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The man from Andalusia 

 

Lorca! The name alone is like a poem and evokes a certain part of Spain. Everything Federico García 
Lorca wrote had the stamp of Andalusia and I say that almost literally because the sun and the deep 
shadows, the flight of the swifts, the olives, the heat, the wheat and silhouettes of horses, bulls and 
bullfighters impregnate everything he wrote, along with a sense of tragic beauty and an exultant 
nostalgia for love. Gypsy and Arab blood unite in Andalusia and also a threatening dark Christianity. 
The sound of the flamenco guitar, even just a single chord, is enough to evoke Lorca and his 
terrifying faith in the possibility of love. His homosexuality pitted him against prevailing winds and 
tides. It was a condition which had no place within the macho stance expected of the male 
Andalusian. 

Because of all of this, he had to explore poetry in order to find himself within the impossible. The 
whole lot was able to appear and express itself (although often between the lines) in his grand dramas 
"Blood Wedding" and "The House of Bernarda Alba"; but above all, and forever, in his poetry, in 
which a place is set for the "Fiesta", as in this book. Everything held back the heart and everything 
aspired towards heaven and the blazing Andalusian sun which burned out melancholy, leaving a space 
for ecstasy, like the trumpet, castanets, fireworks and the fandango. 

Lorca was in the midst of all this and gave it name. His name contains eternity, but he had to give his 
own life to those who only believed in death. This is concealed within the paradox which is the 
condition of all art; the contradictory event which, under pressure, produces the spark that gives life 
to a poem. 

Today there is a statue of Federico García Lorca in the Plaza Santa Ana in Madrid. He himself was 
always in ecstatic motion halfway to heaven and poignant unto death. It is worth celebrating when he 
invites you to a Fiesta. 
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