
Barcelona 

Barcelona nestles between the mountains and the ocean, as one can see 

from Montjuic castle, reached by funicular and teleférique.  If you can i g-

nore the obvious (a talent I have long cultivated) you may be able to over-

look the cannons, ancient and modern, designed to exert civic control--first 

by the 18th-century Spanish central government and later by Francoôs fas-

cist governmentðand appreciate remarkable views in all directions.  The 

alternating stripes mark the Catalan, not the Spanish, flag. 

  

  



  
Another towerðreached by a tiny elevator running up the centre of the Co-

lumbus monumentðshows how La Rambla, the central pedestrian mall, 

runs along a tree-lined strip in the tourist district.  La Rambla offers sid e-

walk cafes, bird sellers, florists, and an assortment of living statues. 

  

  



  
Barcelonaôs beach remains busy, even in October, with hawkers eager for 

tourist dollars.  Everywhere the city displays contemporary art, either fo r-

mal or informal.  

  

  



  
With your eyes attuned by so much public art you discover new delights 

every time you lift your gaze above street level. 

  



  

  
And when an unusual birdsong causes you to look carefully in the trees, you 

may catch sight of a parrot or two.  

  
 The cloister of Barcelonaôs cathedral maintains a flock of thirteen geese 

in memory of Eulàlia, the thirteen -year-old girl tortured thirteen times by 

the Romans before being martyred rather than renouncing her Christian 

faith.  The main section of the sanctuary, currently under renovation, is 



surrounded by twenty -eight ornate chapels.  The organ boasts trompettes 

en chamade, projecting horizontally into the nave.  

  

  


