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The 10th Latino Short Film Festival -  New York

King Juan Carlos I of Spain Center

CortoCircuito, the Latino Short Film Festival organized by the King Juan 
Carlos I of Spain Center of New York University and film programmer 
Diana Vargas, opens its 2013 call for entries, with a final submission 
deadline of AUGUST 5, 2013.

10th Annual CortoCircuito will take place at NYU’s King Juan Carlos I Center, 

October  9-12, 2013

ENTRY INSTRUCTIONS:  
• Foreign Language Films must be subtitled in English
 • Preview format must be DVD. (NTSC preferred)
• Preview DVDs should be clearly labeled with the title, running time and contact 
information (name, phone number, e-mail.)
• Eligible Exhibition Formats include DVD and BluRay
 • Genres: Documentary, fiction, animation, experimental
 • Please include: Filmmaker’s name, Title, Running time, Film description, Address/
phone/email and any related press materials, including press kit, a list of other 
festivals at which your film has been screened and HR photos.
  • Deadline: AUGUST 5th, 2013 

Send all materials to: 
King Juan Carlos I of Spain Center – NYU  
Attn: D. Vargas / L. Turegano  
53 Washington Square South. Ste. #201  NY, NY 10012
Tel: 212.998.3650   

Note: CortoCircuito will not return material that has 
been submitted for consideration.

Go to www.cortocircuito.us or 
www.nyu.edu/kjc/cortocircuito to   
download the Entry Form and send it 
by email at cortocircuitoff@gmail.com

i s  s e e k i n g  f o r  s u b m i s s i o n s  f o r  F i l m s  u n d e r  2 6  m i n .
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A few months ago, Chris asked me to be the guest editor of this special issue, the first anniversary of 
Latin Lover Food & Travel magazine.

I had been collaborating with him on the past issues, mostly on an advisory basis, but this time I was to 
take a very active role. I took the enterprise very seriously.

Also, in times of crises when the image of Spain has suffered heavily from the economic turmoil, I took 
this offer as an opportunity to remind each and everyone of us of our strength and our desire to move 
forward. Of our resilience, the “Furia Española.”

At first the proposition was daunting. How could I attempt to cover such a big country in one issue? 
Soon I realized this was not going to be possible and concentrated on getting the best quality possible.

For the task at hand, I drew on a lot of my friends (journalists, academics, writers, photographers, 
artists). I was deeply moved by their immediate response to contribute selflessly to the issue. No one 
gets paid here, not myself, not the authors. This is a labor of love. For that, I want to start by thanking 
all of them for being so supportive, so enthusiastic. Even, Antonio Muñoz Molina, one of the most 
emblematic Spanish authors of current times, handed me an unpublished short story. Just for this issue. 
This is a delightful privilege. Another Antonio, Ortuño, opened up his kitchen and devoted an entire 
day to cook for us. The Antonios and the rest of “my team” (Adriana, Gloria –with three articles!-, Jim, 
Jose, Javier, Carmen, Jorge) will surely be satisfied with the results. Thanks much to the rest of the 
editors and writers, particularly Jessica and Brian. Special thanks to Kukuxumuxu, Atrio, Cenador de 
Amós, and Madrid Fusión for letting us use their photographs. And to everyone that made this issue 
possible.

In the pages ahead of you, you will find articles from well known cities, such as Madrid, Pamplona, 
San Sebastián or Barcelona. But also, you will be exposed to other lesser known parts of Spain, such as 
Cáceres or Cantabria, as astounding as the others. 

Spain has many traces in New York City too. Did you know about El Chico restaurant? Do you know 
that some of the most thriving restaurants are owned and managed by Spaniards? 

The richness of my country cannot be encapsulated in one issue. I have tried to bring Spain closer to 
you. Hope I have succeeded.

Turn on the pages and start traveling throughout Spain!

Laura Turégano has an official persona and an unofficial one. The official: more than fifteen years 
of experience in philanthropy and public affairs, with specific expertise in the areas of arts and 
culture and international relations. The unofficial: avid traveler and explorer. She has been all 
over: from the heights of the Andes, to the Jordanian dessert, to the jungle of Cambodia. But, of 
course, there is always more to discover. Turégano’s next trip? The Atacama in Chile and Uyuni in 
Bolivia. Her vintage Vespa is back in her hometown, Madrid. However, it might soon be replaced 
by a Royal Enfield in New York. 

It would take hundreds of words to acknowledge and 
thank each of our talented contributors, as well as the 
core team members of Latin Lover, who have been a part 
of the magazine from the very beginning until today, our 
first anniversary! But I do have two words for you guys: 
Muchísimas Gracias!

We have a very talented guest editor for this special issue, 
Laura Turégano, a sophisticated foodie and an adventurous 
traveler. Laura is going to guide you on a fascinating journey 
though the eclectic land of Spain, exploring a wide array 
of foods and places, from the Sanfermines in Pamplona to 
Mercados in Madrid. It’s an adventure that I know that you 
are going to love! Thanks so much, Laura.

We’ve already begun working on a very spicy issue for this 
summer. Get ready!

Un abrazo!

C

LAURA TURÉGANO
GUEST EdITOR



Antonio Muñoz Molina is a freelance writer, the author of more than twenty books, including novels, essays, 
memoirs and short story collections, His books have won numerous prizes, including the Icaro Prize, the 
National Book Award, and the National Critics Book Award, and have been translated into more than fifteen 
languages throughout Europe, the Americas and the Middle East. From 2004 to 2006 Muñoz Molina was 
the executive director of the Cervantes Institute in New York and he has also taught as a visiting professor or 
writer in residence at several universities. Muñoz Molina currently holds the Banco Santander Distinguished 
Global Visiting Professorship in Creative Writing in Spanish at New York University. He is a member of the 
Royal Spanish Academy.

ANTONIO MUñOz MOLINA

Jorge López Conde is an “almost” architect, “almost” designer, “almost” photographer, and “almost” DJ, He 
participates in various studios founded with Luis Úrculo (LUJO), Luis Díaz Mauriño (Hot Architects), and 
Julián López Galán, and he has also collaborated with Herzog&deMeuron, Cero9/AMID, FloresPrats, and 
Andres Jaque Architects, among others. His work has been published in a number of specialized publications 
in Architecture, Photography, and Design.

JORGE LóPEz CONdE 

Javier Ansorena is a Spanish journalist. Born in Pamplona, he was raised in both the city of his birth, famous 
for the annual ‘Sanfermines’ festival, and Huelva, in Southern Spain. Having lived in Spain and Germany, 
Javier currently resides in New York City, where he contributes regularly on lifestyle, the arts, and food for 
Spanish media such as Expansión, Telva and Gastroeconomy. A flamenco and bullfighting aficionado, you 
can find Ansorena hunting the latest eatery in Brooklyn or hanging out at a fishermen’s dive bar somewhere 
on the Mediterranean coast.

JAVIER ANSORENA

CONTRIBUTORS CONTRIBUTORS

Adriana Matus is a Costalizean (Costa Rican and Belizean) currently residing in Madrid with her Pamplonian 
husband. Matus is a writer with a background in advertising and marketing communication. Having lived 
in Belize, Costa Rica, Miami, DC, and Chicago, she’s now preparing to continue to document her cultural 
escapades, travel, and eats from Cape Town, South Africa.  For a chuckle or two, check out her blog, The 
Unconventional Guiri at www.cafeychanel.blogspot.com

AdRIANA MATUS

James D. Fernández was, like his parents, born in Brooklyn, NY.  His paternal grandparents were born in 
Asturias, Spain.  Fernández is a Collegiate Professor in the Department of Spanish and Portuguese at NYU, 
where he has taught since 1995.  He is currently working on an archival and documentary project regarding 
the history of Spanish immigrants in the United States: tracesofspainintheus.org

JAMES d. FERNáNdEz

Danielle Bell is a Louisville, Kentucky native who came north by way of Sarah Lawrence College. Bell and her 
Lima born boyfriend, Pablo Osorio, together run de Porres, a Brooklyn-based dinner series and catering com-
pany featuring Peru-centric small plates and desserts inspired by the American South. Bell fills her alfajores 
with buttercream and ganache and believes manjarblanco is even better with Maldon Sea Salt. More about de 
Porres can found at www.de-porres.com 

dANIELLE bELL

Born in the Canary Islands, Jose G. Cabrera’s early curiosity and inclination to hop from island to island in 
a search to uncover new flavors and landscapes eventually took him beyond his native archipelago and, ulti-
mately, into the quintessential urban island, Manhattan. Spreading the word about his home country’s wealth 
of unique offerings and ingredients-- from wines to cheese to olive oil—has always felt instantly second 
nature. The contagious drives of passionate producers and culinary visionaries in Spain helped Cabrera along 
the way in making inroads in the US. Cabrera currently lives in Barcelona. 

JOSE G. CAbRERA

Sem studied Art History, Sociology and Comparative Religion at the Universitaet Tuebingen in Germany and 
Design at Domus Academy in Milan. She’s the co-founder and managing partner at Popular Operations  a 
company that provides high-level trend analysis, planning and system design practices to the growing social 
sector. She has pursued her passion for trend analysis at studio Edelkoort and Faith Popcorn’s Brainreserve. 
Clients have included: Christian Dior, Camper, Daimler, L’oreal, Johnson & Johnson, Pespico, Philips 
Design, BBC and Deepak Chopra. She’s a faculty founding member of the Masters in Branding program at 
the School of Visual Arts in New York City where she teaches cultural analysis.

SEM dEVILLART

Pako Dominguez is an experienced photographer who takes enormous pleasure in being part of your special 
day. He will document your exceptional moments with candid, lively, artfully-crafted photographs. Pako 
has photographed weddings and events internationally and offers excellent, personalized services in English, 
Spanish or French. www.phototeka.net

PAkO dOMINGUEz

Vanessa is a photographer and a producer based in New York City.  She currently owns her own production 
company, Little Giant Productions, which specializes in international advertising photo shoots.  When she is 
not busy working on a shoot she likes to explore different countries with a camera in her hand.  She recently 
spent 3 months in Brazil working on a documentary about Baile Funk and photographing everything she 
saw.  Although photography is a big part of her life, Vanessa always finds time for a good action thriller film, 
papayas, green tea and sushi.

VANESSA GRIGGS

After working as a Photojournalist in newspapers and magazines in Perú for 10 years, Jorge moved to New 
York to study Photography at the International Center of Photography. He then worked as a master color 
printer for top fashion photographers. Today, Jorge is a freelance portrait photographer and is developing 
personal art photography projects. He’s also learning Digital Design to complement his skills as an image-
maker.

JORGE OCHOA

Caitlin Purdy is a writer originally from Rochester, New York. She recently moved back to the US after living 
in Lima, Peru and currently resides in Boulder, Colorado, where she studies Comparative Literature at the 
University of Colorado, Boulder. She enjoys traveling, hiking, kayaking and all things Peruvian, especially 
pisco. 

CAITLIN PURdy



Brian Waniewski is a poet, futurist and management and marketing consultant. He is cofounder and 
managing partner of the global future forecasting firm, Popular Operations, where he helps top organizations 
identify emerging opportunities, develop new visions and strategize to create new possibilities within existing 
structures. He also serves as managing director at the Institute of Play, a New York-based non-profit innovating 
at the intersection of games and learning. Brian studied history and literature in the US and Berlin and is 
currently on a crash course in Latin culture thanks to his Brazilian-Peruvian wife and baby daughter. 

bRIAN WANIEWSkI

Gloria Rodríguez is a passionate foodie and tireless traveler. After an extended career as a Telecommunica-
tions Engineer, Rodríguez  embraced her true passion and embarked on a new journey of discovery centered 
on food, culture, and tourism. She holds an M.A. in Cultural Management and Cultural Tourism, focusing
on culinary heritage and culinary tourism and continues to conduct research in this area, while also working 
on the design of cultural activities centered on food heritage and food creativity.

GLORIA ROdRÍGUEz

Jessica Solt arrived at Mexico City from the U.S. at the tender age of three. One time, she snatched a Serrano 
pepper from the mercado to play with her dolls. Two important lessons learned: Serranos are spicy and rubbing 
your face after touching said peppers hurts. After doing a B.A. in Communications, she moved to Boston to 
pursue a Master’s in Advertising. Jessica blogs, writes, and laughs in English and Spanish. She lives in New 
York City with her husband and a nameless lucky bamboo.

JESSICA SOLT

CONTRIBUTORS

Aldo Sánchez, was born at the exclusive neiborhood Lomas de Chapultepec Mexico City, currently lives 
in Brooklyn, New York. He grew up in Mérida, Yucatán and has also lived in Cholula, which proved to be 
essential to the development of his sophisticated palate. Sánchez is trained in the Humanities and Curatorial 
Practice, but is, above all, a Latin Lover. He is a furious fan of telenovelas and avidly listens to baladas román-
ticas. Sánchez is also a disc jockey, known as dj papichulo.

ALdO SáNCHEz

Born in Lima in 1973,  Camila has a degree in Interior Architecture & Object Design at École Camondo in 
Paris. She has created set designs for dance, theatre and film productions; illustrated publications, and designed 
commercial and industrial products. Memorias de Salmo Trutta (2007), her first stop-motion animation film, 
co-directed in NY with Cayetana Carrion, was exhibited in diverse international film festivals and has won 
two awards in Peru. Currently, she is living in Rio de Janeiro with her husband and daughter.

CAMILA VALdEAVELLANO

James Willimetz was born in Tennessee but grew up in Perú. He’s been teaching ESL at Hunter College for 
over 25 years and is a big fan of Peruvian pisco. He imported his wife from Peru  and has a teenaged daughter. 
He has a website for students (www.goenglishing.com) and a blog on pisco (www.piscoquest.com). 

JAMES WILLIMETz



           FIESTA &
FEASTING IN  

PAMPLONA
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T
wo minutes and fifty-four seconds. That’s how 
long it takes the six bulls to run from their corral on the 
border of medieval Pamplona to the Plaza de Toros, the 

arena where they will fight to their death in the evening. 

It’s a little after 8:00 AM in this cozy old town in Northern 
Spain. The Cradle of the Basques, this former capital of the 
Kingdom of Navarre, named after the Roman general Pompey, 
has become a prosperous and modern city in the last four de-
cades. The three-minute encierro (running of the bulls) is a fran-
tic run among wild bulls that attracts aficionados from Pamplo-
na, enthusiasts from other parts of Spain, and an inexperienced 
crowd from almost every corner of the world, giving Pamplona 
international recognition. The encierro, which takes place every 
morning at 8:00 AM from July 7th to July 14th, is the most fa-
mous event of the sanfermines, the festival devoted to the local 
patron saint, San Fermín. The celebrations kick off on July 6th at 
noon and for nine days they transform a somewhat sleepy and 
conservative city into an explosion of music, food, bodies, and 
alcohol. With Pamplona’s amazing food as a guide, this is a trip 
through the 23 hours, 57 minutes and 6 seconds of insanity that 
follows the encierro every day during sanfermines.
 
A few seconds after the encierro has ended, Gorka Azpilicueta 
is meeting several fellow bull runners outside of a bar at the 
Estafeta, the main street where the running of the bulls takes 
place. In his mid-30s, Gorka has run every morning of the san-
fermines since his teenage years. The emotions of the encierro 
still fresh, they all chatter about the adrenaline rush of run-
ning in front of a wild 1,300-pound animal with sharp horns. 
Though they don’t drink or eat at that moment, they may have 
an occasional patxarán, a local liquor made of anise and wild 
berries. But many other people in Pamplona would opt to start 
(or most of them finish) their day with churros. Locals and vis-
itors find some rest or temper their stomachs after a long night 
of partying with a greasy bag of these traditional dough fritters, 
which are soaked in a thick, rich hot chocolate. The best churros 
in Pamplona are fried by Paulina Fernández and her family at La 
Mañueta. Every morning during the sanfermines you will find a 
line of patient customers along a steep street close to the cathe-
dral. La Mañueta, a dark steamy hole-in-the-wall in medieval 
Pamplona, has served their traditional churros since Paulina’s 
grandfather started the business 140 years ago.
 
Gorka and his friends don’t do breakfast. They go directly for 
almuerzo at the bar where they meet every morning after the 
encierro. The almuerzo is an unsophisticated, rustic version of 
brunch. Forget about eggs benedict or salmon tartar. Here you 
will find Gorka, his friends, and anyone who wants to join 
devouring eggs with ‘anything’ (serrano ham, fresh sausages, 
fried peppers, fries, et al), ajoarriero (a local stew made of cod, 
peppers, potato and tomato), tripe, or huge sandwiches. Lo-
cal young red wine mixed with soda and beer flow abundantly 
throughout the meal. They meet at Bar Goal, in Calle Jarauta, 
in the oldest part of Pamplona, just a short walk from the encier-
ro area. The sun is out and with it people drag themselves home 

after a crazy night, some are napping on public lawns or under 
the arcades of buildings. Others, however, are starting a fresh 
day, gleaming in their spotless white shirts and trousers, the offi-
cial attire for the festival, combined with a red handkerchief tied 
around the neck and a red cummerbund. Of the approximately 
200,000 people from Pamplona and the surrounding towns, 
almost everyone follows the etiquette to a T. Some of the 1.5 
million visitors also respect the attire, though many don’t at all. 
You can see handkerchiefs as headbands, cummerbunds as bi-
kinis, white t-shirts drenched in wine, all sorts of clothes, or no 
clothes at all. These visitors come from all parts of Spain, New 
Zealand, Australia, the US, South America, or nearby France. 
Many stay for just one or two days and focus on drinking bot-
tled sangria bought at street stalls, not concerning themselves 
with much else.
 
After the almuerzo, Gorka and his friends, like everyone else, 
cram into the small streets and plazas of Pamplona. There is 
music on every corner, at all hours of the day. Makeshift bars 
pop up everywhere-- in storefronts, in basements, and at every 
available recess in the streets. Streets that are normally desolate 
throughout the rest of the year are now teeming with people 
shouting at one another and eating and drinking compulsively. 

A must for families is the daily Gigantes y Cabezudos. A favorite 
among kids,  Gigantes y Cabezudos is a traditional parade of 
carnival figures with oversized bodies and heads that dance to 
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the traditional music from gaitas (a local flute).Adults stop for a 
vermouth, or a beer, while kids enjoy a mosto (a non fermented 
wine) at outdoors counters. They ask for small bites like cro-
quetas and fritos (fried finger foods) or for one of the treasures 
of Navarre gastronomy: the txistorra,  an extremely juicy, spicy 
pork sausage, perfect with a piece of bread and a glass of red 
wine. Spontaneous musicians sprout up everywhere like mush-
rooms: some sing traditional tunes hugging their friends, some 
come to Pamplona from everywhere in the world to make mon-
ey in a few days, and many just sing as a result of inebriation. 
Locals emulating 19th Century famous tenor Julián Gayarre on 
an opera aria, emotionally singing traditional jotas from Navar-
ra or local folk music in Basque are common occurrences; but 
don’t be surprised to find a mariachi from Guadalajara, Mexico, 
Brazilian drummers banging out a batucada or a spontaneous 
techno rave.
 
Around 3:00 PM, serious eating starts again. Pamplonians and 
visitors gather in large groups for lunch. Six or seven people 
for lunch is considered a very intimate occasion in Pamplona-- 
twenty to thirty guests is a more standard number. Almost no 
one meets at home for these occasions. Bars, restaurants, social 
clubs and, of course, the streets of Pamplona are ideal places for 
lunch. Hundreds of long tables are set up in the cobblestone 
streets where families and groups of friends prepare dishes suit-
ed to feed so many stomachs, such as paellas, calderetes (potato, 
pepper and pork ribs stew) and the oxtail stew, one of the most 
sought-after dishes of sanfermines gastronomy, with the tail of 

a bullfighting bull as the main ingredient. Another tradition 
of interest is eating at the legendary sociedades gastronómicas. 
Gastronomic clubs are very popular in the Basque region, with 
great examples in Pamplona such as Napardi, Gure Leku, Gaz-
teluleku or Casino. Restrictive and conservative, you can only 
attend one of these sociedad gastronómica meals if invitated by 
a member. Many don’t allow women as members, and only let 
them visit on weekends or special occasions such as sanfermines. 
In the most conservative ones, women are not allowed to enter 
their kitchens; only men (who also must be members) can cook 
here.
 
