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» UNA EVOCACION

BARCELONA

ALVARO SIZA VIEIRA

Mi relacién con Barcelona es muy antigua; todos los anos, en-
tre el cuarenta y cinco y el cincuenta y pocos, mi padre organizaba
un mes de vacaciones en Espana.

Alquilaba un coche y preparaba minuciosamente el itinerario,
con el mismo entusiasmo con el que mas tarde lo recordaba. En cuan-
to a mi, desde que recuerdo que un tio mio —por lo demas poco dado
a las artes— me animé a dibujar, me interesaban los museos y aque-
llas perdidas sacristias donde, improvisadamente, entre el polvo apa-
recia un Greco (mi tio me ofrecia cosas maravillosas: lapiz del
nimero 1, gomas, estuches de acuarelas, cuadernos de papel cos-
taneira, después Almaco, mas tarde Whatman o Ingres o Conté; a
cada mejora que experimentaba la calidad de mis dibujos le corres-
pondia una promocién calculadamente decidida por mi tiec que no
sabia dibujar).

No habia todavia turistas ni autopistas; estdbamos mas cerca-
nos de las casas y de las personas. Espana era pobre; devastada;
por doquier el polvo ocultaba la riqueza secular; polvo del color de
Toledo, del Alcazar hasta el Tajo. El automévil alquilado por mi pa-
dre tenia mucho éxito; la gente se congregaba alrededor para ver
un modelo americano que no conocian.

A partir de mediados de los cincuenta dejamos de hacer vaca-
ciones en Espana. Los precios habian subido y el cambio ya no era
favorable. El Hostal de Santiago rodeado de autocares franceses se-
nalaba los nuevos tiempos.

El automévil alquilado ya no causaba sorpresa.



My relationship with Barcelona
goes back a long time; every year,
between nineteen forty-five and
nineteen fifty-something, my father
organised a month’s holiday in
Spain.

He would hire a car and pain-
stakingly prepare the itinerary.
With the same enthusiasm, he
later remembered it.

As for me, from the moment I
remember when an uncle of mine
—otherwise little given to the
arts— enconraged me to draw, I
became interested in the museums
and in those bidden shrines in
which, suddenly, amidst all the
dust, an El Greco would appear.
(My uncle offered me wonderful
things: No. 1 pencils, erasers,
water colour sets, costaneira paper
sketch pads, then Almaco, later
Whatman or Ingres or Conté.
Each time the guality of my
drawings got better I was given a
deliberately calculated promotion
by my uncle, who could not
draw).

In those days there were neither
tourists nor motorways; we were
closer to houses and to people.
Spain was a poor country, a
devastated country; everywhere
you looked the dust covered a
centuries-old wealth: dust the
colour of Toledo, of the Alcazar
and even of the Tagus. The car
my father bired was a great
success; people flocked to admire
an American model they bad
never seen before.

In the mid fifties we stopped
coming to Spain for our holidays.
Prices had risen and the exchange
rate was no longer in onr favour.

The Hostal de Santiago,
surrounded by French coaches,
beralded the new times.

The hired car no longer cansed
surprise.

The year we visited Catalonia
my father, as usual, studied what
had to be seen; the family
gathered around the big table in
the dining room and made plans.

My interest centred on the Vic
Museum and Gaudi.,

I was not very interested in
architecture; but even if Gaundi
was not actually painting or
sculpture, be at least seemed to be.

The first night —we arrived
late— I went with my brother to
see the Sagrada Familia. It was
dark and we were frightened. The
streets were generally deserted. But
in the Ramblas there was bustle
and the usual procession of people
one finds in all the towns and
cities of Spain.

The following day I became
aware that the strange sculptures
were made from what can be
found everywbere: windows,
doors, plintbs, ironwork, ceramic
or stone friezes, roof tiles,
guttering; everything very
functional, adapted to the hands
and the feet, to the five senses.
Inside the Casa Mila I felt at
home: there was nothing special
except a magical atmosphere. Not
very different from the other
houses in well-aligned blocks, in
airy streets where it is a pleasure
to stroll, crossing one by one, all
day long, the corners cut at an
angle of forty-five degrees, the
corners of profound spaces that
Federico Correa was to show me

later.

