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Biel Mesquida, in his 
research, does not establish 
the call to disorder that has 
usually been foisted upon 
him. This chaos is on the 
whole stirred up by the 
society of terror that wants 
to justify its practices of 
bullet-proof impenetrable 
control, something that the 
writer specifically places 

in evidence. To do so he rummages in the breaches, in the 
wounds, testing his words in frontier spaces while at the 
same time using texts as perturbing signals that can and 
want to affect how the established systems, be they social, 
political or literary, function. Seen in this way, his texts are 
a permanent interrogation of these systems, of their identity 
and a form of monitoring, an observation, of their mutating 
capacities and incapacities. And for this reason, he once 
again uses in this novel, as a metaphor, for the destabilising 
and work of the devil, the amour fou on the one hand, and on 
the other, the scenographic reverse of Acrolla’m, with which 
he attacks the medallion and the preserved, mythicised and 
diorama-like image of the island of Mallorca. 

Always with the aim of dissenting from discursive 
marginality and of becoming actively resistant. The 
documentary marquetry of the novel is laid out in a trio of 
voices, three soloists that interweave into a true piece of 
chamber literature. Far from the multitudinous reredos 
that he will use in later work, here he plays upon the text 
as a space that resonates with the dovetailing of voices in 
a spectral vision of history and literary tradition. From the 
intimacy of the solos that intertwine, far from the epic of the 
novel, these texts are exercises in deriving and devouring: 
straying and generic contamination, the unravelling of the 
warp and weave of the narratives from positions that incite 
multiple displacements and accentuate the notion of flight, 
assemblage and a disintegration that doesn’t camouflage 
the discontinuities, nor make their crooked and diffident 
manners, nor the narrative inclemency to which the reader is 
exposed, disappear. 

A novel that is written in disarray, that disperses in search 
of overcoming its own limitations. A truly sponge-like 
literature that devours and sucks the blood from tradition, as 
the voices rummage around in the three great contemporary 
models of the 20th century: Mercè Rodoreda, Josep Pla and 
Llorenç Villalonga. While they confer and recognise their 
authority, they precipitate into variation, always with 
lacunae, inscribed from the overture, from the possible 
declinations of the discursive tones of the masters that have 
served as their generators, not of singularity, but as a means 
of entering into the flow of production: literary tradition as 
a workshop, tools to be used, where he exposes himself as an 
accidental parasite and as a proliferation. Always retractable 
he produces literature in the form of discharges, where 
writing is already this rereading, a jogging of the memory –in 
lands of chronic amnesia – that appears as a task of continuity 
and excision, a textual reopening of the past on the present. 
In a spectral manner they are the classic texts that they read 
us today.

And the informal you. He is on intimate terms with 
the living and the dead. There are splits, reproaches, 
interrogation and the drive of this constant presence and 
questioning of the speaker. If the I, to all effects identifies, 
the you is ambiguous because it is shy and accusing, exposing 
the faults or making commands. An inner voice, a retreat 
from where to question the tangle of lives of Acrollam, this 
reserved simulacra, this inverse mirror that globalisation 
directs on the local space, enabling it to outline and replicate 
the multiplying and disperse panorama that makes us appear 
to be in the world and that is a metaphor for contemporaneity 
and the transitory nature of almost everything. It is in this 
text that one needs to look for the seeds of the books that will 
follow; T’estim a tu or Acrollam, where what is written will 
already be presented as coagulated moments of centrifugal 
words that try to outline this form of resistance between the 
resort island and the museumification of local remains, in a 
spiral where any place is on either side. 

L’adolescent de sal 
(The salt adolescent)

Barcelona: Edicions 62, 1975.

A cult novel in contemporary 
Catalan literature that was 
rejected by various publishers, 
which after winning the 
Prudenci Bertrana Prize in 1973 
was banned from publication 
by Francoist censorship until 
1975. A form of literature that 
detoxifies, with a veritable art 
of stripping bare, which uses 
narrative models that salinate. 

While appearing to be an investigation into adolescent 
identity, it crystallizes into a conglomerated mass that at times 
is solid and at others dissolves into a flow of words. Literature 
from the gutter, that has been read too historically within the 
experimental framework of the seventies, as a symbol of an 
era, with the aim of pinning it down, but that fails to explain 
the true drift of this mass which insinuates textual forms 
that always go that bit further. As if the writing was waiting, 
for example, for an electronic edition capable of placing in 
evidence the true artefact of this textual essay that never quite 
achieves a fixed form, something it specifically rejects. 

The adolescent is the subject in process, a true parable 
of immaturity that doesn’t want to conform, with what 
everyone expects of him nor to fulfil his destiny. For this 
the writing takes its form from a process of pulling apart. 
Fragments are drawn away from any guiding organisation 
and frenetically refer to quotations, to an intertextuality 
that recycles, re-qualifies and samples, to self-fiction, 
the newspaper, to the logbook, the pile of papers, to the 
annotation, the draft, the collage, meta-literary illusions in 
a veritable palimpsest. The aim of presenting itself within 
this discursive heterogeneity is not simply a rebellious and 
iconoclastic experiment that we can anchor within a specific 
era transforming the work into a symbol of a time and a 
search for identity, thereby converting it into a counter effigy 
of late Francoist Spain. If in the text we are the offspring of 
this process of putrefaction that the author virulently attacks, 
it is also true that it crystallises the gamble on a literary 
direction that Biel Mesquida will maintain in his work right 
up until today. 