Today is a special day for Gorka. He is having lunch with the 
rest of his peña, another key institution in the sanfermines eco-
system. These are associations devoted to the festival, they bring 
some kind of structure in a party where chaos reigns: each has its 
own headquarters –typically a basement or storefront – where 
they meet during the year to socialize and prepare for the festi-
val, organize events, hire a brass band to play for them for the 
duration of the festival and sit together at the bullfights in the 
evening. There are 16 peñas, some as old as a hundred years, like 
‘La Única’. Gorka is a member of ‘Los de Bronce’, and today is 
the only day when all the members of the peña have lunch to-
gether. They meet at the quaint, tiny Plaza de Santa Ana where 
long tables have been set up. They enjoy a gargantuan meal, the 
traditional zikiro, slow roasted lamb, brought from the nearby 
Pyrenees Mountains.
 
There is room for everyone at sanfermines, and those looking 
for sophistication will also find their way. For example, in one 
of the many great restaurants of the city where they will be able 
to experience the great products of the Navarra countryside 
(artichokes, white asparagus, red beans, piquillo peppers, et al) 
together with astonishingly high quality meats, such as lamb 
or beef. Some of these restaurants include Europa, Rodero, Jo-
setxo, Egües or Zaldiko. Be sure to make a reservation well in 
advance.
 
After lunch, those able to sleep through incessant noise can nap 
for a bit. The rest can engage in conversations over patxaranes, 
gin & tonics or cubatas (rum and coke). The late afternoon, 
around 4pm, is probably the quietest time in Pamplona during 
sanfermines. It’s the calm before the storm. At around 5:30 PM, 
all the peñas start marching towards the Plaza de Toros, a huge 
1920’s bullfighting ring (the second largest in Spain), that hosts 
20,000 people. The members of the peñas dance to the music of 
their brass bands, playing popular tunes that everyone knows, as 
people spontaneously join them chanting and dancing through 
the streets of Pamplona.
 
At the Plaza de Toros, the party is divided into two sides: the 
first is the area under the shade (called sombra); spectators are 
there impeccably dressed in white and red, serenely watching 
the bullfights and occasionally drinking a glass of wine or cham-
pagne. In front of them, in the area facing the sun (called sol) 
insanity, excess and anarchy rule. Propelled by the unrelenting 
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sound of the brass bands, people dance, happily joke and shout 
at one another over the music. Many of them are members of 
peñas. They share drinks, cigarettes and huge cigars. On the up-
per level of sol, it’s even more chaotic, almost unbearable. Here 
the younger crowd, who only go occasionally to the Plaza de To-
ros during the festival, throw sangria on one another through-
out the entire evening. In sol barely anyone pays attention to the 
bullfights. After the third bull of the evening (of a total of six 
from the encierro), the feast resumes with more food. It’s supper, 
here called merienda. Gorka and his wife are at sol, sitting with 
the rest of ‘Los de Bronce’. Some days fellow bull runners such 
as Mikel Benito or Patxi Ciganda join them. Typically, for a 
group of 7 or 8 people, they bring merienda for 10 (and they 
end up feeding 15). This is not a ‘snack’. A standard merien-
da with Gorka’s group would include substantial dishes such 
as marmitako (tuna stew with potato and peppers), white bean 
stew, spaghetti with baby eel or pork ribs. Appetizers would 
include shrimp, prawns, winkles, chorizo made of boar meat 
and ham. Everyone carries the merienda in huge pots, together 
with massive containers of sangria, beer or kalimotxo (red wine 
mixed with coke). Everything and everyone mixes it up in sol: 
prawns brought from the coast of Huelva with rustic chorizo 
sandwiches, beautifully crafted gin & tonics with young wine 
drank from a traditional bota, bankers mingle with unemployed 
people, young partygoers with old ones, all dancing, singing, 
kissing, hugging, drinking and smoking in an orgy that lasts for 
two hours.
 

The end of the bullfight doesn’t mark the end of the party. The 
brass bands will keep playing for some hours, engaging people 
on their route through the narrow streets of Pamplona. Gorka, 
Mikel and Patxi follow the music only until arriving at the bar 
Txoko, at the entrance of the Plaza del Castillo. Ernest Heming-
way, who put the sanfermines on the world map with his novels, 
was a loyal customer here. Txoko has an outdoor counter for 
ordering cubatas as the peñas and their bands pass. Their bodies 
already fatigued, Gorka and his friends normally just have ener-
gy for one or two more drinks. But for others, mostly teenagers 
and young adults, sanfermines start at this point, when the sun 
goes down. The streets fill up with partygoers throughout night, 
the bars open until dawn, the music loud and bodies brushing 
against one another.
 
Gorka, Mikel, Patxi and the rest of the more serious Pamplona 
bull runners will wake up again at 6:15 AM. They won’t have 
any food or drink, not even water, until the start of the encierro 
at 8:00 AM. There is only room for the mix of fear and excite-
ment generated by running as close as possible to a deadly bull. 
After that, the best party in the world will start again, running 
in an excessive, chaotic, insatiable loop. v
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The Sanz System:
A Look Behind the Restaurants of Héctor Sanz
By Brian Waniewski  // Photos by Vanessa Griggs
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H éctor Sanz arrived in New York know-
ing no one. At the airport, he picked 
out the friend of a friend of an uncle 
back in Spain, because she carried a 
sign with his name on it. In his mind, 
this was a six-month hiatus from a 

soon-to-be settled life as an engineer in small-town Spain. 
In reality, he was coming home to a city he had never vis-
ited. He was about to embark on a career in the restaurant 
business that began with him as a bus boy in a bolero jacket 
and, little by little, over thirteen years, brought him to head 
his own burgeoning restaurant group.

But Sanz is not just opening restaurants. He is creating a 
system designed to deepen our experience of Latin culture 
and cuisine. “The engineering brain is something I always 
had,” Sanz says. “And there is not a single day that I do not 
approach the restaurants with the same mentality.” Which 
means that all his restaurants are part 
of a master plan. It was dreamed up 
by himself and Chef Máximo Tejada 
over six years and countless bottles of 
wine. Sanz and Chef Máximo imag-
ined four restaurants situated on a 
small-town square—two Spanish 
and two Latino, two for fine dining 
and two for street food and snacks. 
They wanted to showcase the com-
plex interconnections between these 
two cultures and cuisines. They 
wanted to bring to life the spirit they share, a certain ineffa-
ble energy: the spark in flamenco, the spice in salsa, the chills 
a sad song sends through the spine. The Spanish playwright 
Federico García Lorca summed up in a word: duende. “Easy 
to feel, difficult to quantify,” says Sanz.

New York City being what it is, Sanz was not able to cre-
ate the small-town square of his dreams. But by the end of 
2013, he will have succeeded in opening all four restau-
rants on the same little island in the Hudson River. His first 
restaurant, Rayuela, featuring fine Latino cuisine, opened on 
Manhattan’s Lower East Side in 2007, followed by Macondo 
Taperia Latina, its casual companion in 2008. In 2012, Bar-
raca brought traditional Spanish tapas to the West Village, 
and, later this year, the fine and lovely Melibea will open 
next door. “From original idea to product, Melibea is the 
only one that bent a little bit,” Sanz admits. Over the course 
of its development, the concept evolved from an exclusive 
focus on Spain, to a broad take on the entire Mediterranean. 
This gave Chef Jesús Núñez a richer palette of flavors to play 
with. But it will also give New Yorkers the experience they’re 
looking for in a tough economy, Sanz hopes. “The real thing, 
the authentic, there is no such thing here. At the end of the 

day, it becomes a mathematical problem,” Sanz muses. “Are 
you going to stay true—if that’s the way of saying it—to the 
traditional authentic experience, even though less than ten 
percent of the people who come through the door are going 
to recognize it? Or are you going to appeal with food that is 
equally good and more creative—in the sense that it doesn’t 
replicate any traditional dish—to ninety percent of people? 
Are you opening it to the ninety or to the ten? It’s the bal-
ance that determines how successful you’re going to be.”

Another invention born of necessity for Sanz was Quime-
ria, which he has come to view as a backbone for his entire 
enterprise. A massive space of seven thousand square feet 
on Brooklyn’s Atlantic Avenue, Quimeria serves to central-
ize food purchase and prep for each of the restaurants. This 
allows Sanz to cut out the middle man and deal directly with 
farmers and fishermen at prices favorable to all. But more 
important and interesting to Sanz is how Quimeria creates 

a common basis of ingredients. Out 
of this common basis, in each of his 
restaurants, as in each of the cultures 
and cuisines they represent, an incred-
ible diversity of flavors and dishes ulti-
mately arises. So diners can encounter 
the same basic staple—octopus, for ex-
ample—at Rayuela, in a light tempura 
batter, served with a mango-ají amaril-
lo salsa and yuca fries . . . at Macondo, 
grilled and served with chorizo, cherry 
tomatoes and quinoa . . . and at Barra-

ca, with baby potatoes, roasted peppers and pimentón de la 
vera. A rich and delicious cross-cultural journey!

This is precisely the kind of experience that Sanz and Chef 
Máximo dreamed of years ago, while working in someone 
else’s restaurant. “That’s the magic of New York. You can 
come up with crazy things and actually go for it and do it,” 
Sanz comments. Sadly, Chef Máximo passed away last year. 
Which means, more than ever, Sanz is committed to the 
continued well-being and growth of the experience they 
imagined together, wherever it may take him, his partners 
and the whole team behind the Quimeria Think Group. “As 
an owner, you are the person in charge of the well-being of 
that experience for every table,” Sanz says. “It’s no longer 
only about the food. To open the door that’s going to allow 
you to serve a table completely, forgetting about the transac-
tion behind it, that’s the most important thing.”

Visit Rayuela, Macondo, Barraca and (opening soon!) Me-
libea and see for yourself! v
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MADRID
FUSIÓN
 Food & creativity to blur your senses.

By Gloria Rodríguez 

for three days every year Madrid becomes the world’s food capital. Famous kitchens are 
left in charge of their teams as the top chefs make their yearly pilgrimage to Madrid 
Fusión. The world listens as the most creative chefs on the planet share their latest 
recipes, their new inventions, and their current culinary projects.

Whether it’s a new way to incorporate coffee into savory dishes, or a fat-free method 
of enjoying chocolate by sniffing it, a 3-D food printer or ideas on how to make canned 
fish worthy of a high-end restaurant, if it’s new, unexpected, and food related, it will be 
on show in Madrid Fusión.

This is the event for which food lovers unsheathe their planning tools. Tremendous 
efforts are put every year into the impossible task of attending every single 
presentation, tasting and workshop. The venture is obviously unattainable, but the 
promised reward has us trying every year: a bounty of food inspiration large enough to 
feed us throughout the year.

But I know, it’s a pity, you missed it again. Despair not, we are here to alleviate your 
suffering. We have collected, just for you, a few of the freshest ideas from the show. 
To ensure that they truly bring relief, instead of further suffering, we have omitted the 
recipes that need 3-D food printers, liquid nitrogen, algae from a different planet or any 
other hard-to-find ingredients or instruments.

Before you dive in, do remember: great enjoyment can come from reading, but full 
restitution from having missed the event can only be achieved by actually putting 
these recipes into practice.

Happy cooking!
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This is a simple way to turn a can of 
sardines into a dish that you can serve for 
guests.

Ingredients:

1 medium carrot (aprox. 3.5 oz.), 
peeled and diced
1 T. + 2 t. water
2 x 3 oz. cans of small sardines in oil
1 ½ t. sherry vinegar
¼ t. ground cumin
3 T. + 1 t. olive oil

Preparation:

Grate carrot in small food processor 
or blender (use the smallest possible 
recipient to ensure carrot does not 
disperse and grates finely). Add water and 
continue blending to achieve a thick puree 
consistency. Pass puree through fine sieve 
to obtain juice. You will obtain approximately 
50 ml of juice. Measure and save.

Remove oil from sardines. (This oil can be 
saved and used to prepare salad dressings).

In rinsed out food processor or blender, 
pour carrot juice, olive oil, vinegar and 
cumin. Blend well. Pour dressing into 
sardine cans and leave to marinate (30 
minutes at room temperature or longer if 
refrigerated). Save leftover dressing.

If refrigerated, remove cans from cold 15 
minutes before serving. Transfer sardines 
and dressing from cans carefully onto plate. 
Add additional dressing if necessary to 
cover bottom of plate.

Serve with teaspoons, so that each bite of 
fish is accompanied by a small amount of 
sauce.

Enjoy compliments.

Canned sardines 
– dressed for 
success
(serves 4, as appetizer)

Here is a fun and productive way to put your 
love for food to good use. Who knows, you 
might even win a trip to Spain or end up 
making a living out of foodwatching…

Ingredients: 

You and your foodie friends.

Preparation:

Get started by setting a ‘foodwatcher’ 
account at www.thefoodmirror.com.

Observe:
Detect products, services or initiatives that 
fit in with at least one of the eight proposed 
food trends in a new, different and original 
way. Collect and share with the community 
photos, videos and information on your 
observations.

Discover:
Compile signs of a possible new trend in the 
food sector and give it a name.

Convince:
Create a video with your motivations to 
become part of THE FOOD MIRROR.

Win:
The 3 finalists will enjoy an all-expense-
paid week in the Basque Country – a food 
experience to learn and have fun with food 
and gastronomy.

Become a professional observer:
The best foodwatchers shall join a global 
professional community that is called to 
design the food of the future. 

Bitten yet? Check the complete contest 
rules and details at:
www.thefoodmirror.com.

International foodwatcher 
casting – The Food Mirror
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As presented by Azti Tecnalia 
during the parallel sessions “The 
Creative Being. Conscious Food. 

Food with Science”.
Recipe compiled and tested by

Gloria Rodríguez from the 
presentation: “Fish All Year: 

Fish Preserves” by Chef Ángel 
León (Restaurant Aponiente,

1 Michelin star).

Photo by Rocío Moreno



This is one of the many recipes that 
Colombia presented as the outcome of a 
most interesting scientific research. Flavor 
analysis was used to discover the foods that 
best combine with the different varieties 
of coffee that the country produces. The 
results of this research method, called 
‘Foodpairing’, provide a myriad of new 
possibilities for combining coffee with a 
number of other flavors to create new and 
unexpected recipes.

Ingredients

For the beef stock 

10.5 oz. white beef bone
1 pound beef flank, cut in 1 inch pieces
2 T. vegetable oil
5 cups water
1 small onion (aprox. 1.4 oz.), chopped 
coarse
1/4 stalk celery (aprox. 8 in. or 0.7 oz.), 
chopped coarse
1 small carrot (aprox. 0.7 oz.), chopped 
coarse
2 t. Tomato puree
1/2 t. salt (plus more to taste)

cheesecloth bag containing:

1 sprig rosemary (about 7 cm.)
1 sprig thyme (about 7 cm.)
1 bay leaf

For clarifying stock

3 cups liquid stock, fat removed
2 egg whites, beaten lightly

For infusing stock

2 ½ cups clear stock
1.4 oz. (aprox.  ½ cup) Colombian coffee 
beans, from the Santander area
5 x 6 in. sprigs (aprox. 0.8 oz.) fresh 
tarragon 

For peanut paste

3.5 oz. white peanuts (aprox. 3/4 cup if 
measured peeled and uncrushed)
1 T. vegetable oil

Beef Consommé with 
Beer and Peanut Froth
(serves 6, as appetizer)

For peanut and beer foam

2/3 cup dark beer, Guinness type
2 T. peanut paste
2 egg whites

For decoration

¼ t. finely ground Colombian coffee, 
Santander origin

Preparation

Make stock:
Roast bones at 180ºC (350ºF) for 40 
minutes. Save.
Add 1 T. vegetable oil to non-stick pan, 
brown meat at highest temperature. Save.
Add 1 T. vegetable oil to non-stick pan, 
brown vegetables. Add tomato paste and 
cook until liquid evaporates. Save.
In a tall pot, add bones, beef, water and 
salt. Bring to boil, skimming the froth, and 
simmer uncovered for 5 hours. Add herbs 
in cheesecloth bag. Add vegetables and 
simmer for 1 additional hour. Strain the 
stock through a fine sieve into a bowl. 

Latin Lover tip: To reduce kitchen 
time, a pressure cooker can be used 
for this step. In this case, cook meat, 
bones and water, under pressure, for 1 
hour (counting after correct pressure 
level is reached). Let pressure cooker 
chill until safe to open, add herbs and 
vegetables and cook uncovered for 1 
more hour. 

Clarify stock:
Heat stock, add lightly beaten egg whites. 
Simmer until whites curdle. Ladle stock 
through cheesecloth or paper sieve.

Latin Lover tip: Removing fat with a 
fat separator before this step will help 
you obtain a finer stock. Fat can also 
be removed by letting stock chill and 
removing solid fat gathered on top 
with a ladle. 

Infuse stock:
Heat clarified stock to boiling point. Add 
coffee beans and tarragon. Remove from 
heat and allow to infuse for 10 minutes. 
Strain through sieve to remove beans and 
herbs. Strain again through cloth or paper 
sieve to remove any remaining solids. Taste 
and add more salt if necessary.

Latin Lover tip: Tarragon has a 
distinct flavor; add herb in steps, 
tasting result to adapt to your taste. 
At this point you should also add salt 
to taste.

Make peanut paste:
Add oil and peanuts to pan and roast until 
golden, stirring continuously. Add peanuts 
to food processor fitted with the metal 
blade. Grind until a thick paste is obtained.

Make beer and peanut foam:
Combine all ingredients in small bowl 
and mix well. Strain through fine sieve or 
superbag. Transfer liquid mix into small 
siphon and screw on top tightly. Charge 
siphon with gas capsule. 

Latin Lover tip: We won’t tell if you 
skip the peanut paste step and use 
commercial peanut butter instead. 
However, remember to reduce 
the quantity of peanut butter by 
1/2. Commercial peanut butter is 
normally very intense and will conceal 
all other flavors.

Presentation and serving:
Heat infused stock to below boiling point. 
Remove from heat.
Fill medium pot with water to ½ of its 
capacity. Place siphon in pot (water should 
cover about ½ to 2/3’s of siphon. Heat until 
water is about 50ºC (122ºF).
Pour warm stock into white wine glasses, 
about ¾ full.
Shake siphon well, turn upside down and 
press lever to fill rest of glass with foam.
Sprinkle ground coffee over foam and serve.
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Original recipe created by Chef Paco 
Roncero (Restaurant La Terraza del 
Casino, 2 Michellin stars) for Café 
de Colombia, presented at the session 
“Coffee, Savory Universe”.

Photo Courtesy of Café de Colombia
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I. Federico García Lorca’s Poeta en Nue-
va York is probably the best-known 
book ever written by a Spaniard in and 
about New York.   Born in Granada, 
Spain, in 1898, Lorca was already a 
successful poet and playwright when 
he visited the city between June 1929 
and March 1930, ostensibly to study 
English at Columbia University. But 
when he made the trip to New York, 
Federico was reeling from a series of 
profound personal setbacks, and as luck 
would have it, he arrived to the city 
just in time to witness the stock market 
crash and the onset of the Great De-
pression.  Little wonder, then, that his 
Poet in New York is a bleak and desolate 
book of poems whose very title points 
to a radical out-of-placeness.  Indeed, 
in the post-apocalyptic and utilitarian 
wasteland that is García Lorca’s Nueva 
York, there would seem to be little or no 
room for poets and poetry.  Or, for that 
matter, Spaniards.  

So powerful is this poet in New York’s 
sense of alienation and out-of-place-
ness, that the naïve reader of this col-
lection of poems could be excused for 
thinking that García Lorca had been 
the first and only poet, or the first and 
only Spaniard, ever to step foot in —
and write about— the city, and that the 
poet’s time in New York had been spent 
in personal, linguistic and cultural isola-
tion.  And yet… 

II.… The 1920s were, without a doubt, 
one of the most ebullient periods in 
the history of Hispanic Nueva York.  
The city had been home to a small but 
significant Spanish-speaking commu-
nity throughout the nineteenth centu-
ry—primarily Cubans, Spaniards and 
Puerto Ricans— but the presence of 
Spanish-speakers within the city and 
their diverse cultures would only begin 
to fully blossom during the first decades 
of the twentieth century.  The multiple 
crises and opportunities stirred up by 
the definitive end of the Spanish Em-
pire (1898) and the beginning of the 
US Empire, are the engines that drive 
the complex story of Spanish-speaking 
New York in these early decades of the 
twentieth century.  

