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TIMELINE



	1852

	(June 25) Birth of Antoni Gaudí




	1863

	Begins at Col·legi de L’Escola Pia in Reus




	1868

	Moves with brother to Barcelona to continue schooling




	1868

	‘Glorious Revolution’ drives the Spanish Queen Isabella II into exile




	1870

	Visits Poblet Monastery with his school friends Toda and Rivera




	1874

	Admitted into Barcelona’s School of Architecture




	1875

	Spanish monarchy restored under Isabella’s son Alfonso XII




	1876

	Death of both his older brother, Francesc, and his mother, Antònia




	1878

	Graduates in architecture




	1878

	Meets Eusebi Güell for the first time




	1879

	Death of his surviving sister, Rosa




	1878-84

	Casa Vicens




	1878-1881

	Mataró Co-operative warehouse




	1883

	Appointed architect on La Sagrada Família




	1883

	El Capricho in Comillas




	1884-1885

	Pavilions and ‘Dragon Gate’ at Finca Güell




	1885-1888

	Palau Güell




	1887

	Moves his studio to La Sagrada Família site




	1887-1893

	Episcopal Palace at Astorga




	1888

	Barcelona hosts Universal Exhibition




	1889-1891

	Col·legi Santa Teresa




	1891

	First Anarchist bomb attack in Barcelona




	1891-1892

	Casa Botines in León




	1892

	‘Bases de Manresa’ published as a blueprint for Catalan autonomy




	1892

	Visits Tangier to design a Franciscan mission station




	1894

	Almost dies when taking Lenten fast to extremes




	1894

	Foundations of the Nativity Façade laid at Sagrada Família




	1895-97

	Bodegas Güell




	1896

	Begins daily visits to confessor




	1897

	Els Quatre Gats opens in Barcelona as Modernisme gathering place




	1898

	Spanish driven out of colonies in Cuba and Philippines




	1898

	Station on Monserrat Rosary Walk




	1898-1890

	Casa Calvet




	1898-1914

	Crypt Chapel at Colònia Güell




	1899

	Joins Cercle Artístic Sant Lluc




	1902

	Portal at Finca Miralles




	1900-1914

	Park Güell




	1900-1909

	Torre Bellesguard




	1902-1912

	Remodelling Cathedral in Palma de Mallorca




	1904-06

	Casa Batlló




	1905

	Pro-Catalan autonomy Lliga party landslide in local elections




	1905

	Xalet del Catllaràs for Güell




	1906

	Moves into house in Park Güell with father and niece




	1906

	(October 29) Death of his father Francesc




	1906-1911

	Casa Milà




	1908

	Draws a sketch for American clients for a New York skyscraper




	1909

	Tragic Week




	1909

	Escoles de La Sagrada Família




	1910

	Gaudí Exhibition in Grand Palais, Paris




	1910

	Spends summer in Vic at invitation of Bishop Torras as rest cure




	1911

	Spends longer spell as rest cure in Puigcerdà with Dr Santaló




	1912

	(January 11) Death of niece Roseta Egea




	1914

	Start of First World War, Spain remains neutral




	1914

	Death of Francesc Berenguer




	1916

	Death of Bishop Torras




	1917

	Nationwide General Strike




	1918

	(July 9) Death of Eusebi Güell




	1923

	Produces definitive models for La Sagrada Família




	1923

	Miguel Primo de Rivera appointed dictator and bans Catalan




	1924

	(September 11) Arrested at Mass in honour of Catalans




	1925

	Moves his bed into workshop at La Sagrada Família




	1925

	(November 30) Completes the Bell Tower of Sant Barnabas




	1926

	(June 10) Dies








GAUDÍ’S PEOPLE

Joaquim Maria Bartrina i de Aixemús (1850-1880)
Also from Reus, poet, writer and anti-Church radical

Francesc Berenguer i Mestres (1866-1914)
Catalan architect, his right-hand man

Joan Bergós i Massó (1894-1974)
First met him in 1914, worked alongside him as an architect, and later wrote memoirs about him

Jose Maria Bocabella i Verdaguer (1815-1892)
Bookseller, philanthropist and founder Asociación Espiritual de Devotos de San José which commissioned him to build La Sagrada Família

Bishop Pere Joan Campins i Barceló (1859-1915)
Commissioned him to revamp Mallorca Cathedral and became a spiritual adviser

Cristòfor Cascante i Colom (1857-1889)
Fellow student in Barcelona, took over for him overseeing the building of El Capricho

Antònia Cornet i Bertran (1819-1870)
His mother

Lluis Domenech i Montaner (1850–1923)
Barcelona’s other leading architect of the day

Rosa Egea i Gaudí (1876–1912) His niece who lived with him in Park Güell

Francesc Gaudí i Serra (1813–1906) His father

Francesc Gaudí i Cornet (1848–50) His older brother

Francesc Gaudí i Cornet (1851–76) His second brother, a doctor

María Gaudí i Cornet (1845–50) His second sister

Rosa Gaudí i Cornet (1844–79) His oldest sister

Josep Maria Jujol i Gibert (1879–1949)
Catalan architect who as a young man worked with him on major projects including Mallorca Cathedral

Bishop Joan Baptista Grau i Vallepsinós (1832–93)
Prelate who offered him spiritual guidance and commissioned a bishop’s palace in Astorgas

Eusebi Güell i Bacigalupi, First Count Güell (1846–1918)
Key figure in Barcelona’s Industrial Revolution, and his greatest patron over almost four decades

Joan Llimona i Bruguera (1860–1926)
Catalan painter and close collaborator and co-founder (with his brother below) of Cercle Artístic de Sant Lluc

Josep Llimona i Bruguera (1864–1934)
Catalan sculptor and close collaborator

Carles Mani i Roig (1867–1911)
Sculptor and close collaborator

Joan Maragall i Gorina (1860–1911)
Catalan poet and journalist, close friend and literary giant of Modernisme

Cèsar Martinell i Brunet (1888–1973)
Taught by him, architect and biographer

Joan Martorell i Montells (1833–1906)
Church architect and early champion who recommended him for the job at La Sagrada Família

Joan Matamala i Flotats (1893–1977)
Sculptor who worked as an apprentice in La Sagrada Família workshop with him (and his own father, below), later wrote memoir of his time there

Llorenç Matamala i Piñol (1856–1925)
Catalan sculptor, shared his workshop and was one of his closest friends and collaborators

Ricard Opisso i Sala (1880–1966)
Young assistant to him at La Sagrada Família, later celebrated artist and cartoonist

