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HISTORICAL BACKGROUND 

 
Roman, Mediaeval and Modern times. Images of Tarragona. 
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ROMAN TIMES 

 

Between the 5th and the 3rd centuries BC, an Iberian settlement was established near the Francoli 
river. It was called Kesse. It was located on a strategic place: on a bay of the Mediterranean sea, 
between the Pyrenees and the Ebro river, on the main road along the South-Eastern coast of the 
Iberian peninsula. It was built on terraces on a 160 metres high rock and supplied from a natural 
harbour, what made the place difficult to take.  

When in the year 218 BC Annibal crossed the Pyrenees towards Rome during the Punnic wars, the 
Romans, to cut off the rear, landed on Ampurias and went South. Near the settlement of Kesse, 
there was a big battle. Annibal's army, defeated, crossed the Ebro river towards the South. The 
Romans settled a military camp near Kesse to ensure the Iberian territory and spend the winter 
there. It was the first Roman settlement outside Italy. It was the birth of Tarraco. Roman 
comanders, the brothers Publius and Cornelius Scipio, fortified the town. The city walls were built. 
Tarraco became first their base for further operations in Hispania, then a province of Rome.  

In 45 BC Julius Caesar, after his victorious campaigns against the followers of Pompeii in Hispania, 
granted the title of Roman colony COLONIA IULIA URBS to Tarraco.  

Some years later, in 26 and 25 BC, the emperor Augustus used Tarraco as base for his operations 
against the tribe of the Cantabrian, in one of the largest wars in the Roman history. He ruled the 
whole Roman empire from the city of Tarraco for two years.  

Tarraco was then an admired city. It was the richest town on the coast. Outside the walls, the city 
had grown busy farm and fishermen markets extending from the mountains to the sea. It had a huge 
population and its fertile plain and sunny shores were a vacation site for many important Roman 
people. It produced good wine and flax, and it minted coins.  

The 1st and 2nd centuries AD were the most splendorous for the city. A temple devoted to the 
emperor Augustus, the circus and the amphitheatre were built in that period.  

During the 3rd century AD, the Roman empire started its decadence, and so did Tarraco. In 257 AD 
the bishop Fructuós, was burnt alive in the arena of the amphitheatre, being thus one of the first 
christian martyrs of the city. Some years later, the Alamanes, a Germanic tribe, attacked Tarraco 
and its surroundings. That was the end of Roman Tarraco. 
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MEDIAEVAL TIMES 
 

When the city of Tarragona was conquered by the Arabs in 713 AD, Tarragona's Visigoth period 
ended. The city entered a dark era. 

The situation changed in the 12th century when there was a Christian expansion into the lands of El 
baix Gaià (in 1118 AD) and Count Ramon Berenguer III granted the city and its territory to 
Archbishop Oleguer of Barcelona and his successors.  

In 1129 AD Oleguer bestowed the city to a Norman mercenary by the name of Robert Bordet, who 
adopted the title of “Prince of Tarragona”. In that time Tarragona rose and consolidated around the 
castle that Bordet built, the Castell del Rei.  

In 1146 AD the building of the Palau del Patriarca, home to the archbishop, began.  

The problems between the Prince and the Archbishop for the control of power forced the Count of 
Barcelona to intervene in 1171 AD in favour of the Archbishop, who became the true lord of 
Tarragona, whereas the properties and prerogatives of the prince passed into royal hands.  

By the late 12th century, Tarragona was already a well-established city.  

The increasing economic power of certain sectors of the population conflicted with the political 
power. There were a lot of conflicts between the archbishop, the cathedral chapter and the king. The 
duties of the Citizen's Council were gradually increased until, in 1336 A.D., a permanent municipal 
organisation was created. It was  made up of councilmen, consuls and other minors officers.  

The mid-14th century, with the 1348 AD Black Plague which killed a lot of people and caused a 
demographic crisis, marked a turning point in the city's history and the start of an era of decline that 
would continue throughout the15th century.  

The Catalan civil war between king Joan II and the regional government, or Generalitat, harmed the 
city even further. The archbishop aligned himself with the royalist faction.  

In 1462 AD, the king's troops laid siege to Tarragona, which surrendered after two weeks. The war 
left the city in an awful state, and the municipality declared bankruptcy.  

Society in mediaeval Tarragona was structured into a series of strata ruled over by two feudal lords: 
the archbishop, who was the true lord, and the king, who acted through a vaguer, a kind of 
appointed magistrate. Beneath the lords was the nobility, which hardly participated in the city's 
economic life, and the bourgeoisie, which became stronger and stronger and soon took over the 
municipal government. The vast majority of the population: farmers, fishermen, craftsmen, etc., 
belonged to the lowest stratum. Workers were grouped into guilds in order to defend their common 
interests, and the different trades were often concentrated along a single street in town. Hence the 
modern-day names of several of the city's streets, including Ferrers (blacksmiths), Calderers 
(boilermakers), Cuiraters (leather workers), among others. Finally, there were the Jews who lived 
in a separate quarter, known as the Call, located near the Castell del Rei.  

(Source: Mediaeval route. Municipal Tourism Office of Tarragona)  
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MODERN TIMES 
 

Three important wars conditioned the development of Modern Tarragona: the Guerra dels Segadors 
(1640-1659), the Guerra de Successió Espanyola (1701-1714) and the Guerra de la Independència 
Espanyola, commonly known as Guerra del Francès (1808-1814).  

The Guerra dels Segadors confronted the French and the Catalan against the King of Spain. The 
end of the war caused the economical decadence of the city. Even the port, which had been very 
important, was abandoned for many years. A general crisis started then, which lasted until the end 
of the 18th century, with the reconstruction of the port and the allowance of free commerce with 
America.  

The Guerra de Successió started while the Spanish were still recovering from the previous war. 
Great Britain helped Tarragona and made its defensive system better by building lots of forts and 
bastions.  

Then, the Guerra de la Independència Espanyola started, followed by a long period of French 
occupation. When the French left the city in 1813, Tarragona was left completely destroyed, in a 
state of absolute poverty and famine.  

Apart from the wars, being a coastal town, Tarragona also suffered the pirate attacks and the 
plagues. The consequences were lots of deaths and immigration inland during the 16th and the 17th 
centuries. They were hard times for the economy and a general regression affected the city. Some 
relief came, however, from the Church. In the 16th century, many religious groups settled in 
Tarragona and carried out lots of educational and charity projects. There was, even, some cultural 
and artistic development.  

From the beginning of the 19th century onwards, the presence of the port and the chemical 
industries became two of the key pieces for the development and the modernization of Tarragona. 
On the one hand, the port was rebuilt and gained more and more importance in the whole country 
and, on the other hand, Tarragona became an industrial city specialized in the petrol-chemical field, 
when these industries settled here.  

(Source: http://www.museutgn.com/cat/historia2.html  and http://www.museutgn.com/cat/historia3.html ) 
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THE MAGIC GLASSES IN TARRAGONA 

SERGI 

Sergi is fourteen years old. He is quite tall and thin, but strong. He’s 
got the typical features of a Mediterranean boy: he’s got brown hair, 
brown eyes and dark skin, especially in summer. He’s always wearing 
jeans, wide T-shirts and urban trainers. 

You can often guess what he is thinking because his face is very 
expressive. He’s rarely angry and he’s joking all the time – he clowns 
all the time – making the others laugh. 