In the 1910s and 1920s, the disrup-
tions and displacements caused by US 
colonial interventions in the Caribbean 
brought tens of thousands of Puerto Ri-
cans to New York in flight from misery, 
in search of opportunity.   This Puer-
to Rican diaspora is, without a doubt, 
the main episode in this chapter Nueva 
York history.  On a much smaller scale, 
in the 1920s, for the first time in its 
history, New York became home to a 
significant colony of working-class im-
migrants from Spain, many of whom 
had re-emigrated to the city from other 
points in the Spanish-speaking Ameri-
cas. In Gotham, these Spaniards would 
often live and work alongside Puerto 
Ricans and Spanish-speakers from oth-
er countries.  Prudencio Unanue —the 
founder of Goya Foods—was just one 
of the thousands of Spaniards who came 
to New York in this period, after a stint 
in Puerto Rico. Assisted by his Puerto 
Rican-born wife, Carolina, Unanue’s 
downtown import/export business on 
Pearl Street would prosper, in large 
measure, thanks to the boom in the 
city’s non-Spanish population. Grego-
rio Bustelo is another case in point:  in 
these same years, this Spanish emigrant 
came to New York via Cuba.  A travel-
ing salesman at first, Bustelo soon real-
ized, as he called on potential clients in 
Spanish Harlem and Little Spain, that 

of all of the items he had to offer out 
of his sales case, what sold the best were 
the half-pound packages of dark-roasted 
espresso-style coffee.  Right around the 
time of Lorca’s visit to New York, Bust-
elo would inaugurate his Bustelo Coffee 
Roasting Company at a modest store-
front on Fifth Avenue and 116th Street, 
in what had quickly become the heart 
of Puerto Rican New York.  The rest is 
history.

III.  It’s ironic that the best-known book 
written by a Spaniard about New York 
is one that almost completely ignores 
the city’s bustling Hispanic culture.  
Other observers, however, chronicling 
the city at the same time, and writing 
in different registers, have left rich ac-
counts of the place of Spaniards with-
in a vibrant, diverse and 
dynamic Hispanic Nueva 
York.  The Spanish jour-
nalist and humorist Ju-
lio Camba, for example, 
was also in New York 
in 1929.  Unlike García 
Lorca, Camba obviously 
frequented both Spanish 
Harlem and Little Spain 
(around the west end of 
14th Street), and was in-
trigued by what he saw 
there:

In the [Spanish-language 
stage and screen theater in 
East Harlem called the]Te-
atro de San José, the audiences are delight-
ed not only by the respective accents of the 
gallego, the catalán or the baturro.  Right 
next to them on stage appear the “jiba-
ro” from the Antilles, the “pelado” from 
Mexico, the “atorrante” from Argentina, 
etc.  The dance numbers include jotas and 
sones, sardanas and rumbas, pericones 
and muñeiras, peteneras and jarabes.  The 
instruments played include the guitar, the 
cajón, the clave, the güiro, the tambourine 
and the ariba.  Flamenco is sung next to 
songs from the pampas; alalas are followed 
by vidalitas, malagueñas by corridos.  And 
the restaurants, for their part, wouldn’t 
be considered Spanish restaurants if on 
the menu, next to Valencian rice or cat-
alonian escudella, we can’t find tamales, 
churrasco, mole de guajolote, chile con 
carne, barbacoa, sibiche [sic], el chupe de 

camarones and other Hispanoamerican 
platillos (dishes) or antojitos (appetizers).  

Camba goes on to claim that this diver-
sity of Hispanic accents, musical styles 
and cuisines makes New York “a min-
iature version” of the former Spanish 
empire.  Be that as it may, one thing 
is clear: by the time Julio Camba and 
Federico García Lorca visited in 1929, 
New York had emerged as a major site 
of Hispanic cultural production. Go-
tham, more than any other city in the 
Spanish-speaking world, was home to a 
large and diverse community of Span-
ish-speakers from many different coun-
tries, who lived, worked, danced, and 
cooked together in close proximity.  

In 1920s Spain, it would have been 

highly unlikely for a native inhabi-
tant of Galicia to have a Valencian as a 
neighbor, or for the menu of a restau-
rant in La Coruña to feature paella be-
side caldo gallego. In New York, how-
ever, this kind of co-mingling was the 
norm. I once interviewed an elderly 
Galician restaurateur in New York who 
told me that he did not speak Spanish 
before arriving to New York (only his 
native Gallego). In effect, it was in New 
York that he became “Spanish”.   This 
was probably not an uncommon sen-
timent among Spanish immigrants in 
New York in the early twentieth centu-
ry.  And, as Camba points out, what is 
true for La Coruña and Valencia is also 
true for Barcelona and Mexico City. In 
1920s New York, a Catalán could easily 
live next door to a Chilango, just as es-

cudella could quite naturally appear on 
a menu beside tamales. 

IV.  But the presence of a booming and 
diverse Spanish-speaking communi-
ty in New York is just one part of the 
evolution of Spanish cuisine within the 
city. The place occupied by “Spain” in 
the imagination of non-Hispanic New 
Yorkers also played a key role in how 
Spanish cuisine gets recreated in the 
city.  It stands to reason that then, as 
now, there were immigrant restaurants 
that mainly served an immigrant popu-
lation. Some of these restaurants, how-
ever, eventually managed to attract a 
hybrid clientele of both immigrants and 
“outsiders.”  A Spaniard trying to attract 
an American clientele to his Spanish 
restaurant almost certainly would have 

been tempted to “perform 
Spanishness” for their cus-
tomers.  “Give them what 
they want” and “the custom-
er is always right” are two 
core maxims of US business 
culture.  This performative 
aspect of the ethnic restau-
rant business-- the intricate 
dialogue between producer 
and consumer, between cu-
linary traditions and diners’ 
expectations— ought not be 
underestimated, particularly 
in the case of the represen-
tation of Spanish cuisine in 
New York.

The first decades of the twentieth centu-
ry were the scene of an unprecedented 
episode of Hispanophilia or “Spanish 
Craze” throughout the United States, 
and particularly in New York.  To be 
sure, a strain of Hispanophilia has exist-
ed in US culture almost since the birth 
of the Republic. Think: Washington 
Irving.  (At the same time, we must re-
member that a not-unrelated strain of 
Hispanophobia has also existed, and for 
just as long.) But in the early years of 
the twentieth century, after Spain had 
been definitively expelled as a sovereign 
power from the hemisphere and once 
the US had begun to imagine itself as 
the seat of a benign and enlightened 
empire, many Americans and New 
Yorkers seemed to develop an insatia-
ble appetite for all things Hispanic.  All 

The reported closing in December, 2012 of El Faro, New York’s oldest Spanish 
restaurant (founded in 1927), marks the end of a story that stretches back more than a 

century, to the days when New York was just starting to become Nueva York…

Dining in Nueva York with
Federico García Lorca

and Julio Camba (1929):
[Notes Towards a History of Spanish Cuisine in New York]
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sorts of acquisitions, appropriations and 
performances of “Spanishness” were 
the order of the day.  From the estab-
lishment of Huntington’s vast Spanish 
Museum (Hispanic Society of America) 
in Audobon Heights in 1904, through 
the unprecedented boom in enroll-
ments in Spanish classes that took place 
during the teens and twenties in New 
York’s high schools and colleges, to the 
apotheoses of trend-setting celebrities 
like the sultry chanteuse Raquel Meller 
who visited the city in the early 1920s. 
It seemed as if New Yorkers just could 
not get enough of “Spain.”  And the 
world of food was no exception.  An 
article titled “Spanish Cuisine in New 
York,” appearing in a food magazine in 
Spain right around the time that Lor-
ca and Camba were in the city (1930), 
lists several dozen Spanish restaurants in 
Gotham, and proudly reports that “the 
fame of Spanish cuisine is growing not 
only among the numerous Spaniards 
[“hispanos”] who live in New York, but 
also among the Hispanics [“hispánic-
os”] from the different American repub-
lics, and even among the Yankees.” 

In the letters that García Lorca sent from 
New York to his family in Spain, one can 
find traces of the Spanish craze at almost 
every turn.  Remarkably, however, Fed-
erico himself shows little awareness of 
the phenomenon, and tends to attribute 
the extraordinarily warm welcome he re-
ceived in New York to his own charm, 
talents and charisma, which were, by 
all accounts, including his own, truly 
formidable.  But if, on June 25, 1929, 
there was a remarkably distinguished 
welcoming committee of Spanish cul-
tural figures and academics there on the 
Chelsea Pier docks waiting to greet Lor-
ca as he arrived aboard the SS Olympic, 
it was at least in part because those men 
“happened to be” in New York, promot-
ing, and benefitting from, the “Spanish 
craze”.  Among them, for example, Fed-
erico de Onís who had been brought 
to Columbia University from the Uni-
versity of Salamanca to oversee the sky-
rocketing enrollments in Spanish classes; 
José Camprubí who had purchased La 
Prensa, New York’s most important and 
fastest growing Spanish-language news-
paper, and León Felipe, who was teach-
ing Spanish at Berlitz.  

Lorca was in New York on his parents’ 
dime, and supposedly to learn English; 
it is almost comical to see how in his let-
ters to his parents, this thirty-one year-
old exaggerates his progress in the study 
of English, talking a great deal about 
the time he spends with his “American” 
friends. Though it turns out that in New 
York, García Lorca was constantly “run-
ning into” friends he had already made 
in Spain, such as the young British 
stockbroker Colin Hackforth-Jones and 
the journalist and Hispanist Mildred 
Adams, both of whom García Lorca 
had befriended in Granada some years 
before. Adams and her family became 
assiduous companions of, and hosts 
to, García Lorca in New York; Mildred 
even threw a party to introduce the 
Spanish visitor to her American friends, 
where, he reported to his parents, “a 
rather good pianist played music by Al-
béniz and Falla, and the girls all wore 
mantones de Manila [the bright shawls 
worn by Andalusian women, particular-
ly flamenco dancers].” 

“In the dining room,” Federico re-
marks, “—Oh, divine surprise!— there 
were bottles of sherry and Fundador 
brandy.” (Lorca was no fan of Prohibi-
tion.) Another of García Lorca’s closest 
American friends was Henry Herschel 
Brickell, a literary critic and publisher 
who also had been to Granada, where, 
according to Ian Gibson, he practical-
ly stalked the great composer Manu-
el de Falla, hoping to catch a glimpse 
of the maestro. Brickell and his wife 
threw a party for García Lorca on his 
Saint’s Day (July 18) and also organized 
a Spanish-themed Christmas Eve par-
ty in his honor. Before heading off to 
midnight mass, the guests made wishes 
while lighting candles set out on a kind 
of altar made of Talavera tiles. Many 
of García Lorca’s American friends had 
made the Washington Irving pilgrim-
age to Granada; they collected Manila 
shawls and Talavera ceramics; in the 
midst of Prohibition, they had stashes 
of Spanish sherry and brandy; and they 
invited or employed musicians to play 
Spanish contemporary classical music 
at their soirees. These were not ran-
dom run-of-the-mill New Yorkers with 
whom Federico might have practiced 
his English; rather, they seem much 

more like priests and priestesses of New 
York’s Spanish craze. 

Perhaps García Lorca did not perceive 
the “Spanish Craze” because he was 
so fully immersed in it.  But in many 
ways, and despite the vox clamantis in 
deserto pose of Poet in New York, Lorca 
was, without a doubt, both a witness to, 
and a beneficiary of, the intense His-
panophile climate of 1920s New York.   
During his relatively short stay in the 
city, he would have the opportunity 
to attend concerts by guitarist Andrés 
Segovia and pianist José Iturbe; per-
formances by La Argentina and Argen-
tinita; lectures by Dámaso Alonso and 
Ignacio Sánchez Mejías.  Lorca himself, 
a talented musician, organized a recital 
of Spanish song performed by a chorus 
that he directed at Columbia, and gave 
impromptu piano and guitar recitals of 
traditional Spanish music at many par-
ties in the city, to great acclaim, accord-
ing to his own immodest reports to his 
family.

In one letter to his family, García Lor-
ca writes of a meal taken at a Spanish 
restaurant with two Spanish performers 
who, like Federico, were in New York 
wowing crowds:

Yesterday I ate with two famous Spanish 
women, La Argentina [the dancer Anto-
nia Mercé Luque], and Lucrecia Bori [the 
opera singer Lucrecia Borja González de 
Rianebo] . . . They are both delightful. 
They invited me and it was just the three 
of us eating at a small restaurant near the 
Hudson River.  We drank Anís del Mono, 
and they were enthusiastic and pleased; 
but I noticed that we were being served 
a counterfeit liqueur —‘Anís del Topo’. 
When I told my hosts at the end of the 
meal, they made such a scene, I was afraid 
they were going to assault the owner, who 
was a very funny and sly gallego.

But not all consumers of things “Span-
ish” during New York’s Spanish craze 
were as concerned with authenticity as 
García Lorca’s friends seem to have been.  
Julio Camba is particularly insightful on 
the thorny question of authenticity in 
the context of the “Spanish Craze” that 
gripped New York in the 20s.  As we 
have seen, Camba interprets the organic 

diversity of Hispanic cultural forms that 
live side by side in parts of New York as 
a kind of miniature version of the once 
great Spanish empire.   But at the same 
time, Camba sees in New York another 
kind of diversity, which is not so much 
the organic product of lived, historical 
experience, but rather an inauthen-
tic and ill-conceived potpourri, driven 
by, and catering to, ignorance and ste-
reotypes.   To make his point, Camba 
conjures up the image of “one of those 
[New York] restaurants called Granada, 
Valencia, Chateau Sevilla, Alcázar, etc . 
. . :”

Some terra cotta roof tiles at the entrance, 
inspired by the California missions; a little 
bit of wrought iron; a calf ’s head, not on 
the menu (where, a la vinagreta, it would 
be most appealing), but rather on the 
wall, pretending to be a bull’s head.  Cas-
tanets.  Waitresses, supposed to be morenas, 
are mulatas, just to be sure.  Combs. Man-
tillas.  Spanish yellow rice; chile con carne, 
frijoles negros, gallegan broth or caldo gal-
lego, etc. etc.  All with background music 
from Carmen, performed by a band of 
blacks dressed up like bullfighters. […] 
The truth is that for America, Spain will 
always be a confusing mix of the Inquisi-
tion, arroz con pollo, the Catholic Kings, 
General Sandino, Seville, Antofogasta, 
Salvador de Madariaga, la Pastora Im-
perio, bullfights, rhumba, Christopher 
Columbus and Sir Niceto Alcala Zamora.

In his characteristically humorous and 
provocative way, Julio Camba, has al-
ready mapped out, by 1929, the terri-
tory on which Spanish restaurateurs in 
New York would have to work for the 
better part of the next century.  

At one extreme of this territory, these 
Spanish restaurateurs can see them-
selves as heirs to, as well as curators and 
adaptors of, a set of culinary traditions 
that, even without going beyond the 
borders of the Iberian peninsula, are as-
toundingly diverse.  The fact that many 
of them came to New York after more 
or less prolonged stints in other parts 
of the Spanish-speaking Americas only 
adds to the potential diversity of their 
culinary repertoire, as does the existence 
of a heterogeneous and tight-knit com-
munity of potential Hispanic clients 

in New York from all over the Span-
ish-speaking world.  These are the con-
ditions that, according to Camba, make 
for an authentically diverse “Spanish” 
cuisine in New York. 

At the other extreme, Spanish restau-
rateurs in New York-- and enterprising 
non-Spanish ones too— may be tempt-
ed to cater to a vast potential client base 
of non-Hispanic customers, many of 
whom often harbor fanciful notions 
about the geography, history, cultures 
and cuisines of the Spanish-speaking 
world.  Camba humorously calls atten-
tion to the inauthentic and “confusing 
mix” that one can find in those “Span-
ish” restaurants in New York which 
yield to this temptation, just as he ridi-
cules the notion of a “Spanish craze” in 
the US:

The owner of one of these places is an 
American woman of Irish descent, Miss 
MacDougal, who owns a chain of exotic 
restaurants in New York, which excuses 
some of her equivocations, like, for exam-
ple, having people eat an asturian fabada 
while listening to the strains of the Bulgar-
ian national anthem.  In general, though, 
these places are run by Greeks who are in 
control of the food business.   So, just be-
cause a compatriot from Venizelos serves 
you a Nicaraguan dish in a more or less 
Californian place in New York, are you 
going to think that Spain is in fashion in 
the US?

V. On September 5, 1929, while both 
Lorca and Camba were in New York 
discovering or creating their own “little 
Spains,” Benito Collada celebrated the 
grand re-opening of his Spanish restau-
rant and nightclub, El Chico, in the 
heart of Greenwich Village.  An immi-
grant from Avilés, Asturias, Collada had 
first opened El Chico in 1925 at 245 
Sullivan Street. But when the swanky 
“Shenandoah” tower was inaugurated 
four years later on the corner of Grove 
and West 4th Street, Collada moved his 
club into the ground floor of this new 
fourteen-story apartment building.     
Apparently a colorful and larger-than-
life character, Collada had travelled 
a great deal as a young sailor, having 
visited the Philippines, Mexico, South 
America, Puerto Rico and Cuba, before 
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settling in New York.  He was involved 
in the opening of the Sevilla-Biltmore 
Hotel in Havana, as well as the Hotel 
Gloria in Río de Janeiro.  El Chico be-
came something of a museum of Colla-
da’s life, filled with objects and souve-
nirs that gave rise to legends:  a stuffed 
parrot that supposedly once belonged 
to Pancho Villa; a guitar, inscribed to 
Collada by the legendary Raquel Mell-
er, a bell used to announce the start of 
the stage show which allegedly had been 
“salvaged” from a convent during the 
Spanish Civil War. 

One of the most successful and 
long-lasting Spanish restaurants in New 
York, El Chico occupies a complex place 
on the continuum traced by Julio Cam-
ba between authentic diversity on one 
extreme and inauthentic hodgepodge 
on the other.  The name “El Chico” was 
originally a reference to the nickname 
of the last Moorish king of Granada, 
Boabdil el Chico, and some elements of 
the original décor were probably meant 
to evoke Moorish Spain.   But eclecti-
cism— or perhaps Spanish kitsch— is 
probably the best characterization of the 
décor, with its mosaic tiles relating the 
adventures of Don Quixote, its coats 
of arms celebrating Spain’s different 
regions, bullfight posters and souve-
nirs, and, of course, colorful murals of 
Flamenco dancers (These murals, or at 
least some of them, have been preserved 
behind plexiglass panels and can still be 
seen in the 82 Grove Street location, 
which is currently occupied by a gay 
club called the Monster Bar).

Collada also worked as an impresario, 
booking stage shows with local Hispan-
ic artists as well as with performers he 
personally recruited from Spain, Argen-
tina, Mexico, and the Caribbean.   His 
second wife, Rosita Berrios, was a gifted 
Puerto Rican guitarist and singer who 
would often perform and serve as MC 
at the club.  

El Chico’s tagline was “As Spanish as 
Spain,” though this in no way prevent-
ed Collada from featuring a wide range 
of Latin music in his floor shows or 
from featuring a vast array of dishes on 
his menus, such as chile con carne or 
Puerto Rican pasteles, alongside paella 

valenciana, caldo gallego and other sta-
ples of the diverse cuisines of the Iberian 
peninsula.  The restaurant was frequent-
ed, moreover, by a mix of Hispanic and 
non-Hispanic clients, and many credit 
Collada and El Chico with helping in-
troduce the Afro-Cuban “rumba” into 
New York’s musical culture.

