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GIVE ME YOUR HAND

“Give me your hand and we’ll walk along 
the shore very close to the 
pounding sea, 
we’ll take the measure of all things 
just by saying we still love each other. 

And the distant boats, like those on the sand, 
will take on a discreet and faithful air, 
and they will not look at us; 
they will look to new routes 
with the slow gaze of a distracted sentry. 

Give me your hand, lean your cheek 
on my chest, and do not fear anyone. 
And the palm trees will give us shade. 
And the seagulls under the shining sun 

will bring with them that briny taste that soaks 
into our love, and everything near to the sea: 
then, I will kiss your cheek; 
and we will be swept 
by this kiss into the game of love. 

Give me your hand and we will walk along
the shore very close to the 
pounding sea; 
we’ll take the measure of all things 
just by saying we still love each other.”

  
(L’irradiador del port i les gavines, 
Obra completa.)

15. 
Passeig Marítim / La 
Barceloneta beach
Reading this beautiful poem by 
Joan Salvat-Papasseit on the sea-
front makes for the perfect end to 
the tour.

“Salvat lived in a very small 
apartment of no.  11 on carrer 
del Dr.  Giné i Partagàs. As you 
entered, at the back and in the 
shadows, there was a room 
and bedroom, and an interior 
room [...] On the left, facing 
the street, were the brightest 
and most cheerful rooms: the 
kitchen [...] It was the kitchen 
from the unforgettable Christ-
mas poem. [...] 

[...] On the right, on the nor-
thern side, the one closest to 
the ‘Maquinista,’ was Salvat’s 
office. It was a modest and 
comfortable corner, a personal 
world. Two bookcases (that he 
built himself with the wood 
from a box of eggs) flanked 
his table, full of books that he 
loved.”
  

(Tomàs Garcés, Sobre Salvat- 
Papasseit i altres escrits.)

 Joan Salvat-Papasseit 
(1894‒1924), Catalan poet.

CHRISTMAS

“I feel the cold of night 
                                      and hear the dark simbomba. 
As a band of young men pass by singing. 
I hear the celery cart
                                                  jar on the cobblestones
as others pass it on the way to the market.
 
Those at home         in the kitchen 
                                                  by the burning stove 
with the gas full on have prepared the bird. 
Now I look at the moon, it seems a full moon; 
and they pluck out the feathers, 
                                    and yearn for tomorrow.

Tomorrow at the table we will forget the poor 
— so poor as we are — 
                                Jesus will be born. 
He will look at us for a moment with our sweets 
and after looking           will start to weep."
  

(“Nostalgia for Tomorrow” in “The 
Port Beacon and the Seagulls”.) 

From Carrer de la Maquinista, 
which evokes memories of the in-
dustrial past of the neighbourhood 
and that still features the arch at 
the entrance to the now demolished 
factory La Maquinista Terrestre y 
Marítima, you can reach the ave-
nue named after poet Joan Salvat- 
Papasseit. From here, you can head 
towards the Passeig Marítim.

14. 
The House of Joan 
Salvat-Papasseit
Carrer del Doctor Giné i Partagàs, 11

Now demolished, the home of  
Salvat-Papasseit and his family 
was at number 11 Carrer del Doc-
tor Giné i Partagàs. The small, 
humble flat used to belong to the 
family of his wife, Carmeta, who 
worked as a dressmaker. This was 
his home between the years 1918 
and 1922, and the couple’s two 
daughters, Salomé and Núria were 
born here. The kitchen here is the 
same one referred to in his famous 
poem Nadal.
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“At the end of my street was 
the beach, and the roar of the 
easterly storms. Also the dark 
summer nights, sown with fires 
of Sant Joan. Each street has its 
own party, with a roof made of 
eye-catching streamers, a "ba-
sin of apples," and the shouts 
of children. The "societies" (po-
litical and recreational, with 
their flags rising and falling, 
solemn and spectacular on the 
balcony, at sunset, between 
the flames of the sparklers, 
when the caramelles singers 
return from an area I don’t 
know) are like second homes 
for each class and each par-
ty, with their choirs and their 
theatre performances.”
  

