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◄►How to get there::   M   L3 (Drassanes),
Bus 120.

Tour duration: 1h40

10. 
Saló Pompeia Theatre
Avinguda del Paraŀlel, 107

Located on the corner of Nou de 
Rambla, the Saló Pompeia was one 
of the most prominent theatres of 
the golden years on El Paraŀlel. 
It was given this name when it 
opened in 1914, but from the late 
nineteenth century it functioned 
under several different names: 
Cafè Lionès, Trianon, Sport To-
bogan, and Teatre Gayarre. The 
variety show with singers and dan-
cers began in the early afternoon 
and put on three sessions. In 1920, 
an armed pistolero from the mana-
gement left a bomb on the theatre 
stalls causing six deaths and nu-
merous injured. This however, did 
not stop the Pompeia from living 
its most brilliant period with se-
veral programme extensions and 
shows starring some of the great-
est classics of the time such as 
Bella Dorita and Estrellita Castro. 
Today very close by the Pompeia is 
the Bagdad, an erotic showhall.

Andreu Martín 
(1949), Barcelona novelist and 

scriptwriter of comics and cinema.

“A deafening explosion of 
applause, bravado and cat-
calls  saturated the room for a 
long time. Aurora Escolá wa-
ved, thanked them for the ova-
tion, and left the stage to make 
room for the other girls in the 
cast who would make the au-
dience howl with the most in-
timate parts of their anatomy, 
the comic scenes of shouting 
actors in their underwear, or to 
a performance of acrobats and 
tightrope walkers. When Au-
rora Escolà was not on stage, 
the audience of the Pompeia 
wouldn’t stop the howling and 
shouting of vulgarities. My fa-
ther remembered the day when 
a trickster had missed a trick 
and set himself on fire and be-
came a human torch, and the 
audience laughed and applaud-
ed enthusiastically.”

  
(Andreu Martín, Cabaret Pom-
peya.) 

11. 
Carrer de les Tàpies

Along with Carrer de Robador, a 
good deal of street prostitution was 
also concentrated on Tàpies street 
during post-war Franco times and 
up until today. Prior to the urban 
development for the 1992 Olympic 
Games, in the words of Sebastià 
Gasch, Carrer de les Tàpies was 
“one of Barcelona’s most dramatic 
spots.” According to the journalist, 
the street was like a long, narrow, 
damp and dark corridor of “abo-
minable smells, the least pleasant 
of which was that of urine.” This 
street was filled with small, obscure 
bars, all kinds of brothels, and pros- 
titutes lining the pavement, the 
first of them already standing there 
at nine in the morning.

Eduardo Mendoza 
(1943), Barcelona novelist.

“The hotel I was heading for 
was conveniently situated in 
an out-of-the-way corner of 
Calle de las Tapias. Outside, 
a neon light announced Hotel 
Cupido, all mod cons, bidet 
in every room. The reception- 
ist was fast asleep, and was 
furious at being woken up. He 
was one-eyed, and apparently 
an expert in blasphemy. After 
some argument, he agred to 
exchange the watch and pens 
for a room with a view for three 
nights only. When I protested, 
he argued that the current po-
litical instability had affected 
the influx of tourists and hit 
private investment. I countered 
by saying that if that was true 
for the hotel industry, it must 
also be valid for the watch 
and pen-making industries, to 
which the one-eyed reception- 
ist replied that he couldn’t give a 
stuff, and that three nights was 
his best offer, take it or leave 
it. His attitude was not exactly 
hospitable, but I had no choice 
but to accept. The room I was 
allotted was the size of a broom 
cupboard and stank of piss. 
The sheets were so filthy I had 
to prise them apart. Under the 
pillow I found a sock with holes 
in it. The shared bathroom 
looked more like a swimming- 
baths: the lavatory and the 
wash-basin were blocked, and 
in the latter floated a gooey 
purplish substance that was 
every fly’s delight. Once again, 
I had no chance of a shower, 
so I headed back to my room. 
Through the walls I could hear 
people spitting, panting, and 
the occasional fart. I promised 
myself that if ever I became 
rich, I might do without other 
luxuries, but would make sure 
I always stayed in at least one-
star hotels.”

  
(Eduardo Mendoza, The Mystery 
of the Enchanted Crypt.)

9. 
Apolo Theatre
Avinguda del Paraŀlel, 57

Built in 1901 as little more than 
a shack, and later converted to a 
genuine, fully equipped venue, the 
Apolo Theatre, still functioning 
today, has been offering theatre 
shows, music and performances of 
all kinds throughout the twentieth 
century alongside those iconic 
three chimneys on El Paraŀlel. In 
its early days, it put on zarzuelas, 
variety shows and musicals, while 
in 1911 it became one of the first 
places in Barcelona where you 
could go to watch feature films at 10 
cents a ticket. In 1946, having been 
reconverted to a theatre house, it 
showed the very first theatre play 
in the Catalan language after the 
Civil War, El ferrer del tall, by Sera-
fí Pitarra. From the fifties it beca-
me one of Paraŀlel’s leading variety 
show venues, featuring shows with 
piquant vedettes such as Tania Do-
ris. Today, as well as the theatre, on 
the same block there is also a hotel, 
a café, a bingo and concert hall, 
and a disco with the same name. 

Sebastià Gasch 
(1897‒1980), Barcelona journalist, 

writer and art critic.

“In periods of tolerance ―with 
elections or other political 
events around the corner―, in 
the concert-cafés along the Pa- 
raŀlel, it was a time of the 
ground- breaking complete 
strip-tease. And it was done in 
the most crude and blatant 
way you can imagine. Women 
would be stark naked, and the 
dishonest airs they would taken 
on were almost grotesque. All 
the foreigners that somebody 
accompanied to these sinister 
dives all agreed that never, not 
in Marseille, or in Hamburg, 
or in Naples, or in Tunisia, had 
they seen a show as brutally 
scummy as this one. Or one so 
impersonal, or so routine, or 
so mechanical, one could add.”

  
(Sebastià Gasch, Les nits de Bar-
celona.) 