El Chico, whose doors stayed open into 
the 1960s, is just one of at least three 
Spanish venues in the West Village 
during this period that were founded 
by Spaniards more or less for Spaniards, 
but that eventually managed to “cross 
over” and enjoy remarkable longevity 
by attracting a broad non-Hispanic cli-
entele.  The other two were Jai Alai on 
Bank Street, established in 1917 by the 
Basque immigrant Valentín Aguirre and 
remaining open well into the 1970s, 
and El Faro, on Horatio Street, founded 

in 1927 by two Galician immigrants, 
Eduardo Cabaña and Manuel Rivas.   In 
1929, Federico García Lorca and Julio 
Camba, with differing sensibilities and 
levels of awareness, were witnesses to a 
unique set of circumstances:  the pres-
ence of a sizeable Spanish immigrant 
community within the city that was 
part of a much larger and very diverse 
Hispanic colony, and the fanciful appe-
tite of non-Hispanic New Yorkers for 
certain “flavors of Spain.”  These con-
ditions helped give rise to an identifi-
able and peculiarly New York version of 
Spanish cuisine. Though there still may 
be some vestiges of New York Spanish 
cuisine here and there, the recent de-
mise of El Faro pretty much brings to 
an end this century-long chapter of the 
fascinating story of Spanish food in the 
city. v
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T ú  eras entonces tan pequeño que no habías com-
prendido lo lejos que yo estaba de ti aunque te lo hu-
biera señalado en un mapa. Eras tan pequeño que me 

mandabas postales en las que intentabas escribir tu nombre 
con unas pocas letras muy separadas entre sí, acompañadas 
por dibujos elementales de la casa donde vivías y de una fig-
ura pequeña y redonda que eras tú tomando la mano de otra 
más grande que debía de ser yo,  porque le dibujabas sobre 
la cabeza una nube como las de los tebeos dentro de la cual 
habías escrito, apretando mucho la punta del lápiz, cuatro 
letras torpes que me emocionaban: Papa. Yo tenía miedo de 
que no te acordaras de mí cuando volviera a verte. Te llam-
aba por teléfono y siempre me preguntabas dónde estás, y 
yo te contestaba, en América, y tú preguntabas con tu vo-
cecilla ronca dónde está América, y yo no sabía qué decirte. 
¿Cómo ibas a entender tú lo que es un océano, ni a imaginar 
el tamaño de un continente? Calculaba la hora que sería en 
España y procuraba llamarte antes de que te fueras a dormir. 
Me imaginaba tu dormitorio con la lámpara de Mickey so-
bre la mesa de noche y tus mejilla coloradas por el calor del 
pijama y de la calefacción. Tenía tantas ganas de sentarme 
en el filo de la cama y contarte un cuento y ver cómo te ibas 
quedando durmiendo que me pareció mentira estar tan lejos, 
en una habitación que tú no verías nunca, con un teléfono 
en la mano.

Te decía el nombre de la ciudad donde estaba pero tú no sabías 
repetirlo: Charlottesville, tan largo, con tantas consonantes. 
Lo intentabas y te daba la risa. Charlottesville, en el estado 
de Virginia, en América. Yo te contaba que era una ciudad 
pequeña rodeada de bosques en la que las casas estaban muy 
separadas entre sí y todo el mundo iba siempre en coche. Para 
ir al trabajo, para comprar el periódico, para traer de la tienda 
una barra de pan o un yogur. Prácticamente la única persona 
que no tenía coche en aquella ciudad era yo. Por suerte la casa 
en la que vivía estaba cerca de un supermercado y también de 
la universidad en la que trabajaba. Como no había gente que 

caminara tampoco había aceras. Yo volvía de la tienda por la 
orilla de la carretera  con mis bolsas de papel cargadas de co-
mida y los conductores que pasaban se quedaban mirándome. 
Los coches de la policía, te contaba por teléfono, eran como 
los de las películas: pintados de blanco y azul, muy grandes, 
con luces giratorias sobre el techo. Lo que no te contaba era 
que muchas veces, cuando yo iba paseando por el filo de la 
carretera, el coche de la policía bajaba la velocidad al llegar a 
mi altura, y los guardias se me quedaban mirando, con cara de 
desconfianza. ¿Quién sería aquel hombre tan raro con pinta 
de extranjero que caminaba junto a la carretera, en vez de ir 
en coche, como todo el mundo? Una vez, cuando el coche 
patrulla se detuvo a mi lado, el policía bajo la ventanilla y 
me preguntó si me pasaba algo, si había tenido un accidente. 
¿Qué cara habría puesto si le hubiera dicho que ni siquiera 
sabía conducir?

La gente resolvía sus trámites del banco y sacaba dinero de los 
cajeros automáticos sin bajarse del coche. Cuando yo tenía 
que sacar dinero, me ponía en cola, pero delante de mí había 
dos o tres coches, y detrás otros tantos. Hasta las personas 
muy mayores iban conduciendo. Veías un coche que iba muy 
despacio, y el conductor era un abuelo o una abuela que 
debían de tener casi noventa años, con la cara muy inclinada 
sobre el volante. ¿Qué otra cosa iban a hacer, si las casas en las 
que vivían estaban tan lejos de todo, en medio del bosque o 
en un cruce de carreteras, y no podían hacer ningún recado 
caminando?

Una vez hice un viaje a Washington con un amigo y te mandé 
una foto en la que estaba delante de la verja de la Casa blanca. 
Sabía que iba a gustarte porque tú conocías la Casa Blanca de 
verla muchas veces en Superman II. Te compré pterodáctilos, 
brontosaurios y tiranosauros de goma en el Museo de Historia 
Natural y la maqueta de un cohete lunar en el Museo del Es-
pacio. Mi amigo volvía a España y me prometió que te entre-
garía mis regalos. El domingo por la tarde tomé un tren para 

volver a Charlottesville. Era invierno, y había anochecido 
muy pronto. Pensaba que tú ya te habrías acostado, porque 
al día siguiente tenías que madrugar para ir a la escuela. Es-
taba en el andén aburrido, esperando que llegara la hora de 
salir, cuando vi venir a una mujer que llevaba a un niño de la 
mano, muy abrigado, con guantes de lana, gorro y bufanda. 
El niño me recordó a ti: me hizo imaginarme  cómo serías tú 
cuando hubieras cumplido unos pocos años más. Cuando se 
quitó el gorro tenía el pelo castaño parecido al tuyo, la cara se-
ria, los ojos grandes y las mejillas redondas coloradas de frío.

La madre subió con él al tren y lo llevó a su asiento, que es-
taba cerca del mío, al otro lado del pasillo. Me di cuenta de 
que el niño iba a viajar solo. La madre habló con el revisor y 
se quedó sentada junto al niño casi hasta que el tren empezó a 

moverse. Le pasaba la mano por el pelo, como para peinarlo, 
le subía el cuello del jersey, le indicaba en qué parte de la bolsa 
estaba la merienda, dónde llevaba los tebeos que le habría 
comprado para el viaje.

Con la cara pegada al cristal el niño le decía adiós a la madre 
cuando el tren se puso en marcha. Yo me acordé de cuando 
me había despedido de ti. Solo unos meses atrás, y parecía 
que hubiera pasado tanto tiempo. El niño se puso a leer un 
tebeo, mordisqueando un plátano, y yo pensé que al cabo 
de muy poco tiempo tú también sabrías leer perfectamente y 
serías capaz de hacer algún viaje solo, cuidado por un revisor 

tan atento como el de aquel tren que iba a Charlottesville.
Yo miraba por la ventanilla bosques oscuros y ríos muy an-
chos sobre los que el tren pasaba atravesando grandes puentes 
de hierro. Se veían casas aisladas a lo lejos,  entre las manchas 
negras de los árboles, ventanas iluminadas detrás de las cuales 
habría gente cenando o padres o madres que les contarían 
cuentos a sus hijos antes de dormir. Era tan de noche que el 
viaje se me hizo muy largo, aunque no duraría más de tres 
horas.

Antes de llegar a Charlottesville el revisor le avisó al niño y 
le ayudó a ponerse el abrigo, el gorro y la mochila. Estaba 
empezando a nevar. Los copos blancos flotaban en torbellinos 
saliendo de la oscuridad y chocaban deshaciéndose contra la 
ventanilla del tren.

En la estación no había ninguna luz encendida. El andén sólo 
lo iluminaban la claridad de las ventanillas del tren y los faros  
de unos pocos coches que habrían venido a recoger a algunos 
viajeros. Era la primera vez que yo llegaba a esa estación, 
porque el viaje de ida lo había hecho con un coche alquilado 
por mi amigo. El tren paró sólo unos instantes. Vi a un hom-
bre grande, ancho con una gorra de béisbol, que iba hacia el 
niño  y lo levantaba del suelo dándole un abrazo. Tomados 
de la mano fueron hacia una furgoneta. El niño entonces se 
volvió hacia mí y me hizo adiós con la mano.

TAN LEJOS DE TI
Por Antonio Muñoz Molina 

© Illustration by Carmen Higueras
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Pronto me di cuenta de que no quedaba nadie más que yo 
en la estación y de que no había ningún taxi. ¿Cómo iba a 
haberlos, en aquella ciudad en la que todo el mundo tenía co-
che? En la oscuridad y bajo la nieve me parecía encontrarme 
en una estación fantasma. No había casa cerca, sólo viejos edi-
ficios de ladrillos, puentes de hormigón y andamios metálicos 
como de instalaciones industriales abandonadas. Ni siquiera 
sabía a qué distancia estaba de mi casa ni hacia qué dirección 
tendría que caminar para encontrarla. El viento levantaba re-
molinos de nieve y los copos muy fríos me pinchaban en la 
cara.

Al fondo del camino asfaltado por el que se habían alejado los 
coches había una farola encendida. Pensé en ti, que estarías 
dormido en tu dormitorio caliente al otro lado del mundo, 
y me acordé de los cuentos que me pedías que te contara, 
cuentos de niños perdidos en un bosque que ven a lo lejos 
la luz de una casa. Que yo estaba haciendo tan lejos de ti, 
en esa estación perdida, en ese continente enorme y oscuro, 
extendido entre dos océanos, en una noche de tormenta de 
nieve. Cómo podría encontrar el camino hacia la casa en la 
que estaba mi apartamento alquilado, en la que había puesto 
nada más llegar la primera vez, sobre la mesa de noche, una 
foto tuya, y junto a ella un muñeco del Pato Lucas que tú me 
habías regalado muy serio cuando nos despedimos, para que 
tuviera algo de ti, un recuerdo valioso que sólo era tuyo y al 
que tú habías renunciado para que viajara conmigo.

Entonces escuché el ruido de un motor y vi unos faros que se 
acercaban por la carretera estrecha y recta. En ese mundo raro 
yo era la única persona que no iba sobre ruedas, la última. Los 
faros se acercaban despacio, ocupando cada vez más la anchu-
ra de la carretera. Yo me arrimé a la derecha, pero el bosque 
empezaba justo al lado del asfalto, sin una franja de arcén.

Al llegar a  mi altura el coche se detuvo. Reconocí enseguida 
la furgoneta roja del hombre grande que había ido a recoger 
a su hijo. Se bajó el cristal de la ventanilla y el hombre sacó 
la cabeza para hablarme. Con su acento sureño que preguntó 
que si necesitaba que me llevara a alguna parte. El niño abrió 
para mí la puerta lateral y se acercó más a su padre para de-
jarme sitio en el asiento delantero. Me pregunto muy educa-
damente: “¿Cómo está, señor?”.
 - Yo le habría dicho que viniera con nosotros- me dijo el 
hombre, arrancando de nuevo, manejando en volante con sus 
manos enormes-. Pero ni siquiera le vi. Está muy oscuro en 
la estación y yo sólo pensaba en ver de nuevo a mi hijo. Fue 
él quien lo pensó: me dijo, papá, ese hombre que venía en el 
tren se ha quedado en la estación y nadie va a venir a buscarlo.
 - Yo me había imaginado que habría taxis…
 - Los había hace tiempo, cuando la estación era impor-
tante -dijo el hombre, sin apartar la mirada de la carretera. 
Conducía con la mano izquierda y con la derecha apretaba la 
mano de su hijo-. Pero ya sólo para este tren de viajeros, que 
sigue luego hasta Nueva Orleans. Ya ni siquiera hay una can-
tina. ¿Cómo es que no trajo su coche y lo dejó en la estación?

Le dije que no tenía coche y me miró con incredulidad, y 
hasta temí que pensara que estaba tomándole el pelo. Pero 
debió pensar que no tener coche era parte de mi rareza de eu-
ropeo, como mi abrigo largo, mi pelo muy oscuro o mi acen-
to. Me contó que trabajaba en una serrería. Era un hombre 
forzudo, colorado, de cuello grueso, con las manos enormes. 
Me dijo su nombre, Raymond Ray, y me preguntó el mío, 
y puso cara de orgullo cuando le dije que tenía un hijo muy 
guapo. ¿Tiene usted hijos?, me preguntó. Le dije que sí, que 
tenía uno, de cinco años recién cumplidos. La nieve venía en 
oleadas contra el limpiaparabrillas, tan espesa que no dejaba 
ver más allá de la luz inmediata de los faros. Ray me preguntó 
que dónde estaba mi hijo y cuando le conté que se había que-
dado con su madre en mi país movió la cabeza con el gesto de 
quien puede comprender la pena o la añoranza de otro. Pero 
en ese momento me gustaba ir con él y con su hijo dentro 
de la cabina grande de la furgoneta, mirando la nieve tras la 
ventanilla de mi lado y en el resplandor de los faros, sin saber 
dónde estaba, en qué dirección íbamos. El niño se había dor-
mido apoyando la cabeza en el hombro ancho de su padre. En 
esa época cuando yo no había aprendido aún a conducir, me 
maravillaba que los conductores supieran encontrar siempre 
su camino, incluso de noche, en una tormenta de nieve. 

Al llegar al punto de la carretera de donde partía el camino 
hacia mi casa le dije a Raymond que podía dejarme allí, que 
ya estaba muy cerca y no quería quitarle más tiempo. “De 
ninguna manera”, dijo: el chico y él me llevarían a la misma 
puerta de mi casa. ¿No había oído hablar de la hospitalidad de 
la gente de Virginia? Mi casa, lo que yo llamaba así, estaba en 
una fila de edificios bajos, de ladrillo oscuro, que empezaba y 
terminaba en medio de la nada, en la ladera de una colina, en 
un claro del bosque.

Raymond detuvo la furgoneta y el niño se despertó con una 
breve sacudida, y miro a su alrededor como si tardara en saber 
donde estaba. Los dos me estrecharon la mano, el padre y el 
hijo, Raymond con un apretón cordial, el niño con mucha 
formalidad, sonriendo, todavía adormecido, feliz de haberse 
despertado en el calor de la compañía de su padre.
 - No tarde mucho en volver con su hijo -me dijo Ray-
mond, sacando la cabeza por la ventanilla con el cristal baja-
do-. Y aprenda pronto a conducir…

Me quedé parado junto al edificio, bajo la nieve, mirando los 
pilotos traseros de la furgoneta de Raymond, el rojo intenso 
de las luces de freno cuando se detuvo al final del camino, 
en el cruce de la carretera. Pensé que cuando entrara en el 
apartamento encontraría tu foto y tu muñeco del Pato Lucas 
sobre mi mesa de noche, y me pareció que ya no estaba tan 
lejos de ti. v
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ABUELA’s
RECIPE

By Jessica Solt // Photos by Pako Domínguez
Special thanks to Bruce Torrey

We’re meeting Antonio Ortuño outside a beautiful loft on Canal 
Street. He’s the owner and chef of Garlic & Parsley’s, a food 

catering service that brings Mediterranean flavors right to your 
table. The apartment boasts a fantastic kitchen and tons of 

natural sunlight, a true real estate gem. Later that evening, after 
searching the cabinets for black pepper, he will delight us with a 
Spanish recipe that is very close to his heart, Pollo en Pepitoria. 

“My mom’s Pollo 
en Pepitoria has 

been passed from 
generation to 

generation. I still call 
her to ask how to 

make it.”
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O riginally from Alicante, 
Antonio landed in New York 
City with the purpose of learn-

ing English. “I arrived in 2005 with 
four duros in my pocket. When I got 
here, I had a sucker stuck in my ass,” he 
says, remembering those first months 
in the big city. The economic ordeals 
didn’t take long to surface. Soon, he ran 
out of cash and discovered the bank ac-
count he had opened in Valencia, with 
the sole purpose of retrieving money 
in the United States, was practically 
useless. “I couldn’t take cash out of the 
ATM! I had to borrow money from a 
friend in order to pay for the basics; 
food, rent, school. In debt right from 
the very start. Can you imagine that?” 
But nothing could ever stop Antonio. 
He began walking dogs—something he 
still enjoys doing today.

So how does a plastic artist, house 
painter, entrepreneur and dog-walker 

decide to open a catering business in 
one of the most competitive cities in 
the world? New York was more like a 
detour in his life. His dream was to live 
in Japan. After an artistic project in the 
Land of the Rising Sun fell through, he 
flew back to Spain, where he had a bus-
tling business painting houses and cu-
rating exhibitions. Since he had shown 
his artwork in Soho before, New York 
City was not that foreign to him. And 
so came with $200 in his pocket. Then 
one day in 2011, he made a proposal to 
a friend to do a catering for her office. 
They started giving him a lot of work; 
events, Christmas parties. He created 
his own website and business has been 
growing steadily ever since.

Antonio moves about the kitchen like a 
speedy bullet. He’s busy setting up the 
ingredients for his master dish, opening 
drawers, taking a whiff or two at spic
es, requesting someone go on a bread 

run— Chris, our Editor in Chief, vol-
unteers to run the errand and finds a 
nice loaf in Essex Market. “I’ve cooked 
all my life. My friends see me as their of-
ficial cook. It is something I do all day; 
stews, stuffed rabbit, you name it. I’m 
one of those people who sets a tablecloth 
for every meal. I still do,” says Antonio

with pride. For a man who adores his 
independence, the idea of opening his 
own restaurant seems preposterous. 
“Are you insane? That is the last thing I 

would do. I left home when I was 17. I 
don’t have any obligations. I don’t even 
have pets just so that I can come in and 
out whenever I want.”

Nothing stops Antonio from creating 
magic in the kitchen. He prefers cook-
ing salty foods—empanadas, wonton, 
Asian and Spanish dishes, tiny bites, 
octopus from Galicia, succulent mush-
rooms, tortilla de patatas, sardines in 
vinegar, pollo al ajillo, roasted potatoes. 
“Everything is so delicious!” he claims. 
And after tasting his Pollo in Pepitoria, 
we believe him. “This is my mom’s 
recipe,” Antonio explains. “She cooks 
many things; hake, seafood, but this 
is her staple recipe. I’ve cooked it ever 
since I started living by myself. It was 
one of the first things I ever made in 
the kitchen.” Spain is still on the other 
side of the ocean but that doesn’t pre-

vent a resourceful Antonio from telling 
mom about his delicious creations, 
“The fact that something tastes just like 
your mother’s dish, even though you’re 
in New York, is an amazing thing.”
While we’re sitting at the table eating 
an amazing meal and listening to An-
tonio’s stories—which are mostly filled 
with chaos and drama—we’re thinking 
that a reality show about his life would 
be the best idea ever. “Do you remem-
ber that bank clerk from Valencia? I 
went back to complain for not being 
able to get my money! I stood there in 
front of him and said It’s me! Antonio 
from New York!” We do little to contain 
our laughter. 

The chicken is almost gone and we’re 
trying to soak our last pieces of bread 
in what little pepitoria sauce is left. “I’d 
like to stay in New York. I’d like to 

travel more, but I’m happy as I am. I 
only need money to live, pay my bills. 
If I become a millionaire then so be it. 
It could be a matter of luck!” says the 
chef behind the silk bow tie. Between 
attending his own business, making 
art, and mastering a new language, 
Antonio knows how to keep himself 
busy. He’s also about to publish his first 
cookbook, Recipes From Your Grocery 
Store, or as he likes to call it: his little 
baby. For Antonio, food is a ritual. A 
sacred moment that cannot be corrupt-
ed with plastic silverware or cheap in-
gredients. For those who have had the 
pleasure of meeting him, one thing is 
clear; his philosophy towards life is as 
inspirational as his food. 
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Pollo en Pepitoria
(Serves 6)

 Ingredients:

1 cup salted almonds

6 garlic cloves

1/2 cup parsley

12 pieces of organic chicken

3 eggs

White wine

Sea salt

Pepper

Olive oil

How to...

Crush almonds, parsley, and garlic using a 
mortar and pestle. Set aside. Heat enough 

olive oil in a large heavy bottom frying pan or 
casserole dish to fry and brown the chicken 

pieces on all sides. Stir in the almond mixture. 
Cover the chicken with liquid using 1/2 water 

and 1/2 white wine. Cover and simmer on 
medium heat for approximately 25-30 minutes. 