(Tomàs Garcés, Sobre Salvat- 
Papasseit i altres escrits.)

“We liked to walk along the 
Riba (the current Passeig Na-
cional), which was like a bor-
der. Inside, a teeming multi-
tude: Catalans and Levantine 
fishermen, dockworkers and 
so many craftsmen, all of them 
our friends. I, who had always 
lived in this neighbourhood, 
felt more connected to it than 
Salvat-Papasseit. We almost 
always arrived by way of Carrer 
de la Maquinista. Other times, 
when we were in less of a hurry, 
we went down Carrer de Sant 
Carles, which was my street; I 
would then enter my home and 
he would continue the rest of 
the way alone, slowly, hunched 
over, cheeks sunken.”
  

(Tomàs Garcés, Sobre Salvat- 
Papasseit i altres escrits.)

13. 
The Birth House of 
Tomàs Garcés
Carrer de Sant Carles, 32

The poet Tomàs Garcés was born 
in this house on October 9th 1901. 
He was the sixth child of immi-
grant parents who had come to 
live in La Barceloneta and had 
opened a colmado [grocer’s store].  
He lived his childhood years in the 
neighbourhood in a humble wor-
king class environment. He was a 
neighbour of Joan Salvat-Papas-
seit as a youngster and they always 
enjoyed a great friendship.

12. 
Biblioteca Barceloneta 
— La Fraternitat
Carrer del Comte de Santa Clara, 8

Former headquarters of the Wor-
kers’ Cooperative La Fraternitat, 
founded in 1879. The current mo-
dernist building was designed in 
1918 by architect Francesc Guàrdia 
i Vial. 

The choir of La Fraternitat, the 
Societat Coral Euterpe, founded in 
1850, was the first mass workers’ 
choir founded by the popular mu-
sician and politician Josep Anselm 
Clavé. 

The cooperative functioned until 
the year 1974. In 2002, the building 
was turned into a public library for 
local residents.

Tomàs Garcès 
(1901‒1993), Catalan poet.

FIVE HARBOUR SONGS 
(excerpt)

                          I

“Ship that sleeps in port

wrapped in darkness!

You have secured your pennants

and the sails are folded.

On top of the mast,

only the light of a lantern still burns.

Just as the sailor closely guards your slumber,

the moon also stands watch.”
  

(Vint cançons, Poesia completa.)

“1919. 
30th of September. Lunch in 
Barceloneta (at Can Soler) with 
Joaquim Sunyer and Josep Ma-
ria Junoy. We were beginning 
to enjoy the sun and the Barce-
loneta was delightful. It was a 
magnificent day. Rice and fish 
with perhaps a touch too much 
saffron and grilled fillets of sea 
perch. [...] 

After lunch, it is so sunny Jo-
sep Maria Junoy suggests going 
for a stroll along the breakwater. 
And we do. There is hardly any- 
one there: the usual sailors and 
fishermen, some mending fi-
shing tackle and others looking 
at the sea —I mean the open sea.”
  

(Josep Pla, The Gray Notebook.)

Felícia Fuster 
(1921‒2012), Catalan poet 

and artist.

“I was born near the sea, in La 
Barceloneta, which used to be 
a neighbourhood of low and 
almost identical houses, but 
that today has lost that particu-
lar feeling it once had of being 
one big family, in which the 
street was an extension of your 
house and there you spent half 
your life; it was a place where 
some women raised their chil-
dren, or pulled out the sewing 
machine to do the miles of 
upturns that the pants, sewn at 
a fixed price; required; others 
stretched the fishing nets along 
the street and mended them si-
tting in low bulrush chairs, and 
still others wove new nets by 
moving their fingers nervously 
with the shuttle. That’s why 
you saw so many women in the 
streets: the women had made 
the streets their own. That was 
where they earned their four 
indispensable rals [pennies] 
to enable them to put a pot on 
the fire every day, while the 
husband was away; a sailor 
on a large transatlantic ship, 
an obscure crew member on a 
simple coastal trade vessel, or 
just offshore on a fishing boat.”
  