He’s very good at Maths, Technology and, especially, Science. He’s 
very intelligent and curious. He is never punctual because he is very 
lazy, but he’s optimist most of the time and enjoys helping the others. 
He’s prudent and follows the rules, though he agrees that “you 
sometimes have to break the rules.” 

He is a bit messy. His room is always untidy and it is full of strange 
machines made by himself: a radio-dictionary; a TV that makes the 
best French-fries, he says; a chair that ties your shoelaces when you 
press a certain button, and so on. When he grows up he wants to be an 
inventor.  

HELEN 

She is fourteen years old, too. She is not very tall but slim. She 
has got big green eyes with long eyelashes. She’s got brown 
hair with blond locks. Her skin is quite pale and she’s got 
small brown freckles on her nose. She dresses rather 
informally – jeans and tight T-shirts, trainers and caps. She 
loves clothes, but she loves them to be comfortable, above all. 

She’s very agile because she attends a school where she 
dances with some friends. She’s very energetic, adventurous, 
self-determined, but too impulsive and a bit demanding 
sometimes. She is friendly and a bit risky and that makes her 
sometimes a bit careless. She loves taking adventures and 
having different experiences. And, contrary to Sergi, she 
always tries to be punctual. She’s very good at drawing, 
languages and Art History. She also loves reading; her 
favourite novel is the last one she has read: The Pillars of the 
Earth. That is why she has a new interest in cathedrals and old 
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buildings. When she grows up, she hasn’t decided whether she wants to be an architect or an 
archaeologist. 

CHAPTER 1 – THE ADVENTURE STARTS AT THE PROVINCIAL FORUM 

 
There are some experiences in your life that you never forget! 

“Today, February 11th 193 AD, under the reign of our emperor Pertinax, I, the governor of 
Hispania Citerior, Novis Rufus, as supreme judge of the whole territory, determine a 
sentence over a conflict of lands between the “compagani rivi Larensis”  and (and against) 
Valeria Faventina”...  

Wow! This is incredible! I can see, I can feel, I can smell... what Romans are like! Novis Rufus, the 
solemn judge, Valeria Favetina, the rich landowner even richer because she robs the peasants... And 
it’s so easy! I put my special glasses on and here I am, in a Roman city, right in the middle of the 
Provincial Forum. This is the place where Roman people meet, a big centre for social and political 
administration of the capital. It is a rectangular square, with stone arches and very serious Roman 
judges administering justice. 

“Come Helen, come! Adjust your glasses and come near me. Look! That lady is being charged with 
land robbery. Listen!” 

 
“Valeria Faventina, this court demands you to return the piece of land comprised between 
the east bank of the river and the west wall of the cemetery to the ‘compagani rivi Larensis’ 
present here.”* 

 
“Hey, you two! Who are you? What are you doing 
here?” a Roman soldier asks Helen and me. “Oh, my 
God, we have been discovered! “Run, Helen, run!” 

“Sergi, come here! Enter this house and hide 
behind that column!” Helen says rushing me into a 
lovely house with a central patio with big columns. 
We hear how the Romans outside are looking for us. 
One of them is giving orders to the others. 
“Cautio and Flavio, go to the right. Julius and I will 
go to the left. Those pair of little monsters can’t 
escape!” the Roman soldier is shouting. We wait 
quietly behind that column until we can’t hear the 
noise of the soldiers’ quick footsteps. 

“Wow… that was near!” we were a bit scared, but 
now everything’s ok and our adventure can go on. 

“These glasses of yours are fantastic, Sergi!” Helen is 
fascinated. “They really work!” She takes a good 
look around and she whistles. “Look at that patio. 

"Valeria Faventina, this court demands you ..."          Wonderful!” 

 
(* Based on a true trial in Tarraco. http://wwwa.urv.net/centres/Instituts/iua/Article3.htm ) 
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 “That must be a rich man’s house, a Domus,” I say. 

“Yes, it is very big and… Look! A pool right in the middle!” 
“If I’m not wrong, the Romans used this pool to capture the water from the rain. This way, they had 
water for the house.” I am proud I can explain things to Helen. 
“I think I have seen that in one of Asterix and Obelix comics!” Helen laughs. But suddenly the 
heavy footsteps of the Roman soldiers can be heard again. 
“Ssshhh! That soldier is here again!” I whisper. 

“Oh, no! He’s seen us!” Helen pulls at my sleeve really 
scared. “Oh, dear, we can’t escape! All the doors in this 
patio are closed! What can we do?” 
“Quick!” I say. “Just take your glasses off! We have to 
disappear!” I exclaim. “Ready? Now one, two, three..!” 

$  
As we pull our glasses off, the whole scene disappears; 
the lovely house, the soldier and all that particular smell 
in the air. And we are back again in the middle of the 
street in beautiful 21st century Tarragona. 

“Whew! We have been so lucky! This time we have 
escaped, but that was narrow!” I turn my face to Helen 
with a big smile. “We have to be more careful next 
time!”...                                                                                           "Sergi, come here! Enter this house     

                                                                                                            and hide behind that colum!" 

     

You may wonder what this is all about. Sorry. I should introduce myself and give you an 
explanation. My name is Sergi and I am fourteen years old. It all started last year, when our English 
teachers told us that they had contacted one of their colleagues in a High School in Holland. Each 
student was given the e-mail address of a student from Holland, so that we could chat with them in 
English. 
It was great practice! We sent them information about ourselves and our family through the 
Internet. As soon as we started receiving answers from our e-pals, and getting to know our 
‘electronic friends’ the classroom atmosphere was plenty of questions and comments: What about 
yours? What are his/her hobbies? My friend has got a horse at home! They are eight in his family 
and they live in a farm in the country, and many other comments.... And after all these e-mails, 
videos of ourselves, recordings of our voices and many other different activities, we finally 
travelled to Holland as the culmination point of our experience. 

I had the chance to take a flight for the first time in my life, away from home, without my family, 
but with some of my friends. I practised English with everybody wherever I was and I had the 
opportunity to learn about another society, a different way of life, a different culture and, the most 
important thing: to meet Helen, my e-pal! 

A lot of memories are coming now when I remember that two-week’s experience. And now Helen 
is here with the rest of the Dutch friends. They’re going to spend fifteen days with us in Tarragona 
and, of course, we have prepared some cultural and funny activities to do in our city, Tarragona. 
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But you may still wonder what all that Roman adventure is about… On the one hand, I have to say 
that I have always wanted to be a magician or a wizard. You know, get rabbits out of hats, make 
things appear or disappear, go through walls and enter places which are forbidden… things like 
that. 

And on the other hand, you have to know that I am very good at Science. Yes, when we go to the 
Science Lab I always try complicate, dangerous experiments; but only when the teacher is not 
looking at me, that is! And trying, trying, I invented some very, very special glasses. They look 
normal as you can see, but they are very powerful. When you put them on when you are on a 
certain place, you become the protagonist of the past of that place. Amazing, isn’t it? 

  

So, when our teacher asked us to show our city to our 
foreign friends, I thought “Ok, I’m trying the glasses 
now and see if they work!” And they have worked! 
You’ve seen it! Just now in the Fòrum Provincial. 
Everything was so real!  The people, the houses, even 
the Roman soldier. Too real, I would say! And very 
menacing, too! However, nobody should know about 
my special glasses – who knows what would happen if 
somebody discovered my secret! I know I can trust 
Helen, so I told her about the glasses and showed her 
how they worked. She was fascinated about them and 
we tested them together for the first time this afternoon.  