Halfway through the cooking process, throw 
in the 3 eggs into the boiling water. Remove 

after 15 minutes. Set aside, until cool. Grate the 
hard boiled eggs on top of the chicken and let 
simmer for another 5 minutes, or until sauce is 

thickened. Add salt and pepper to taste.

Serve with roasted potatoes and rustic bread.
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JESÚS 
SÁNCHEZ

EL CENADOR
DE AMÓS

the Michelin starred Chef and owner of

By Gloria Rodríguez

Following the North Star to Cantabria. An interview with
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villaverde de Pontones august 8, 2012.

V
illaverde de Pontones, 16 miles east of the city of 
Santander, is a tiny village blessed with the honor of 
hosting El Cenador de Amós, one of the five Miche-
lin star restaurants of Cantabria. Jesús Sánchez is 
the proud owner and Chef of the restaurant, and the 

main architect behind the achievement of maintaining the Miche-
lin distinction continuously for the past 17 years.

It is an unusual but interesting setting for a high-end restaurant: 
close enough to the city to consider it for dinner, but far enough to 
make the outing a special event. The drive also serves as a sort of 
appetizer, a way to transition from whatever you were doing into 
the green and the silence, the Endless Cantabria that you read of 
in the tourist pamphlets. When you arrive, worries filtered away 
through this land, you are truly ready to experience something 
special.

The restaurant is set in a remarkable palatial home, dating back 
to 1756; a surprise to visitors who expect a more modern setting 
to match Sánchez’s style in the kitchen. The contemporary interi-
ors are a perfect complement to the historical building, reflecting 

the balance between tradition and innovation, between local and 
foreign that also characterize Sánchez’s cuisine.

We meet Jesús on a pleasant, warm summer evening, typical of 
the northern coast of Spain. Jesús guides us through the build-
ings, the attached patios and the surrounding gardens. You can 
feel the pride that he takes in the place, but also the humbleness 
with which he interacts with the setting,  a sort of respect for 
those who were there before him, those who built, maintained or 
enriched this unique site.

After showing us his dream kitchen, Jesús leads us to the front 
room, where we can sit undisturbed for the interview. The room is 
a far departure from the modernly equipped kitchen. This is the 
least modernized area of the restaurant and it maintains a very 
special character, a sort of link to the building’s history.

Jesús explains that this was the first dining room that they 
opened, back in 1993, so it seems perfect that our interview 
should begin here, where it all started.

GR: This is a very special setting for the restaurant: a his-
torical building located in a rural setting. How does this 
impact the restaurant as a whole?

JS: Customers have to come all the way here. You need to 
present something that people will drive out for. When we 
opened we offered a more conservative cuisine, quite tradi-
tional and reminiscent of Navarra, where I come from. In 
1995 we made a turn into a more personal cuisine, which 
evolved into the signature cuisine that we are now known for. 
We have also made a number of changes to the infrastruc-
ture. We invest in keeping our kitchen updated to make new 
techniques possible and we have also renovated the interiors 
to reflect the change of direction toward a more personal and 
modern cuisine. 

GR: Do you consider your cuisine to be terroir-based or 
creative and independent?

JS: It’s a mix; the terroir is used as a point of reference, a start-
ing point from which local products or recipes are interpreted 
creatively. We also do the opposite, use foreign products and 
recipes and interpret them under a local logic.

GR: How would you define your style in the kitchen?

JS: It’s a personal style. I use innovation as a tool, not as a goal 
in itself. New techniques and developments are used as an 
instrument to help me convey my understanding of a dish. 
I don’t want the customer to notice the technique, but to be 
satisfied with the dish as a whole.
 It’s been 20 years [at El Cenador de Amos] of having 
a recognizable philosophy, a personal interpretation of food 
that has remained stable throughout the years. We have not 
been slaves to the food trends, but have maintained our vision 
incorporating the techniques that we thought could serve our 
philosophy.

 I believe that success in a restaurant is measured by cus-
tomer response, and not by your impact on the media. If you 
follow the trends, instead of investing in building a solid and 
stable cuisine style, the essence of your cooking will be dilut-
ed.

GR: How has Cantabria influenced your cuisine?

JS: It has been fundamental. Here is where I have grown as 
a chef. Before I arrived, the presence of Cantabria in the cu-
linary world was largely due to Victor Merino, who started 
doing a new cuisine here. After that, and for quite some time, 
Cantabria faded off of the culinary map, although it always 
maintained its status as a “good food” region. 
 Right now there is a lot happening in Cantabria’s kitch-
ens; there are a good number of chefs with new ideas and 
new proposals, and also recognition and support from the 
regional government. 

GR: Is the region really “present” in your cooking? How?

JS: Cantabria is present in our cuisine mainly through the 
local ingredients, and not so much through local or tradi-
tional recipes, which are only present in a small number. I am 
a firm believer in the importance of understanding and re-
specting where you are located, so I do believe that the terroir 
has to come through somehow in your cooking. You need 
to contextualize your cooking; so even if you bring external 
references to it (be it via ingredients or recipes), you need to 
make sure that they are ‘translated’ into a final dish that can 
be understood and enjoyed locally.

GR: How do you think Spain’s regional culinary diversity 

has contributed to the “new Spanish cuisine”?

JS: Our new cuisine is the result of the motivation and drive 
of a number of Chefs who have promoted a new concept in 
cooking and not so much [the result] of an evolution of our 
culinary traditions.

GR: What changes in customer expectations have you no-
ticed in the recent years?

JS: For a while customers where demanding a constant re-
newal of the menu, continuous “innovation”, but this trend 
has died out.

GR: What is your opinion on the new “Km.0?”

JS: It’s in our DNA as chefs to search for ingredient excel-
lence, so having local producers to provide you with fresh 
ingredients is essential. Every year we look for new local farm-
ers and producers who can provide us with the ingredients  
that we need, but it’s not an easy task. Coordination between 
producer and chef is essential; we need a certain quantity and 
specific cuts [of meat], and this is not always doable by small 
local providers.

 We do have, for example, a local source of blueberries, 
strawberries, beans and peppers, but we can not rely on local 
providers for other products which are not produced in suffi-
cient quantities in the area.
 In my opinion it is not enough to raise awareness among 
the culinary professionals on the importance of purchasing 
from local providers; we need to educate the local consumer. 
Restaurants alone will not make local production sustainable.

GR: I don’t want to interfere with dinner preparations (es-
pecially considering that I’ll be having dinner here myself 
in a minute), so just one last question: What do you do for 
pleasure when your passion is also your profession? Do 
you have any hobbies?

JS: My other passion is photography. Most of the pictures 
that we have used for our web site or for printed material are 
mine.
 I was recently asked by the local government to prepare 
an exhibition, and decided to do a series of pictures on local 
producers and other people who work with or around food in 
our village. The series is actually my interpretation of ‘Km.0”. 
We have ‘Bar Cedrín’, in Omoño, where Simón keeps alive 
the tradition of Goat Stew; or Carlos, the farmer who spoils 
his hens rotten and, in turn, obtains the most amazing organ-
ic eggs. 

GR: It seems that you can’t get too far from food, even 
when holding a camera.

JS: I guess that happens when you are passionate about what 
you do. v

54 55



“A ren’t those the loveliest 
eggs you’ve ever seen? 
Plucked right out of 
a fairytale! If Humpty 
Dumpty had offspring, 

this is what they’d look like!” I exclaimed 
to my husband. After a year of living in 
his homeland I still gush over the novel 
discoveries I make and he still chuckles 
at my enthusiasm. At least two-dozen 
porcelain white, elongated eggs sit in a 
wicker basket in the glass display case 
of El Ganso Ibérico, one of the many 
boutique booths in the Isabela Gourmet 
Market in Madrid. As promised by Isabel, 
the vibrant española behind this mercado 
in the financial district of Madrid, the 
tortilla de patata de Ganso Ibérico is 
superb: firm on the outside with a juicy 
center that overflows with the fresh taste 
of the Spanish countryside.

Mercados
de Madrid
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By Adriana Matus

Mercado de San Antón
photos by Ignacio Prieto Leache

Mercado Isabela
photos by Ignacio Prieto Leache

Mercado de San Miguel,
photo by Jorge López Conde



In this historically rich city that loves 
to stroll and tapear (go out for tapas), 
two age-old traditions have merged: 
appreciation for market shopping 
and the sanctity of the tapa. This 
fusion has revolutionized the Tapeo 
culture and served as the catalyst for 
the rise of gourmet mercados, inviting 
environments offering the opportunity 
to socialize while enjoying high quality 
food.  Three Madrid mercados are 
situated at the forefront and center 
of this growing modern tradition of 
gourmet spaces: El Mercado de San 
Miguel, Mercado San Antón, and 
the recently opened Isabela Mercado 
Gourmet. 

Though each market has a distinctive 
personality, a colorful energy fills them 
all, enticing visitors with the delightful 
intermingling aromas of hot croquetas, 
jamón, and fresh seafood tapas and 
the harmonious buzz of chatter, 
laughter and clinking of glasses as 
endless assortments of wine, cider and 
cocktails are poured. The outrageous 
varieties of olives and the endless ways 
they are stuffed and partnered with 
anchovies and pimientos, as well as the 
visions of giant wheels of cheeses and 
dangling legs of jamón, combine to 
permeate all senses. 

As I sip my glass of rueda at El Mercado 
de San Miguel, I observe enthusiastic 
tourists photograph the fresh seafood 
on display, the already half empty 
paelleras and the assortment of tapas 
they have collected, like keepsakes, on 
their tables.  As a British couple sample 
their slices of jamón and chorizo and 
let out a chorus of “Ooohs and Ahhhs”, 
I wonder, do they know how this bite-
sized wonder of the world came to be?

Historically, the tapa was served on the 
mouth of a pitcher or glass, accompanying 
the drink and serving as a cover for the 
vessel in order to prevent any flying 
visitors from invading the beverage. The 
word for cover or lid in Spanish is, in 
fact, tapa and this is how the snack came 
to be known. In those medieval days, 
the tapa consisted of a slice of jamón, 
sliced chorizo, or some other form of 
cured meat, though sometimes it was 
substituted for a wedge of cheese. 

The exact historical origin of the 
tapa can’t be precisely pinpointed, 
though there are numerous myths 
surrounding its inception. The most 
popular is that of King Alfonso X The 
Wise, the medieval King of Castile and 
León. It is said that he ordered wine 
to be served with a small portion of 
food in the taverns of his kingdom in 
order to keep the immediate effects of 
the alcohol at bay, or at the very least, 
to keep his subjects semi-sober and 
therefore, more productive. Oíd, Oíd 
(Hear ye, hear ye) the Tapa was born.

Tapas have evolved considerably since 
then, today ranging from a dish of 
olives to a small serving of typical stew 
or paella, making it easy to substitute 
a round of tapas for a meal. However, 
never mistake the tapa with fast 
food.  El tapeo is an important social 
tradition that generates friendship and 
camaraderie. 

Later, I spot two lovely old Spanish 
abuelitas enjoying an afternoon cortado 
and a caña de chocolate (a flaky pastry 
filled with chocolate) and I realize that 
the history of Spanish market days 
can be observed daily in las abuelas 
madrileñas. With their perfectly 
coiffed hair, flawless makeup, and 
delicate strand of pearls or neckerchief, 
these little ladies stroll the sidewalks 
with their shopping carts or cloth 
market bags. They are eager to chat; 
they will strike up a conversation 
with you in line at the supermarket 
or while you peruse produce in one of 
the neighborhood mercados and they 
are especially talkative with the market 
vendor that they’ve known for years. 
Some may even cut in line so, cuidado 
they are rápidas! Las abuelas reflect 
a time when ladies and gentlemen 
would dress their best to do the day’s 
shopping, as it was their moment to see 
their neighbors and, of course, court 
each other.  To this day, madrileños love 
to look their best, stroll, and converse.  
But more importantly, they are very 
social citizens who have formed 
friendships with their neighbors and 
neighborhood market vendors.

 

Mercado days in Madrid have 
evolved considerably over the years. 
Originating as open-air vendor stalls 
along streets and public plazas in 
the medieval days, they eventually 
developed into enclosed marketplaces 
in the late 1800s, due to sanitation 
issues in the city. Today, neighborhood 
mercado buildings are scattered 
throughout the city and during the 
weekend open air mercadillos open in 
the neighboring suburbs. A mercadillo 
consists of fresh produce, preserves, 
sweets, and clothing booths lined up 
in an open lot.

El Mercado de San Miguel sits in the 
center of Madrid, next to La Plaza 
Mayor. Remarkably elegant with its 
original iron structure from the early 
19th century, San Miguel was one of 
the first enclosed markets to be built 
and it is the only one of such structures 
still standing. It is also the very 
first and internationally publicized 
gourmet mercado in Madrid. After 
a two-year renovation, the exquisite 
market opened its doors in 2009 as a 
gourmet tapeo bar of typical Spanish 
foods, though it tends to be more 
popular with tourists than with the 
locals. Nevertheless, its history, grand 
architectural details, first-rate food, 
and unique atmosphere combine 
to make San Miguel a special tapa 
experience.

The three-storied Mercado San Antón 
is hidden away in the depths of the 
trendy barrio de Chueca, located 
down la calle de Augusto Figueroa, 
a street notorious for the fashionable 
shoe stores that line it on both sides. 
A modern design market boasting 
boutique-esque gourmet tapas and 
produce, San Antón, like San Miguel, 
is a market that has been a part of 
Madrid’s market history since the 
early 19th century. In 2007, the old 
market was demolished to recreate a 
new market to meet the demands of 
the modern barrio. In May of 2011 
the new, green, energy-efficient market 
opened its doors to the community.

Unlike San Miguel, however, San 
Antón still remains a market with 
booths that sell fresh fish, meats, 

58 59

Mercado de San Antón

Mercado San Antón

Photo by Jose G. Cabrera (top)
Mercado Isabela



cheeses, fresh baguettes, fruits, and 
vegetables on its ground floor. The 
second floor, however, supplies tapas, 
and on the ride up the escalators you 
can take a peek at the sky through 
the glass roof that provides natural 
lighting while listening to the life that 
percolates throughout the mercado. The 
tapa booths are comprised of Italian, 
Mediterranean, Japanese, and Spanish 
cuisine, Foie specialties and a vinoteca 
that serves up a fantastic rabo de toro. 
Amazing chocolate cake and Nespresso 
coffee can also be found on the second 
floor. On the buildng’s third floor, you 
can have a full course meal from the 
menu or the nice cut of the meat or fish 
you’ve purchased downstairs, prepared 
in the colorful restaurant La Cocina de 
San Antón.  Follow up with coffee or 
a cocktail on the rooftop terrace while 
soaking in the neighborhood’s beautiful 
buildings and practicing some Spanish 
with the locals.

Breaking through the original mercado 
mold is the vanguardist Isabela 
Gourmet Market. A four storied gallery 
of gourmet and design, Isabela, located 
in the financial district of Madrid, was 
inaugurated in April 2012. Created for 
the sole purpose of dégustation this 
gallery, as opposed to its predecessors 
San Miguel and San Antón, was never 
a traditional market. Instead, booths 
offering local and international cuisine 
line its black and teal interior. In 
addition, there is access to an outdoor 
bar and terrace from all floors. The 
first floor is the breakfast/merienda 
area where you can enjoy a slice of 
tortilla de patata from Spain’s tortilla 
de patata champion, have a pastry from 
the bakery, or order a coffee. Making 
your way to the second floor, you’ll find 
the nucleus of the Dégustation with 
ecologically produced Spanish cuisine 
offerings like a variety paellas served 
in personal-sized mini paella pans, 
fantastic ganso ibérico, tortilla de patata 

de ganso and jamón de ganso. Mexican, 
Peruvian, Japanese, Vegetarian and 
natural gelato are among the offerings. 
There is also a fully stocked vinoteca 
and a gin bar. The top floor houses the 
restaurant of internationally renowned 
chef Joaquin Felipe, where the diner is  
offered a peek into his crystal kitchen, 
located in the middle of the restaurant.

If you’re visiting Madrid and are 
visiting the sites downtown, stepping 
into El Mercado de San Miguel any 
time of the day for a bite or sip of wine 
is a delightful taste of Spain, but if you 
visit Mercado San Antón and Isabela 
Gourmet Market any evening from 
Wednesday to Saturday, you get to 
experience Madrid. v

Mercado de San Miguel,
photo by Jorge López Conde
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THE BUTCHER
WHO STOLE
MY HEART
Or how food wisdom will change your life.
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San Sebastián Gastronomika, November 23, 2011, 

Y ears of inePtitude when it came to producing the perfect steak and, even worse, years of searching for it elsewhere 
only to find disappointing imitations had left me with a deeply engraved perplexity over meat. Pounds of wasted cuts 
and hundreds of restaurant visits had not made me any wiser; I stood at the exact same point of bewilderment as 

when I started this quest, possibly after a lucky encounter with one of those rare examples of perfectly grilled meat. In my 
engineer’s mind this had become an unsolved issue that was eating me alive. How could it possibly be that I were profoundly 
disappointed by every steak when just the aromas of wood smoke that impregnate the meat are normally enough to turn me 
into an easy to please and impressionable creature?

Facing this life-long puzzle with little hope of finding help, I had drawn a big circle on my calendar over a presentation titled 
The Steak under Scrutiny. The description on the Congress program was promising: “Unveiling the secrets of the grilled 
steak”. Being in the Basque Country provided extra points of hope, as Basques are known in Spain more or less as the parents 
of the ‘Txuleton’ (grilled steak). After so many years of disappointments I must admit that, more than hopeful, I was simply 
expectant and, in all honesty, a little impatient.

The presentation was opened by Cristina Palomino, a certified veterinarian and an authority on meat production and quality 
standards who gave us a perfectly measured pill of information on breed differences, raising methods, meat cuts, and meat 
aging processes.

And then Patxi Larrañaga took the stage. The butcher from Lasarte, a small neighboring village, who had missed a number of 
days sleep over fear of disappointing this audience, grabbed our meat eating souls and gave us all back our hope. In little over 
20 minutes he revealed the secrets behind the grill and detailed for us, mere humans, the elements that determine the quality 
of the meat; those which, overlooked,  will have disastrous effects on our plates.

Even though the information that he shared unveiled for many of us the mysteries behind the perfect steak, the most important 
teaching that we went home with was not the set of tricks that he provided but, rather, the revelation of our ignorance: the 
comprehension that we, as end-consumers of a universe of things edible, can only succeed in our choice if we are assisted by 
the knowledge of those who master the trades of food.

I am in complete awe of this butcher. My renewed respect for his profession is, in fact, a relief: freedom from the responsibility 
of all-inclusive food knowledge as the only means to truly enjoyable food. I have coined a new culinary term for my newfound 
creed: well-informed culinary delegation of authority. 

I arrive back home a bit overwhelmed, but content with my new mission: finding the knowledgeable butcher who will guide me 
through a life void of steak misery. As I prepare to tackle this incommensurable task, I am comforted by the knowledge that, 
local butchers failing, I will always have Patxi, in the Basque Country, to turn to. 

Dear Patxi, you have a new and faithful convert in me; a creature stripped of rage and disbelief; a brave soldier with a new and 
powerful weapon to confront steak disasters:

Well-informed culinary delegation of authority
 and,
  weapon failing,
    
       yearly pilgrimage to your butcher shop in Lasarte.

© Photoillustration by Jorge Ochoa

By Gloria Rodríguez



THE
CHIRINGUITO
WAY
In the footsteps of
Spain’s culinary
revolution
Text and photos by Jose G. Cabrera

The chiringuito, the quintessential no-frills summer food destination, has 
been home to numerous gatherings over the years, triggering revelations 
and confessions around approachable, comfort food in Spain for almost 
a century. Come summer, its presence becomes ubiquitous all over the 
country, particularly at the beachfront, with many chiringuitos standing 
out for their simple yet well executed, produce-led, short-order cooking. 
No wonder it has at times served as an inspiration to renowned chefs. 
The first chiringuito – a word of Cuban origin, brought back to Spain 
by returning emigrants - opened in Sitges in 1913. Our venture into the 
Spanish food scene coincides with the one-hundred-year anniversary of 
this memorable cultural exchange. We take a look at Spain’s food scene, 
strolling through the city of Barcelona, Madrid and beyond. We reveal 
some of our favorite places and discover that the pulse and drive of Spain’s 
gastronomy, from casual to fine dining, is alive and kicking, as open to new 
possibilities and influences as ever before.
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S
itges is just half 
an hour away by 
train or by car from 
Barcelona, I explain 
to my caffeine-deprived 
US visiting friends the 
day after their arrival 

at the end of the summer. It is not 
yet ten on a Saturday morning when 
– after their first coffee ever from the 
traditional Spanish cafetera – they walk 
out the door with directions to Sants 
Station, the gateway to both distant 
destinations in central Spain such as 
Zaragoza and Madrid as well as nearby 
outposts in Catalonia. For roughly 
seven and a half euros they can take the 
train round trip to my favorite year-
round weekend escape at the seafront. 
I feel this is a good occasion for them 
to venture out of their comfort zone 
in the city center and explore on their 
own. Plus, after a number of back-to-
back visits, I have errands to catch up 
on. 