Father Gil Parés i Vilasau (1888–1936)
Priest in charge at La Sagrada Família, murdered in Spanish Civil War

Josep Puig i Cadafalch (1867–1956)
Fellow Modernisme architect and rival

Eudald Puntí i Gorchs (1817–88)
Cabinet-maker and collaborator

Josep Ràfols i Fontanals (1902–86)
Architect, his disciple and first biographer

Jose Ribera i Sans (1852–1912)
His school friend, later a distinguished medic

Joan Rubió i Bellver (1870–1952)
Architect and collaborator

Pere Santaló i Castellví (1848–1931)
His doctor and close friend

Domènec Sugrañes i Gras (1878–1938)
Architect, took charge of La Sagrada Família project on his death

Eduard Toda i Güell (1855–1941)
His school friend, later diplomat and historian

Bishop Josep Torras i Bages (1846–1916)
Bishop of Vic and his close friend

Father Lluís Maria de Valls i Riera (1856–1922)
His confessor

Father Jacint Verdaguer i Santaló (1845–1902)
Catalan priest-poet, leading literary light of the Renaixença




NOTE

Gaudí was born at a time when using the Catalan language was officially still frowned upon, but during his lifetime Catalunya saw a great revival of its history, culture, distinctive identity and, above all, its language. Though he was fluent in Spanish, he chose always to speak in Catalan, even in 1904 during a visit to La Sagrada Família by the Spanish king, insisting on replying to the royal questions, posed in Spanish, with answers in Catalan. It didn’t go down well but he had a point to make – and, indeed, once Spain was ruled by dictators from 1923, Catalan was again outlawed. In this spirit, all Catalan names in this book are in Catalan, though with those from Spanish-speaking parts of Spain their names are rendered in Spanish.

Gaudí’s vision of creating a building encompassed both outside and inside, walls, roof and furniture. To reflect that, in a small way, the pages of this biography have been designed by Lydia Blagden, drawing on Gaudí’s chosen script and details found in his best-known works. The shapes within which the illustrations sit in the pages that follow are based on the shape of windows in Gaudí’s buildings.

The chapters of this biography follow the chronology of Gaudí’s life, learning about him, his ideas, his faith and his world through the building(s) he was working on at a particular time. In the late 1890s and 1900s several of his best-known projects overlap, so the chronology in these chapters is adjusted to reflect that and gives them the attention they require. And, since he worked on La Sagrada Família for forty-three years, its progress – or lack of it – is included in the chapter that covers that period of its development. It was the only one of his projects that spanned almost his whole working life and so is treated in this way.

When he died in 1926 only the Nativity Façade was close to completion of his total vision for the basilica, so the final chapter of the book concentrates on that, while all subsequent works on La Sagrada Família, drawing on what remains of Gaudí’s plans, are covered in the Epilogue.
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Lightly sketched map of Barcelona with markers indicating buildings designed by Gaudí




 

 

 

‘I do not ask for myself,

I ask for the house of God,

the house of La Sagrada Família.

I am the doorman.’

ANTONI GAUDÍ




PRELUDE
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THE STRANGE DEATH AND LIFE
OF GOD’S ARCHITECT



No plaque marks the spot. Instead, in the late afternoon sunshine, it is just another of the near-identical, chamfered junctions shaped like irregular octagons that connect the grids of boulevards in L’Eixample (‘lay-sham-pluh’), the elegant, well-ordered second-half-of-the-nineteenth-century ‘expansion’ of Barcelona beyond its medieval core. The five- and six-storey apartment blocks with their rounded windows give way briefly to a parade of small shops that, likewise, contain nothing to suggest this place is more than it seems – an estate agent, an eco-food outlet, a restaurant pronouncing loudly that it has been here since 1984 to lure in the city’s thriving tourist trade. Yet here, just before six o’clock on the evening of 7 June 1926, Antoni Gaudí – whose face and imprint is today unmissable in the city where he lived and worked, and whose renown has spread far beyond his Catalan homeland to make him arguably the most-recognisable architect name of modern times – was walking down Carrer de Bailèn towards where it crosses the wider Gran Vía de les Corts Catalanes.

He was minutes away from the tragedy that has become an essential element of his legend. His route was part of his daily routine, akin in the mind of this devout seventy-three-year-old Catholic to the canonical hours that monks observe each day around a prescribed set of rituals. At 5.30 p.m., Gaudí would leave his workshop – latterly also his makeshift home – at the building site for La Basílica i Temple Expiatori de la Sagrada Família (The Expiatory Basilica and Temple of the Holy Family), better known then as now as La Sagrada Família. Though he used photography in his design process, for much of his life Gaudí made a point of side-stepping cameras, so there are only a dozen or so surviving photographs of him. They include one of him as he would have looked on that June evening in 1926 (previous page), in tune with recollections from the time that paint him as erect in posture though gaunt, of medium height, with misty blue eyes (once, it has been said, so clear they had been almost violet), made all the more striking by the contrast with his white hair and unkempt beard that he would shave off completely every few months when it grew too unruly.1


[image: Side profile portrait of Antoni Gaudí]


As a young man about town in Barcelona of the 1870s, Gaudí had once been something of a dandy, with a particular taste for kid-leather gloves. In more recent years he had shunned such vanity. His tatty clothes were both careless and deliberate. Personal appearance was something he no longer had any time for, focusing only on the intertwined strands of work and God, and he had had no close family around him since the death of his niece Roseta in 1912 to remind him to brush his hair. Yet at the same time the artist in him was still all too aware that how he dressed spoke of the inner detachment he felt from worldly matters, and the lifelong Catholic in him instinctively knew the value and power of symbolism. So he threw on old jackets, often patched or torn, hanging off his bony shoulders, his equivalent of the more familiar sackcloth and ashes, in his religion the sign of the penitent, and of a piece with the expiatory – atoning for sin – purpose spelt out in the full name of the basilica he was building. His pockets were full of rosary beads, mixed in with similarly sized raisins that, as a vegetarian all his adult life, rare in the 1920s, were all that sustained him during the day. His shoes, made ragged on his treks across the city, were often held together with glue or string.