(“A dins, a fora”, in Barceldones.)

11. 
The Birth House of 
Felícia Fuster
Carrer de Sant Miquel, 64

The poet and visual artist Felí-
cia Fuster was born and raised at 
number 64 Carrer de Sant Miquel. 
Her family owned an ironmonger 
and nautical shop.

10. 
Restaurant Can Solé
Carrer de Sant Carles, 4

This restaurant was founded in 
1903 and frequented by numerous 
personalities from different fields 
including artists and writers such 
as Santiago Rusiñol, Josep M. de 
Sagarra, Josep Pla, Josep M. Junoy 
and Manuel Vázquez Montalbán, 
among others.

9. 
Cultural Centre Casa de 
la Barceloneta 1761  
Carrer de Sant Carles, 6

The Casa de la Barceloneta 1761 
is one of the few buildings that 
still preserves the original traits of 
the first homes built in the neigh-
bourhood. Originally, they always 
comprised just two levels and regu-
lations did not permit anything hi-
gher to avoid interfering with the 
cannons firing from the Ciutadella 
fortress. Over time, the popularity 
of the district led to these single 
family flats being divided into 
four, which resulted in extremely 
small housing units: “quarters” of 
a house. 

The Casa de la Barceloneta is a 
very interesting little museum if 
you wish to discover the history of 
this neighbourhood.

 Joan Salvat-Papasseit 
(1894‒1924), Catalan poet.

MINSTREL OF LOVE

                                    
For Enric Casanoves

“If you know pleasure, do not leave out the kiss,

because the joy of loving does not entail moderation. 

Let yourself be kissed, and you kiss afterwards,

as it is always on the lips that love lingers.
  

No, don’t kiss as a slave or as a devout believer,

but as a passer-by who has come across a delightful fountain.

Let yourself be kissed —a fervent sacrifice—

the more ardent it is, the more faithful the kiss.
 

What would you have done if you had died before,

having got no further than that soft breath on your cheek?

Let yourself be kissed, on the chest, on the hands,

lover, loved — the glass held high.

When you kiss, drink, the glass will cure fear:

kiss on the neck, the most beautiful land of all.

Let yourself be kissed, 

       and if you still feel nostalgic,

kiss again, as life is short.”

 

(La gesta dels estels, O.C.)

8. 
Sant Miquel del Port 
Church
Carrer de Sant Miquel, 39

The Church of Sant Miquel del 
Port was one of the first buildings 
constructed in La Barceloneta, 
commenced in 1753, the same year 
the area was founded, and comple-
ted in 1755. 

The poet Joan Salvat-Papasseit 
was married here to Carme Eleu-
terio, a resident of La Barceloneta, 
on July 7th, 1918. The painter Joa-
quim Torres-Garcia and Santiago 
Segura from the Galeries Laieta-
nes gallery were groomsmen. Poet 
Josep Maria López-Picó dedicated 
a poem to the couple entitled “Epi-
talami.”

El negre de la Riba 
Carrer d’Andrea Doria / Carrer del 
Baluard

A popular element of this district 
is the figurehead from a brigantine 
that sailed into Barcelona in 1860 
to be dismantled. For many years, 
the figurehead decorated the en-
trance of a nautical warehouse at 
Moll de la Riba promenade. Origi-
nally, it was the figure of a Native 
American warrior but the face be-
came worn over time, which led to 
it being confused with an African 
warrior. To preserve it, the original 
is kept at the Maritime Museum, 
while the figure here is a fibreglass 
replica.

7. 

(El poema de la rosa als llavis, O.C.)
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«oh viens tout près de moi 
puis pose avec émoi
tes lèvres sur ma bouche
― dans un baiser farouche 
je serai toute à toi!» 