Driving south on the coastal, curvy 
road to Sitges has always felt good to 
me. I have taken this route a few times 
since the beginning of the summer. 
It provides me with a glimpse of 
what if feels like to belong to a place; 
it’s a shortcut to reconnecting. In a 

heartbeat I am linked again to that 
Mediterranean essence. “This is it!” 
The words burst out of my mouth, 
a scream almost, intersecting with 
Dalida’s Parole, Parole pounding out 
of the stereo. Words mixing up with 
words, but never colliding. I indulge 
in the surrounding views of pine trees, 
the sea as the backdrop, feeling the 
anticipated urge to jump in the water 
and feel amphibious for a few minutes, 
until confronted with the inevitable 
need to gasp for air. Afterwards I’ll dry 
up under the sun while considering 
the options for lunch at a nearby 
chiringuito. A fideuà or a bocadillo de 
calamares, maybe; it’s all up in the air.

My hold of the wheel softens and I turn 
up the music. The curvy road reminds 
me of the drive from San Francisco to 
Stinson Beach in Northern California, 
one of my all-time favorite escapes. 
Sitges is also an escape. Despite Gaudi’s 
impossible silhouettes and Barceloneta’s 
musical rhythms providing a good 
counterbalance to Barcelona’s restless 
pace, it is just good to be away for a 
few hours or days. Sitges is an easy-
to-reach antidote to urbanity and 
pose, the capital’s corsé far away in the 
rearview, crooked mirror. If only one 
could remember to head south more 

often. Perhaps I should just get a head-
south tattoo.

Food at a chiringuito is simple, almost 
by definition. I can’t help but wonder 
if Ferran Adrià – the innovative chef 
responsible for sparking and leading a 
worldwide revolution in our approach 
to food - is himself heading south 
more often in search of simplicity, 
now that elBulli, his restaurant, has 
definitely closed doors to give way to 
a Foundation.

The phone rings and I am back to 
reality. It’s my mother calling. I turn 
on my laptop and start searching for 
airfares to the Canary Islands, to visit 
family in a few weeks. I am always 
excited to go back and catch up with 
everyone. Also, I will have the chance 
to explore. The renovated restaurant 
scene surprised me in my last stay. 
Deliciosa Marta, in my hometown, 
is on everyone’s list but I hear of a 
number of new openings. I can’t wait 
to go back and see what’s going on.

PARALLEL LIVES

It was only a matter of time before 
modernist, sun-drenched Barcelona 
became a year-round destination. My 
friends and I walk past the new Stella 
McCartney and Michael Kors stores, on 
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our way to dinner. Has the increasing 
number of visitors somehow triggered 
the relaxation of quality standards?, I 
wonder. At Carles Abellan’s Tapas 24, 
which doesn’t take reservations, we 
manage to score four stools at the bar. 
Here we’re to be wowed by an army of 
well-coordinated cooks and waiters, 
no movement or plate ever out of 
tune. We sample platter after platter 
– from black rice with aioli to Iberian 
ham croquetas to an upgraded version 
of a bikini sandwich, with truffles, 
Iberian ham and manchego cheese – 
with plenty of nods to the flavors and 
atmosphere of Spain’s South. 

With an ice-cold Manzanilla (a type 
of sherry) glass in hand, I listen as 
my friends tell me about their day in 
Sitges, how they had fallen for its laid-
back lifestyle. Tonight is their chance 
to get acquainted with the flavors of 
Andalucia, the delicious, fragrant olive 
oil from the south more piquant than 
the arbequina, Catalonia’s indigenous 
sweeter variety. Pa amb tomàquet (bread 
with tomato and olive oil) reaches 
perfection with arbequina olive oil, 
though I prefer the picual varietal from 
the warmer south for some pungency 
in a gazpacho.In the middle of dessert, 
a modern take on a childhood, mid-
afternoon snack - chocolate with bread, 
olive oil and salt – an instant memory 
of a meal at José Andrés’ Bazaar in Los 
Angeles comes to mind. A storyline 
connected one dish with the next back 

then. His rendition of papas arrugadas 
con mojo picón, wrinkled potatoes 
with a spicy olive oil and smoked 
paprika (pimentón) sauce, tasted like 
heaven in the restaurant at La Cienaga 
Boulevard. Thousands of miles apart, 
both chefs – Abellan and Andres - 
offer a compelling, non-intimidating 
dining experience and outstanding 
flavors, unknowingly complementing 
each other, sharing similar schools of 
thought, not taking themselves too 
seriously and in the process, surpassing 
every expectation. Granted, this is not 
your everyday comfort food. Berro, a 
24-hour, Cuban-run diner in the heart 
of the Eixample, a few blocks away, 
provides the usual backdrop on Sunday 
evenings, with a prix-fixe home-style 
cooking menu.

A couple of evenings later, I am meeting 
my friend Sara, a foodie who is visiting 
from Madrid. I’ve suggested we barhop 
through El Paral·lel for tapas after 
work. It is a part of town known for 
its theaters, music halls and cabarets, 
though its weight in Barcelona’s nightlife 
has progressively declined over the last 
few decades, passing the torch along to 
the Eixample, the Gothic quarter or el 
Born. This is also the place where, not 
long ago, brothers Ferran and Albert 
Adrià and their team decided to open 
Tickets, their own homage to tapas 
in the shape of an urban chiringuito. 
The enjoyable, laid-back atmosphere 
reigning at the front of the house has 
little to do with the hectic, devoted 
work occurring in the kitchen. Back at 
the front, tapas-style dinner becomes a 
spectacle on its own merits. Convinced 
at that point that there is no business 
like tapas business we decide to go on 
with the stroll. Map in hand, my friend 
takes the lead, pointing up at stunning 
façades which I had never noticed as we 
wander throughout the neighborhood, 
an area continuously repopulated by 
successive layers of immigration. Her 
energy is contagious and I am able to 
play along with little effort. After my 
second glass of cava, I forget about 
my late-night gym appointment. 
At Quimet i Quimet we discover 
impressive bite-size, canapé-style tapas, 
many build up, layer upon layer, from 
ingredients out of a can. Need cockles 

or capers to fix a tapa or a salad? “Pop 
a can!” seems to be the credo. There’s 
no hesitation or stigma among Spanish 
home cooks and chefs in opening a can 
– of mussels, bonito tuna or piquillo 
peppers - as needed. 

Terenci Moix, Joan Brossa, Salvador 
Dalí and many more: he had them 
stand still, if only for a few seconds, 
for a portrait. Sometimes, though, he 
prefers to catch the subject off guard. 
Sitting next to one of the country’s 
most acclaimed photographers the 
next day for lunch, I decide to go for 
a tomato salad with anchovies and 
olives followed by a tuna carpaccio as 
he orders the albóndigas con calamares 
(meatballs with squid). We’re at Bodega 
Sepúlveda, a railroad restaurant with 
an excellent wine list-- plenty of well 
price-ranged Riojas, Rías Baixas or 
Penedés wines to choose from.

“I can’t stand tapas,” he confesses, 
meaning, he can’t stand the idea of 
tapas-style dining, hence the choice 
of place. We are in the right place 
for a full-portion, casual, sit-down 
lunch. Casas de comidas like this allow 
for a paced progression through the 
season’s flavors, captured in their menu 
de temporada, and simple yet well-
executed signature dishes. Although 
the idea of him – gregarious, outgoing 
- not being keen on eating tapas style 
catches me off guard. Fair enough. One 
should be able to have a nice, friendly 
chatter with everyone sticking to her or 
his own plate.  

A TRIP WITHIN A TRIP

At dusk I am Madrid-bound on the 
AVE, the high-speed train. The need 
for a coche-cama is now a thing of the 
past ever since the construction of 
high-speed trains started connecting 
Spain’s main cities. My first trip from 
Barcelona to Madrid, years ago with my 
cousin, was overnight. In the morning 
we woke up in our pajamas to snow 
flakes greeting us through the window, 
as the train slowed down taking its 
final push into Atocha station, in the 
heart of Madrid. Today, the same trip 
takes not even three hours. Traveling 
in almost no time between Spain’s two 
major cities has turned the capability of 
being ubiquitous almost into a reality, 
I reflect, while wolfing down a bikini 
sandwich (just boiled ham and cheese, 
no truffle or Iberian ham on this one), 
also referred to as mixto, and spilling in 
the process some coffee on my white 
shirt, minutes before descending the 
train. 

I decide to walk from the station on 
my way to meet a friend - a talented, 
but struggling actor that just moved 
into the big city to advance his career. 
– We catch up over a plate of sautéed 
níscalos (chanterelle mushrooms) and 
a glass of Rueda (a zesty white wine) 
at El Cisne Azul. The place may look 
like a bareto at first, but they cook 
mushrooms like no other. My friend 
hands me over a flyer for a play that he 
is in, which is about to open in a few 
days. Madrid’s contagious energy is all 
over the place. Here, the modern – as 
in Alberto Chicote’s Pan de Lujo- and 
old-fashioned coexist with ease. Bar 
hopping, from tasteful bite to tasteful 
bite of simple yet delightful tapas and 
raciones is the way to socialize and chat 
up. We end the night in Mercado de 
San Antón, a trendy spot in Chueca 
that offers dozens of tapas along with 
wines-by-the-glass to match. Break a 
leg, I say, as we walk apart at the end 
of the night.      

On the train back to Barcelona, I 
type a few recommendations for a 
friend in Austin, Texas, to pass along 
to her friend, a chef, who will land in 
San Sebastian in a matter of hours. 

Quaint San Sebastian in Spain’s Basque 
Country, I write, is a beacon of fine, 
heartfelt dining. The city is home 
to the strikingly beautiful Playa de 
La Concha and rumor has it that it 
holds the highest number of Michelin 
stars per square meter in Europe, 
which definitely is a good credential 
to claim your place in food heaven. 
Regardless of stats, what always has 
impressed me is its accessibility, how 
willing and eager to open their doors 
the local chefs and the food world as 
a whole are - from the cheese maker 
(Idiazábal, from sheep milk, made by 
shepherds in the mountains in smoked 
or un-smoked versions, is the specialty 
here) to the txacoli (a young, thirst-
quenching white wine, from local 
grapes) producers.

A walk in San Sebastian’s parte vieja – 
I continue - is the best way to get to 
see the display and bounty of seasonal 
ingredients. Seafood such as cod, 
anchovies, octopus, hake…; cheese, 
piquillo peppers or padrón peppers 
from Galicia and local meats fill the 
markets… Iberian ham has a place 
here too, as it does all over Spain.  
Going out for pintxos –the local name 
for tapas – just before lunch is blissful 
second nature among the donostiarras, 
the local inhabitants. Acclaimed 
chefs – Arzak, Aduriz, Subijana, 
Berasategui, to name just a few – are 
being key to defining the local food 
scene. Although, it’s good to bear in 
mind that - in addition to looking into 
traditional cooking and street life for 
inspiration - they also view seasonal 
ingredients as the key elements to their 
creations. Their cooking is further 
propelled by state-of-the-art technique 
and the unique approach to cooking 
ignited years ago by Spanish chefs - 
with Adrià and Arzak at the forefront. 
That shows all over the country, as 
you move from table to table, in 
well-defined, enlightening, flavors. It 
also shows abroad, as with chefs Alex 
Raij and Eder Montero’s unflagging 
efforts to demonstrate and teach about 
pintxos, Basque cuisine and more at 
Txikito in Chelsea, in New York City. 
The piperraks (blistered peppers) and 
the delicious ensaladilla rusa with picos 
de Jerez- a potato salad with homemade 

mayonnaise and tuna - come instantly 
to mind. Don’t be surprised – I wrap 
up - if you hear a hallelujah in the back 
of your head as you go for the first bite. 
That was my reaction when I tried 
Arzak’s Flor de huevo y tartufo en grasa 
de oca con chistorra de dátiles, his own 
homage to humble huevos con chistorra, 
some time ago. 

A SEASONAL CELEBRATION

This comida callejera – a neighborhood 
lunch on the street - takes place in early 
October year after year, just before the 
harvest, soon to unfold all over the 
country. The daytime celebration for 
which my friend Elisa is getting ready 
was set in question, blame it on the 
gloomy economy, if only to come back 
to the calendar in full determination. 
The food is all done and she runs in 
front of the mirror to apply some 
final touches of make up. This is after 
all a chance to gather and be merry 
and thankful around the table while 
sharing foods and dishes concocted 
in unison within the dozens of wall-
to-wall home kitchens in the upper-
middle-class neighborhood of Sarrià. 
Escalivada, brandada de bacallà, and 
other hearty Catalan dishes populate 
the table next to Moroccan breuats, 
paper-thin pastry leaves filled with 
almonds, chicken, onion and egg. Elisa 
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rejoices when the second leg of roasted, 
Canary-Island style ham comes out of 
the kitchen to be carved at the side of 
the table. As in Cuba or Puerto Rico, 
mild temperatures in the islands don’t 
allow for air curing. Dessert time is 
announced when a large bowl of polvos 
uruguayos is passed around. This is 
a more elaborate occasion than my 
sporadic escapes to Sarrià for a taste of 
patatas bravas over a clara - beer with 
lemonade - at Bar Tomás.

A WALK BEFORE SUNSET

My friends took off in the early 
morning. The night before their 
departure we had dinner at La 
Singular, in Gràcia, a small, affordable 
restaurant of Kahlo-esque colors and 
bold, seducing flavors, within walking 
distance from my apartment. I went for 
the toast topped with slices of banana 
and anchovies, followed by lamb with 
mint, accompanied by a Montsant 
wine. Earlier in the afternoon we 
visited a ferretería (a hardware store) in 
search of a cafetera for one of them to 
take back home.

I go out for a run. A friend is throwing 
a couscous dinner party later in the day, 
a good opportunity to reconnect with 
friends on this side of the ocean. He is a 
great cook, with dinner usually ending 

with a ceremonial serving of fragrant 
cilantro tea. In this sunny afternoon 
I find myself gravitating towards the 
beachfront despite the decreasing 
temperatures, the memory of the last 
time at the chiringuito de la Mar Bella, 
at the beginning of the summer, still 
lingering. I bump into familiar faces 
and join them at their table. It’s getting 
chilly. Over the last glass of sangría, 
Anna spills out a tiny secret of her own. 
She will be doing the hair and make up 
of the bride of R.A. – a famous dancer 
- on their wedding day. 

“Where is the wedding?”, I ask. 

“That, I can’t reveal”. 

It’s her Brazilian friend’s turn and he 
explains the reasons that made him 
move to Barcelona a few months ago. 
Chatting as the sun goes down behind 
the distant mountains I feel the new 
season growing in me. 

Jose G. Cabrera lives in Barcelona

A FEW ADDRESSES
(in alphabetical order):

Arzak
Avenida del Alcalde José Elosegi, 273  
20017 San Sebastián
+34 943 278 465
www.arzak.es

Bar Tomás
Mayor de Sarriá, 49  
08017 Barcelona
+34 932 031 077

Bodega Sepúlveda 
Sepúlveda, 173 bis  
08011 Barcelona
+34 933 235 944 
www.bodegasepulveda.net 

Deliciosa Marta
Pérez Galdós, 23
35002 Las Palmas de Gran Canaria 
+34 928 370 882 

Cisne Azul
Gravina, 19 
28004 Madrid
+34 915 213 799

La Singular
Francisco Giner, 50  
08012 Barcelona
+34 932 375 098

Mercado de San Antón
Augusto Figueroa, 24 
28004 Madrid
+34 913 300 730
www.mercadosananton.com

Pan de Lujo
Jorge Juan, 20  
28001 Madrid
+34 914 36 11 00
www.pandelujo.es

Quimet i Quimet
Poeta Cabanyes, 25  
08004 Barcelona
+34 934 423 142

Tapas 24
Diputació, 269  
08007 Barcelona
+34 934 880 977
www.carlesabellan.com/tapac24

The Bazaar
465 South La Cienega Boulevard  
Los Angeles, CA 90048, 
United States
+1 (310) 246 5545
www.thebazaar.com

Tickets
Avinguda Paral·lel 164
08015 Barcelona
+34 932 924 253
www.ticketsbar.es

Txikito
240 9th Avenue  
New York, NY 10001
United States
+1 (212) 242 4730
www.txikitonyc.com
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ARE WE 
THERE
YET?
Atrio Restaurant & Hotel, Cáceres
By Laura Turégano  //  Photos by Carles Allende

T here is an electrical sub-
station on the outskirts of 
Cáceres; it’s an image from my 

childhood. I would spot it from the 
backseat and ask, “Are we there yet?” 

“Almost,” my father always replied. 

Every December until my twenties, I 
would make the voyage from Madrid 
to Cáceres, my father’s hometown and 
the setting of my childhood Christ-
mases. 

Long lunches and never ending din-
ners took place around the brazier (it 
was the 70s in Spain) at my grandfa-
ther’s house. My beloved Tío Fernan-
do would sit with us, the kids, and tell 
jokes to make us laugh nonstop. Dogs 
were family members too, with their 
distinctive personalities: Terry, Chiri, 
my aunt’s dogs. 

To say that Cáceres is a gem is an un-
derstatement. 

Located in Western Spain near Portu-
gal, Cáceres is off the beaten track for 
most travelers, but I can assure you 
that it is well worth a visit. 

The old, medieval town of Cáceres, the 
Ciudad Monumental, is breathtakingly 
beautiful. Its gorgeous architecture cre-
ates a magical atmosphere. The Ciudad 
Monumental is still almost entirely sur-
rounded by the walls and towers built 
by the Muslims around 1184. These 
walls surround Roman, Islamic (Almo-
had), Gothic, and Renaissance build-
ings that are so well preserved that in 

1986 UNESCO declared Cáceres a 
World Heritage City. Today, as many 
as thirty towers from the Islamic pe-
riod are still standing, tall and proud, 
next to Gothic cathedrals, churches, 
and notable palaces that regional noble 
families commissioned throughout the 
centuries.

Though, from the outside, Cáceres 
might seem like a small town with no 
special appeal, appearances are deceiv-
ing. Cáceres not only has a thriving 
history but also a superlative gastron-
omy. The city is at the heart of Ibéri-
co Bellota, black foot country where 
pata negra, one of the top-rated Ibérico 
hams, is produced. 

Furthermore, with the opening of the 
Centro de Artes Visuales Fundación Hel-
ga de Alvear, Cáceres has also become a 
hub of culture and contemporary art. 
Bird lovers will not be disappointed 
by the National Park of Monfragüe, a 
wildlife sanctuary declared a Biosphere 
Reserve by UNESCO in 2003. 

In a town far more charming than its 
inconspicuousness would suggest, lies 
yet another rarity: Atrio Restaurant & 
Hotel.

Atrio is located next to the church of 
San Mateo, in the oldest area of the 
medieval town, which dates back to 
the 13th century. You could well pass 
by it and not notice. On the exterior, it 
is like any other of the “old buildings” 
of the casco viejo (old town). But past 
the local sandstone façade you will find 
a modern and sleek interior, in stark 

contrast to the Almohad, Gothic and 
Renaissance palaces that surround it. 

José and Toño hired one of Spain’s 
most sought-after architectural firms, 
Mansilla and Tuñón (also behind the 
Fundación Helga de Alvear nearby), to 
turn around a building where the new 
two-Michelin-star restaurant and five-
star chic boutique hotel would flour-
ish. 

Nothing in this enterprise was left un-
attended, every light or shadow was 
thoroughly planned and placed to cre-
ate a specific effect. The minimalism of 
the place is captivating-- the clean lines 
transmit a feeling of calm and peace. 
There is indeed an atrio (or atrium) at 
the heart of the premises: a small, en-
closed garden, a sort of empty void that 
connects the restaurant, the hotel, and 
the open kitchen.