[image: cross symbol]


Thus, this most famous of Barcelona’s adopted sons (he was born elsewhere in Catalunya) passed among his fellow citizens all but unnoticed this early evening as he worked his way southwards through L’Eixample’s rigid blocks of streets via a series of 90-degree right and left turns, stepping stones that would carry him down to the Old City. His destination was the Oratorio de Sant Felip Neri (below), tucked away in a small square close to Barcelona’s Gothic cathedral. Every evening Gaudí would attend a service there, then spend time in the company of his confessor, Father Lluís Maria de Valls i Riera, before heading back to bed in the workshop at La Sagrada Família. What the two men talked about is unknown, protected as such encounters are in Catholicism by the seal of the confessional. Yet Gaudí was living an austere, stripped-back, solitary life. Of the usual human sins confessed and wiped clean by Catholics in the sacrament of penance, there can have been very few.


[image: Oratorio de Sant Felip Neri ]


More likely the encounter was a chance to share what was going on in his head. With no surviving family among whom Gaudí could relax, in the company of most people his default position was to ignore anything that remotely felt like a personal question. ‘[He]kept his guard up with those who were curious,’ remembered Joan Matamala i Flotats. Despite the age gap between them – Gaudí had been a friend and colleague of Matamala’s sculptor father, Llorenç – this young man was one of the few people in those later years who got behind the architect’s defences and glimpsed how much he had come to regard his labour on the basilica as some sort of test of his love for God that he was predetermined to fail. It was not something he was comfortable talking about. ‘When asked about his life,’ Matamala recalled, ‘he usually answered that the important thing about a man is the facts, not the circumstances.’2 So he would talk of the progress of the construction, the lack of sufficient funds, the latest idea he needed to incorporate in a design that was perpetually a work in progress.

With Father de Valls, though, there was a space in the confessional to give ‘circumstances’ an airing, to talk openly of the faith that dictated both their lives, and to reflect on Gaudí’s long and ongoing struggle to give physical form (facts, if you like) to that belief in the basilica that had occupied every waking moment of his life for the previous twelve years since he had abandoned all other projects – or been abandoned by those funding them. In all his striving to get it right, he believed, he was doomed to fail God’s standard of perfection in the same way that Job in the Old Testament was doomed to suffer throughout his life, whatever his efforts, as he was tested by his Lord, only knowing divine love when he met his maker.
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‘Come bright and early tomorrow,’ Gaudí is reported to have called out to the team of builders and craftsmen at the site of La Sagrada Família as he set off that evening, ‘because we are going to do some beautiful things.’3 Some of those to whom he addressed this parting remark had been working alongside him since the 1890s on what was still a largely unfinished building. Gaudí had first been awarded the commission in 1883, taking over from the original architect who had walked off the project when his own unremarkable neo-Gothic design was barely out of the ground. Under Gaudí the plans had gone through a transformative series of redesigns, every one more exacting, innovatory and expensive than the last. So far, only the first of the basilica’s eighteen planned honeycomb towers, the one dedicated to the apostle Saint Barnabas,4 had been completed. Its unveiling the previous November had been a major event in the city, a sign there was still life in what many had come to regard as an ill-fated project.

Given the slow progress, Gaudí had inevitably grown adept at deflecting the constant questions as to when the whole thing would be finished, if ever. He could have turned the interrogation into an opportunity by saying, ‘When I can raise sufficient money’, and then asking for a donation. Though he was an indefatigable fundraiser in his declining years (those few who continued to be willing to part with their money requiring a face-to-face meeting with the great man before handing it over), the construction was beset by financial problems. Yet when pushed time and again to name a completion date, Gaudí’s standard answer was, ‘God is my client and he is in no hurry.’5

At first glance it sounds like a line designed to pre-empt further discussion. In reality it was nothing so cynical. His words exposed, intentionally or not, his true state of mind. He believed himself to be serving God as an architect just as a cleric serves God as a priest, working on a building to his greater glory, which meant that the timescale could have little regard for earthly deadlines. This faith in his own divinely ordained purpose manifested itself in different ways on different occasions. The Catalan poet Marià Manent i Cisa describes attending the daily eight o’clock morning mass in 1916 in the crypt of La Sagrada Família, the only part that had so far been completed. Gaudí was, as always, in the congregation. When the service had ended, acting ‘like an old patriarch, speaking softly about dignified and sacred things’, he moved among other worshippers. Manent overheard one of them remarking to him how good it would be if they could both come back one day after they died to see the basilica in its completed form. ‘Oh no,’ Gaudí replied, ‘because there are much greater and more beautiful things in heaven. Later on from above, we’ll say, ‘That Temple was only small.”’6

Pious platitude? Perhaps, but when at other times it was put to him that he wouldn’t live long enough to see his great work completed, Gaudí’s response was more challenging: ‘There is no reason to regret that I cannot finish the church. I will grow old but others will come after me. What must always be conserved is the spirit of the work, but its life has to depend on the generations it is handed down to and with whom it lives and is incarnated.’ His choice of language is revealing. There is a certain fatalism in there, in line with that sense he revealed to some in his small circle of intimates of having been set an impossible task. And then there is the word ‘incarnation’, understood in Christianity to describe the son of God, being born a human in the person of Jesus. La Sagrada Família was to be a material rather than a human manifestation of God on earth.

That it remains unfinished in 2026, the centenary year of the architect’s death (and for decades in the middle of the twentieth century it seemed likely never to be completed), is another aspect of the Gaudí enigma. We cannot know whether his vision for the building has been faithfully followed since his death because the models and plans he left behind were all but destroyed during the Spanish Civil War, leaving subsequent architects to resort to the use of computer-generated shapes. This has led to remorseless accusations of ‘Disney-fying’ the whole undertaking. At least one prominent critic, Professor Juan José Lahuerta of Barcelona’s School of Architecture, has argued that it would have been better left unfinished forever than ‘the object of a destructive process that distorts [Gaudí’s] work, hijacked by tourist exploitation’.7 Yet Gaudí’s contemporary and confidant, the poet Joan Maragall i Gorina,8 claimed as early as 1900, more than a quarter-century before Gaudí’s death, that the real reason the works on La Sagrada Família were running so far behind schedule had nothing at all to do with money or even time. His friend the architect, Maragall said, never wanted to finish it. His plans were best seen as ‘the dream of a mystic’, and the incomplete building he left behind was an act of humility to others so they could complete the plans as a ‘sacrifice to creation that has to be devoured by generations who have yet to come. What contempt for time and death! What anticipation of eternity!’9 Such religious speculation stands in sharp contrast to the down-to-earth curiosity engendered in Barcelonese by the unveiling of the first tower in 1925. It made the long-planned basilica once again a big talking point in the city, not least because at 102.6 metres it was the tallest building in the whole of Catalunya.