8. 
Raquel Meller 
Monument
Carrer de Nou de Rambla, 105

Aragonese singer Raquel Meller, 
stage name of Francisca (Paca) 
Marqués López, was for decades 
the most internationally acclaimed 
Spanish singer and dancer. She 
premièred in Barcelona in 1911 at 
the Teatre Arnau, interpreting El 
Relicario and La Violetera by José 
Padilla. She was showered with 
applause and adored by audiences 
across half the world, and even 
caught the attention of Charlie 
Chaplin who invited her to co-
star in City Lights. Chaplin finally 
only managed to ensure that La 
Violetera became the film’s main 
soundtrack. In the thirties, Meller 
lived in France as a famous celebri-
ty but after her return to Barcelo-
na, she spent the final decades of 
her life out of the public eye. She 
died in 1962, and four years later 
Barcelona City Council dedicated 
this monument on the Paraŀlel to 
her, the work of Josep Viladomat i 
Massana.

Àngel Guimerà
(1845‒1924), politician, poet 

and playwright in Catalan.

TO RAQUEL MELLER

“Your voice is sweet, fresh, in love. 
If you sang in the forest, the spring would stop
flowing and the birds stop singing to listen; 
if you sang to the sea, the waves stretching to lie
at your feet would be lulled to sleep from joy. 
When someone hears you, they say: ‘Life is good!’
and the chains on their heart loosen, 
and the sky breathes in your womanly charm.
But when you go silent, happiness departs: 
for the pain then grows stronger.

  
 (Àngel Guimerà, Obres comple-

tes, II.)

Lluís Maria Todó 
(1950), Catalan university 
professor, critic, translator 

and writer.

“Salvador liked boys. At twen-
ty, he had had sex with many 
men, but he had not yet been 
in love, until one day Pedro 
appeared at the Jazz Colon. 
Pedro was from a different 
neighbourhood, possibly La 
Mina, or some other suburb 
with an abundance of gypsies, 
Salvador couldn’t be sure. He 
worked trafficking weed on a 
small scale, ‘trapicheo’[sche-
ming], as they called it, and 
he was extraordinarily friend-
ly, cheerful, extroverted, gene-
rous and cordial. They became 
very good friends, or so Pedro 
imagined, because after a few 
months of seeing each other 
almost every day and spen-
ding nearly the entire day to-
gether, Salvador had to admit 
to himself that the connection 
he had to Pedro was not one of 
friendship, but one of intense 
love: his first love.” 

  
(Lluís Maria Todó, L’últim mono.)

3. 
Frontón Colón
La Rambla, 18

From the mid twentieth century, 
the Frontón Colón building ―now 
a gym― housed a ballroom. Ini- 
tially it attracted prostitutes and 
sailors from the US Sixth Fleet navy, 
but over time it became fashionable 
among academics and intellectuals 
(such as Gabriel Garcia Márquez), 
who during the sixties and seven-
ties danced alongside “potheads, 
transvestites, and heteros,” in the 
words of Nazario. Jazz Colón and 
Bar Cosmo were among the few 
venues that tolerated homosexua-
lity in Franco’s Spain, a time when 
the Vagrancy Act (Ley de vagos y 
maleantes) was still in force.

7. 
Plaça de Jean Genet

Born in 1910 in Paris, a child of a 
prostitute who abandoned him, 
Jean Genet spent his childhood 
between reformatories, prisons, 
and foster parents. After a brief 
adventure in the army, he worked 
in robbery and prostitution across 
Europe. Following his return to 
France in 1937, he alternated his 
time between literature and rob-
beries and convictions. He wrote 
several novels from prison, inclu-
ding The Thief’s Journal (1949), in 
which he tells the story of his ex-
periences as a young prostitute in 
Barcelona’s Chinese district. The 
French state finally gave him a life 
sentence as a result of the pressure 
that came from intellectuals at the 
time such as Jean-Paul Sartre, 
Jean Cocteau and Pablo Picasso. 
Situated between the port and the 
Royal Shipyard, the Plaça Jean 
Genet is a small corner opened in 
1997 and named in honour of the 
writer, as proposed by Lluís Per-
manyer. There is nothing about 
this square today that would give 
us any indication of the French 
writer’s experience of the Chinese 
district back in the early thirties. 
“Back then, the Chinese district 
was like a ghetto inhabited by 
more foreigners than Spanish, a 
load of young thugs,” wrote Genet, 
“dirty and messy in the middle of a 
neighbourhood with the stench of 
oil, urine and muck.”

Jean Genet 
(1910‒1986), French novelist, 
poet, playwright and activist.

“1932. Spain at the time was 
covered with vermin, its beg-
gars. They went from village 
to village, to Andalusia becau-
se it is warm, to Catalonia be-
cause it is rich, but the whole 
country was favorable to us. In 
Barcelona we hung around the 
Calle Mediodia and the Calle 
Carmen. We sometimes slept 
six in a bed without sheets, 
and at dawn we would go beg-
ging in the markets. We would 
leave the Barrio Chino in a 
group and scatter over the Pa-
rallelo, carrying shopping bas-
kets, for the housewives would 
give us a leek or turnip rather 
than a coin. At noon we would 
return, and with the gleanings 
we would make our soup. It 
is the life of vermin that I am 
going to describe.” 

  
(Jean Genet, The Thief’s Journal.) 

Francisco González 
Ledesma 

(1927‒2015), Barcelona journalist, 
novelist and comics writer.

“The aggressor was still there, 
the guy who had given them 
the sports massage without 
charging them anything, and 
who also had to appear before 
the judge for a charge of as-
sault. When he saw him, Mén-
dez blinked.

Good-looking, by God. He was 
a son of the neighbourhood, 
of those apartments without 
light, the pockets without mo-
ney, the streets without exit and 
the girls without a future, all 
mixed together in a five square 
metre bedroom with Saturday 
night music. Before, guys like 
these always had boxing, but 
now boxing no longer brought 
in money or the masses. And 
the girls, they always had the 
rich boyfriend as a last resort, 
but now the rich boyfriends no 
longer go to the slums.”

  
(Francisco González Ledesma, 
Cinco mujeres y media.) 

6. 
Mossos d’Esquadra 
(Catalan Police force) 
de Ciutat Vella
Carrer Nou de la Rambla, 76-78

According to him, the then Calle 
Conde del Asalto had an “official 
sounding name that reminded him 
of policemen and truncheons,” and 
was full of dance academies, music 
joints, striptease venues, brothels 
and bars. Today, he says, all that is 
left on that street that never slept 
is Bar London and the police sta-
tion where his character, Inspec-
tor Méndez, worked in the dozen 
novels he was featured in. Today it 
has been converted into a sterile- 
looking police station, where ac-
cording to Gonzalez Ledesma, 
“even the bathrooms are stylish.”

Josep Maria Planes 
(1907‒1936), Catalan journalist.