How to kiss, so
 I will kiss her 

a young sailor who is  not careful  ― another              corsair will steal his companion away ―

if he does not offer her a song ―                the corsair will come and steal her love  

Plaça del Poeta Boscà /
Copy of a excerpt from 
the work of poet Joan 
Boscà
Carrer del Baluard

On the corner of this square adjoin- 
ing Baluard street, the following 
is written by a small monument: 
“Copy of a fragment from the work 
of poet Joan Boscà (1492-1542) 
published in Barcelona in 1543, 
entitled Las obras de Juan Boscán 
y algunas de Garcilaso de la Vega.” 
The poem begins with a sonnet by 
Francesco Petrarca. Trained as a 
humanist, Joan Boscà introduced 
hendecasyllabic verse of Italian 
influence into Spanish literature.

[The excerpt from the poem is 
practically illegible]

    

6. 

SONNET  
C XXXV
(excerpt)

“Alone and sad, I take cautious and tired
steps in the wasteland, and I raise
both eyes up to be sure that no one
observes my disquietedness.”
  

(L’esperança encara.)

 Joan Salvat-Papasseit 
(1894‒1924), Catalan poet.

NOSTALGIA FOR 
TOMORROW 
(excerpt)

“And the women of the neighbourhood  
     ‒ early risers ‒
who rush to market
each with her yellow basket,
and come back   
with a cabbage peeping out,
and sometimes meat,
and red cherries from another.”

  
(“Nostalgia for Tomorrow” in “The 
Port Beacon and the Seagulls”.)

Barceloneta Market
Plaça del Poeta Boscà, 1

Barceloneta Market is a regular 
among local residents.

5. 

Jaume Fuster 
(1945‒1998), Catalan writer, 

essayist and translator.
    

“―C’mon, girl, don’t get angry. 
I’ve had an idea, you see?
―Where do we have to go now?
―No more work, my dear. 
We’re done for today. I want to 
invite you to dinner. 
―Hey, it’s a good thing that 
from time to time you remem-
ber people also have to eat. 
―And also, today’s meal will 
be a special one. We’ll go have 
fish. In the Barceloneta. 
―Where? 
―In the harbour. Traditional 
food, you’ll see.  
―Did you win the lottery or so-
mething? 
―Almost, my dear, almost.
―Enric Vidal’s thoughts went 
to the hundred thousand pese-
tas.”

(De mica en mica s’omple la pica.)

Llibreria Negra i Crimi-
nal Bookshop [closed]
Carrer de la Sal, 5

Bookshop specialised in noir 
genre, unfortunately now closed. 
It opened its doors in 2002, and 
having gained recognition as a true 
benchmark for its specialist genre, 
it had to close for financial reasons 
on October 3rd 2015. A signed 
hangs on the closed doors reading: 
“Thriller and crime bookshop....
it was made from what dreams are 
made of.” It’s not far at all from 
the Jai-Ca (Ginebra, 13), one of the 
most authentic, literary and noir 
bars of La Barceloneta. Of moder-
nist ambiance, the bar is a meeting 
point for writers of noir fiction 
such as Andreu Martín and others. 
Around here you can stroll —and 
eat— in the shadow of famous 
detective Pepe Carvalho, created 
by Manuel Vázquez Montalbán, 
or characters from the novel De 
mica en mica s’omple la pica (Little 
by Little the Basin Fills) by Jaume 
Fuster.

4. 

“―You’re not listening —she 
said suddenly. 

He stared, bewildered. In 
fact, for some minutes now the 
woman’s chattering had been a 
background music that accom-
panied his thoughts, which 
couldn’t be farther away.

―You’re not listening —she 
insisted—. You’re always tal-
king about yourself… You only 
care about yourself. You 
couldn’t care less what I say. 
You don’t care about what I’m 
thinking, how I am, or what 
I’m doing… 

The man was surprised. De-
licately, he removed his two 
fingers. He was afraid that the 
woman would ask him what 
she had been talking about up 
until the point when she had 
suddenly stopped talking to 
tell him he wasn’t listening. He 
didn’t know what to say.”
   