It is the story of a young boy from Majorca, who flees and 
loses himself and in getting lost on his way from the island to 
Barcelona, he finds the salt of the earth. Hence why he is the 
salt adolescent: echoing the close link between knowing and 
savouring, having taste. But without ever abandoning the 
sacrificial connotations of being something that disinfects 
and that acts as a barrier against evil. We are in a literary 
territory of sterility and desertification, of the salt that is 
most lethal, related to pain but also to thirst, that element of 
vitality that understands salt as fertility. The true protagonist 
of this work is the salax of the Romans, the man in love, flesh 
of desire, the ferment of life. It is this irresolvable duality 
inscribed in the text, that gives voice to the irritation of the 
dispossessed, that shatters the eclipse and flees towards a 
narrative desert, that solely retreats, that grafts itself on to 
the instrument of alarm yet at the same time is the writer 
of combustion with the air of en exhausted fireman, who 
breathes the smoke with the pleasure of a pyromaniac.  

To read it simply as a disordered experimental avant-garde 
text from the seventies, stagnant and with no continuity 
in the Catalan literary system, is to fail to see his writing 
as a habitual and curious search that connects with the 
new phenomena of electronic poetic and narrative forms. 
That connects with the manifestations of cultural and 
textual hybridisation, the periphery and the emergence of 
proposals that arise out of emigration, subordination and the 
diaspora, out of literary exiguity. A mosaic, a kaleidoscopic 
and arborescent puzzle, that at every turn can be read within 
the context of multi-modal discursive strategies, a galaxy of 
interconnected texts, a nebulous of fragments that are barely 
fixable, ever evanescent and unsteady.  A written event, of a 
fragile and ephemeral configuration, as literature already is 
this constellation, this fluidity. 

Els detalls del món
(World minusculae)

Barcelona: Editorial 

Empúries, 2005.

This is the second work that 
comes from the cròniques 
(chronicles) that Biel 
Mesquida has published in 
the newspapers since 1999. 
These urgent pieces of prose 
adapt to the contemporary 
metamorphosis and fluctuation 
of the fractured insular 
panorama that establishes 

itself as a metaphor for the soluble and instantaneous world 
of the 21st century. In these brief and fragmentary texts, 
urgency is the equivalent of the current disseminated and 
sporadic landscapes, this literary nanotechnology seeking the 
mechanisms to infiltrate the fluid channel surfing. He writes 
in this incommodity, that is neither document nor fiction, 
so as to capture the most fugitive present from the position 
of a generic frontier that stems from the recycling of texts, 
from existing material published in the newspaper or on the 
blog. Isolated in these spaces they propose a separate reading, 
an isolated fragment, or one floating in the promiscuity 
of the rush of the constant avalanche of information, but 
that reread in the cyclorama that is Els detalls del món, 
takes on new meanings in a process of continuous textual 
reassigning. No longer a simple collection of articles, they 
come to form histories of an archipelago, showing their 
intermittency in a catalogue of instants, an atomised reredos 
that talks of the dead leaves left by History, the concrete 
reality from the insignificant note that is capable of revealing 
this frieze that interweaves comedy and tragedy with the 
banality of the hyperbolic detail. And it is this hypertrophy 
of the minutiae that enables him, with the incisive derision 
of an uncompromising gaze, to paint the picture of the 
asphyxiating reality of the leaflet that envelops us. That 
deforms whoever does not conform. 

Biel Mesquida has known how to find the way to talk about 
this amorphous, informal space that is the present in these 
kind of synoptic pictures where what is local articulates in a 
precipitated manner the global, in permanent decomposition 
and re-composition, where above all fluidity prevails. For this 
the narratives pile up in a conglomerate that together profiles 
the collective and their surroundings, superimposed realities, 
garish worlds, crossovers, tangential perspectives, this 
agitation of the fine tessellations of a mosaic that frenetically 
come together and disintegrate. A clot of arguments that 
gathers together a cabinet of curiosities, and displays its 
characters amongst misunderstandings and perplexity. It is 
also the weirdness of Mesquida’s populated landscape, the 
erring of the women and men who run hopelessly through 
the stories, who are set up as in the familiar contemporary 
novel, cells that move frenetically through the social and 
territorial magma of this supermodernity, pure instances in 
a galaxy of interconnected texts that manage to capture the 
pulse of our times, our appearances and disappearances on 
the cartographic skin of the present. 

Constellated lives and a pluriscopic vision of the world 
according to a fractal model. The title itself already insinuates 
a totality and its fragmentation. There is no longer any 
privileged viewpoint from where to supervise the machine 
of the world. From the vast landscape to miniscule lives, 
minute stories from the infinite and improbable recompiling 
of broken mirrors. 
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