“The stars of the Edèn are girls 
who are plump and sentimen-
tal, who drink champagne, 
wear black stockings and cause 
terrible dramas in bourgeois 
homes, where family councils 
need to convene with regularity 
to keep a firm hold on the head 
of the house who has lost his 
senses. 

Gentlemen who like to have 
fun have discovered that the 
world of easy conquests is not 
limited to the corridors of the 
Liceu stage. The music hall has 
begun to teach couplet songs to 
maids, and invites their emplo-
yers to stray. A wave of debau-
chery passes along the Rambla, 
it grows, increases, and settles 
under the symbol of the famous 
five peseta duro meals. While 
the Russians and the Japanese 
are at war, the first French 
prostitutes arrive at the Eden 
and turn the excited mousta-
ches of the Barcelonans red. 

The nights at the Edèn Con-
cert hall are where the local 
society has its first taste of 
shameless immodesty, and its 
fame soon spreads throughout 
Catalonia. When husbands 
go to Barcelona, the wives of 
the Empordà, Urgell, Camp de 
Reus and Pla de Bages pray an 
Our Father so that Our Lord 
keeps them from falling into 
the hands of the artists of Ca-
rrer Nou street...” 

  
(Josep Maria Planes,  Nits de Bar-
celona.)

5. 
Edèn Concert
Carrer Nou de la Rambla, 12

Among the varied array of venues 
in the Chinese district, the Edèn 
Concert music hall was one with 
the most international acclaim 
thanks to its star-clad variety 
shows, its table games ―les paste-
res― and its reputation as a luxu-
rious and licentious place. Opened 
in 1887 on number 12 Nou de la 
Rambla (then called Conde del 
Asalto), it held performances by 
comic actors, magicians and acro-
bats as well as singers and dancers. 
The façade of the Edèn had specta-
cular lights while both the interior 
and the shows were constantly 
changing, a trend that was later 
copied by its competitors. Some of 
their “erotic” stars included Bella 
Dorita and Antonia de Cachavera, 
who in 1912 was reported eight 
times in just one week for “lifting 
her skirt and displaying her private 
parts to the audience.” Its golden 
years came after the First World 
War when it was converted into 
a top-rate music hall offering the 
latest trends such as Charleston 
competitions and performances 
by black artists, fashionable at 
the time in cities like Paris and 
New York. Converted to a cinema 
in 1935, a final attempt to revive it 
as a variety show venue failed in 
the middle eighties, so it ended up 
converted into the Eden car park it 
is today.

4. 
Bar Kentucky
Carrer de l’Arc del Teatre, 11

According to Francisco Casavella, 
bars like the Kentucky, the Texas, 
and the New York, were given the-
se names to attract the Sixth Fleet 
US Navy sailors who docked at the 
port. The arrival of the Sixth Fleet 
changed the neighbourhood, infu-
sing it with an adolescent energy 
that was accompanied by an esca-
lation in prostitution, theft, and 
scams, while bars and brothels 
would accept payment from Ame-
rican soldiers in dollars, of much 
greater value than the devalued pe-
seta at the time. The writer Fran-
cisco Casavella, born in Marquès 
de Campo Sagrado on the edge of 
the Chinese District, explored the 
neighbourhood from a young age, 
fascinated by the forbidden world 
of prostitutes and crime, and in 
1990 he used it as the setting for 
his novel, El triunfo, later made 
into a film. Founded in the forties, 
Bar Kentucky is one of the few his-
torical bars still remaining in the 
area. Despite its décor making it 
look more like a cave, you can trace 
back the history of the neighbour-
hood through dozens of old photo- 
graphs lining its walls, and locate 
the plaque that painter Miquel 
Barceló dedicated to Eddie Si-
mons, Panamanian poet and artist.

Francisco Casavella 
(1953‒2008), Barcelona writer.

“Those were the beautiful 
years. When Tostao, Topo and I 
escaped from the Barrio and 
we went far away, and there we 
were the kings, waving at 
everybody and everybody ad-
miring us. We were thinner 
and more handsome and let 
me tell you, even more clever 
when, upon reaching the main 
streets, we would take money 
from the American sailors, the 
Italian sailors, and the leather 
bags from the sunburned for- 
eign women who imagined 
they were walking through the 
bathroom of their home, sme-
lling the flowers, and touching 
the beak of a bird and making 
the cnu-chu-chu sound to the 
parrots.” 

  
(Francisco Casavella, El triunfo.)

2. 
La Criolla
Carrer del Cid, 10

Out of all the venues in the Chinese 
District, La Criolla was the sha-
diest and most radical. Opened in 
1925 on the ground floor of an old 
wire factory, La Criolla soon be-
came the most acclaimed temple 
of perversion in the city, thanks 
primarily to its transvestite ar-
tists, without a doubt the venue’s 
main attraction. Word soon got 
around, bringing in both locals 
and foreigners, from aristocrats 
and bourgeoisie to anarchists and 
pistoleros [paid armed men]. They 
swarmed to La Criolla like bees to 
a honey pot, to enjoy cabaret dan-
cing, drug trafficking and homo-
sexual prostitution. In The Thief’s 
Journal, Jean Genet tells his story 
of having been a prostitute dressed 
“as a lady.” La Criolla went into de-
cline with the outbreak of the Spa-
nish Civil War, and in the autumn 
of 1938 an Italian bomb destroyed 
the venue. It was later completely 
demolished when Avinguda de les 
Drassanes was built, but the chro-
nicles of many writers, journalists 
and correspondents still remain 
today.

Josep Maria de Sagarra 
(1894‒1961), Barcelona poet, 

novelist, playwright and journalist.

“Those ladies and those gentle- 
men parked their two cars in 
front of the Lion d’Or and went 
on foot down Carrer de l’Arc 
del Teatre. It was one o’clock in 
the morning and the street was 
simmering with milling sha-
dows. It was full of ammoniac 
gases and from time to time 
you might step over a dead cat 
sleeping its eternal nausea atop 
a bed of orange peels on the 
ground. 

The ladies were a bit alarmed 
as they stepped into garbage 
and repulsive liquids, but they 
were also full of anticipation, 
and thrilled to discover who 
knows what. Lost in inky 
vagueness, the corners and 
the narrow streets they were 
scrutinizing seemed less exci-
ting arteries, feverish with vice 
than sites of dreadful poverty 
and filth, resigned and humble 
desolation. On Carrer de Pera-
camps, that leads to Carrer del 
Cid, they caught sight of the 
cheerless pharmacy-red letters 
of the great neon sign of La 
Criolla. 