In the next days, I am sure we are going to try them 
somewhere else. But we are going to be more careful! 

 
 

"These special glasses look normal as you can see,  

             but they are very powerful" 

 
 

CHAPTER 2 – THE MISSING CHALICE AT THE CATHEDRAL 
 

“Come on, Sergi! Wake up! It’s the third time I repeat it to you!” shouts Helen, as she pulls the 
sheets off my bed. She seems impatient. “Your mother told me you are a bit lazy, but I see you are 
more than lazy!” 
“Oh, Helen! Stop, stop, please! Don't bother me! Let me sleep only five minutes more, please!” I 
try to find my sheets with my eyes still closed but I can’t find them. When I finally feel able to open 
my eyes, I see Helen standing in the middle of my bedroom, with my sheets in her hands and 
looking at me with an annoyed face. “Ok, ok, it can’t be that late… What time is it?” I ask her, 
trying to find the alarm clock on my bedside table and as I’m slowly opening my eyes. 

“It is late, indeed. It is already 8.20 in the morning!” Helen is getting really angry. “Don’t tell me 
stories and don’t waste your time! Our teachers and friends are waiting for us at 8.45 in Rambla 
Vella to go to the old town. Do you remember that today we’re going to visit the Cathedral?” 
“Oh, yes… I know you have been especially interested in cathedrals since you read Ken Follet’s 
The Pillars of the Earth.” I say smiling at her.. “Ok, give me ten minutes. I’ll be ready, I promise!” 
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I say while I take my towel. “I’ll have a shower, get dressed and have breakfast very fast. You’ll 
see!” And I run to the bathroom. 

Exactly twelve minutes later, Helen is surprised to see that I have managed to get ready so quickly. 
“Haven’t I broken a record?” I say, while two small drops of water slide from my still wet hair. 
“I’m ready, Helen. We can leave home whenever you want. But first I’ll have something for 
breakfast.” 

“We don’t have time” states Helen. “Eat this sandwich on our way to the Rambla Vella.” 
“Mmmmmm! Chorizo! My favourite! Thank you, mum! Bye bye!” 

“Don’t thank me, Sergi,” says my mother. “Helen has prepared it for you. She is eager to leave, and 
she is tired of waiting for you!” 

“Thank you, Helen, then!” I say as I bite my chorizo sandwich. “Mmmm… I love it!” 
“Yes, yes… but let’s go!” She says as she pushes me through the door. “See you later, Mrs. 
Pàmies.” 
“Bye, you two! Have a nice day!” My parents look at me and start laughing. “It is a miracle, Sergi, 
you are on time only because Helen is here, isn’t it?” 
When we arrive at Rambla Vella all our friends are already there. We meet Héctor and Mark and we 
start walking. Everybody is talking about the party we had yesterday and about the activities we’re 
going to do this morning, especially the visit to the Cathedral, the Medieval City, the Cloister and 
the Jewish Quarter. All the group is following the teachers; we cross the street and we arrive at 
Plaça de la Font, where the Town Hall is located. We walk up Baixada de la Misericòrdia – a hard 
climb, I have to say – until we get to Carrer Major. Once there, I turn my head to Helen. I want to 
see her expression. 

“What a beautiful image!” exclaims Helen, as she raises her head. Carrer Major is a long and a bit 
narrow street at the end of which you can see a set of stairs and on top, the magnificent building of 
the Cathedral. 

 

“It really is,” I agree. “I knew you would like it!” and I blink an 
eye at her. 

We arrive at Plaça de les Cols and go up the stone steps. Once 
on Pla de la Seu, the place where the Cathedral stands, we can 
see a lot of people there. There are policemen and policewomen 
everywhere, and a plastic ribbon limits the entrance to the 
cathedral. 
“What’s going on here?” Helen asks. But none of us has any 
idea. 
At one corner of the wide square, we meet our official guide. He 
immediately explains to us that the Cathedral is closed now 
because somebody has stolen a valuable chalice. The police are 
investigating and interrogating the people in the street. He adds 
that we have to wait outside the building until the police finish 
their job. 
 

"The magnificient building of the Cathedral" 
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Since we have to wait outside for at least 30 minutes, the teachers decide that our guide is going to 
start the explanation about the cathedral right now, and as soon as we can enter he’ll continue it 
inside. 
“Good morning everybody!” The guide starts, and we say hello to him, too. “While we are waiting 
to visit the cathedral, I’m going to explain some interesting things about the mediaeval past of the 
city.” 

Helen is next to me and I see her opening her eyes with expectation. All of us are listening to the 
guide’s explanation about Tarragona and its Cathedral. 

“The city of Tarragona” the guide goes on talking, “preserves some monuments from its mediaeval 
past. One of these is the Cathedral…” 

After a couple of minutes, I realise that what the guide is saying is familiar to me… Yes, maybe 
two weeks ago, in the History class. We read a couple of texts about the city before the Dutch 
students’ arrival; we even did some activities to prepare that visit. So I start looking around and 
loosing track of what he us saying. A policewoman is near them and I can hear what she is asking a 
woman with a pram. 
“… I saw a strange man coming out of the Cathedral. He seemed very strange and…” the woman is 
saying. The policewoman is writing everything down in her notebook, nodding her head. Suddenly, 
an idea is forming inside my head. 

“Listen, Helen,” I whisper to her ear. “Let’s use our special glasses to live another fascinating story. 
Today we can become detectives to guess what has happened to the lost chalice. Do you agree?” 

“I’d love to!” and, to my surprise, she immediately pulls me out of the group, very silently, until we 
are a bit apart. 

“That was very professional!” I laughed. “Ok, here you have your glasses! Ready? Now, one … 
two … three!”        

$  

“Look at your watch, Sergi. We are one day earlier now, and it’s five minutes to eight. There are 
five minutes left before they close the Cathedral.” Helen points out. 
“Hurry up, then, Helen. Let’s go in!” and we both run inside the building. 

The building is immense and the ceiling seems very 
far away. It is a bit dark because the sun is setting 
down, but a slight colourful ray of light still goes 
through the glass windows, projecting funny 
colourful squares on the floor. 
“We should hide somewhere, Helen! Nobody should 
see us…” I say in a quiet voice. 
“Here! Come! Inside this cabin!” I follow her and 
suddenly I find myself inside a confessionary next to 
the high altar. 

“Can you hear anything, Helen?” I ask her.  
 

"It looks like the missing chalice, doesn't it?" 
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“Nothing. The silence here is impressive. In fact, I think I can hear the silence!” Helen feels really 
impressed. But all of a sudden, the silence is broken. A man is closing the main doors of the 
building. 
“Look, Helen!” I murmur. We both see how the Cathedral’s keeper is closing the doors and he’s 
coming directly towards us. 
“Ssshhh! Don’t speak! Don’t even move!” Helen warns me. “The keeper could discover us!” 

We both stand quietly inside that narrow cabin. We follow the keeper with our eyes. We see how he 
opens the small door of the west-side chapel in the cathedral, named Capella dels Sastres. He slides 
into it and, then, we see how he takes a chalice. Helen opens her mouth in surprise and looks at me. 
“Where is he going now, Sergi?” she asks me. 