(L’illa de Maians.)

2. 
Palau de Mar (Museum of 
the History of Catalonia)
Plaça de Pau Vila, 3

What was the Isle of Maians?
Maians was an old sandy island 
that lay in front of the coast of 
Barcelona. The construction of 
the first port in Barcelona in 1477 
during the reign of John II meant 
that this island became incorpo-
rated into the city. The land gai-
ned around the newly integrated 
isle of Maians became the fishing 
district of La Barceloneta. This 
new neighbourhood was designed 
by military engineer Prosper Van 
Verboom to re-house the residents 
of the Ribera (in the Born district) 
whose homes had been demoli-
shed by order of Phillip V to make 
way for construction on La Ciuta-
della fortress.

L’illa de Maians is also the title 
of a collection of stories by the 
Catalan writer Quim Monzó (Bar-
celona, 1952) published in 1985. 
The first story in the set is entitled 
“Barceloneta” and begins as fo-
llows:

NOCTURNE FOR 
ACCORDION

                                    To Josep Aragay

“Now then: I’ve watched wood on the wharf.
(You don’t know
                             what it is
                to watch wood on the wharf:
but I’ve seen the rain
in buckets
drenching the boats,
and the coin of anguish shivering beneath 
                                                                        [the timber; 
beneath the flanders
and the pinewood,
beneath the sacred cedars.

When the armed squaddies spied on the night  
and the vault of the sky was a tunnel
without the flare of carriages:
I have made a fire of shards in the black throat
                                                                        [of the wolf.
You don’t know        
                           what it is
                                        to watch wood on the wharf:
but all the hands of all the street kids
met like a farandola
to swear an oath in the ring of my fire.
And it was like a miracle
drawing out their stiff numb hands.

And in the fog each step was lost.
You don’t know
                         what it is
                                   to watch the wood on the wharf.
Neither do you know the prayer of the ships’ 
                                                                                    [lights
— which are so many colours
like the sea beneath the sun:
which needs no sails.”

    
(Joan-Salvat Papasseit, Selected 
Poems, p. 73.)

Monument dedicated 
to poet Joan Salvat-
Papasseit
Promenades of Moll de la Fusta and 
Moll de Bosch i Alsina

Monument in memory of the 
avant-garde poet Joan Salvat-Pa-
passeit (1894‒1924), by Robert and 
Léon Krier. Self-taught and from 
a humble family, the poet worked 
nights as a security guard on the 
docks of Moll de la Fusta for six 
months in 1915, as the poem Noc-
turn per a acordió tells us.

1. 

Joan Salvat-Papasseit 
(1894‒1924), Catalan poet.

“... the only secret to my opti-
mism, my friend, is that I have 
suffered a lot, nothing more. As 
I was able to leave behind the 
hardships, I began to love life 
and living as one who falls in 
love for the first time.” [...] 

“Having reached 26 years 
of age, I have lived in misery, I 
have lived in the “Asilo Naval", 
a naval orphanage, I have had 
twenty trades; without a father, 
and with a sick mother, they 
have exploited me in the worst 
ways [...] but I love, I love so 
much that I could only cry from 
so much love.”
   

(Obra completa.)

Asilo Naval Español
Passeig de Joan de Borbó

In this area of the promenade, the 
ship Asilo Naval Español is still 
anchored. This ship was conver-
ted into an asylum for orphans of 
poor sailors, where the poet Joan 
Salvat-Papasseit, orphan of a sai-
lor, was taken in between the ages 
of 7 and 12, and where he learnt to 
read and write. Before his father’s 
death, he had never been able to 
attend school. From the age of 12, 
he began to work in different jobs. 
While suffering from tuberculosis, 
he wrote a letter dated the 14th of 
July, 1922, to his friend the poet 
J.M. López Picó, from the sanato-
rium in Escaldes, which read:

   

3. 