Even the artwork hanging in the build-
ing belongs to the private collection 
of José and Toño. Andy Warhol, Sean 
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Scully, George Baselitz, Antonio Saura, 
Tracey Moffat, Santiago Sierra, Juan 
Muñoz, and Juan Barjola, are among 
the many artists present at Atrio. In-
deed, this project has been a labor of 
love and care, and you can feel it the 
moment you cross the threshold and 
Carmina Márquez, their general man-
ager, greets you. This triumvirate will 
make the term “a rare experience” rem-
inisce in your head for a long time.

But, I am meandering. Let me go back 
to the dining experience.

For more than two decades, the orig-
inal Atrio was regarded as one of the 
best restaurants in Spain. Having heard 
so much about this second incarnation, 
which boasted not only a restaurant 
but also a boutique hotel, I couldn’t 
resist paying a visit.   So I made reser-
vations for dinner with my sister, Ele-
na, to the dismay of our Tía Loli, who 
couldn’t believe that we were about to 
spend more than 125 Euros per person 
when she could prepare us a plate of 
croquetas, huevos fritos, and jamón ibéri-
co in no time and for free...

And what an experience it is. Before 
you even take a bite of the food, you 
know you’re in for a treat: the dim 
background accentuates the perfectly 
lit tables. The attentive and impeccable 
service dances seamlessly. 

Toño Pérez is a gifted chef that cooks 
with craft and passion. His food is full 
of authentic flavors presented with 
imagination and originality. Toño’s 
characteristic fare include, roasted scal-
lops with creamy boletus and truffle, 

ibérico panceta with lobster, pimentón 
and garlic, marinated carpaccio of gam-
bas with seasonal shoot salad... Superb 
and exquisite are two adjectives that 
come to mind when describing his cre-
ations. 

His sweet dishes are just as delicious 
as the savory Torta del Casar (a local 
classic) with quince paste and scented 
vanilla oil….

Being rookies, we had the menu de-
gustación or the tasting menu following 
the suggestions of the knowledgeable 
staff: five dishes and two desserts. One 
of my favorites was rodaballo with pul-
po garnish. 

We also relied on the staff’s sugges-
tions for wine. Their wine list is an 
overwhelming encyclopedia of around 
2,600 wines, mostly Spanish and 
French. In fact, once at Atrio, you ab-
solutely must ask the sommelier to visit 
the wine cellar. The underground cave 
houses a priceless collection of wines. 
“The chapel” -- Atrio’s jaw dropping 

rare collection area-- is dedicated to the 
legendary wines of Chateau d’Yquem. 
One bottle dates back to 1806. 

Yet, if you still have any concern, José 
and Toño are there for you. They con-
stantly (and discreetly) go around the 
tables to check in on your experience 
and make sure that you are really, really 
enjoying the food. If not, they will do 
whatever it takes for it to happen. 

José, Toño, and Carmina say Atrio is a 
“restaurant with rooms upstairs.” Be-
cause family called-- after all, I had al-
ready passed on Tía Loli’s croquetas-- I 
did not spend the night in the hotel. 

I returned in the morning for a tour, 
led by Carmina through the rooms, 
rooftop, gardens, kitchen, and even the 
back stairs. Carmina, enamored with 
the place herself, instructed us to place 
ourselves at different points in the 
rooms to appreciate the effects of light 
and the views. Her love for the place is 
clearly infectious; as I followed her lead 
I too fell in love with the place. 
 

I admit I had a Stendhal moment at 
Atrio. Did I pique your curiosity? v

Special thanks to José Polo, Toño Pérez, 
and Carmina Márquez, who opened their 
arms and spent long and real time with me 
talking, walking around, and making me 
feel special at Atrio. 

Special thanks to Danabelle Ignes. 

Atrio is part of the Relais & Châteaux 
collection.
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Excerpted from Gran Cocina Latina:The Food of Latin America by Maricel E. Presilla. Copyright © 2012
by Maricel E. Presilla. Used with permission of the publisher, W.W. Norton & Company, Inc.

KEY PROJECTS IN PERU FOR U.S. COMPANIES
•PeruModa (April 10-12)    •Expoalimentaria (Sept., 24-26)    •Peru Service Summit (June 19-21)    •Peru Gift Show (April 10-12)

•PeruMin (Sept., 16-20)    •Peru Travel Mart (May)    •Road Show InPeru USA at the NY Stock Exchange (January 28th)  
 •Launch of the International Year of the Quinoa (IYQ)

KEY PROJECTS IN U.S. FOR PERUVIAN AND U.S. COMPANIES
•Peruvian exhibits at the Fancy Food Show (June 30 - July 2)  •Peruvian exhibits at the Boston Seafood Show (March 10-12)  

•Peruvian exhibits at the NY Produce Show (Dec., 10-12)    •Peruvian participation at the Peruvian Textile and Apparel missions in February, 
March and September.    •Support to Pima cotton and Alpaca collection  •Promotion of Investment Opportunities in infrastructure, 

tourism, real estate, agribusiness, energy and gas projects.

For more information, contact:  commercial@ocpny.us or visit: www.perutradenow.gob.pe and www.proinversion.gob.pe.

E c o n o m i c - C o m m e r c i a l  O f f i c e  o f  P e r u  i n  N e w  Y o r k

Are you hungry?  In the last 10 years, Peruvian exports multiplied by 5 to get to 46 bn. Private 
investment surged from under 10 bn in 2003 to 44 bn in 2012. Investment in Peru has been turning heads 
not only in America, but all over the world. See how you too can benefit from this boom in New York!



FEATURED ARTIST

Giandomenico Tonatiuh Pellizzi
 ([G.T. Pellizzi]) was born in 1978 in Cuernavaca, Mexico. He studied Philosophy at St. Johns College and 
is a graduate from The Channin School of Architecture at the Cooper Union. G. T. has worked extensively 
in many seminal collaborative art projects and with various established artists. He has exhibited at the 
Whitney Museum of Art, MOMA PS1, Centre Pompidou, PAC Murcia, and the Fondazione Sandretto Re 
Rebaudengo and various art galleries in New York, Zurich, Berlin and London. His first exhibition as a solo 
artist, “Transitional,” at Y Gallery in September 2011 was reviewed in ArtForum and The Brooklyn Rail. This 
year he will be exhibiting at the Jeu de Paume in Paris, The Museo del Barrio Biennial, and a solo exhibition 
at Y Gallery in May. G. T. lives between New York and Mexico.

G.T.
PELLIZZI
Interview by Aldo Sánchez   

Conduits in Red, Yellow and Blue, 2011.  Light bulbs, 
galvanized steel, porcelain and wire. 48 x 38 inches

G.T. Pellizzi (right)  Aldo  Sánchez (left)
Photo courtesy of  Margarita Jimeno
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Aldo Sánchez: After working in a collective, how did you 
decide to start working as a solo artist?

G.T. Pellizzi: Well, I was interested in reconnecting with 
some things like my personal relations with Mexico and Eu-
rope, and exploring my own individual practice. I studied 
architecture and went traight into working collectively,  so 
I didn’t have very much experience producing by myself; it 
was a very interesting process for me, and a big challenge 
too. It is really great to get my own place, fix it up and start 
developing my ideas, working with crafts with people in 
Mexico and producing work, so…

AS: Why did you study Architecture as opposed to Visual 
Arts?

GT:  I almost had to trick myself into becoming an artist, 
it was a slow process of overcoming insecurities and taking 
art practice off the high pedestal I had placed it on. I even 
worked as an assistant for artists when I was in 
high school, especially for Ray Smith, but as 
a kid I had bought in to the whole idea of the 
artist genius: like there is no way I’m anything 
like Michelangelo so impossible to think I 
could make art. Then I studied Literature and 
Philosophy and that´s when I decided I wanted 
to do Architecture because I like using my hands 
and making things. So I wanted to do something 
that had a balance between intellectual rigor 
as well as manual labor. And also as  part  of a 
romantic Greek idea of doing physical and 
mental work in order to balance the two.

AS: What area of philosophy triggered your 
interest in making art?

GT:  I guess it was the Greeks.  Their  gymnasi-
um as an actual social space is very interesting to 
me. You know, they would wrestle and do sports and then 
they would go through the baths and wash after sweating 
or whatever, and then they would go into another space 
which is where they would discuss and debate politics and 
philosophy and everything. So a lot of plays and texts like 
Socrates’ dialogues would take place in that space. And 
so this relation between the physical and the mental was 
inspiring to me. The word poetry, [poiesis  in Greek] also 
means “to make”. There is a relationship between making 
things physically and creating thoughts intellectually.

AS: Your father is a scholar, art critic, collector with a 
great eye. Does he express opinion of your work?

GT:  It is intimidating at first. I guess that’s kind of why I 
slipped into making art almost secretly.

AS: In anonymity, in a way?

GT:  Exactly… anonymously in a group, so  it  wasn´t me 
there, as the person making the work. You know, I didn´t 

have to be the central figure or the persona of the artist 
which is always a cliché. When I studied architecture, I took 
some classes in the Art school, a few with the artists I ad-
mired, and so it was really hugely influential. I took a class 
with Walid Raad in my first semester and it completely blew 
my mind. I´ll never forget the first day of class. And then 
I also started doing projects, collaborations with my sister 
who is also an artist. It was a hugely inspiring moment for 
me. And then I just slowly started working with a collective 
while I was studying architecture, until it took over my life 
completely.

AS: Do you talk about your work with your dad?

GT: Absolutely. Now I consult him all the time. I tell him 
my ideas and we talk about things and he is an amazing 
resource; it’s always incredibly helpful to talk to him. And 

he is very supportive. At first I was a little 
more cagey about my work and things, 
but he´s always been very supportive and 
always there for exhibitions and openings 
and things like that. And also, you know, he 
has a lot of artist friends, established artists 
that are very influential to me also, and with 
them, I was always a little bit nervous about 
talking about my work.

AS: You have become more confident in that 
way, especially now as a solo artist…

GT: Yeah. Well, it’s harder now at the same 
time, because the responsibility is all on 
me, so it’s tougher and scary sometimes. 
But at least I have more experience with the 
process now so it’s also easier in some ways. 
It wasn´t like that two years ago.

AS: In regards to your background, your father is Italian 
and your mother is naturalized Mexican, American born 
with Irish-Swedish origins. How have these origins --and 
your being born in Cuernavaca yourself-- influenced your 
work?

GT: Hugely. It’s very important to me; my relationship with 
Mexico is very important. I love producing work there. It’s a 
very different space from producing in New York.

AS: The influence comes more from your Mexican part? 
You have lived most of your life in the States, right?

GT: Most of it, yes. Part of me is Italian, somehow it’s there, 
for sure. But I haven´t produced so much in Italy. I think, as 
an artist, surroundings are very important while producing, 
you know? I guess it’s not a great answer for that question 
[laughs]. But traveling is very important to me. It has been a 
huge part of my education.

Transtitional, solo show at Y Gallery, September 2011

The Red and the Black, 2012. Installation view at Untitled Art Fair, Miami, 2012. Installation of 91 oil on wood and dice paintings 14 x 9 x 12 ft.  

Knot abstraction #55, 2012. Oil enamel on aluminum mounted on plywood 18” x 27”
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AS: What is the worst culinary experience you have had?

GT: I remember when I first went to England. I was maybe 
18. I was shocked by how bad the food was. And it was just 
so hard to find a cheap meal. The only thing you could get 
that was cheap, it wasn´t even cheap, it was expensive, like $8 
for those little triangle sandwiches in a deli! And they were 
horrible, I hated those sandwiches. But, you know, I was a 
student and I couldn´t afford something else. Everything you 
ate was just bad food and it cost you like $40 in a restaurant. 
I couldn´t believe it. Now, England has many more different 
restaurants and it’s easier to find good food.

AS: What about the worst, total-disaster trip that you 
have experienced?

GT: Like the Hangover movie? Me, waking up in a brothel 
in Bangkok? [laughs] I want to say going to New Jersey 
or something… Oh, I remember: when I was maybe 14, 
Francesco Clemente invited me to go with his family to 
Jamaica and it was really great. 
Brice Marden was there,  so 
were two  of my favorite artists 
and we were having a great 
time. They  both have beautiful 
daughters, and Francesco and 
Alba  have  two twin sons, who 
were really cute;  they were like 7 
years old, we were all having a lot 
of fun and then, I suddenly got 
chickenpox.

AS: Wuuut?!

GT:  Yeah; I was horrified and I 
must have had one of the worst 
cases. I mean I didn´t feel sick but I was just covered, my 
entire body, and I didn´t know what was happening to me 
and I was so embarrassed. So I hid in my room for a day and 
I saw that it wasn’t going away. So, finally I told someone 
and they were freaked out too because none of their kids had 
gotten chickenpox. So I was basically hidden in my room 
in Jamaica,   and I couldn´t do anything for like 5 days. I 
couldn´t even fly back because I had chickenpox so I wasn´t 
allowed to get on the plane … it was terrible. That was my 
wonderful Jamaica vacation, which is actually amazing, 
Jamaica…

AS: If you want to pig out, what food do you choose? I like 
burgers and fries for a hangover.

GT:  Hangover food has to be greasy, fatty, you know? 
Eggs Benedict work well because its all that… hollandaise 
sauce! and then burgers are amazing but also chilaquiles are 
incredible. Fried eggs and some chorizo, yum!

AS: What about 4 a.m. and drunk?

GT:  Tacos, tacos, tacos!  Suadero  [tender beef cuts] and  al 
pastor  [Shepherd style, spicy marinated pork meat with a 
thin slice of pineapple].

AS: So you are serious about the right food for the right 
time?!

GT:  [laughs] Yeah. Oh, and I recall that my first words in 
Italian were Mangio un gelato a Venezia  [I eat an ice cream 
in Venice]. One day, my whole family went to Venice and I 
had my gelato in Venezia! And then, my first words in French 
were… I don´t know how it happened,   but I went with 
my mother and my sister to France and we stayed at one of 
my father’s  best friends, who is an academic, he teaches at 
La Sorbonne. We were in the plane and I asked my mother 
what she was going to order for food. I don´t remember 
what she told me but I was sure what I was going to order 
and it was going to be: Asperges et homard which is asparagus 

and lobster, the only words that I knew 
in French, I guess. So my mother was 
like no, absolutely not, you can´t order 
that.

AS: In a plane?

GT: No, no, we were in the plane but 
we were planning what we would order 
in Paris. So, this friend of my dad takes 
us to this restaurant and, you know, he 
is an academic, it’s not like he has tons 
of money. So everybody ordered and he 
turned to me and asked: What do you 
want? I don´t know how it happened 
but he said: You can have anything you 

want. And I said: anything? And then my mom looked at me 
like: No, don´t you dare.  So I did it, I ordered lobster; but it 
was not good, it was very disappointing.

AS: That´s funny because it’s not a popular combination, 
lobster and asparagus.

GT: [laughs] No, it’s not. I think I just liked the words, you 
know? I liked the way it sounded.

AS: It sounded very sophisticated…

GT: Asperges et homard… v

AS: Have you ever been a starving artist?

GT: Yeah, I was a Bushwick starving artist for a few years, 
maybe like 4 years and it was great to have my studio 
and apartment right next to each other. It was a very nice 
community around the studio with  events and parties. It was 
a very great time. Good times!

AS: Lunchtime is very different now for you. You used to 
eat with at least 5 other guys at the studio, and now you 
eat by yourself at your studio…

GT:  Yeah, at the studio we would put a grill on the street 
and make hamburgers and hot dogs all summer, which was 
incredible;  and now I only eat a salad for lunch.

AS: If you take someone to Mexico for the first time, where 
and what would you take him to eat? Like, you have to try 
this, its amazing!

GT: Escamoles and jumiles!

AS: Escamoles are amazing. Jumiles… I haven´t tried 
them. I guess I haven´t had the guts…

GT: [laughs] And to drink pulque in Huitzilac, in Morelos, 
right at the border of the State of Mexico.

AS: Do you crave more Mexican or Italian food?

GT: I crave more Mexican food. But I love both!

AS: Same question for Rome or Tuscany -the two places 
you are more familiarized with- where would you take a vis-
itor to eat?

GT:  The thing with Mexico and Italy is that even though 
you have good Mexican and Italian restaurants in the US and 
New York, its not the same experience of being in one of 
those places as it is to be in Mexico or in Italy, because its 
much more complete and diverse, you know? I was actually 
talking to someone who said that she had had the best meal of 
her life, a meal that she will always remember in Guadalajara, 
so whenever she goes to any Mexican restaurant in New 
York is never the same. And I agree, the things that you can 
experience in those places, is just a different reality, you know? 
So, in Italy, from the gelato to the little cheap restaurant 
where you can have great pasta… I remember when I was in 
Florence for one summer, where I would eat pasta for lunch 
for 6,000 liras which is maybe like $3,  and it was amazing, 
better than any pasta in any restaurant where you would pay 
30 euros. I love food. Food is one of my vices.

Transitional Geometry in Blue , 2011. Eggshell acrylic on plywood. 76 x 50 inches Les Jeux Son Faits, 2012. Sculpture, 9 x 8 inches
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Eat the Book
By James Willimetz

Don’t judge a book by its cover, they say. But, making 
my way out of the Shakespeare bookstore, I glance at 
the food section and there it is, beckoning, and I know 
right then and there that I won’t be able to walk out 
the door without buying it. Yes, the cover is intriguing-- 
a still-life photograph full of tropical fruits I should 
recognize, but don’t. However, the hook, line and sinker 
is the name, Gran Cocina Latina: The Food of Latin 
America. I have a nice belly to prove my attraction to 
the name. I pick this hefty 900-page book up and flip 
right to the index and look up—what else?—pisco, 
something I know a little about. I like what I find—
seems authentic and informative. Flipping through 
the pages more, I find recipes, cultural anecdotes and 
several historical essays exploring the culinary delights 
south of the border. I NEED this book, but at $45 it’s 
pricey. How can I justify buying it to my wife? Aha! It’ll 
be “her” Christmas present. It’s worked before. I carry 
it to the cashier.
 
Late at night, I sneak into it a while to get sleepy but 
it gives me insomnia. Too exciting. Can’t put it down. 
I email Chris, “I think I’ve found a perfect candidate 

to be your next Ultimate Latin Lover.” Maricel Presilla, 
the book’s author, is a Cuban American chef and, also 
the “co-owner of Zafra and Cucharamama, two pan-
Latin restaurants in Hoboken. She was named Best 
Chef in the Mid-Atlantic region by the James Beard 
Foundation. She holds a doctorate in medieval history 
from New York University.” Chris likes the idea and 
makes the contact and a week after Christmas, after 
getting our travel shots and passports, he and I set out 
on our expedition under the Hudson River to meet her 
at Cucharamama in that terra incognita, Nueva Jersey.
 
Ah, Love that wood burning brick oven. Smells heavenly. 
Well, Let’s go. How do you go from getting a doctor’s de-
gree in medieval Spanish history to . . .”
 
Cooking? Well, I’ve always liked to cook for many 
people. I come from a large family. My aunts were 
excellent cooks. So was my father. I was always helping 
out, I loved it. And then while I working on my degree 
at NYU in the 1980’s, one of the deans asked me to 
cook for a huge weeklong event celebrating the new 
Catalan Language Center at the school. It was amazing. 

THE ULTIMATE
LATINLOVER

MARICEL E. PRESILLA
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96     •    g r a n  C o C i n a  L at i n a

 
oF PEruvIaN CHiCHA aND LIzarDS

For years i have been fascinated by the expressive 
pottery of the Moche, a pre-inca people who lived 

and thrived in northern Peru between a.d. 200 and 
800. My first opportunity to learn more about their cul-
ture came in 2003, when i was invited to go to 
Huanchaco, a quaint fishing village not far from trujillo, 
to learn about the Moche Foodways archaeological 
Project led by Dr. george gumerman iv, an archaeolo-
gist and the chair of the anthropology department at 
northern arizona university in Flagstaff.

at the time, gumerman and his team were classi-
fying the remains of daily life excavated earlier at various 
archaeological sites in the Moche and Chicama valleys, 
the heartland of the Moche. under their microscopes, i 
could see minuscule seeds, broken corncobs, fish and 
animal bones, pieces of seaweed, shell fragments, and 
paper-thin peanut shells—the stuff ancient people had 
discarded after their cooking, found in pre-Columbian 
garbage dumps, gravesites, and kitchens. gumerman 
handled these seemingly insignificant objects like pre-
cious jewels.