“Who knows? But let’s investigate,” I say. 
Very silently, we go out of the confessionary and we follow the keeper, moving slowly and from 
column to column. After a pair of minutes of suspense, we see the man stop in front of a door at the 
end of a corridor. It is the keeper’s  room. He takes a look around, maybe to make sure that nobody 
can see him. After that, he opens the door and keeps the chalice inside a locker. 
“Look out, Sergi!” Helen feels a bit scared. “He’s leaving the room and he can see us” she warns 
me. 
“We got it! We got it!” I say happily. “Helen, we know now who the thief is! We can go back to the 
present!” Helen agrees and, as we count, we take our glasses off. 

$  

“At last! I’ve found you!” one of the teachers says. “Where have you been?” 
“We are so sorry, Mr Roig. Er… Helen had to go to the souvenir shop and I… I  went with her to 
that pub over there.” I look at Helen’s face. She turns her face away, not to start laughing in front of 
the teacher. 

“Ok, then, but next time just tell me,” Mr Roig says seriously. “Now, let’s follow the guide. The 
police allows us to go inside the Cathedral right now. Ah, the investigation seems to have finished!” 

We follow the group as if nothing had happened. The guide is explaining things about the Cathedral 
itself. He says that it is the most emblematic building in the city and it is home to Tarragona’s 
richest collection of mediaeval art. She tells us about the basilica floor plan with the three naves and 
the stone transept; about the bell tower, the top segment, which is octagonal; the high altar; the 
tombs and the sarcophagus and so on. He also makes some comments on the Capella dels Sastres. 
After this explanation, the teachers encourage us to ask the guide some questions. 

Helen comes close to me and says in a soft voice “I have a plan! I am going into the keeper’s room. 
When you see me near that door, push me directly towards it. The door will open and the chalice 
will fall down. The mystery will be solved then!” 
I sometimes think that Helen is a bit crazy and that she has strange ideas, but I have to admit that 
this is a good plan. “Alright!” I agree. And after that, our performance starts. 
“What about that room over there?” asks Helen, in an innocent tone. She is pointing at the small 
room. 
“That’s the keeper’s room,” the guide answers. 

“Can we have a look inside?” insists Helen. 
“Of course you can,” the guide says. 
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Helen walks casually towards the door and I follow her. Suddenly, and as we planned, I push her. 
She hits against the door, it opens loudly and the chalice falls down. There is a loud noise and all 
the students turn their heads towards Helen and me. 
“Are you ok, Helen?” Mr Roig runs towards her, a bit worried. 

“Yes, I am thank you. How clumsy of me!” Helen could be a fantastic actress, I think! 
“It looks like the missing chalice, doesn’t it?” the guide says, as he comes closer. “Let’s call the 
police.” After some minutes, the place is full of policemen. They examine the chalice and analyse 
the scene. They make some deductions and they finally tell us that they are going to arrest the 
cathedral’s keeper. 
“What a surprise!” Everybody comments. But Sergi looks at Helen and both laugh in complicity! 

 
CHAPTER 3 – A ROMAN EXPERIENCE AT THE AMPHITHEATRE 

 
Today, after classes, we’ve decided to go for a walk. I’m taking Helen to the amphitheatre, with a 
first stop at the Balcó del Mediterrani. When we arrive at the fabulous balcony, I tell Helen about 
one of the superstitions we have in Tarragona. 

“It’s said that when you are in the city, if you go to 
the balcony and touch the iron it’s made of, you’ll 
have good luck.” 
“That sounds nice” says Helen. “Let’s observe the 
tradition and have a lucky time in the city.” 
We touch the balcony’s iron and rest our elbows 
on it as we watch the sea. 
“It’s a pity we can’t get to the beach from here, 
but the view is fantastic.” 
“I agree with you, I love it! And how would this 
place look like in Roman times?” wonders Helen 
as we are watching the scenery from the balcony. 
“It would be exciting if we could see it! Don’t you 
think so?” 

“Ok, Helen. Let’s put the glasses on, then”, I say 
as I  give Helen’s glasses to her. “Ready? Now, 
one… two… three!” 
 

         "We touch the balcony's iron as we watch the sea" 

$  
 

And, as soon as we do it, we find ourselves standing on a reef facing the sea. 

A wonderful view spreads in front of us; the amphitheatre on the left and the port on the right, and a 
marvellous blue sea in the background. 
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We can see some slaves near the beach. They have just taken some goods from a ship and they are 
carrying them to the city when, suddenly, we hear a loud noise, like the one in the outside of a 
football stadium during a football match. 
“Hey! What’s that noise?” says Helen. “It comes from the amphitheatre!” 

“There is probably a gladiator’s fight!” I say. 
“Yes, I think so. How exciting! Why don’t we go a bit nearer and try to see them?” 

“That’s fine” I agree. “But we must be careful and try not to be seen.” I warn Helen. 
We go along a path on the left that goes down the reef and seems to take us near the amphitheatre. 
We walk quietly and we hide behind some pine trees on one side of a hill. The amphitheatre is 
standing at its feet; from our position we can’t see much of the main arena, just a little part, but 
that’s enough. 
The noise is impressive. We can see two gladiators. One is holding an oblong shield and a dagger; 
the other one, with just a shoulder-guard (galerus), is holding a trident and a net. They are fighting 
with lots of energy, but they seem a bit tired. After some seconds, the gladiator with the net falls on 
the ground, obviously exhausted and defeated. Then, the other fighter quickly puts his right feet on 
the breast of the fallen one, looks up to the about 14,000 people that are watching him and, in that 
moment, the noise becomes louder. The crowd goes mad and starts shouting. 

 

 “Look, he has won. He’s looking at the 
consul and waiting for his decision” I 
say. If the consul closes his thumb onto 
his bent fingers, he’ll let his opponent 
live. But if he waves his handkerchief or 
puts his thumb out…” 

“Oh no!” Helen’s eyes open wide with 
horror. “He’s putting his thumb out! 
That means… The consul wants him to 
kill his opponent!” 

                        "The noise is impressive. We can see two gladiators" 

 

“No! Stop him!” We start shouting at the consul and waving our arms desperately. “Save his life!” 
“There they are!” Someone shouts behind us. “Catch them!” A group of Roman soldiers are coming 
straight towards us, with an angry expression on their faces. 
“They have discovered us!” Helen feels her knees tremble. “We are surrounded!” One of the 
soldiers is almost a metre away from us. 
“Now, Helen, take your glasses off!” I shout. “Quick!” 

$  

“Wow!” Helen breaths more calmed down. “Just in time again. I always forget that we have to be 
as invisible as we can…” 
“We’ve been saved by the bell!” Our eyes meet and we both smile at each other. We take a look 
around and we find ourselves in the park next to the amphitheatre. How different it looks 
nowadays! There are some swings and a pond with greenish water. All that noise, the soldiers, the 
gladiators and the spectators have blown away as soon as we’ve taken the glasses off. 
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We go into the amphitheatre. Once in, we can easily distinguish the different types of seats for the 
audience. There is a portion of rising rows of seats carved out of the underlying bedrock round the 
main arena; then, there are others built with stones, especially brought from stone mines. 
“Roman architects were very intelligent,” I explain to Helen. “They saved a lot of money and work 
placing the amphitheatre just here, at the foot of this hill. They just needed to bring the stones from 
the seaside part.” 

We sit on one of the carved seats, facing the sea. Then, we look carefully at the main arena were the 
gladiators were fighting just a moment ago. 

