andalusian migrants and foreign tourists. Tauromachy has never been an obsession in Catalunya, as it is farther south, and the only real Catalan aficionado I have ever met is a bullfight critic named Mariano de la Cruz, who also happens to be a leading Barcelonese psychiatrist, specializing—to judge from the large collection of inscribed drawings and prints on his walls—in the neuroses of local artists. Anywhere else in Spain, the idea of a shrink writing about a corrida would be unthinkable. But to see Catalan patriotism in full collective cry, go to the stadium one night when a big soccer game—Barça versus Madrid, ideally—is on, and 120,000 throats are bawling in chorus for the home team while the heraldic figures dash and dodge on the unnaturally green field and tiny frantic bats skitter through the arc-lighted air.

		It would be an oversimplification to say that the Ajuntament looks out to Europe while the Generalitat looks inward to deep Catalunya, but there is some truth in it. Pujol, in particular, has no hesitation in venting rather rhetorical speculations on Catalan character and destiny. As he declaimed in one of his books (Construir Catalunya, 1980):

		
			A people is a fact of mentality, of language, of feelings. It is a historic fact, and it is a fact of spiritual ethnicity. Finally it is a fact of will. In our case, however, it is in an important sense an achievement of language. The first characteristic of a people has to be the will to exist. It is this will, more than anything else, which assures the survival and, above all, the promotion, the blossoming of a people …

		

		To be Catalan, in short, you may close your eyes and wish. The idea of “a people” is diluted to “spiritual ethnicity,” whereas Catalanists a century ago spoke of a Catalan race. Since it is in your mentality, language, and “feelings,” rather than your birthplace and inherited culture, Catalanism is acquired and does not have to be innate; it is something any immigrant can aspire to. Such rhetoric has general appeal, because it is pitched both at traditional Catalans, whose families have been there for generations, and at new or relatively new arrivals—the immigrants from Andalusia, their children, and (by now) their grandchildren. By 1980 these immigrants’ families dominated the working class of Barcelona, and they knew that they had passed from Andalusia’s misery and squalor into Catalunya’s (relative) prosperity: a flat, a car for family outings, a television set. Hence they were impervious to the traditional calls of Marxism—let alone of anarchism, the ideology that dominated worker politics in Barcelona in the 1890s and has now vanished without a trace. The first wave of immigrant workers, once settled in Barcelona, supported the idea of Catalan autonomy because it was anti-Franco, not because they felt they had become Catalans. Their children, going to school after 1975, learned Catalan in school and from the television set. Most of them (72.6 percent of all residents of Catalunya between the ages of fifteen and twenty-nine, according to the 1986 census) could speak the Catalan tongue. But though they thought of themselves as Catalans the autochthonous Catalans did not necessarily accept them as such.

		V

		There cannot be many images of cardinal social virtue in modern art, but one of them was certainly painted by the Catalan artist Joan Miró. It is The Farm, Montroig, a portrait of the place where he spent much of his childhood and to which, for the rest of his life, his imagination would always return. He began to paint it in 1921, in the place itself: the family house, or casa pairal, in a small village near Tarragona, south of Barcelona. He then took the unfinished picture, along with a bunch of dried grass from the farm—a fetish of contact with the Catalunya he was about to lose—to Paris. Shifting between lodgings, he lost the grass but replaced it with some from the Bois de Boulogne; the picture was too advanced by then to lose any truth by the substitution. Miró finished it in Paris in 1922 and eventually sold it to Ernest Hemingway, who for the rest of his life revered it as his fetish of Iberian memory: “It has in it,” he wrote, “all that you feel about Spain when you are there and all that you feel when you are away and cannot go there. No one else has been able to paint these two very opposing things.”

		He was right; The Farm is, above all, an expatriate’s painting, combining in one image the intense pressure of immediate experience of one’s homeland and an equally extreme longing for it. Everything on the farm, the leaves on the trees no less than each crack in the old wall and pebble in the red Tarragonese earth, is rendered with utter fidelity: the landscape is a palace of recollection, a mnemonic device in itself. Miró’s sense of separation and longing is conveyed by a kind of visual accountancy, an exact toting up and tallying of everything that is (or was) the case on the family farm. It could be a pictorial form of the meticulous inventory that went with peasant marriage contracts. Each tool, pitcher, keg, press, cart, watering can, donkey, dog, chicken, goat, pigeon, and donkey’s rump (just visible through the door of the bestiar on the ground floor of the farmhouse) is turned to the light, delineated, listed, fixed. The sharp focus, the hallucinated clarity of light, make the painting exquisitely frank. But they also produce the effect of looking down the wrong end of a telescope, so that the scene is remote as well. Hence The Farm’s power as an image of nostalgia for what is distant but vivid and dear, for the sights, smells, and sounds of childhood. Such longings are known in Catalan as enyoranca.

