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It’s difficult to imagine it, and I suppose the square must have changed to the point where it would 

seem unrecognisable to the person who once walked in it, one hundred years ago. Not only the look of 

the fronts of its buildings, but also its passers-by and the noise in the background. During the ten 

minutes I have spent in the square the traffic has not ceased, that type of traffic one finds in quarters 

with narrow streets, modest shops, reduced versions of big supermarkets and real estate offices with 

unpretentious names. I came to this Plaza de los Lobos in Granada with the perhaps naïve hope of 

catching a breath or a small remnant of the early life of José Guerrero. 

 

The visit to the square and the surrounding streets where Guerrero once lived was left for the last day 

of my stay in Granada. It was so because I had had no time during the previous days, though I like to 

think I left it late because I saw it as the best farewell for my trip. Now that I think of it, I realise that I 

have made three trips to Granada and that two of them have had José Guerrero as its main cause. 

Four years ago I came in a hurry to visit his museum which, at that moment, seemed ready to close; 

now, a week ago, I have travelled with a pleasure uncontaminated by urgency to enjoy the exhibition 

taking place for his 100th anniversary and to speak with Yolanda Romero, director of that Centro José 

Guerrero that, happily, never did close. 

 

Now I look at the pictures I took in the Plaza de los Lobos and try, and fail, to imagine a Guerrero in 

shorts on his way to school or playing football. But I do not know the face of that child and I know that 

the place has changed radically. It still possesses the name, but the square, which I imagine more bare 

than it is today, was then probably surrounded by small houses and the rumour of the city was 

probably much different to the sounds I hear of diesel engines and people talking on mobile phones. 

And yet this square, pleasant but in no way exceptional, a square like any other, has for me a certain 

enchanting air. I have read much about José Guerrero and during this visit to Granada I have felt the 

need not only to view his paintings again but also to make an incursion, however modest and 

untimely, into his life outside the studio and the museum. It is, I now think, the same thing I have come 

to do in my visit to the Centro José Guerrero: someone who lives on reproductions knows only a pale 

version of the paintings, a visual knowledge which is, inevitably, partial. 

 

The Plaza de los Lobos of José Guerrero no longer exists. It has been distorted by time and yet I am 

able to bring it to life again if while I am in it I think of the words I have read, Guerrero’s memory as if it 
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were my own, just as the reproduction of his paintings can only inspire my full enthusiasm if in the 

depth of my memory I preserve the impression of their physical presence. 

 

 

 
 

The Plaza de los Lobos in Granada. 