“Helen, do you remember who was sitting there just now?” I ask in a funny tone.  
“How could I forget?” Helen laughs. “That’s the consul place. And I can guess why. That’s the best 
place to see the contest and the fights.” 
“Did you know Romans had to sit on the row according to their social status?” I can see my History 
teacher’s face in my mind. She would be proud of me! “If you look at the different rows of seats, 
you can imagine who sits where,” I go on explaining. 

“Yes, it’s easy to guess. The better the status, the better the sight” 
“That’s right. And…” I start to say. 

“What’s that, on that side of the arena?” Helen interrupts. “It wasn’t there before when the 
gladiators were fighting.” 

“No, it was not. You are right.” I examine the place carefully and think for some seconds. “I think 
they are the remains of a church… Yes, a medieval church.” 

“A church? In the middle of the amphitheatre?” Helen can’t really figure it out. 
“Yes, it was built to tribute Sant Fructuós.” I pause for a second and try to remember. “There was a 
time when the Romans prosecuted the Early Christians. Many of them were martyrs and they died 
in the amphitheatre. They had to fight with professional gladiators or even with lions.” 

“That was not very fair, was it?…” Helen draws a thoughtful expression on her face. 
“No, it wasn’t.” 

“Oh, there are some films about that… Let me think… Ah yes! Maybe Quo Vadis?” she wonders. 
“You are right Helen. It is a very famous film” I go on explaining. “Sant Fructuós was a bishop of 
the first Christians. He was burnt alive in the arena and some centuries later the people from the 
city built this church in the middle of the amphitheatre to honour him just on the place where he 
died.” 
Suddenly, I stand up and take Helen’s hands. “Come, Helen, let’s go to the arena. Let’s 
investigate!” And we both run towards the arena. 
“Look at me, Helen, I am a gladiator! Be careful with my sword!” I do some movements as if I 
were holding an imaginary sword and fighting against an imaginary enemy. Helen laughs at me as 
she has a look around. Then, she discovers a strange cave with a long passage which becomes 
deeper and darker. 
“What do you think these places were for?” she wonders. “They look like prisons.” 

“Let’s go in, Lady Helen.”I gesture theatrically. “If you are scared, I will protect you with my 
sword! I am a very strong gladiator!” 
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“Stop playing the fool!” Helen can’t stop laughing. And then we go down into the maze of passages 
underneath the floor of the main arena. We see lots of cells where the animals and prisoners were 
probably kept before the fights. 
“It is so gloomy!” Helen says in a whisper. 

“I have an idea!” I say funnily. “Do you feel like wearing the glasses again and see how these cells 
looked like in the past?” I ask Helen joking. 

“No, thanks, I’ve had enough Romans for today,” she answers rapidly. 
“So have I.” 

“But I’d like to go to the beach for a walk.” 
“Perfect! Me too.” We take our bags and keep our glasses in them. 

“Let’s go then.” 
 

 
CHAPTER 4 – MYSTERY AT THE CASTELLARNAU HOUSE 

 
This afternoon, after the basketball match at the high school, we have decided to go down town for 
a walk. I am eager to show Helen the tiny little streets of the Jewish quarter of the old city. Besides, 
the Dutch have to buy souvenirs to take back home. 

We get on the bus, stop in La Rambla and start our walk up to Carrer Santa Anna. There are still 
remains of the marketplace near the cathedral. Stall holders are removing their goods. There are 
ceramics, metalwork, glassware, boxes of old coins, photographs and cava metal caps among other 
old items. 

“Maybe we can stroll along Carrer Merceria and have a look at Casa Corderer, one of the oldest 
family business in Tarragona,” I suggest. 

“That would be nice,” Helen says. 
And there they are; beautiful candles standing still like soldiers, all from different colours and 
shapes. Helen looks astonished through the Casa Corderer’s shop window. 
“Everybody knows Casa Corderer” Sergi explains, as they get into the shop. 

The lady in the shop smiles at them. “We have been making candles for centuries. Among our 
clients there is the Cathedral and the Esglèssia de Sant Llorenç. Its brotherhood, that from the 
peasants, belongs to the Orden de la Cruz de Jerusalén, you know, known to worship Virgin 
Magdalena among other saints,” she adds. 

“Oh, that reminds me of the Da Vinci Code” Helen says. 
“Well” the owner of the shop continues. “They have something in common. They were templars 
who fought in the Sacred Crusades. If you visit the old church you may see the stall from El Sant 
Enterrament, whose figure is the oldest among the rest. It’s from the 17th century.” And then the 
owner adds with pride “We have been serving them pumkin candles for four centuries!” she 
exclaims. 

The lady of the shop shows us different motives. Among them, there is one which attracts Helen’s 
attention. 
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“So, do you want to take this?” The little woman with her smiling face takes the candle and she puts 
it in a bag. Then, we leave the shop and continue our walk down to Carrer Major. This street is full 
of tiny shops. We pass by antiquarian shops, pubs and flower sellers. 
“Look!” Helen says pointing out at a little figure made of clay and dressed in colourful clothes in 
one of the shop windows. 
“They are all Cap Grossos,” I tell her. “And those other figures over there, the tallest ones next to 
the Cap Grossos are Els Gegants,” I add. 
We go into the shop and the man behind the desk starts to tell us the story of the little men called 
Cap Grossos. 
“They are replicas of the real ones. On Santa Tecla’s Day, our patroness, some people put these big 
heads on and get dressed like these little figures. Each one represents a member of old Tarragona 
history.” The man seems very excited. He points to some figures and goes on explaining. “Those 
over there are the people from the Serrallo, the fishing quarter of our town. That one is…” 
“I like this one,” Helen says pointing at a little figure dressed in some 18th century clothes, with a 
hat and holding a stick. 
“Good choice!” the man approves. “This one stands for the noble men who once belonged to one of 
Tarragona’s most influential families of the past. In fact, their houses are now open to the public. 
You can visit them,” suggests the man.  “Casa Canals and Casa Castellarnau. This one is close to 
Carrer Major and it might be more interesting…” Now the man speaks quietly, as if he were telling 
us a secret “You know, a lot of gossip has been heard about the people who lived in it.” 

“That would be a good idea!” I exclaim enthusiastically. “We have still two hours before we meet 
the rest of the group.” We go back to Carrer Major and soon we are opposite Casa Castellarnau in 
Carrer Cavallers. 
After getting our tickets, we go up some gothic stairs. 

‘It’s incredible!’ Helen says, while wandering around 
the main hall. A young man disguised as Mr 
Castellarnau tells us about the house. Although he is 
supposed to be Mr Castellarnau, his appearance is 
very different from the picture hanging on the wall. 
The tour starts and the young man explains: 

“The Castellarnau House is a 15th century 
mansion now part of Tarragona’s History 
Museum. It was built at the beginning of the 15th 
century and was home to one of the city's most 
influential families until the 19th century. In 1542 
Emperor Charles I resided here during his visit 
to Tarragona. Inside the house you can see the 
architectural styles of various periods. On the 
ground floor there is a series of pointed arches 
dating from the 14th and 15th centuries. From 
the same period we have the patio and the 
stairway with its gothic columns. During the 18th 
century, both the facade and the interior of the 
building were altered. Today it is property of the 
city and can be visited as a museum.” 

"We are opposite casa Castellarnau in carrer Cavallers" 
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In the main hall there is a grand piano and a picture of a blonde girl with curly hair hanging on the 
wall. We look carefully at the picture. 