It wasn’t only a question of height. With a striking, almost abstract blossoming of sculpture at its apex, clad in a mosaic of red, orange, yellow and white fragments of Venetian glass (a technique known in Catalan as trencadís, literally ‘mincemeat’), the Saint Barnabas Tower (left) was unlike anything most people had ever seen before. If those who gazed up at it in awe struggled to find the words to express its impact, in the century that has followed celebrated architects and artists have made their own suggestions. Verdicts – positive and negative – have piled up almost as high as the towers themselves: ‘like drippy wax candles’;10 ‘a marvel of technical perfection’;11 ‘spirit symbolized in stone’; 12 and ‘a terrifying and edible beauty . . . best kept under a glass dome’.13


[image: The Saint Barnabas Tower]


In that colourful outcrop at its lofty peak, the Saint Barnabas Tower clearly echoed some of Gaudí’s already completed works around the city – the snake-like, mosaic-strewn bench at Park Güell, for instance, or the vibrant, iridescent Impressionistic façade he had given Casa Batlló on the great promenade of Passeig de Gràcia before topping off the whole thing with a huge ceramic-tiled dragon. This time, though, Gaudí had found something new to capture the imagination of a Barcelona audience that must have regarded itself as beyond being surprised by him. The tower, as imposing as any medieval spire that stretched up in an attempt to touch the heavens, had nothing around it to hold it up in the way that the vast, external flying buttresses supported the high walls of the city’s medieval cathedral. Gaudí had wryly reported to friends a conversation he had overheard on a tram, where a fellow passenger had been musing whether the whole thing was about to fall down because the architect responsible was a madman.14
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Maybe such disagreeable words were still ringing in his ears as he hurried down Carrer de Bailèn towards Gran Vía. Gaudí’s habitual air was one of detachment that some took for arrogance. Usually he was in the habit of ‘offering up’ criticisms of him and his work to God in a prayer formula learnt in Catholic classrooms for centuries. There were, though, the occasional moments when his serene self-possession could be punctured. In 1906, the novelist, academic and philosopher Miguel de Unamuno i Jugo – a contributor to La Ilustración and a friend of Gaudí’s friend, the poet Joan Maragall, who had encouraged him to see the basilica – visited the site. As he walked round, he kept saying aloud, ‘I don’t like it, I don’t like it.’ Following a few steps behind, Gaudí parroted his words as if to send them up.15 Others describe Unamuno damning the Nativity Façade, then in the early stages of construction, as ‘drunken art’, to which Gaudí responded that Unamuno was a Cyclops; with one eye in the centre of his forehead, he could only see in one direction.16
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Had the slights got his back up? Maybe doubts had set in? Was that what was distracting him as he approached Gran Vía? As I walk in his footsteps, it is crowded with cars, but with paved cycling and pedestrian tree-lined lungs now installed down either side. No such buffer zone existed on that evening in June 1926 as the Number 30 rumbled and clanged its way from Arc de Triomf to Plaça de Catalunya. Neither did Gaudí’s pace slow as he approached the junction and stepped straight off the pavement and into the path of the tram without, the driver later testified, looking left or right, or seeming to hear the loud warning bell he was urgently sounding. He had applied the brakes, he explained, but there was just not enough time to stop. Gaudí was hit with such force that it threw him to the ground and knocked him unconscious. He lay there bleeding from his right ear, barely breathing.

Cèsar Martinell i Brunet, an architect who as a young man had met Gaudí in 1915 and subsequently worked alongside him as a disciple at La Sagrada Família, offered an explanation for the accident in his biography of his teacher.17 He recalled how Gaudí had once told him, on one of their brisk walks around the city, that he believed trams should give way to pedestrians. Martinell had on such occasions even witnessed him risking life and limb to make the point, walking onto the tracks as a tram approached, challenging the driver to pull up sharply. Perhaps on this occasion at Carrer de Bailèn, then, Gaudí had simply got his timing wrong. Or had it been the driver whose concentration was at fault? No charges were ever laid against him.

Another likely possibility is that some new, improbable feat of engineering was fermenting in Gaudí’s most creative of imaginations. Accounts of how absorbed in his own brain he could be echo down the ages: ‘While he went about his business,’ remembered Josep Maria Garrut i Romà,18 ‘he would dream and ponder of what he had to solve.’ And a contemporary voice reaches back over one hundred years to endorse this impression. Maria Güell Ampuero grew up as a child with her grandfather, himself the grandson of Gaudí’s great patron, the industrialist Eusebi Güell i Bacigalupi. ‘My grandfather,’ she says, ‘would tell me about his memories when a child of how Gaudí would come to their family house [in Park Güell]. He described him as a little bit shy, someone who didn’t really talk to people, because his head was always full of La Sagrada Família and what he was doing there.’19

The tram driver, according to the official report, had stopped briefly to examine the badly injured man, but quickly decided he was a tramp and therefore – in the life-is-cheap prevailing wisdom of this booming industrial city of extreme wealth and poverty – of no consequence. He simply drove off. So, too, did the first three taxis flagged down by two concerned passers-by who had witnessed the accident. Their drivers refused to take the injured man to the nearby dispensary at Ronda de Sant Pere. It took the intervention of a policeman to force a fourth taxi to accept the mercy mission.

When Gaudí finally reached somewhere that could help, no one in attendance recognised him as the celebrated architect. Again, they worked on the assumption he was a vagrant. When asked for his name, he whispered what they heard and noted down as ‘Saudí’. Concussion was diagnosed, along with three fractured ribs and a haemorrhage in the ear. His injuries were judged to be sufficiently serious for ambulance staff to be summoned and instructed to take him to the state-of-the-art Hospital Clínic over on the west side of L’Eixample. But it was quite a distance and, like the tram driver, they didn’t feel much moved to go to all that effort for a nameless tramp. No one would notice, they calculated, if instead they took him to the much closer Hospital de la Santa Creu. Dating back to medieval times, it was in the process of being closed down with patients sent to one of the newer, better-equipped hospitals now opening. Those who remained in its care were predominantly the poor and abandoned without anyone to speak up for them.20 The wounded man, everyone assured themselves, would fit in better there.
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No record remains of the route taken by those ambulance staff and their charge. The most direct way to go would be via Passeig de Gràcia, the most desirable address in Barcelona. In this city that, more than any other in the world, is associated with a single architect, that would have entailed Gaudí being stretchered close by two of his most celebrated creations that stood on either side of Passeig de Gràcia without anyone having a clue who he was: Casa Milà (opposite), a luxury apartment block on a corner site with a still startling façade, hewn out of rock to resemble the movement of the sea washing over caves (known as a result to locals as La Pedrera, or ‘the quarry’); and diagonally opposite, the slightly earlier but equally eye-popping Casa Batlló. And then, when the patient and those into whose care he had been entrusted headed down La Rambla, they would have turned right towards the old hospital (following page) just short of the Palau Güell, Gaudí’s first headline-grabbing commission for Eusebi Güell, opened in 1888 as the World’s Fair was taking place in the city.