Later, as i began to explore archaeological areas like 
el brujo, which are still under excavation, i saw the remains 
of a Moche kitchen excavated by gumerman, with big 
hearths and storage jars, not far from a large adobe-brick 
pyramid (huaca). the abundance of tiny corncobs all 
around it as well as the telling pottery fragments revealed 
that one of its functions was the making of chicha for the 
religious ceremonies performed at the huaca. this fizzy 
fermented brew was not only a staple drink and condi-
ment for food, but a sacred libation for the dead.

archaeologists view the size and complexity of 
pre-Colombian chicha kitchens (and food remains) as 
indicators of social and political organization. Highland 
chicha kitchens of the inca period were huge industrial 
facilities to supply the needs of a politically centralized 

society. the inca distributed chicha to the general popu-
lation and to their armies as food. the smaller size of 
Moche kitchens and hearths and the more modest stor-
age facilities for corn and chicha show that these com-
munities were politically decentralized, with 
self-sufficient households enjoying a great level of 
independence.

the memory of the ancient kitchen i saw at el brujo 
was alive in my mind the day i went lizard hunting at the 
tail end of my trip. archaeologist César gálvez, who has 
researched the history of reptile consumption in the 
region, took me to san Pedro de Lloc, in the province of 
Pacasmayo to the north, to meet alfonso tapia, a restau-
rateur of sorts who makes a living hunting lizards (cañanes) 
and cooking them for scores of devoted wild meat aficio-
nados. i had visions of a lithe native hunter armed with a 
sling, but when i showed up at his house at the crack of 
dawn, i found a muscular criollo rambo, dressed in cam-
ouflage fatigues and holding a scary rifle. We drove to a 
place called Las ruinas and stopped our truck on the edge 
of a rice field. We continued on foot to reach an acacia 
grove where lizards live and feed on the trees’ sweet pods. 
i knew we were near a huaca. Crunching beneath my feet 
were human bones and pottery shards, seashells, and 
minuscule corncobs dug out by looters.

as i knelt to examine the corn, a couple of cañanes 
scurried over the hot sand, seeking shelter under a spiny 
bush. tapia got his rifle ready. With a single shot to the 
head, he killed one of the animals. He kept shooting 
lizards for our lunch, and i walked toward an earth 
mound nearby. on my way, i saw hundreds of tiny des-
iccated corncobs and large pieces of thick pottery 
blackened by fire, and i immediately knew these were 
the remains of a kitchen producing chicha to serve the 
ritual needs of a ceremonial center. vicariously, i had 
become an archaeologist.  ◇

GranCocinaLatina.indb   96 9/11/12   3:42 PM

At the event I met Montse Guillén, a fabulous Catalan 
cook and got into catering with her briefly. We even did 
a medieval dinner at the house of one the Whitney’s. 
Through her I also became friends with Felipe Rojas-
Lombardi, a Peruvian chef of the Ballroom restaurant 
in Chelsea. Felipe had been an assistant to cookbook 
author and teacher James Beard. One time I was visiting 
Felipe in the kitchen and he said, “Well, if you’re going to 
be here more than fifteen minutes, you’re going to have 
to cook.” He handed me an apron and I made a desert, 
a flan. It sold and I started working there part time. He 
trained me. I worked at all the stations. And then he 
found out I could write and I started writing recipes 
for him. I helped him with his book: the Art of South 
American Cooking. It was a tremendous experience for 
me. I met a lot of key people at the Ballroom. I really 
started to like this world of the kitchen. Things started 
to happen. I became involved in the world of cooking 
from the top up. I got work as a restaurant consultant, 
wrote columns on cooking and got a spot on a radio 
show.
 
Presilla calls one of the waiters over.
 
We should get some appetizers.
 
She orders some and keeps them coming.
 
          Beef empanadas, chimichurri sauce
        Crunchy Peruvian-style calamari, with rocoto and 
tamarillo sauce
          Tatacua shrimp, panca pepper sauce
 
Did you ever get to use your PhD?
 
I had a double life. I was cooking and working on my 
dissertation. When I finished it, I went to teach at 
Rutgers University. I got a fellowship in history and 
poetics (laughs). They gave me a super load because 
they had fired one of the professors. I ended up teaching 
all the core courses. I had hundreds of students. It was 
wonderful but a lot of work. I decided I liked the world 
of food even more. It was a more generous world. I 
realized I could do everything. I could be independent, 
I could write and teach, I could even do history through 
food. I started writing for magazines. I wrote a few 
books. Finally, I got a contract to write this big book. 
So every time I had a vacation, I would travel  . . . to 
Mexico, to Guatemala, everywhere. As a historian, I 
applied whatever I knew about research to the task at 
hand.
 

          Piquillo peppers filled with Caribbean pumpkin and 
Manchego cheese
       Crusty olive country bread with Serrano ham and 
Manchego cheese
          Duck braised Peruvian-style with chicha de jora and 
mirasol pepper
 
How were your gastronomic trips?
 
I know how to cook, but I had to teach myself the foods 
of Latin America because being Cuban doesn’t prepare 
you to cook Peruvian or Mexican. I always say this book 
could only have been done in this country. If I had been 
in Peru, I wouldn’t have been able to get the chiles from 
Mexico. If I had been in Mexico I wouldn’t have been 
able to get Andean hot peppers. We can only find all 
the ingredients from all the Latin countries here in the 
States. This is the country that allows you to do pan-
Latin cooking. Most of the ingredients I use in my book 
I got locally, so close to my home.
 
          Crunchy plantain “sparks” with cilantro sauce
          Roast leg of pork in aji Amarillo adobo
              Chilean beef and chicken potpie with a fresh corn 
crust, spice pebre sauce
 
These appetizers are great. This restaurant is your book, 
no?
 
Well, I’ve tried out most of the recipes here. I always say 
to come here is to eat the book.
 
Your book is the latest of your many achievements. 
You’ve got your restaurants, your store, your other books. 
You’ve even cooked at the White House for Obama during 
Spanish Heritage month. What’s next? Any plans to open 
a restaurant in Manhattan?
 
Not really. Too stressful. Too much traffic. I’m happy 
here.
 
Well, I guess if she can run all over Latin America to 
collect the material for this book, I guess I can cross 
the river to Hoboken more often. It’s a ten-minute ride 
from Penn Station and Imperio Presilla is ten-minute 
walk from the station. I’ve already been back twice with 
my family. And when I can’t go there, I can eat the book. 
My wife just wants to know when she’ll get a chance to 
look at “her” Christmas present. v

Excerpted from Gran Cocina Latina:The Food of Latin America by Maricel E. Presilla. 
Copyright © 2012 by Maricel E. Presilla. Used with permission of the publisher, W.W. Norton & Company, Inc.
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When Pablo
met Mattie:

African Culinary Ingenuity
from Lima to Memphis

By Danielle Bell  //  Photos by Chloe Apple Seldman

Louisville, Kentucky, Christmas 
Day 2012

Nana (or Mattie Jones as she is 
also known) had been awake since 
5:30 am, barbecuing ribs, preparing 
chitterlings, and baking three hams-
- a cured country ham and two glaze 
hams topped with pineapples. In 
her backyard she’d smoked a turkey 
and a duck bought especially for me. 
Her crown roast of pork was by then 
finished. Cajun cabbage stewed and 
collard greens bubbled on her stove 
top. Pablo and I arrived early.

We had come with plans to glean what 
secrets and insights we could get from 
the seventy-nine year old’s extensive 
life in food. It was a meeting I’d long 
anticipated-- Pablo from Lima, Mattie 
from Memphis. Though there are forty-
four years between them, both share 
an approach to cooking that reveres 
tradition while relishing spontaneity 
and improvisation. I knew that they 
would be at ease in one another’s 
company.

Pablo and I made for an eager audience 
watching my grandmother as she 
prepared her apple sage dressing. While 
smashing celery and onion into day old 
cornbread she recounted scenes from 
her mother’s table: cow hearts stuffed 

with rice and smothered in gravy, 
crispy breaded pig ears, chicken livers 
and gizzards dredged in flour and fried. 
These were the foods of her South, 
where the humblest ingredients were 
served on the finest china one had. As 
mesmerized by her words as we were 
the smell of her ribs, we asked for a few 
to snack on and like all grandmothers 
she granted us our treats.

There was never a lull in conversation. 
After Nana told her tales of pig’s feet, 
lard, and buttermilk, Pablo spoke of the 
many flavors of Peru. He paid particular 
attention to the African contribution 
to Peruvian cuisine and culture, 
beginning with anticuchos. Though 
the Incas ate llama hearts in precolonial 
South America, anticuchos in their 
current form–heavily spiced bites of 
cow heart served on skewers–arrived by 
way of African Peruvian slaves. Much 
like the ears, feet, and innards North 
American slave owners cast off to their 
slaves, the Spanish elite, too found 
offal and such cuts unfit for their own 
bodies. And just like American slaves 
Afro-Peruvians transformed organs 
and discarded bits of meat into grand 
culinary achievements. What’s more, 
although offal has only become trendy 
in the United States in recent years, 
anticuchos are ubiquitous. In Peru they 
are popular street fare and abroad it is 

rare to encounter a Peruvian restaurant 
that does not include them on the 
menu.

The origin of anticuchos resonated 
with Nana. Whether speaking of New 
Orleans, Chincha, or Port au Prince 
the story of Africans in the Americas 
is one of resilience and invention. 
Naturally, food belongs at the center 
of this narrative. When Pablo spoke of 
cau cau, an Afro Peruvian stew of tripe, 
potato, and aji amarillo, Nana offered 
a number of dishes from the American 
South that illustrated this shared 
history. Indeed, some were on the table 
before us: a can of pickled okra–a gift 
from a sympathetic friend whose crop 
had fared better than hers; ribs, one the 
toughest parts of the pig, marinated 
in vinegar, pepper, salt and spices, and 
grilled until tender, a process similar 
to that of anticuchos; collard greens 
seasoned with salt back pork and ham 
hocks; and chitterlings.

Ah, chitterlings. Perhaps no dish brings 
to mind American slavery and Black 
ingenuity more so than a boiling pot 
of pig’s intestines–certainly, you’d be 
pressed to find an ingredient lowlier 
than the guts of a pig. And yet, a plate of 
chitterlings topped with white vinegar 
and hot sauce is considered a delicacy, 
reserved only for special occasions. A 
dish so reverential that one wakes up at 
the crack of dawn to prepare them for a 
curious Peruvian guest.
                                    
                            *
         
With de Porres, our dinner series and 
catering company, Pablo and I are on 
a constant search for ingredients and 
dishes that evoke memory, history, 
and pleasure. Our recent holiday 
gathering around my grandmother’s 
table was a part of this journey. It 
continues here with my recipe for 
Hoppin’ John. Invented by American 
slaves and beloved by Southerners of all 

stripes, it is a mix of black-eyed peas, 
rice, and greens, seasoned with ham 
hocks. Traditionally it is eaten on New 
Years Day with the hope that it will 
bring good luck, as the black-eye peas 
themselves are sign of prosperity. This 
New Years Day Pablo observed two 
traditions. First we sprinted around our 
block, adhering to the Peruvian belief 
that a run at midnight will promise 
travel in the coming year. Next we dug 
into bowls of Hoppin’ John. 

My recipe is a bit different from most, 
as it contains garlic. Additionally, I’ve 
chosen black rice over white. While 
either would be great, I prefer black 
rice in this dish for its nutty flavor, high 
nutritional value, and gorgeous color. 
However, do be sure to cook the rice 
separately. Otherwise, you’ll wind up 
with a pot of purple beans. 

Enjoy.
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A note on ham hock: In The Gift of Southern Cooking, Scott Peacock and Edna Lewis caution against 
supermarket smoked ham hocks, because of their synthetic chemical taste. With this in mind, be careful 
in regards to where you get your meat. If possible procure yours from a trusted butcher. A slab of bacon, 

country ham, or cured European ham such as jamón serrano would work fine, as would a pig’s foot.

In a heavy soup pan or dutch oven, saute the onions and carrot with olive oil and bay leaf. After two minutes 
add the garlic and continue sautéing for an additional two minutes. Next add the water and ham hock. Cover 

and simmer for at least an hour, allowing the ham hock to impart its flavor into the water. Taste the water 
before adding the beans; you want it to taste of pork. Add the black-eyed peas and simmer for forty minutes. 
When beans are tender, cut off the heat and add kale. Cover. After five minutes your kale will have cooked. 

Season with salt, cayenne, and black pepper to taste. Either serve over a bed of rice or add the rice to the pot. 
Garnish with chopped scallions.

Hoppin’ John
makes six hearty servings

Ingredients:

1 tablespoon of olive oil
1 medium sized carrot diced
1 medium sized onion diced

1 bay leaf
4 minced garlic cloves

1 ham hock 
11/2 cups of black-eyed peas that have been soaked

3 cups of water
1 cup of cooked black rice

2 cups of chopped kale
Kosher salt to taste
Cayenne to taste

Black pepper to taste
Garnish with chopped scallions
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Q&A
RICHARD PEÑA

By Caitlin Purdy & Chris Yong-García

Richard
Peña
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It would be no understatement to say that Richard Peña has 
transformed the landscape of cinema. Peña’s taste for film knows no 
geographical bounds. He has a true talent for exploring global cinema’s 

most uncharted terrains, brining back the best foreign films to American 
viewers. During his twenty-five year tenure as the director of the Film 
Society of Lincoln Center the film aficionado introduced the world to 
a vast array of films representing various countries, from China to Iran 
to Argentina, helping to launch the careers of directors such as Abbas 

Kiarostami, Pedro Almodóvar, Edward Yang, and Bernardo Bertolucci. 

Born in 1953, Peña grew up in East Harlem and Queens, the son of a 
Spanish mother and a Puerto Rican father. He fell in love with film at an 
early age; in 1965 at the age of 12 he attended his first New York Film 
Festival. He has returned every year since, missing only one festival in 

1974 while traveling through Latin America. 

Peña, who reportedly views an average of 2,700 films a year, graduated 
from Harvard in 1975, where he specialized in Latin American literature 
and history. He later earned a Master’s degree in film from Massachusetts 

Institute of Technology. Prior to joining the Film Society at Lincoln 
Center in 1988, Peña taught film studies at Berkeley and later directed 

the Art Institute of Chicago’s Film Center between 1981 and 1988. Peña 
is also a professor at Columbia University, where he teaches international 

cinema and film theory, founding the MA program in Film Studies: 
History, Theory and Criticism. 
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1 - You’ve mentioned that after 25 years of intense 
work at the Film Society of Lincoln Center you want 
to slow down a bit and do some traveling on your 
own terms. Are there any specific places that you are 
planning to visit?

Actually, I think what I would most like to do is to go 
places and stay for periods of time, usually as a universi-
ty professor. I will be teaching in France for four weeks 
this summer, and am exploring possibilities in Brazil 
and Japan as well.

2- You’ve also mentioned that you have a desire to 
teach abroad. What would be your dream city to live 
and teach in?

I’ve often mentioned to friends and family that my ide-
al life would be four months every year in Tokyo, four 
months in Paris, and four months in New York.

3- While at Harvard, you chose to write your honors 
thesis on Brazilian and Argentinian cinema, after 
spending a year traveling throughout Latin America. 
How did that trip affect you? Did it trigger a new ca-
reer trajectory? Which cities did you visit?

At that time--the early/mid-Seventies--the academic 
discipline of film studies was really in its infancy in the 
US; my trip affected me in that afterwards, I knew that 
whatever I did in life, it would be connected to film. I 
wasn’t sure, though, what that would or could be.

While traveling in Latin America in 1974/75, I spent 
about 5 months in Rio, 1.5 months in Sao Paulo, and 
then about 2 months in Buenos Aires. I then spent 
about two months traveling from Buenos Aires to Mex-
ico City, where I spent a bit less than a month before 
heading back to New York.   

4- How do you feel that Latin American cinema has 
evolved during the last decade? Do you think that 
there is any specific country taking the lead on pro-
ducing great work? 

For me, the past decade or so of Latin American film 
production has been, artistically, the most interesting 
decade since the Sixties. The current movement can 

be said to have started in Argentine at the end of the 
1990s, but soon there was exciting new work coming 
from Mexico, Chile, and other countries as well. Some-
thing new about this current LA film wave is that it is 
indeed region-wide, with countries such as Colombia, 
Peru and Uruguay now producing important films. 

5- You grew up in East Harlem and Queens, the son 
of a Puerto Rican father and Spanish mother, and I 
imagine that there were always delicious foods and 
flavors emerging from the kitchen. How would you 
describe your relationship to food back then? Any 
special dish that you can recall?

In my family, the food obsession was especially acute 
because my Castilian grandfather was a trained chef 
who worked at the Hotel Pierre.  Sunday lunches were 
extraordinarily sumptuous affairs that lasted hours. Ev-
erything was great, but I still maintain my abuela made 
the best arroz con leche I’ve ever eaten.  

6- I think that there is an interesting juxtaposition 
to be found between film and food: both help us to 
develop a better understanding of the world and its 
places; both provide us with a taste of what a coun-
try or city is really all about. Is your taste for food as 
sophisticated and adventurous as your taste for cine-
ma? Do you cook?

I love to cook, and indeed I’ve discovered over the years 
that many filmmakers are accomplished chefs.  I’d like 
to believe that I have a pretty adventurous culinary pal-
ette, although being vegetarian does restrict my culinary 
choices somewhat.

7- How did you become fluent in Spanish? Were you 
raised speaking it at home from an early age? Are 
you fluent in any other languages?

We mixed Spanish and English pretty regularly at home, 
and I consider myself pretty much bilingual, although I 
write much more easily in English. I speak Portuguese 
and French fairly well, and also get along in Italian, 
German and Russian. 

8. How do you relate to your Hispanic/Latin heritage 
and how does this intersect with your relationship 
with film? Do you see yourself as the “Latino” who 
has brought the best cinema of the world to all New 
Yorkers?  

Even though I grew up in neighborhoods that always 
had significant Latino populations, I think I always 
grew up feeling that as a Latino I was always an “out-
sider” to American culture. At home we would always 
speak about “los americanos,’ which meant people who 
weren’t us.

I think when I was traveling in Latin America and I be-
gan discovering all this wonderful Latin American cin-
ema, I became aware of how much standard film histo-
ries--the few that existed back the--simply ignored Latin 
American film production, a cultural prejudice I was 
already aware of from my studies of literature. Part of 
my desire to promote and teach Latin American cinema 
was later transferred to my interest in Chinese cinema, 
and then Iranian cinema, and then Korean cinema...
and so forth. I think those feelings of “outsiderness” al-
ways encouraged me to look beyond what the authori-
ties were offering me.  

9. Let’s say that it’s your birthday and your family 
would like to take you out for a special dinner in the 
city. Where would they take you?

Who’s paying?  If I’m with my wife and three children, 
it’s sometimes hard to find a cuisine we all want at that 
moment. I’m a big fan of Indian food, but once you’ve 
had really good Indian food, it’s hard to eat what you 
can find in most neighborhoods. My wife and I enjoy 
Ethiopian food, which we often ate when she was doing 
her medical residency in Washington DC.

10- If there were an intergalactic film festival and you 
were asked to submit three films from Latin America 
or Spain, which films would you send?

Hmmm...I’m assuming this is a way of getting me to 
name the three greatest Latin American films/Spanish 
films of all time. Very hard to do. If I sent them VIR-
IDIANA (1961, Luis Bunuel, Spain/Mexico), TERRA 
EM TRANSE (1967, Glauber Rocha, Brazil) and LA 
CIENAGA (2001, Lucrecia Martel, Argentina), I think 
they’d be pretty happy--and impressed. v

“If I sent them VIRIDIANA (1961, Luis Bunuel, Spain/Mexico), 
TERRA EM TRANSE (1967, Glauber Rocha, Brazil) and

LA CIENAGA (2001, Lucrecia Martel, Argentina), I think they’d 
be pretty happy--and impressed.”
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WHAT’S COOKING! 
ON THE NEXT LATIN LOVER ISSUE:
An special on the magic world of Ceviches!
Ceviche de Pejerrey @ San Bartolo beach, Lima-Peru. Photo courtesy of  Eduardo Crosato Neumann.