“She was the last owner of the house,” the young man tells us, and he adds “She was a cultivated 
girl always protected by a powerful and rich father.” 

“What was her name?” someone from the group asks. 
“Enriqueta. Enriqueta Castellarnau” the guide answers. 

The visit is nearly finished and everyone in the group is walking around this distinguished room, 
looking at details and commenting on them. But suddenly we hear a scream. Everyone in the group 
turns and looks at an open door near the window. There is Helen, standing in front of a picture of a 
lady with a breed dog. I get by her side. 

“Look!” she exclaims. “Look at the lady. Her neck!” 
“What’s wrong with her neck?” I ask. 

“The necklace!” Helen repeats. “I have seen it before… but it’s impossible!” There’s a strange 
expression on her face. “This brooch at her necklace belongs to my grandmother… and… what on 
earth is it doing here, on that woman’s neck?” 
The visit finishes and we leave the building. Helen is upset. Suddenly she crosses the narrow street 
and rushes into the guide. 
“Please, could you help me?” she asks anxiously. “Do you know who the lady in the picture was? 
The one in the small room near the hall.” 
The young man, who is no longer wearing his disguise, recognises the girl who had interrupted his 
tour explanation some minutes ago. 
“I am sorry to disappoint you. I’m just a student who is earning his own living with this part time 
job. I really don’t know who she is,” he answers. “But let me think… maybe… Oh that’s it. You 
can go down Carrer Major. You will find an antiquarian there and… mmm... The owner of that 
business is one of the descendants of this noble family.” 
We thank him and say good-bye. He has been very nice. 

“It has been an exciting afternoon!” I say to Helen. “Let’s go and tell the others.” 
Helen and I tell our friends the story. 

“I can’t believe it!” Helen exclaims. 
“What is annoying you so much?” Héctor says. 

“That necklace,” she replies. “There is something strange in it. I’m not sure... There might be a 
mystery behind it.” We all stare at her, thinking of something to say. 

“Look, boys. I want to solve it,” she says determinately. 
“And we will help you, Helen. Ok, then... Where shall we start from?” Héctor says. 

“Why don’t we go to the antiquarian?” I suggest. “Maybe we can find out something there.” I look 
at Helen’s face and she seems satisfied. 

We enter the shop. A thin man is standing next to a couple while he is handing some pictures to 
them. Suddenly I feel nervous. It is hard to believe. Among several small items there is a mahogany 
box and inside it, there is a brooch. 
“It’s incredible!” I exclaim. “Come here you three! Look!” 

They approach me and I show them the piece of jewellery. 
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“Am I paranoid?” Helen exclaims. “It’s impossible. It is exactly the same as my grandmother’s… 
No, no, it is my grandmother’s brooch! This belongs to my grandmother! It should not be here. I 
have seen it in a picture of hers. It‘s a picture of her sister’s wedding. I have seen it many times. 
The picture is at grandma’s home in France. She keeps it in a glass cabinet in her dining-room.” 
Helen cries. 
“That’s impossible,” the antiquarian says, approaching to us. “This piece is unique and invaluable. 
It was a present to my aunt Enriqueta from someone who loved her very much.” 
“Excuse me, sir” Helen interrupts. “And... what is the price?” 

“It’s not on sale,” the man answers in a serious voice. 
We leave the shop rather disappointed. I start to think again. 

“Don’t worry Helen. You’re probably right. There might be something mysterious about the 
brooch,” I add. 

“Let’s think what to do.” 
We are now in Carrer Cavallers facing Casa Castellarnau. Unfortunately, the door is closed and 
we have to wait until it opens for guided visits. Héctor and Mark have gone on some errands and we 
have not got much time. All of a sudden, we see someone getting into the house through a small 
door at the end of the façade. It is the guide. I grasp Helen’s hand and she looks away to hide her 
blush. I stare at her and I can see a smile in her face. 

“Let’s get in!” I exclaim. 
We slip into the house. We hear some noises nearby. We wait for a while behind an old door near 
the stairs. 
“It‘s time we solve this mystery Helen” I say. “Let’s put our glasses on. We have no time to waste.” 

“I’m ready, Sergi!” Helen answers excited. 
“Ok, here you have your glasses. Ready? Now, one… 
two… three!” 

$  

We have just adjusted our glasses when notes from a 
piano start to sound. Helen, attracted by the music, 
climbs up the stairs. I follow her. As we walk through a 
narrow corridor the notes from the piano become louder. 
I feel Helen’s hand more than ever. We are both afraid 
and confused but eager to know what is behind the door. 

Many tales from this house have been told. Some say 
that in summer nights a lady in a white gown cries in 
despair; others say to have seen a phantom figure 
looming up one of the balconies facing Carrer 
Cavallers... 
We reach the end of the corridor. There is a door. Helen 
squeezes her small hand through the door gap and pokes 
around to see. It is incredible! A blonde girl with curly 
hair, in a pink dress is sitting in front of a piano. Her 
fingers are playing Bach notes. Besides, a lady in her 
fifties is standing watching her. Suddenly an enormous 
dog comes towards the door. We are just behind it.                    "A phantom figure looming  up one of the balconies" 
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“Oh no! They are going to discover us!” Helen says in a trembling voice. 

“Fabian! Fabian! Viens ici!” The Breton stops at the lady’s French words. It is only a few steps 
away from us. The lady comes near the dog. We can see her through the little door gap. She is 
wearing the necklace with a brooch. Fabian follows her to the piano. 
“We are saved!” Both of us exclaim. We take our glasses off and we run down the stairs. 
Fortunately, the main door is open and we mingle with the people who are entering the building. Mr 
Castellarnau, the guide, is handing out tickets to tourists. 

$  

“It’s her!” Helen says enthusiastically, once we reach the street again. 

“Who?” I ask. 
“My grandmother!” Helen replies. “She is wearing the brooch... But… Wait a minute, Sergi! We 
haven’t solved the mystery yet. There is still a question” she adds. All of a sudden Helen crosses the 
narrow street and goes to the boy at the door. I can see her talking to him. I wait on the other side of 
the street. I can say by Helen’s face that she is happier than ever. 
“I’ve got it!” she cries while approaching me. 

“Well, dear lady. Can you tell me what the last clue of the puzzle is?” I ask her looking at her green 
eyes. 

“That lady.” Helen takes a deep breath and she goes on. “The lady from the picture was Enriqueta’s 
tutor, a cultivated lady from France who came here to teach French and music to young girl 
Enriqueta. She left the house to marry my grandad back in The Netherlands three years later.”  

Helen pauses. “Isn’t it an amazing,  romantic story, Sergi?” 
she says. 
“And what about the jewel?” I find it very strange, altogether. 

“Who knows?” she answers. “My grandmother might have 
given it to Enriqueta when she left,” I say. 

It’s seven o’clock and Héctor and Mark are coming from 
Carrer Major. They are carrying a bag plenty of souvenirs to 
bring back home. 
“It has been a busy afternoon,” Héctor says with a smile, 
showing us all the bags. 
“Look what we have bought!” Mark adds. 

He hands out to me a little figure of a Cap Gros. 
 “It’s a replica of someone very popular in Tarragona,” he 
explains. “But... by the way; where have you been?” Héctor 
asks us. 

Helen looks at me. I can understand her thoughts from her 
lovely smile. 

