JOURNEYS | Cadaqués

Hords NATASHA AMAR

2616 TCadagues_Findd 7& 20-0ct-18 1124020 AM



Home to the sublime landscape of Cap de Creus, delectable seafood
and the ghost of Salvador Dali, Cadaqués on Spain’s wind-blown
easternmost tip is a world away from the Costa Brava most know.
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JOURNEYS | Cadaqués

I turn my attention to the restless Mediterranean and spend a few minutes on the
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am one of a small group of people with our heads out

the hus windew on a road thar winds its way along the
edge of Spains east coast, disappearing around a corner
every now and then, before re-emerging again to stunning
warer views, Soon, the whire-washed visage of Cadaqués
makes an appearance: a cluster of tiny houscs on a slope,

SONAL"

( ( "1 P \V4 ™ their burnt red terracotta roofs in strong contrast against the stecly
s A4 rey of a subdued Mediterranecan and the pale blue of the sky.
: )\\:,, Just over u two-howr drive from Barcelona, this former fishing

willagre remains largely off the itineraries of most tourists due to it
IIS(]lﬂtEd IUCHLi(]n an 1.}“.‘ Cﬂp dL' Cl’CLlh' pt'ninsu]ﬂ und thl: ﬂb:-::.:nct:,
ol the goldcu sund_\_u' beaches that dot the rest of Costa Brava

Cadaqués endures the wrath of the Tramontana wind that
blows off the Pyrences and gives the Spanish coast its name: Costa
Brava or Wild Coast. Particularly fierce in winter, it was known to
cause damage to property and drive residents to depression. The
origin of the name Cadaqués 1si't clear; some say it's derived from
Cap de Quers ar*Cape of Rocks' due to the landscape of Cap de
Creus, a natural park in the area, while others think it comes from
the name of the coastal shrub prosent here.

OVCT lh(.'. L'L"l'IL'LlTiC_'Ei, i]. \&'HHT]’L le:iL LhL' r()ugh \\'CH.L'}'IL‘,T H'I'Id C}KJFP_}"
sea that rendered life in the village challenging it was frequently
invaded and plundered by pirates wha took advantage of the isolated
location and cuptured local sailors. Much Later, its rugred quality
and seclusion made the wown a favourite of ar uch as Pablo
Picasso, Mareel Duchamp, and most notably Sabrador Dali, who
went on o build a home chock-full of eccenrricities in nearby
Port Lligar. Today, the pebbled seafrant enjovs a quiet serenity
that’s unaffected by the few summerrime visitors,

An hour atter | anive, | find myself in the central square of
Plaga Passcig, where day trippers shap at trendy houtiques, tuck into
pancakes at a corner stall, take photos with Tali’s

statue and enjoy
wine and tapas in the candlelit warmth of scafront cafes, T turn my
attention to the restless Mediterranean und spcnd a few minutes on
the pchb]c.d coastling ﬁubmi‘tting to the might}_-‘ foree of the wind
that pushes me away. I0T want to stay longer, T will have to sit down
on one of the beachiront Lenches, but with just ubout an hour left
until sunset, I move on and explore the Old Town instead.

*Ihe best way to see Cadaqués is to et lost in the Old Town,”
L rold by awoman who 1 stop to ask for directions oo the rourist
office, | slip my map into my daypack and do just that. The slare
cobbled streecs bring me outside homes, guesthouses and galleries,
two- or three-flonred white buildings with blue doors and bluer
windows dressed in pink bougainvillea and elahorate wronght-iron
balustrades. Dalis piercing cyes stare at me from the pai nted door
of o cleverly disguised fuse box outside the front door of a house.
Tt clear that Caduq s hasn't furgotl.cu Da.li, [or he makes several

AppUarances on f"l.l.‘\'C b(). Bl H.I'Id \v\r'il'l(ff]\-\"h' ﬂT()LlI'IEi town.

I turn HTUL['I'ILI A Corner Lo Fl]“(]\'\' |.'}'|L‘ S()Llnd LIFL'}'IUTC}'I bL‘”S ﬂnd
find mysell sutside the Church of Sunta Maria, Here, the highest
point of the Old Town offers an incredible view; clusters of reddish
brown-tiled ronfs and grey cobblestone alleys meander down to »»

pebbled coastline submitting to the mighty ﬁarce qf the wind. ..
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L IH.L-_@\-‘CE Wiy l(i';k-sca..specldbd with :auibmts R{:lucluu[ly,
i the scene and enter the chiurch, Local fishermen

t th : n_m;yﬂo_ __uc—sty].e_'_d.\u_mh after it wits destroyed by
fearsome Tuekish pirate Barbarossa in 1543. 1ts most impressive
fearure is the 18th-century Baroque altarpiece designed by [acine
Morerd and seulpted by Pau Costa and Joan Torres,

With the sun slowly melring from the sky, I warch it set with a glass
of sparlding cava and a platter of pinxtos; cod craquettes, omeletre, pa
amb tomaquet (Catalan tomato bread) and green olives. T listen to
Iolurta, the hostess, deseribe the beauty of the Ca_]:l de Creus Natural
Park, “You must o,” she says “You came all the way 1o Cadagués.”

The next morning, I'm on a trail walling to Salvador Dali House,
the drtists only permanent home from 1930 w 1982 in the nearby
villagre of Port Lligat. Originally a simple sherman’s hut, additons to
the house continued up undl the mid-1970s, For much of his adult
life, Dali was almost as enamonred wich the sublime landscape of the
Cap de Creus peninsula as he was with his muse Gala; references to
geological feamires in the Cap de Crens Natural Park, Cadaqués, and
Port Lligat abound in some of his most celebrared pleces such as The
Madonna of Port Liigat (1949) and Figure af the Windstw (1925).

s life and
tars in
the lobby to the trio of storks symbolising immortality perched above a

A guided tour aof the house gives a rare in sight into Taali
his whimsical tastes. From the bejewelled bear that gree

Terracalia roafiaps
v sdviliing condvand
T the &
Medizervansan.

o

buoks];cll: tey the bedroom mirmer ‘p]uced Loy mﬂ&t the first THvs of the sun
and the senni-circular wh]spenng room, the house is full of unique oljects
and spaces creared by Dali. They remain as they were last left by him.

While the interior of Salvador Dali 1louse is equal parts quirky
and intense, the swinming pool area makes me smile, with its giant
pink lips-shaped sofa at its centre surrounded by an installation of
Pirelli-tyre signs. Outside, the alive grove that looks upon Port Lligat
once served as an outdoor studio for Dali, who spent his days painting
and .*:L‘Lﬂpting in the ;__r‘“..lrdcn.

By carly afternoen, I'm in an electrie grelf car on the only road from
TPort I.ligal Ly C:lp de Creus Natueal P:ir_k: cighL kilometres AWLY 1L
the castern tip of the Therian Peninsula: “Tooak,” says my driver Dicgro,
pointing to a hidden golden bay. “Bonito ¢h? he smiles, adding, "My
English is no good”. The road is Qunked by pockets of elns, pines and
oaks as far as the eve can see, Sculpted by the ferocicy of che Tramontana,
the dramatic landscape of rock formarions, scrub and coves, painted in
grey, green, turqueise and ochre, is as beauriful as Marta suggested,
no mean feat in a region as stunningly picturesque as this.

Ohrside the Bar Sa Freu, at the viewpoint by the Cap de Creus
Lighthouse, | admire the pertect curve of the infinite horizon and

jagged charcoal ﬁngr.‘.r.t: reaching out ta the sea. The wind slaps my hair
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