With these and other unmissable buildings, Gaudí had already staked his claim on the landscape of Barcelona. It had made him its most sought-after architect from the late 1880s right up to the outbreak of the First World War by those with the money to commission him and pay for his boundless imagination, and (that rare thing for architects) by a wider public who knew his name and instantly recognised the colourful, otherworldly features of one of his creations, including the standard three-dimensional, four-pronged iron cross on top of all of them. Yet at the end of this life-or-death journey, he was handed over as a nameless tramp to the care of the nuns at the Santa Creu. They assigned him a standard cot, number 19 in a public ward named after Saint Thomas, the apostle who would not believe Jesus had risen from the dead until he could put his fingers into the wounds on his body. The sisters no doubt did their best to make their patient comfortable, but resources were few and no doctor came to give him a proper examination. When a chaplain did his rounds, he either concluded or was told that the patient’s death was imminent and so he administered Extreme Unction, one of the seven sacraments of Catholic Christianity, more usually called the Last Rites. Antoni Gaudí was left to meet his maker.
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This final chapter of Gaudí’s life story was to make him, as the English journalist and broadcaster Bernard Levin once remarked, ‘the only famous man I know to be run over by a tram’.21 To be mistaken for a tramp in his hour of need on the streets of Barcelona where his La Sagrada Família, a church unlike any other you have ever seen, is now the emblem of the city: that is another detail about Gaudí that sticks in the memories of many visitors. Imagine it happening to one of the late twentieth century’s ‘starchitects’ – the portmanteau tag given from the 1980s onwards to the likes of Norman Foster, Renzo Piano and Frank Gehry to reflect their combination of professional and public acclaim. And yet there is something curiously appropriate about it in Gaudí’s case, as if his life and its ending had been imagined and then shaped into a carefully rounded narrative. For it contains the same something that sets Gaudí apart from his peers and all subsequent architect-superstars: that is the outlook that caused him throughout his career to disdain the world’s usual blandishments and temptations. Latterly that manifested in him dressing like a tramp, preferring symbolically at least to share the suffering of the poor in the manner of a long line of saints who also did it practically, notably Francis of Assisi in the thirteenth century, who discarded his fine clothing, donned rags and begged on the streets for food. It is no accident that La Sagrada Família has become known – among other names – as The Beggars’ Cathedral. Gaudí’s basilica, he said often, was first and foremost a place for the poor of Barcelona. It is why he was so excited when he received a peseta as a donation from someone who could ill afford it, the equivalent of the widow’s mite in the gospels.22

And now here he was dying in a hospital for the poor rather than in the smart clinic to which he would doubtlessly have been transported had anyone realised who he really was.
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At the core of this biography are my efforts to follow the footsteps of Gaudí, up to and including walking that last journey he took across Barcelona, from La Sagrada Família to the courtyard of the Santa Creu in Carrer de l’Hospital, and peering into what was once the window of Saint Thomas’s Ward, now part of the Biblioteca de Catalunya. These travels have been mostly in and around Barcelona since – like Filipo Brunelleschi in Florence and Andrea Palladio in the Veneto – Gaudí is an architect whose creations are geographically concentrated in a single city (though he did once sketch a design for a skyscraper in New York). En route, there is an ever-present sense of two different Gaudís: the celebrated architect, whose work remains as instantly recognisable and admired today as it was a hundred years ago, and the private man tortured by his faith. Yet, as I increasingly realised, for Gaudí there was no divide. The two were one. His professional creativity was essentially a religious gift and vocation. Logically, then, his imagination was as much informed by the Catholic tradition in which he was raised and lived his whole life, as it was by either his years in university studying all the great architects who had come before him, or his work alongside the other Modernisme architects who transformed Barcelona in the last decade of the nineteenth century and the first decade of the twentieth.
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The poet, obituarist and biographer Ann Wroe argues persuasively that it is by often small, overlooked details that you come to know the person behind the headline, the activities and achievements of their life. ‘They telescope time,’ she writes, ‘until these distant figures seem to jostle around me.’ 23 And it is the small details in Gaudí’s buildings that often reveal him to me, in all his dimensions, including at their core the religious imagery that stretches from his first major commission to his last.

At Casa Vicens, the summer house that Gaudí built in Gràcia on what was then the outskirts of Barcelona as a young architect making his way in the world, there is a domed, first-floor, trompe l’oeil ladies’ sitting room. Its painted ceiling (opposite) features white doves. It is an obvious religious reference. In Christianity as well as other faiths, doves are regarded as signs of peace. But for those who take the trouble to count them, there are thirty-three. Gaudí the man of faith knew that thirty-three is a symbolic number in Christianity, said to be the age at which the incarnate Christ died. Fast forward almost four decades and the very same birds (albeit fewer in number) are there in his last building, on the Nativity Façade of La Sagrada Família, flocking around a polychrome Tree of Life that stands between the two central towers.

Among the five million people who visit La Sagrada Família each year, there is a minority who regard Gaudí as first and foremost a saint, not in the current secular sense of being a widely acclaimed ‘good’ person, but specifically in the Catholic context of having lived an exemplary religious life. Since 1992 an active and well-organised campaign has been underway to persuade the Vatican to beatify him, the first step on the road to being officially designated a saint. That, its activists insist, is how to read his lifetime achievements and they nurture hopes that the Vatican may finally be listening to the case they are making, and could even make an announcement to mark his centenary. Theirs is a bold claim, and a counter-cultural one in a sceptical, scientific age. Yet, to understand and acknowledge the full extent of the religious influence on Gaudí’s imagination and creative process as an architect does not require embracing the notion of him as saintly. That is not the subject of this book. The Catholic Church’s internal saint-making process is a book in itself, but in basic terms awarding such a tag oversimplifies the complexity of the life of the recipient. In Gaudí’s case, the list of qualities normally associated with saintliness sits awkwardly with the many moments in his life when he was bad-tempered, stubborn and sharp-tongued. At its simplest, his greatest patron, Eusebi Güell, made the money that funded so many of Gaudí’s best-known projects via enterprises that had, at least, an indirect involvement with slavery at a time when there were many, including prominent Christians, who were campaigning for the abolition of the slave trade.