 
 

"He hands out to me a little figure of a "cap gros", a replica of popular people of Tarragona. This is Mr. Castellarnau" 
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“Er... nowhere special, here… there… just hanging around,” she says. 
“What about going to that Italian ice-cream shop down in La Rambla? It’s said to have the best 
lemon and almond ice-cream in town,” I suggest trying to change the subject. 
“That sounds great! Let’s go, then!” everybody says. 

Helen and I look at each other and we know we are thinking the same. Solving a mystery has been 
exciting, but sharing a secret is even more! 

 
CHAPTER 5 – EUTYCHES, A GUIDE IN THE ROMAN WALL 

 
“What is there in the Museu Diocesà?” Helen asks. 

“The teacher explained that this museum shows a lot of artistic elements found in the area of 
Tarragona from the Roman Times until the 19th century. There are archaeological remains, 
paintings, mosaics… many, many things.” 
It is a sunny Wednesday morning. Helen and I are walking up Avinguda Catalunya. We are meeting 
our friends at the Museu Diocesà. It is inside the old town. 
“You see, Helen, on your left you have the Camp de Mart,” I explain. “The entrance is at the top of 
Avinguda Catalunya. On the right you have Via de l’Imperi, and in front of us, we have one of the 
entrances to the old town. Its name is Portal del Roser. We only have to walk five minutes to get to 
the Museu Diocesà.” 
“The Camp de Mart looks great!” says Helen, amazed. “It is a huge park with lots of grass and 
trees. And the Roman Wall stands next to it.” 
“People often walk or jog here and concerts and plays are performed at the theatre.” I explain. 

“And what is there in the middle of Via de l’Imperi?” asks Helen. “It looks like a huge column. 
Was it part of a temple?” 

“To be honest, I have no idea. It has always been there…” I look at my watch and say “Listen 
Helen. We have a little time before we arrive in the museum. Do you want us to do a quick visit to 
the past?” 
“That sounds fantastic! I’d love to! I’m ready, Sergi!” 

“Ok, here you have your glasses. Now, one… two… three!” 

$  

“Wow!” Helen looks around in surprise, with her green eyes wide open. “All the buildings in 
Avinguda Catalunya have disappeared! You can only see fields and small houses over there… and 
there… and there!” 
“This is incredible! And here, in front of us, the huge column in the middle of Via de l’Imperi 
standing all alone…” I can’t find a proper explanation and I say “Perhaps it is only a column and it 
has no special purpose…” 

Suddenly, we hear someone walking. 
“A group of Romans is coming! Let’s hide behind those trees! Quick, Helen! Run!” We run 
towards a small group of trees. We hide behind the thick trunk of a high pine tree and observe the 
Romans quietly. 
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The Romans are marching directly towards the column. One of the Romans seems a prisoner, 
because he has both hands tied on his back with a piece of thick rope. He is also surrounded by 
legionaries; they are probably guarding him, so that he can’t escape. 
“What are they going to do with him?” Helen cries. 

“I don’t know, but maybe, he is a criminal!” I whisper. 
“Look! They are tying up his arms around the huge column!” Helen feels her legs trembling. 

 
 “Yes… and look at that other legionary! He 
is preparing a long whip… What on earth…?” 
I start, but Helen interrupts me and says “I 
don’t want to watch any more. Let’s go 
somewhere else…” And we immediately 
leave our hiding-place. 
“We can go to the Camp de Mart! It is near 
here, isn’t it? There may be a concert there!” 
“Good idea, Helen!” 

Walking silently from tree to tree, we get near 
the Camp de Mart. As we come closer to it, 
we hear some strange sounds: clashes of 
swords, shouts and people moving. 

“What is that noise? It seems as if someone is 
fighting.” I observe. 

“Maybe it is a play about war. How exciting!” 
Helen shouts. 

         "He has both hands tied on his back with a piece of thick rope" 

 

“Hey, you both! Who are you? Are you intruders?” When we 
turn our heads, we see a tall strong Roman soldier standing 
behind us. He has a long lance and he is wearing a pair of 
sandals, a leather skirt and a wide red mantle. Helen is about to 
shout. We are so frightened, that we want to run, but our legs 
don’t move. 

 “Ah, you are only children! Ave, I am Decurio Eutyches, fourth 
legio and third cohort. I control the training of the Roman 
soldiers and I also run on aurigas in the circus. I’m an Iberian, 
but I’m a Roman soldier now. I’m a good warrior and the 
Roman Empire is a great Empire.” 
“H… hi… my name is Sergi… lius. Sergilius, and this is Hel… 
Helenia, my friend.” 
“What are you doing here? This is a dangerous area for 
children” Eutyches states. 
 

    "Ave, I am Decurio Eutyches, fourth legio and third cohort" 
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“Er… we… were only playing and then… we… we…” I start to say. 
“We got here by mistake. We are sorry. It won’t happen again, sir.” continues Helen with decision. 

“Don’t worry, but you should be careful from now on.” Decurio Eutyches is now serious and he 
seems honest and friendly. 

 “Why?” Helen asks. “Isn’t there a theatre? Don’t you do concerts and performances in “Camp de 
Mart”?” 

“Concerts? Performances? In “Camp de Mart”? Ha, ha, ha!” Decurio Eutyches can’t stop laughing. 
“No, no. I see you don’t have any idea. Come with me. I haven’t finished my rounds in the walls 
yet, but you can have a look at “Camp de Mart” from the top of the wall”. 
Helen and I follow Eutyches. We go into the wall and climb a ladder that leads to one of the towers. 

“Septimio Severo, the governor of Tarraco, wants his soldiers to be prepared for any attack of the 
enemies. That is why our soldiers train every day in “Camp de Mart”. As you may know, Mars is 
the God of War. For this reason this great training field is called “Camp de Mart”.” 
“Do you train with them?” Helen wants to know. 

“Yes, but at the moment, as I said, I’m finishing my rounds here inside the wall.” Eutyches points at 
the wall. “The wall protects the city and some of the soldiers take shifts to guard them. This way, 
we make sure that no intruders or enemies can come into the city.” 
“And when do you run on the aurigas?” I can’t help asking him about the famous horse races. 

“In my free time, of course. I hope one day I will win.” Eutyches smiles at the two children. I look 
at my watch surreptitiously. 

“Thank you, Eutyches, you have been so kind to us and we have learned so many things. But our 
friends may be worried. We should go back with them. Thank you again and bye bye!” 

“Ave, Sergilius and Helenia. And remember, this is a dangerous place.” 
Helen and I take our glasses off. 

$  

 

Now, we are again in front of Portal del Roser and we realise that we are five minutes late.  
“Wow, it was fantastic! And Eutyches was so nice, and so attractive…” Helen takes a deep breath. 
“And he explained a lot of interesting things!” 
“Yes, but it is getting late. We should already be in the Museu Diocesà!” 

So Helen and I run inside the old town and get quickly to the museum. When our friend Héctor sees 
us, he exclaims “At last! We were waiting for you! The teacher has just entered to buy the tickets. 
Come on, let’s go into the museum.” 
Everybody goes into the old building. The teacher begins to explain: “Here you can see a funerary 
stone with an inscription dedicated to Eutyches. This brave soldier was an Iberian liberto and he 
also ran on the aurigas or chariots. He won many races and here we can see his figure. In his 
hands he is holding the Victory Palm, an object only given to the winners. On these other walls you 
can see…” 

Helen and I look at each other in surprise. Yes, it has been a great adventure! 
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CHAPTER 6 – SCIENCE FICTION AT FORTI DE LA REINA(*) 

 
It is a fabulous sunny day. All the students are meeting at the beach to spend the whole day playing 
sports, sunbathing, even swimming, if it is hot enough. Helen and I are preparing our rucksacks in 
our bedroom. 