They continued down the 
street and found themselves on 
that stretch of Carrer del Cid 
that had been fixed up rather 
nicely by the Office of Tou-
rism and Visitor Attraction. 
These neighborhoods were 
being spruced up for the 1929 
Exhibition, and the procurers 
were busy hunting for Chinese, 
blacks, rough trade, and wo-
men snatched from the hos-
pital morgue halfway through 
dissection. They would dress 
these women up in green skirts 
and gypsy shawls, pinning a 
couple of plumped-up chunks 
of salt cod to their sternums to 
imitate breasts, then they would 
hang them with a horseshoe 
nail to the doors of the most 
strategic houses. 

Mixed in among those women 
extracted from the morgue, 
there were others, alive and 
in one piece, who nonetheless 
seemed to have visited a salon 
for dislocation and deforma-
tion. Occasionally there would 
be a sassy wench, or even a 
pretty one, but her lungs would 
be soaking in a pool of rotgut. 
This girl would let out a cry 
as hoarse as a seal in an aqua-
rium when they toss a rotten 
sardine in its face. It would 
tie a knot in your stomach. 
There were all kinds of men, 
from perfectly normal sailors, 
mechanics and workingmen, 
to pederasts with painted lips, 
cheeks crusted with plaster 
and eyes laden with mascara. 
Among these people whose 
luck had been shattered sas-
hayed a variety of paupers, 
cripples and pickpockets who 
can only be found in that kind 
of neighborhood. Or maybe it 
is the neighborhoods themsel-
ves that apply a special sort of 
maquillage. Maybe the very 
same men set down on the 
Rambla would be an entirely 
different thing. 

[...] 
The ladies who had never 

been to that place before were 
a little bit disappointed. They 
had heard such barbaric things 
about it, and all they saw 
was a sort of café-club with 
pretensions to being a dance 
hall. The establishment was a 
converted warehouse. The old 
iron columns that held up were 
painted to look like palm trees. 
The ceilings were painted to 
simulate leaves. The musicians 
sat in a sort of box. The orches-
tra was odd and disjointed. 
The trumpet player was the 
house eccentric, jumping 
around the box from one side 
to the other, and shaking 
everything up with his metallic 
convulsions. The eight visitors 
were given two tables right by 
to the stage. The dance hall was 
packed. In the audience there 
were workingmen from the 
neighborhood calmly drinking 
coffee and innocently dancing. 
They didn’t pay any mind if 
their partners bumped into 
a couple of degenerates mid- 
dance, or into someone who 
had just stolen a bale of cotton 
in the port and was celebrating 
with a plate of blood sausage 
disguised as a woman. Scat-
tered among the other tables, 
alongside the anonymous pro-
letariat, were another kind of 
customer who cashed in on the 
prestige of the establishment. 
There weren’t very many of 
them that night. Some of them 
wore intentionally effeminate 
clothing; others dressed like 
thugs. Some had sclerotic 
skin, others were disfigured by 
rickets or tuberculosis, so un-
recognizable that you couldn’t 
tell if they were women or 
adolescents, or beings from 
another planet, sadder and 
more brutal than our own.” 

  
(Josep Maria de Segarra, Priva-
te Life.)

Juli Vallmitjana 
(1873‒1937), Barcelona author, 

playwright and dramaturgue.

“Suddenly there were shouts 
of: ‘Cops! The fuzz!’

Through the gate of the Por-
tal de Santa Madrona a pair of 
guards entered the street with 
their sabres drawn, and by 
Els Quatre Cantons, two more 
appeared in the same manner.

In the blink of an eye, the 
crowd vanished from the street. 
Some fled up the stairs and 
scuttled across the rooftops. 
Inside a store where two men 
were locked in a fistfight, the 
cry of ‘cops!’ had more effect in 
separating them than the four 
men who had been attempting 
to do so by force. 

The women hid in the bro-
thels, and the parishioners hid 
behind the bars of the taverns.

One threw a knife, another 
fired a gun. A shot was heard, 
but nobody was on the street. 
Not even dogs sniffing the gar-
bage or cats chasing each other.

The shot had come from the 
stairs of number 12.  The poli-
ce went there immediately and 
entered.

People started to come out 
again, but they did not venture 
beyond their doorsteps, while 
a few kids nervously edged clo-
ser; when, by the movements 
the police made, it seemed they 
were about to come out again, 
everyone immediately hid and 
the nosy kids fled.

Just about any idiot who was a 
regular in that neighbourhood 
knew exactly how those roofs 
were connected, so no matter 
how hard the police tried, they 
never caught anyone. The only 
trace was an unloaded gun 
that, most likely, had gone off 
accidentally when it had been 
cast aside.”
   

(Juli Vallmitjana, La Xava.)

Portal de Santa 
Madrona
Avinguda Drassanes / Carrer del 
Portal de Santa Madrona

The Portal de Santa Madrona ga-
teway was one of the southern 
entrances of the so-called Chine-
se District. It started at the now 
non-existent Carrer Migdia, at the 
point where it crossed Arc del Tea-
tre, which at the time of Juli Vall-
mitjana was referred to as Tren-
taclaus. This crossroads, widely 
known as the Quatre Cantons 
[Four Corners], was one of the li-
veliest places in the neighbour-
hood, with a daily open air market 
that according to Paco Vilar, sold 
all kinds of products of dubious 
origins from cotton tights to gold 
watches, and cigarettes made from 
stubs found around the area, made 
by the colilleros. At night the dis-
trict became a hub for prostitution, 
with brothels opening on ground 
floors, hostels and homes of all 
imaginable types, with some even 
employing under-aged girls. The 
clientèle was made up of locals and 
a great number of foreigners due 
to the proximity of the port. The 
reform of this part of the neigh-
bourhood, “sanitised” during the 
post-war period, was made possi-
ble partly due to the large number 
of buildings that had been demo-
lished by the Civil War bombings. 
Completion of the mighty Colum-
bus highrise in 1971 for many mar-
ked the end of the Chinese district 
as they knew it then. 

1. 
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22. 
Ronda de Sant Antoni, 12

Playwright Josep M. Benet i Jor-
net, Papitu, made his debut at the 
age of just 22 at the Teatre Romea 
with Una vella, coneguda olor, a 
story set in a Raval courtyard. The 
main character is a fishmonger 
at La Boqueria market who feels 
overwhelmed by what is going 
on in her surroundings, at a time 
when there is much concern in the 
area due to the possible demolition 
of buildings to open a new avenue. 
The realism surrounding the work, 
influenced by Tennessee Williams 
and Eugène Ionesco, was a true 
breath of fresh air for the theatre 
scene Barcelona, and still today 
the work is considered a milestone 
in Catalan theatre. Ever since 
then, urban development issues 
and the city’s memory have come 
up continually in the playwright’s 
work as well as in his TV series, 
such as Poblenou.