A similar overreach in regard to defining Gaudí is also seen at the other end of the spectrum in the efforts of ranks of cultural historians who have written in praise of his work over the past century, painstakingly and sometimes contentiously tracing the influences on his work in the canon of architecture and from among his teachers and contemporaries. These accounts too often make little space for a parallel, thorough analysis of the religious side to him. If attempted, faith is portrayed as bookending his life – a strongly Catholic upbringing in the Catalan countryside at the start, and devout piety in his final years when he was consumed with La Sagrada Família. That neatly leaves all the adult years in between for him to be consumed solely with the look and construction of his buildings.

There is, of course, some truth in such compartmentalisation. Religious faith – and especially religious practice – waxes and wanes over most lifetimes, prey to particular influences, episodes and challenges, personal and professional, that are met at different stages. Gaudí was no exception. There were high and low points in his own search for God. In 1894, for example, he took his Lenten fast, in preparation for the season of Easter, so seriously that he almost starved himself to death, but then, when recovered, went on to create some of his most memorable commercial and playful projects such as Casa Batlló. At others, especially in the late 1870s when he was a significant figure in the café society of Barcelona, he is even reported publicly to have decried the influence of the Church.

Yet that strong influence of religion on his boundless imagination was always present in his career. To understand him, and what he created, faith has to be threaded throughout the story of his achievements alongside his significance as an architect, not just embroidered at the beginning and end. His first-ever biographer, Josep Ràfols i Fontanals, his friend and collaborator, made the point just three years after Gaudí’s death. To try to understand him without understanding his faith risks rendering his work meaningless, he warned.24 For centuries, the faith of those who built great medieval and Renaissance cathedrals was a core part of the story – even if their private lives departed radically from the religious precepts and teachings they immortalised in the buildings they designed. Living as he did in the modern age, Gaudí was arguably one of the last, if not the very last, truly great architects to bring to his work a strong and constant religious sensibility. It cannot be treated in him as a private quirk of personality, and then disentangled from his buildings, though in some you have to look more carefully than in others to find evidence of it.

A single, integrated picture of the man and his work is, then, the aim of this biography. It will draw on his buildings, taking in every detail, including those usually overlooked as too insignificant or too religious, because they offer vital clues, just as an old shoe knows the weight of the foot that has walked in it, or the touch of the fingers that have tied its laces. Tiny piece by tiny piece, they build up a picture that is both human and architectural.

Another building block of this book is the shared background of cradle Catholicism between biographer and subject, something that will, I hope, dispel at least some of the mystery that surrounds Gaudí’s life – and his death. In part, that unknowability was deliberate; Gaudí preferred to let the work talk for him. When, in 1910, a major exhibition about him opened in Paris’s Grand Palais, the only one to take place outside Spain during his lifetime, he didn’t bother to go. Others might absent themselves in similar circumstances as part of an effort to curate how they are seen by admirers, or to shape their legacy. At its simplest, they calculate that the less the public is told about them, the more fascinated people become. With Gaudí the reason was much simpler. He was, by nature and nurture, an isolated and largely closed-off person, the young boy who missed out on a chunk of his childhood through illness, the young man who lost his mother and surviving siblings when in his twenties, the adult who never married or had any sort of intimate relationship, who regularly fell out with patrons, and who was obsessive and uncompromising in the world of his wild imagination as he sought to satisfy a demanding God. There were friends, but their number was small and grew smaller, dwarfed by the ranks of those with whom he had a professional relationship but who never got behind his reserve. The tiny circle around him were the family he chose, rarely straying far beyond those with a shared link to the same small Catalan city, Reus (Ray-us), or its surrounding region, the Baix (‘Bay-shay’) Camp. To add to the central challenge of getting under the skin of this very private man, he seldom committed his thoughts to paper, only very briefly kept a diary, and wrote very few letters. When his grave was opened by Republicans who occupied La Sagrada Família in 1936 during the Spanish Civil War, his modest archive was also burnt along with the models he had made to guide those who inherited that task of completing his unfinished basilica.
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It was just how little was known about Gaudí that first drew me to him. I was seventeen and in the summer of 1979, between Lower and Upper Sixth, and my Christian Brother teachers in my home town of Liverpool chaperoned a group of us who were learning Spanish on an ad hoc pilgrimage in the school minibus, via the miracle shrine at Lourdes in southern France, to a camp site on the Costa Daurada, south-west of Barcelona. All I remember is standing in front of the Nativity Façade of La Sagrada Família simultaneously bemused and beguiled. The Brother accompanying us was inevitably good at pointing out the carved details that reflected the gospel narratives we had had drummed into us in the classroom. As we gazed up, he told us, too, a little of the eccentric creator of a church he confidently predicted would never be finished, making Gaudí sound like some kind of monk and thereby claiming him as one of their own. Though I didn’t know it at the time, that is how Barcelona came to view him in the last fifteen years of his life; caricatures of him in newspapers dressed him all in black like a cleric (opposite), though he never felt the call of priestly vocation in any straightforward way.

I have no memory on that trip of going inside whatever small portion of La Sagrada Família was then open to the public. On later visits to the city I did, however, experience sufficient of it and Gaudí’s other buildings to make me curious to know more about the man who had created something that, more than four decades on from that first encounter, is still like nothing else I have seen or experienced. The most useful sources, I have learnt in trawling through what little does remain in the archives, are the buildings themselves. That is the case when it comes to both the celebrated few that are today overwhelmed by visitors, and the others where you are more likely to have the place to yourself. One such, Casa Calvet, a townhouse in the centre of Barcelona, was the only project for which Gaudí won any sort of individual architectural award. To see even a fraction of its interior you now have to go to dinner in the up-market Chinese restaurant that fills its ground floor. Another, Col·legi Santa Teresa (right), home to a dwindling group of elderly nuns, is very rarely open and then only by invitation. When I was lucky enough to be invited inside, it was at the same time unmistakably Gaudí and yet arrestingly different, a place of quiet, unadorned, unshowy, almost ethereal beauty.
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Taken together Gaudí’s buildings not only give structure to his life, development, and what he achieved as one of the most extraordinary and enduring creative geniuses of the modern age, they also reveal the complex and contradictory character of the man himself. His architecture is inseparable from who he was: what influenced him; what he cared about; and where that came from, both the orthodox places and the unorthodox, the private space and the world around him.