		Enyoranca was the basic trope that suffused the nationalistic literature of Catalunya from Carles Aribau’s “Oda a la Pàtria” (1833) right through the nineteenth century and into the early twentieth, when Miró was an art student on the top floor of the Llotja, or Lodge, the Barcelona stock exchange. Indeed, a suitable gloss on The Farm might have been the lines of Barcelona’s poet-priest Jacint Verdaguer in his most popular short poem, “L’Emigrant,” which every Barcelonese schoolboy was taught to recite as a matter of course:

		
			Dolça Catalunya,
patria del meu cor,
quan de tu s’allunya,
d’enyorança es mor.

		

		
			Sweet Catalunya
homeland of my heart
to be far from you
is to die of longing.

		

		There are other elements behind The Farm: continuity, conservatism, precise craftsmanship, and something the Catalans untranslatably call seny.

		By tradition, when Catalans reflect on themselves they get absorbed by the differences that set them off, individually and as a “nation,” from the rest of Spain. Speculating about this fet differential, as Barcelona’s great fin de siècle poet Joan Maragall called it, was a favorite intellectual sport in Miró’s youth, filling countless essays. Usually the argument devolved, as such arguments will, into a play of stereotypes. Thus when Catalans looked at Castile, they saw sloth, privilege, and a morbid tendency to inwardness, bred of long years of aristocratic effeteness; a taste for oppressing others, particularly Catalans; a lack of practical sense. The image of the Castilian as occupying leech, taxing the lifeblood out of Catalunya, was standard in Barcelona from the seventeenth century to the death of Franco in the late twentieth.

		When Castilians looked at Catalans, they had their say too. Catalans were dull. They were pedantic and resentful by turns, usually both; too addicted to material things to understand the classic austerities of Castile, let alone its spirituality; and inordinately self-satisfied with their patch of Mediterranean earth—a polity of grocers, barking at one another in a bastard language. No Catalan, in their view, could see beyond the pig in his yard, the fat angel sent to earth by God to supply Catalans with their daily viaticum of butifarra and ham.

		When the Catalans observed themselves, it was a different story. Loyal, patriotic (as long as you understood that the pàtria was Catalunya, not the Iberian abstraction dear to Madrid centralists), practical, ingenious, innovative though respectful of their roots, the whole mass of virtues leavened with just a xic of humor—what a people! For once, the Lord got it right, and though Catalans might not take their piety to the edge of superstition (like the Sevillians, say, who were practically Arabs anyhow), they had every right to praise Him for placing them on earth, armed with the virtues for which they were justly famous: continuitat, mesura, ironia, and seny.

		That The Farm is conceived in praise of continuitat is evident enough. The farm is old and goes back for generations; its tools are traditional; it represents an unchanging order of work, dictated by seasons and weather, by the fertility of the soil and the benignity of that strange, electric-blue sky. The same with mesura, for nothing in the painting lacks order, proportion, a sense of graded repetition. A clan that works steadfastly at the same task, down the generations, trusting in the work of the hand to make things tangible and spaces habitable, eschewing abstract speculation and fanciful enthusiasm—that family has mesura, and its members are the right kind of folk to belong on such a farm as this. Ironia is present in the copy of a French newspaper, L’Intransigeant, neatly folded and weighted down on the foreground by a watering can. It is the only foreign thing in the painting—a sign of Miró’s destination, Paris, and of course a reference to cubism with its newsprint and cutoff headlines, but also a confession that he, in quitting the idealized Catalunya of his ancestors, is being “intransigent” (the word is the same in Catalan), a stubborn prodigal son, the hereu, or “heir,” leaving his birthright. Put continuitat, mesura, and ironia together, and you are on the way to seny.

		Seny signifies, approximately, “common sense”; it means what Samuel Johnson meant by “bottom,” an
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