Josep Maria 
Benet i Jornet

(1940), Catalan playwright 
and screenwriter.

«MERCÈ. ―Let’s get back, it 
was nothing. It must bother you 
that we’re staying, I imagine? 
You were already imagining 
yourself in one of those tiny 
apartments that are so fashion- 
able today. Almost better this 
way. That urge will pass. (A 
fickle one). Yes, you should 
be pleased with the neigh-
bors. Neus, for example. Her 
husband has taken care of 
everything and we haven’t had 
to worry about a thing. Neus, 
and the girl upstairs with the 
little boy, are the easiest to 
talk to at number twenty-two. 
Because the others… The shoe-
maker, don’t get me started on 
her; the musician is a hermit; 
and that leaves us with the 
three hookers on the top floor… 
(Pause.) Listen, I almost forgot. 
Do you know what Eulàlia told 
me? It’s very strange. I don’t 
know. Get this, it turns out that 
Teresa, the one at the bakery, 
is not as stupid as she looks. 
That fool, she… (Maria cuts her 
mother off abruptly. Her tone is 
harsh and biting).

MARIA. —I’m not interested in 
Neus, her husband, or Teresa, 
or anyone!  If all you have to say 
is a bunch of nonsense, it’s bet-
ter you keep your mouth shut. 
Does your tongue ever tire? 
(Mercè remains motionless).“ 

  
(Josep M. Benet i Jornet, Una ve-
lla, coneguda olor.)

21. 
La Paloma Ballroom
Carrer del Tigre, 25

Although she was born in Ma-
nacor, the writer Maria Antònia 
Oliver also lived in the district, 
and her thriller Estudi en lila, 
starring Lònia Guiu was set in the 
local streets. On the northern side 
of the Raval, currently home to 
communities of immigrants from 
around the world, is the historical 
ballroom La Paloma (the entrance 
is on carrer del Tigre) on the for-
mer premises of what had been the 
old forge, where the statue of Co-
lumbus was made, and which also 
functioned as a shooting gallery 
during the Civil War.

Maria Antònia Oliver
(1946), Majorcan writer.

“I was approaching the old 
quarter following the Filipino 
―Ponent Street, Leo, then Pa-
loma. I cursed the dress I had 
worn, not only because of the 
heat, but also because it made 
me too obvious.

The badly dyed hair of the 
stout old whores was pathetic 
in the midday sunlight. Their 
shopping baskets made them 
just like their lower-middle- 
class neighbors, drudges who 
hadn’t even had time to take 
their makeup off the night befo-
re, overwhelmed, as they were, 
by housework and putting up 
with their kids all day long. A 
few workshops wide open with 
the hope that a little air would 
come in gave the whole sordid 
atmosphere inside the houses a 
certain charm.

A group of aggressive girls 
playing hooky from school 
took the little work there was 
that morning away from the 
professionals, who waited for 
their customers inside dark 
bars. The very same owner of 
the home-cooked food restau-
rant was opening the metal 
blinds and hanging the day’s 
menu on the door. 

I had lived in this neigh-
bourhood when I first came 
to Barcelona. For three years I 
lived with a group of Majorcan 
students in a tiny apartment 
full of enormous, pretentious 
furniture. On the floor above 
there was a group of Ameri-
can students that we had first 
suspected ―naturally― to be 
with the CIA, and who later 
became our friends.”  

(Maria Antònia Oliver, Study in 
Lilac.)

Roberto Bolaño
(1953‒2003), Chilean poet 

and novelist.

“Felipe Müller, Bar Cèntric, 
Calle Tallers, Barcelona, May 
1977. Arturo Belano stayed 
with his mother when he came 
to Barcelona. His mother had 
been living here for a few years. 
She was sick. She had hyper-
thyroidism and she’d lost so 
much weight that she looked 
like a walking skeleton

I was living at my brother’s 
house at the time, on Calle 
Junta de Comercio, which 
was full of Chileans. Arturo’s 
mother was living here on Ta-
llers, where I live now, in this 
same place with no shower and 
the crapper in the hall. When I 
got to Barcelona I brought her 
a book of poetry that Arturo 
had published in Mexico. She 
looked at it and murmured 
something, I don’t know what, 
something that made no sense. 
She wasn’t well. Because of the 
hyperthyroidism she was cons-
tantly running back and forth 
in a fever and she cried a lot.”

  
(Roberto Bolaño, The Savage 
 Detectives.)

20. 
Carrer dels Tallers, 45
Carrer dels Tallers 45, staircase B, 
became home to Roberto Bolaño 
when he landed in Barcelona from 
Mexico in 1977. He lived in a hum-
ble apartment of just 15 square 
metres with no bathroom and had 
to share the shower with the neigh-
bours on the landing. During the 
years he lived in the Raval, Bolaño 
would read, play table football, 
and show up in bars such as the 
Cèntric (just next-door), the now 
inexistent Bodega Fortuny, and 
the Granja Parisien with friends 
like Antoni G. Porta, and Xavier 
Sabater. He was also a regular at 
the Canuda bookshop and Liceu 
Drugstore. On the front of the 
building there is a commemorative 
plaque installed by Barcelona City 
Council in 2015 in memory of one 
of the most universal and highly 
acclaimed Chilean writers.

Francesc Madrid
(1900‒1952), Barcelona journalist, 

screenwriter and writer.

“―I was born on Carrer de les 
Ramalleres," the tattoo artist 
tells us.  I am a ‘shift’ child, yes. 
I don’t know who my parents 
are, and I never will. For eigh-
teen years I remained between 
the walls of Carrer de les Rama-
lleres and the Orphanage. I then 
joined the Army as a volunteer, 
where I reached the rank of cor-
poral, and then I left to work 
as a clerk in a trading house at 
the plaça del Palau. But I soon 
tired of it. [...] I make a living 
making posters for stores, pain-
ting kitchens and rooms and, 
above all, making tattoos. I’ve 
made them fashionable. Sailors, 
prostitutes, and the queer, all 
wish to have a drawing or a 
name on their arm. There are 
sailors with their entire bodies 
covered in tattoos. I’ve tattooed 
some on myself that act as a 
showcase. But if I didn’t have to 
make a living, I wouldn’t have 
done so. The queer (Xato Pin-
tó always uses a stronger and 
more crude term), always ask 
me to draw a heart. The pros-
titutes, something erotic. And 
the sailors, the portrait of the 
King of England, their wife, or 
a mermaid.” 