Just how hard it can be to get inside Gaudí’s head, his heart, his imagination, is well illustrated by the struggle of the architects who for the last fifty years have been tasked with completing La Sagrada Família. Even with the benefit of the best technology the twenty-first century can offer, computer-assisted design, something of which even Gaudí couldn’t have dreamt, they admit there always remains an element of mystery: ‘Gaudí is as close as you can come to unpacking the geometry [of the basilica],’ Mark Burry, the New Zealand-born, British-trained, Australia-based architect who has led the work on La Sagrada Família for getting on for half a century, told me. ‘I have difficulty with the benefit of the best digital tools available. God knows how he did it.’25



______________
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BAIX CAMP (1852–68)



It is only the beginning of March but in drought-haunted Catalunya it is a dry, golden, almost too beautiful day in the Baix Camp, or Lower Plains, a shelf of agricultural land bordered to the south-east by the Mediterranean Sea, and to the north by the Serra de Montsant – ‘Holy Mountain’. There haven’t been any signposts since the small, walled town of Riudoms, and so I am heading blind into a vast, flat, fertile patchwork of fields, clumps of trees, olive groves, irrigation ditches and water-starved rivers that stretch as far as the eye can see.

It was Roman settlers arriving in the first and second centuries AD at the coastal settlement of Tarraco – the present-day port of Tarragona – who started to farm this land.1 With no electricity pylons or telephone posts on the narrow horizon, and no other vehicles around to place me in the here and now, it is a curiously anonymous terrain that sucks me into its timeless orbit. So timeless indeed that the ubiquitous satnav is in a tangle over what is road, what is rough track, and what is a dried-up water channel.

I try asking it for directions to El Mas de la Calderera – literally ‘The House of the Boilermaker’s Widow’. To my surprise – and relief – the name pops up in the middle of the screen, the house contained within a neatly delineated rectangular plot. Yet all around it is a blank expanse of screen with no markings other than the blue streak of the River Maspujols that in good times feeds the red soil of this cultivated plain. No route is offered to get there by car. The widow recorded in the name of the property is Rosa Serra i Torroja, paternal grandmother of Antoni Gaudí, matriarch of her clan and still very much around when he was born on 25 June 1852.2 Her husband, Francesc Gaudí i Salvany – the boilermaker – had died a quarter of a century earlier. According to a local census in 1859, this house, and the smallholding that surrounds it, was never inhabited all the year round. Instead, with its orchard and vineyard, it was a rural retreat for generations of Gaudí’s father’s family, somewhere in the countryside to complement their town base – a tall thin house and workshop in Raval de Sant Francesc amid the steeply stacked, narrow streets of Riudoms. The hectare3 of land, and various other fragments scattered close by that also belonged to the family, was used as an allotment where the Gaudís kept chickens and grew the food they needed to feed themselves. There was also another workshop and storage space. For the family of Antoni’s father, El Mas de la Calderera represented their footprint on this earth and especially on Catalan soil, their hearth and home, the ancestral casa pairal of tradition in which every working rural Catalan family believed itself rooted.

Young Antoni would be forever back and forth to the house with his own family for the day or longer stays, on foot or by pony and trap, from his parents’ small house in Reus six kilometres away. There was his father, Francesc, from whom he would one day inherit El Mas de la Calderera, his mother, Antònia (the offspring of another boilermaker), and his two older siblings, Rosa and Francesc, respectively eight years and one year his senior. Another brother and sister had died before reaching school age, and before Antoni was born to forty-one-year-old Antònia. The trauma of these losses was a wound in the family that never quite healed, though such infant deaths were a common occurrence in an age when repeated epidemics of smallpox, typhoid fever and cholera affected half of the population, causing high levels of child mortality.

El Mas de la Calderera was to become a hallowed place for Gaudí, too, throughout his adult life, though less in reality and more in his enduring self-identification as someone who belonged in the countryside not the city. He regarded himself as a perpetual outsider in his many decades in Barcelona (despite spending his whole adult life there), the exiled son of the Catalan countryside in which he took a particular pride. Such a self-image was all of a piece with his cradle Catholicism, itself so much a part of the seasonal rituals and fabric of rural life. For his first sixteen years, belonging and believing were inseparable. From El Mas de la Calderera, if you strain your neck, there is even a glimpse of the outline of the honey-coloured sixteenth-century Church of Sant Jaume at the top of the hill on which Riudoms stands. In its pews, Antoni’s branch of the wider Gaudí family would gather with uncles, aunts and cousins on Sundays as well as for the regular round of saints’ days that accompanied the agricultural year.

Such a heartfelt attachment to tradition was not unusual in rural areas across Europe at the time, when many people felt forced to leave the countryside where generations of their family had lived, so as to move to the city in search of work in the factories of the industrial revolution. For Gaudí, however, it was something different. In these intensively cultivated flatlands, as he wandered free to explore them as a child and teenager, seeds were sown within him that grew to maturity in his uniquely creative imagination. Two aspects in particular that he first grasped here became, by his own adult account, defining features of his architecture. The first was the vivid play of light and shadow. In this sun-baked backwater, he effortlessly developed an intuitive understanding of the special qualities of a particular sort of bright, clear light, and how it illuminated and revealed detail and design like no other. ‘Light achieves maximum harmony at an inclination of 45 degrees,’ he later wrote, ‘since it resides in objects in a way that is neither horizontal nor vertical. This can be considered medium light, and it offers the most perfect vision of objects and their most exquisite nuances. It is the Mediterranean light.’4 Or, more specifically when he argued the case, the light of the Baix Camp.

The second came as he lost himself in the riches of nature on his doorstep in this pre-industrial farming world where chemical fertilisers with their destructive side-effects were still little known among the hardy, resilient folk who lived here. On his youthful jaunts, usually alone, into the area around El Mas de la Calderera he would take in the gnarled twists and turns of trees, sculpted by frequently violent storms and onshore winds that blew in from the Mediterranean and swept across this level expanse of fenland unhindered by natural obstacles. In spring there was a carpet of wildflowers that quickly withered away in the heat. Or he would notice the rocks and stones and shells that he found in the dry, summer riverbeds, the shapes that were created by the crops as they grew to fruition in the autumn, the movements of fish and animals as they went about their business and the structure of their skeletons left behind when their lives were over. Laid out before his inquisitive eyes this abundance of decorative forms in the animal, plant and mineral realms left an impression on him, seen for example in the ‘Gaudí tiles’ on the pavement outside Casa Batlló on Passeig de Gràcia, hexagonal in shape, covered in shapes from outdoors including shells, starfish, honeycombs and reptiles’ skin. He did not just observe nature but almost became – in a description used subsequently in the twenty-first-century age of climate change – part of nature itself, treasuring its fruits not just for their beauty, but valuing in them a practicality, a strength that lay in how they had been designed to survive and thrive.