I had my first premonition that
perbaps architecture interested me
more than anything else; that it
was within my grasp; all that was
needed was to arrange windows,
doors, plinths, ironwork, ceramic
or stone friezes, roof tiles and
guttering. I felt the beartbeat of
normal section tubes, of electrical
wires; and the movement of air
through walls.

On the way back we stopped to
have lunch in a nearby
restaurant. I saw a poster
advertising Colonia Guell. My
father was tired of architecture
and museums; but he let the
chauffeur take me «over there».

When we came back they had
just finished lunch. The chauffeur
was bungry and disgruntled; my
father pretended to be angry; my
fifteen-year-old eyes were shining.

Up the Costa Brava, the
blessing of the Mediterranean.

(Later I came this way at one
hundred kilometers per hour.
Wonderful motorways, Coderch in
two seconds, a city in the Far
West made of wooden facades.
Enthusiasm, enthusiasm. The
enthusiasm I needed: hands, feet,
five senses).

Barcelona, an evocation
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Dos dibujos realizados por Alvaro
Siza Vieira durante un viaje de
estudios a Barcelona, en los anos

cincuenta.

Two sketches by Alvaro Siza Vieira,
made on a journey to Barcelona
during his studies, in the fifties.



En el ano destinado a Catalufa, como siempre, mi padre estu-
dié lo que habia que ver; la familia se reunia alrededor de la gran
mesa del comedor y hacia planes.

Mi interés se centré en el museo de Vic y en Gaudi.

Me interesaba poco la arquitectura; pero aquella parecia es-
cultura, o pintura, o lo era.

La primera noche —llegamos tarde— fui con mi hermano a ver
la Sagrada Familia. Estaba oscuro y sentimos miedo. Nadie por las
calles. Pero en las Ramblas habia animacién y el desfile de gente
habitual, como en todas las ciudades y pueblos de Espana.

Al dia siguiente me percaté que las extranas esculturas esta-
ban hechas de lo que existe en todas partes: ventanas, puertas, zé-
calos, herrajes, frisos en cerédmica o piedra, tejas, canalones; todo
muy funcional, adaptado a las manos y los pies, a los cinco senti-
dos. Dentro de la Casa Mila me senti como en casa: nada era espe-
cial, excepto una atmésfera méagica. No muy distinta de las otras
casas de manzanas bien alineadas, en calles aireadas por donde
apetecia pasear, atravesando todo el dia, una tras otra, las esqui-
nas cortadas a cuarenta y cinco grados, las esquinas de espacios
profundos que Federico Correa me daria a conocer mas tarde.

Tuve mi primer presentimiento de que quizas la arquitectura me
interesase mas que cualquier otra cosa; de que estaba a mi alcan-
ce; bastaba poner en danza ventanas, puertas, zécalos, herrajes,
frisos en cerédmica o piedra, tejas, canalones. Senti el palpitar de los

tubos de seccién normal, de los hilos eléctricos; y el movimiento del
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través de las paredes.

aire a

De regreso, nos detuvimos a comer en un restaurante de los al-

Colonia Giell. Mi padre esta-

rededores. Vi un cartel que indicaba

fuese

id a que yo

- >

ba cansado de arquitectura y de museos; pero acced

con el conductor «alli al lado».

Cuando volvimos acababan de comer. El conductor estaba ham-

mis OoJos

briento y enfadado; mi padre fingia que estaba enfadado;

de quinceanero brillaban.

- >

Costa Brava arriba, la bendicién del Mediterraneo.

1S-

ien por hora, hermosas autop

-

é por aqui a ¢

-

(Mds tarde pas

tas, Coderch en dos segundos, una ciudad del Far West hecha de fa-

chadas de madera, entusiasmo, entusiasmo, el entusiasmo que ne-

inco sentidos.)

; manos, pies, c

itaba

cesl
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Alvaro
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