  
(Francesc Madrid, Sang a les 
Drassanes.)

19. 
Carrer de les 
Ramalleres, 17
Between 1802 and 1956 the Casa de 
la Caritat functioned in the Raval, 
a charity centre that gave refuge 
to orphans, but also to “beggars, 
outcasts, the decrepit, tramps, 
and anyone abnormal,” accord- 
ing to the order dictated by King 
Charles IV, who wished to re- 
duce ―or essentially conceal― 
the city’s misery. The Casa de 
Caritat building, which currently 
houses the CCCB and the CERC, 
provided shelter for hundreds of 
people who were segregated by sex 
and age, some of whom still meet 
once a week for breakfast and to 
remember their childhood years in 
the bar at the CCCB. On number 
17 Carrer Ramalleres, you can still 
see the “shift” for the Maternity 
House (Casa de la Maternitat), 
which enabled mothers to abandon 
their unwanted babies in privacy, 
alongside an opening for beggars.

Terenci Moix
(1942‒2003), Barcelona novelist.

“We settled in on our street, 
close to the stairs of the bar of 
mirrors, which had witnessed 
the drunk antics of Xim and 
his friends from the neigh-
bourhood. The apartment was 
stuffy and looked out onto the 
street with a small balcony 
with a rusted railing. The pre-
vious tenants had forgotten 
a yellowish palm leaf that be- 
longed to their daughter, a little 
girl who died of tuberculosis 
before she turned fifteen. We 
threw that palm leaf into the 
trash, because we did not want 
our happiness to be muddied 
by a sad past and, besides, one 
that had nothing to do with us. 
There was also a small window 
that opened onto an interior 
patio full of furniture and old 
junk, rotten from the rain, 
and there the laundry could be 
laid out quite well (although 
the sun was slow to reach it). 
And in the bedroom, which 
was the largest room in the 
entire flat, there was another 
window which opened onto 
the street of the Hospici, just 
in front of the wall where, al-
most two years ago, the Piarists 
had been shot.” 

  
(Terenci Moix, El dia que va morir 
Marilyn.)

18. 
Granja de Gavà
Carrer de Joaquín Costa, 37

Along with the Bar Horiginal, the 
Granja de Gavà (currently Beirut 
37) was for decades one of the Ra-
val’s main poetry hubs, holding 
weekly recitals for almost 20 years. 
The premises, which used to be a 
dairy farm back at the beginning 
of the century, were declared a 
cultural heritage site thanks to its 
decoration featuring the sculpture 
‘La gorda’ on the bar. The writer 
Terenci Moix explains how he was 
born in the bar the night of the 
Three Kings of 1942, as his mother 
broke waters on the street and took 
refuge in the bar, then under the 
management of her aunts. Named 
Ramon at birth, and later Terenci, 
he and his sister Ana María lived 
in the apartments above, where 
they spent their childhood and 
teenage years at the time when the 
nearby cinemas were fast beco-
ming popular. The Granja de Gavà 
is repeatedly referred to in many 
of his books, which are essentially 
autobiographical.

Frederic Soler 
(Serafí Pitarra)

(1839‒1895), Barcelona poet, 
playwright and theatre impresario.

“First Scene 
D. Carlos, D. César

CÉSAR.            Indeed, boy, as I told you, 
Absolutely ruined.

CARLOS.         I’m not catching any coins, 
not even upside down.

CÉSAR.            Well then it is for bandages 
that you have come to the hospital, 
because if you want my help, 
you’ll go out the same way you came in. 
Being a player  
Can cause a fair share of troubles.

CARLOS.         So what do you want to do about it?
CÉSAR.            I’m growing tired  

and I wish to reform.
CARLOS.         We always say the same things 

when we are down on our luck. 
I say it every night, 
when I lose my game of pool.

CÉSAR.            I, trying my luck, 
wrote to my father yesterday, 
But, no, not a chance! 
He already gave me two thousand reals 
[pennies], 
less than two weeks ago.

CARLOS.         But what I find strange 
is what you’ve spent it on. 
In my case, with what they give me at home 
and so many headaches about 
things such as carriages and ruinous women, 
and dancers and horses 
and gloves and sweets 
And, above all, the pool games,  
That all cost me an arm and a leg, 
That I should go around with so little 
                                                                    [in my pockets, 
I can understand; but you, the most 
austere man that 
anyone has ever seen in all of Barcelona!.. 
What’s the matter with you? Have you 
                                                             [lost your head?”

 
  

(Serafí Pitarra, Cafè i copa: comè-
dia en un acte y en vers.)

Ramon Solé and 
Carles Serrat
are Catalan writers.

“Closing time is approaching 
and, therefore, the possibility 
of more surprises receding. 
There are few customers, and 
those who are there seem as 
disturbed as I am. Exhibit A 
is a guy who stares into his 
glass, like a witch looking into 
her crystal ball. It’s the fourth 
crystal ball that he has drunk 
so far, and so far he still has 
found no sign of the future.

A cop car whips down the 
street at full speed. In the Toilet 
a glass falls and shatters on the 
floor. The palpitations start. I 
make the decision to close fif-
teen minutes early, lest I have 
a heart attack if a Pekinese 
dog barks or any other noise 
destroys my nervous system.

Some alcoholics protest that 
we are throwing them out fif-
teen minutes before the official 
closing time. One of these days, 
these people will become orga-
nised and create defence com-
mittees.” 

  
(Soler Serrat, Canya o mitjana.)

17. 
Casa Almirall
Carrer de Joaquín Costa, 33

Situated on the corner between 
Ferlandina and Joaquín Costa 
streets, the Casa Almirall is one of 
the most beautiful bars in the city. 
Opened in 1860, it retains all of its 
Bohemian spirit serving all kinds 
of different liquors ―including ab- 
sinthe― in a setting with mirrors, 
woodwork and marble in abun-
dance. Over the years, the only 
change has been the replacement 
of the wine barrels in the back with 
cosy sofas where couples flock to 
enjoy the dark intimacy. Currently 
you can find a mix of regular lo-
cals and tourists who go in after a 
visit to the MACBA. The owner is 
Ramon Solé, who jointly wrote the 
novel Canya o mitjana with Carles 
Serrat, a thriller set in the neigh-
bourhood and the bar.