There were, as he remarked, neither 90-degree angles nor straight lines in nature. This childhood observation was borne out in how he set about designing his buildings. The arched rib cages of dead animals, for example, were reflected in the internal roof structures of his Casa Batlló and Casa Milà. The robustness that existed in nature’s evolved forms enabled him to meet the challenge of carrying the sheer weight of La Sagrada Família without using the supporting external (and, to Gaudí, disfiguring) buttresses employed by Gothic architects down the centuries. The great columns of the basilica’s nave take the form of tree trunks that branch out as they climb upwards, spreading the otherwise overwhelming burden of the roof and its eighteen towers. There was, he realised, when later he came to study the subject at school, geometry underpinning what he observed in nature that could be adapted to architecture. Later still he would see that connection between nature and geometry as something signifying the sacred – God’s design at work in the world. ‘The great book of nature,’ the adult Gaudí wrote, ‘is always open and we should all make an effort to read it; all other books are derived from this one and include human mistakes and misinterpretations. There are two revelations: a doctrinaire concerning morals and religion, and another that is our guide to facts, and which is the great book of nature.’5

Gaudí then stands in a long line of artists through history who drew on nature, as enduring as any designated artistic movement, and one that continues to this day. ‘This is what I hear all day,’ the English composer Edward Elgar wrote in a letter. ‘The trees are singing my music – or have I sung theirs?’6 Or, as the painter David Hockney remarked: ‘You can’t be bored with nature, can you? You’ve endless subjects if you really look, but you have to really look.’7
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Around the long, dusty and empty road that may or may not be heading in the direction of El Mas de la Calderera, the Baix Camp slowly reveals its secrets to me, not least its beguiling, repeating pattern. Olive groves give way to trees bearing almonds, then lemons, next nuts, all interspersed by an occasional vineyard or field of maize. And then it starts over again. A thread of continuity is provided by the rudimentary irrigation hoses and pipes that keep everything alive in the dry season – and, at a stretch, in this period of drought. They snake from tanks and what look like dingy swimming pools, filled during the short spells of often torrential rain, and they head off under and occasionally over the road to provide the most basic sustenance. Over one shallow dip in the road, much less makeshift than what is around it, stands an ancient aqueduct that comes out of nowhere in a single arch of weathered and eroded ruddy bricks of that thin-but-long variety usually associated with Roman settlements. An image of Gaudí as a boy climbing its walls flashes through my mind as I drive underneath the aqueduct, the glimpse of a child in this so far peopleless landscape, only in my mind’s eye, with his fair-to-ginger hair and blue eyes, uncommon in the Spanish.

Elsewhere the drystone walls that separate each parcel of land look scarcely more recent, and share something with the angled stone pillars that Gaudí built to support the protruding viaduct in front of Torre Bellesguard (opposite), his crenelated medieval Catalan fortress high on the hill behind Barcelona. After two wrong turns just beyond the aqueduct, I go back on myself and risk the less likely-looking track that ducks down beside a small concrete bridge. Lined by outsized, shoulder-height cactuses and tall bullrushes browning in the sun, it seems from the bumps that are shaking the car from side to side to be another dry riverbed, filled only at times of flash floods, rather than a road. Yet in less than a minute I am spewed out beside an isolated property with two locked gates, one of which bears a sign reading Mas de la Calderera.

If Gaudí is today among the principal attractions of Barcelona, here in the middle of nowhere there is only an overgrown cycle rack and a small, fading noticeboard, relics of some now-abandoned tourism initiative, to hint at any connection between this back-of-beyond spot and Spain’s most famous architect. The boundary around the property’s perimeter, by contrast, is freshly tended and determinedly excluding; dense trees and hedges, their greenery sporadically fed by the riverbed that runs in front of them, keep guard over whatever secrets lie within. The adult Gaudí, I can’t help reflecting, would have approved of presenting such an impenetrable front.


[image: Locked gate with sign reading Mas de la Calderera]
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Only the corner of a roof can be seen, with part of a TV aerial peeping out, but nothing of the handsome-looking farmhouse captured in photographs, though reputedly nowadays much altered (it has been in private hands since 1928). It is said once to have had on its façade Greek garlands and plant motifs engraved in plaster work, using the technique known as sgraffito, the Italian word for scratching.
OEBPS/images/f0023-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0052-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0029-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0021-01.jpg






OEBPS/images/f0014-01.png
Barcelona

Santa Maria del Mar Church
Strect lamps in Plaga Reial

Casa Vicens
Palau Giell
Finca Gell

Col-legi Santa Teresa

Park Giell
Casa Calvert

Torre Bellesguard

Casa Batllo
Casa Mila

La Sagrada Familia

Bodegas Giicll
Colonia Giiell

Hospital
delaSanta
Crew

comLias
Gaudi knocked down

MATARG

Barcelona Oratorio de
" Sant Felip Neri.






OEBPS/images/common.jpg










OEBPS/images/f0024-01.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		How to use this ebook



		Title



		Copyright



		Table of Contents



		Timeline



		Gaudí’s People



		Note



		Map of Gaudí’s Buildings



		Prelude



		One: Nature Boy Baix Camp (1852–68)



		Two: Big City Barcelona (1868–80)



		Three: First House Barcelona (1878–85)



		Four: Eusebi Güell’s Architect Barcelona, Comillas and Mataró (1883–88)



		Five: God’s Architect Barcelona, Astorga and Léon (1889–95)



		Six: No Straight Lines Barcelona and Garraf (1895–1908)



		Seven: Years of Plenty Barcelona, Montserrat and Mallorca (1900–09)



		Eight: Dragons and Discord Barcelona (1900–09)



		Nine: Trouble and Strife Barcelona (1905–11)



		Ten: A Dry Run Santa Coloma De Cervelló (1908–17)



		Eleven: Magnum Opus La Sagrada Família (1914–26)



		Epilogue



		Acknowledgements



		Index











Guide





		Cover



		Start













OEBPS/images/f0028-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0053-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0045-01.png





OEBPS/images/f0040-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
“This biography restores
Gaudi to life as one of the
most original architects of
all time...Stanford shows
how the Catalan genius

put his soul into
everything he did.’
BLAKE
MORRISON

GOD'S ARCHIT






OEBPS/images/f0034-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0042-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0036-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0019-01.png





OEBPS/images/f0032-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/pub.png
H

HODDER &
STOUGHTON