16. 
Teatre Romea
Carrer de l’Hospital, 51

This theatre opened in 1863 un-
der the name Teatre Català, but 
the renowned Romea is part of the 
history of Catalan theatre par exce-
llence. Some of the country’s finest 
actors have taken to the theatre’s 
stage, from the great stars of the 
early twentieth century, to Enric 
Borràs and Margarida Xirgu (they 
say her ghost still haunts the dres-
sing rooms). Another regular at 
the Romea was comic artist Joan 
Capri, and right up to the present 
day, the theatre still stars some of 
the top names. In its early years 
towards the end of nineteenth cen- 
tury, the theatre belonged to Fre-
deric Soler (Serafí Pitarra), who 
premièred dozens of popular thea-
tre classics there. During its golden 
years it also premièred great clas-
sics like Mar i Cel and La filla del 
mar (Guimerà), as well as L’hostal 
de la glòria and El cafè de la Mari-
na (Sagarra). In the post-war pe-
riod, with the banning of theatre 
in the Catalan language, it showed 
zarzuelas and lyric theatre, and be- 
ginning in the sixties, it showed 
series of foreign plays and works 
by some of the more revolutionary 
Catalans such as Ricard Salvat. 
From 1981 up until the creation of 
the Teatre Nacional de Catalunya, 
the Romea became the Catalan 
government’s Drama Centre, the 
Centre Dramàtic de la Generalitat. 
Currently the venue is managed by 
the Focus theatre company.

Sergi Pons Codina
(1979), Catalan writer.

“We were so cramped that we 
couldn’t move our arms. Only 
Nil Facundo could move a bit. 
He opened the dose and, using 
a rolled paper bill, sniffed di-
rectly from the bag. Then, as 
he passed around the dose, he 
placed the rolled bill into the 
noses of the others. In an 
instant, the speed had disap- 
peared. Someone started 
knocking on the door. We 
opened it and rushed out of 
the bathroom. One of the boys 
was yelling ‘No! no! no!’ in 
a fury, raising his index fin-
ger threateningly. The other 
was making a phone call to 
someone. It was time to go. [...] 

Walking through the Chinese 
District, we ended up at the 
Rambla del Raval. The speed 
had managed to wake us up 
and lessen the effects of the 
orujo liqueur.  Seen from afar, 
we appeared normal. But in- 
side, things were very different. 

―Hey, Nil? Where to now? 
You already set the bar high 
with the telephone booth. Over 
there is an appliance store 
―I said, pointing to the win-
dow―. If you want we can go 
in there and try to fit into a re-
frigerator, maybe we set a new 
record of squeezing into small 
spaces.” 

  
(Sergi Pons Codina, Mars del 
Carib.)

15. 
Rambla del Raval

Although Ildefons Cerdà had al- 
ready envisioned it in his urban 
plan from the nineteenth century, 
the Rambla del Raval, a boulevard 
that stretches from Carrer de l’Hos-
pital to Carrer de Sant Pau street, 
did not materialise until 1995. 
Its construction, which entailed 
bulldozing five blocks comprising 
1,384 homes and demolishing Ca-
dena and Sant Jeroni streets, also 
meant wiping out some of the dis-
trict’s emblematic buildings such 
as the modernist pharmacy Puig i 
Cadafalch on Carrer de l’Hospital. 
This macro cleanup operation 
in the neighbourhood was all 
part of the development plans for 
the Olympic Games, which also 
coincided with the construction 
of a cultural strip to revamp the 
area. This included the building of 
important infrastructure like the 
MACBA (Contemporary Art Mu-
seum), the CCCB (Contemporary 
Culture Centre), and the Filmo-
teca de Catalunya (Film Archive). 
Nowadays the Rambla del Raval 
has become a meeting point for the 
neighbourhood’s community of 
immigrants.

Manuel Vázquez 
Montalbán 

(1939‒2003), poet, novelist, 
essayist and journalist from 

Barcelona.

“‘I’m afraid we’re out of that 
[brand of wine].’ 

‘What else do you have by way 
of chilled wines?’ 

‘Viña Paceta.’ 
‘That’ll do.’ 
He ordered some sea snails as 

an appetizer. For his next course, 
the proprietor offered a choice: 
a mixed seafood platter that 
would include more snails or a 
dish of baked dorado fish. Car-
valho chose the dorado, both 
because he wanted to stay on the 
white wine, and because the fish 
would help him reduce the 
swelling under his eyes and im-
prove the state of his liver. He 
liked to eat at Leopoldo’s from 
time to time. It was a restau-
rant he had retrieved from the 
mythology of his adolescence. 
One summer, when his mother 
was in Galicia, his father had 
invited him out to a restaurant. 
This was a rare event in itself, 
because his father was the kind 
of man who believed that all 
restaurants fleeced their cus-
tomers and served up garbage. 
But someone had told him 
about a restaurant in the Ba-
rrio Chino which offered huge 
portions at reasonable prices. 
It was there that he took Car-
valho. The young man stuffed 
himself on squid alla Romana 
―the most sophisticated dish 
he knew― while his father 
stayed with more familiar di-
shes. 

‘It’s certainly good. And the-
re’s lots of it. Now let’s see what 
it’s going to cost us!’ 

A long time passed before he 
set foot in a restaurant again. 
But he always remembered 
Leopoldo’s as the place where 
he had been initiated into a ri-
tual that was to become a pas-
sion.” 

  
(Manuel Vázquez Montalbán, The 
South Seas.) 

14. 
Casa Leopoldo
Carrer de Sant Rafael, 24

Opened in 1936, this restaurant 
adorned with Andalusian tiles 
and bullfighting posters, enjoyed 
among its clientèle writers and 
intellectuals such as Juan Marsé, 
Eduardo Mendoza, Jaume Perich, 
Maruja Torres, Terenci Moix, Joan 
de Segarra and Lluís Permanyer, 
who spent long meals around the 
table chatting endlessly about po-
litics and literature. But perhaps it 
was Manuel Vázquez Montalbán, a 
staunch regular, who did the most 
for the restaurant’s fame by fea-
turing it as a gastronomic temple 
for his literary character, detective 
Pepe Carvalho, who would talk 
highly of the bull’s tail or seabass. 
The original owners closed the 
restaurant in 2015, but in 2017 it 
opened under new ownership with 
Pepe Carvalho’s best tripe on the 
menu, in honour of the writer who 
lived very close by here on number 
11 Carrer de’n Botella. Right oppo-
site Casa Leopoldo is the new Plaça 
Vàzquez Montalban, a square posi-
tioned between the Filmoteca film 
library and the controversial Hotel 
Barceló Raval, whose construc-
tion caused an uproar among the 
locals because its luxuriousness as 
well as its sheer height was out of 
keeping with the neighbourhood’s 
ambiance.

Maruja Torres
(1943), Barcelona journalist 

and novelist.

“I have described in other books 
the neighbourhood in which 
I grew up and where I learned 
how to go out and fight for exis-
tence ―all struggles, all desires 
for escape: different from what 
was expected of me―, but I 
think I have not done it justice 
at all. Because how to describe 
the deep disgust that the dirt 
of the streets gave me, as well as 
the prudent love ―a girl who 
feels the ground tremble un-
der her feet never gives herself 
over completely; she does not 
do it as an adult either― that I 
felt for some of its inhabitants, 
starting with the whores who 
invited me to breakfast when, 
sent by my mother for an ice-
cream or a soda in the other bar 
―the one run by ‘decent’ peo-
ple―, I sneaked over to stop 
at the Orgía bar, my forehead 
brushing against the golden 
sconces of the wooden bar, my 
skinny body ―I was anaemic, 
as I have already said, and asth- 
matic and, with time, would 
have bronchitis: a jewel― shift- 
ing my weight now on one 
foot, now on another, until the 
good woman in the street next 
to me, perched on a stool and 
still half-asleep, without her 
makeup, her wedge heels or 
her tube skirt, a mother just 
like mine but with her son 
back in her hometown, she ca- 
resses my hair and urges the 
waiter, go on now, get the girl 
a coffee with milk, it’s on me. 
Do you want a coffee with milk, 
hun? What’s your name? And I 
would drink my coffee burning 
hot, and it burned as every bit 
of me was burning for affection. 
María Dolores, señora. At your 
service.” 

  
(Maruja Torres, Diez veces siete.)

12. 
Carrer de Robador

Out of all the different places in 
the Chinese district where prosti-
tution proliferated, Carrer Roba-
dor is possibly the place where it 
has lasted longest up to the present 
day. Around a hundred prostitutes 
would walk the street on Robadors 
―Joan Colom’s photos are an ex-
ceptional testimony to this― and 
there was a constant clamour in 
the air with shouting, fights and 
insults among the girls, the custo-
mers and onlookers. At one point, 
up to four brothels functioned at 
once, but over time most business 
was done directly on the sidewalk 
or in the numerous bars, and the 
jobs completed in brothels inside 
buildings, some featuring rooms 
with mirrors and lights to create 
ambiance. Specialist clinics also 
emerged on Carrer Robador to 
hand out concoctions against 
sexually transmitted diseases, as 
well as two “houses of rubber” that 
adverised their German condoms 
(“spend one real and you will save 
a thousand”), and the Cinema 
Argentina, where regardless of 
the showings, people went there 
to sleep or looked for sex with so- 
called “pajilleras.” In the seven-
ties, heroin proliferated in the area 
and could be found in several bars 
on the street. The building of the 
new film library, the Filmoteca de 
Catalunya, brought about some 
changes in the area ―the histori-
cal second-hand market has gone 
and the area has become fashio-
nable among hipsters and tou-
rists― but drug consumption and 
prostitution still continues with 
the arrival of girls from Africa and 
countries from the east looking for 
work.

Mathias Enard 
(1972), French novelist.

“My street was one of the worst 
in the neighborhood, or one of 
the most picturesque if you like, 
it answered to the flowery name 
of Carrer Robadors, Street of 
Thieves, a headache for the 
district’s town hall ―street 
of whores, of drug addicts, 
drunkards, of dropouts of all 
kinds who spent their days in 
this narrow citadel that smelled 
of urine, stale beer, tagine, and 
samosas. It was our palace, our 
fortress; you entered through 
the little bottleneck on Carrer 
de Hospital, and you emerged 
on the esplanade of modern 
buildings at the corner of 
Carrer de Sant Rafael, which 
opened onto the Rambla del 
Raval; opposite, on the other 
side of Carrer Sant Pau, began 
Carrer de Sant Ramon, another 
fortress ―between the two, the 
new movie theater, supposed to 
transform the neighborhood by 
the lights of culture and draw 
the bourgeois from the North, 
the well-to-do from Eixample 
who, without the geographical- 
cultural initiatives of the City, 
would never come down here. 
Of course the lovers of auteur 
films and the clients of the four- 
star hotel on the Rambla del 
Raval had to be protected not 
only from the excesses of the 
rabble, but also from the temp- 
tation of going to the whores 
or buying drugs, and so the 
zone was patrolled 24/7 by 
the cops, who often parked 
their van at the end of our Pa-
lace of Thieves: their presence, 
far from being reassuring, on 
the contrary gave the impres-
sion that this region was under 
surveillance, that there was real 
danger, especially when the pa- 
trol was large, armed to the 
teeth, and in bulletproof vests.

By day, whoring was present, 
but somewhat limited; by night 
in the high season, dead-drunk 
foreign tourists got lost in our 
alleys and sometimes let them-
selves be tempted by a pretty 
black chick they’d take from 
behind, in a doorway, out in the 
open: I often saw, late at night, 
the moving shimmer of white 
buttocks breaking through the 
penumbra of corner spaces.”

 
(Mathias Enard, Carrer Robadors.)

13. 
Carrer de Sant Rafael, 19

The writer Maruja Torres was 
born in the Hospital Clínic, but 
spent her early childhood on num-
ber 19 Carrer Sant Rafael. She 
remembers this building in her 
autobiography Diez veces siete, 
and the window from which her 
father wanted to throw her as a 
newborn “in a night of memora-
ble drunkenness,” as well as the 
smell of humanity as the whole 
family shared one single rented 
room. In the company of her in-
separable friend Terenci Moix, 
she would spend her youth in ci-
nemas showing double features 
or matinées, such as the Fémina, 
the Kursaal or the Windsor, which 
were “warm, cosy places where one 
can dream of a better life, trave-
lling, and discovering the world.” 
She ended up joining the editorial 
team at Fotogramas, a magazine 
founded on Carrer Tallers in 1946, 
alongside the contributors Elisen-
da Nadal, Rosa Montero, Ángel 
Casas, José Luis Guarner, Jaume 
Figueras, Vicente Molina Foix, and 
Enrique Vila-Matas, among others.
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