“Helen, make sure we have everything we need,” I say. 
“That’s okay. Let’s see. Towels?” asks Helen. 

“Yes.” 
“Sun cream?” 

“Yes.” 
“Swimsuit? Trainers for the sports competition?” 

“Yes. Yes.” 
“Picnic?” 

“Not yet. My mum is in the kitchen. She is preparing some sandwiches for lunch.” 
We go to the kitchen and take our picnics. Now we are ready to leave. We say goodbye and leave 
the house. We are going to Platja del Miracle. One can get there on foot. 
“You’ll see, Helen, it is a wonderful beach.” I explain. “It has the Club Nàutic and the sports port 
on the right side, and a small bay with an old fort on it on the left side. All along the beach there’s  
an avenue where people walk or go jogging all year round. You’ll love it, I’m sure!” 

“Fantastic! We can go to the beach and it is not even June! In the Netherlands that is unthinkable. 
People can start going to the beach in July…” 

After walking for about twenty minutes, we get to the beach. All our friends are already there 
waiting for us. There are mountains of bags and towels spread on the sand and there is a pair of 
volleyball nets and some goals. 
“Hello, Sergi!” Héctor shouts. “At last! We thought you weren’t coming! The teachers have already 
sorted out  the teams and you and Helen are with us. We are going to win!” 
While Helen and I are taking our 
rucksacks off and leaving them on 
the sand, Helen stares at the 
enormous and magnificent fort 
that stands on the sea cliff. 

“Wow! The fort is splendid! Can 
one visit it?” she asks. 

“You can have a look at it, but 
there is nothing special to see. 
This fort, called Fortí de la Reina, 
is now a restaurant. People 
usually celebrate weddings and 
special meals here. It is very 
nice.” 
                                                                                                 "Helen stares at the enormous and magnificient fort that stands on the sea clift" 
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“Promise me we will go to see it afterwards.” 
“Ok, I promise. But let’s go with the others. The games are about to start!” 

The competition starts and all the students have so much fun. My team wins the football matches, 
but we lose all the volleyball games. After a pair of hours of running, playing and scoring lots of 
goals, everybody is sweating and very hot. 
“Let’s take a dive! The last one to get into the water is a chicken!” Mark shouts. 

We all run towards the water. It is very cold but refreshing. We play for a while and do some 
swimming races until we decide it’s time for lunch. 

After lunch, everybody is relaxing on their towels. Some go for a walk along the seaside and collect 
some shells; others play cards and listen to music, and the laziest take a short siesta under the sun. I 
can’t oppose Helen’s ideas for so long. She always gets what she wants from me. So after a pair of 
minutes of Helen insisting on having a look at the fort, I accept smiling at her. We put on our 
trainers and T-shirts and start our exploration. 
The Fortí de la Reina is surrounded by rocks which form a huge sea cliff. Many people who like 
fishing usually fix their fishing-rods in the rocks and wait until they fish any small and miles away 
fish. One can only have access to these rocks from the beach and they get to the water. We border 
the fort all the time and as we move forward, the sea cliff appears under our feet, getting higher and 
higher. 

After some minutes we get to a charming and small bay. The view is fantastic; we can see the beach 
on the right and the immensity of the Mediterranean Sea in front of us. The huge waves of the sea 
are breaking upon the rocks of the cliff turning the blue water into white drops of spume. Just 
behind us, we have the vast walls of Fortí de la Reina with enormous windows which face directly 
the sea. 
Helen looks inside the fort through one of the windows. It is very dark inside, but she can see a big 
room with a series of tables and chairs very well distributed, as well as a bar on the one side and an 
old portrait of a woman hanging on the wall of the other side. 

“Who is that woman?” wonders Helen. 
“I think it is Queen Anne Stuart of England. This fort was made to her memorial. In the 17th 
century two noblemen fought for the Spanish crown: Archduke Charles vs. Philippe Duke of Anjou. 
The Queen helped Archduke Charles and sent lots of troops to fight in the war. They built a pair of 
forts.” I go on talking. “The other one is up that hill behind this fort and it is next to that park. It is 
called Fortí de Sant Jordi. They were both built in strategic places, so that the north and the east of 
the city could be controlled easily.” 
“How exciting! Please, I would love to see what this fort looked like in the 17th century. Sergi, let’s 
put your glasses on and…” 
“Oh, Helen, I’m not sure if it is a good idea. A fort was used for war purposes, and we could put 
ourselves in a dangerous situation…” I doubt weather it is a good idea or not. 
“Oh, come on, only for some minutes. We will hide very well, and if we feel that we are in danger, 
we will take our glasses off.” Helen begs “I’d love to see those great dressings in the ladies of the 
upper class!” 

“Ok, then… Let’s go. Ready? Now, one… two… three!” 

$  
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A clatter comes to our ears. It seems as if someone is shooting with canyons. We also hear a sound 
of sword-clashing, people shouting and guns shooting. 

“Oh, my God, Helen, I told you it wasn’t a good idea. We are in the middle of a war!” 
“No! Look at the bay. There are two large vessels and they are fighting one against the other.” 

“Aha! The troops of Philippe Duke of Anjou and Archduke Charles! We are back in the 17th 
century!” I exclaim. 

“No, no, no! Look at the flags! They are black and they have a skull and two bones crossed! They 
are pirates!” Helen is beginning to feel frightened. 

“Maybe they have a valuable treasure and they have come to this fort to hide it” I observe. 
“Inside the fort? I thought that pirates hid their treasures in uninhabited and lost islands or secret 
caves…” Helen says. 
“Wait a minute…” I clap my hands. “I know where! I know where these pirates are going to hide 
their treasure! Do you remember the small bay we saw? 
“Yes, we are in front of it now.”  Helen answers. 

“When there is low-tide, you can see a small cave inside the rocks. You can only go into it by 
swimming and it is exactly under the fort!” I start to feel very excited. 

“It is a perfect hiding-place! Amazing! But let’s hide somewhere else! Someone can see us here and 
there are lots of canyon shoots here! We could be hurt!” Helen advises. 

“There are some rocks over there. Let’s hide behind them!” 
We run towards the rocks and hide behind them. We are so impressed by the historic scene we are 
witnessing... But, suddenly, I push the rocks which hide us, and they move forward until they fall 
into the water. 

“How strange! These rocks weren’t very heavy!” I look at Helen rather confused. 
“Yes, as if they weren’t real…” answers Helen. 

We stand petrified looking at the rocks falling and crashing upon the rocks of the sea cliff. We see 
how the rocks break into pieces making a great clatter. At that precise moment, nothing is 
protecting us and nothing is hiding us. All of a sudden, we realise that everybody is looking at us 
carefully. 

Then, we hear someone shout “CUT!” 
“Oh, no!” at last, Helen reacts. “They discovered us! These pirates are going to kill us!” 

My brain starts working quickly. “Don’t you understand, Helen?” I whisper. “It is not the 17th 
century and those are not real pirates! They are actors! The rocks are the setting! They are shooting 
a film! Look!” 
We both see how a group of people with cameras, spotlights and big microphones are walking 
towards us. We can see that they are all dressed with wide flowery blouses, wide jeans and round 
glasses. Most of them have also long hair and thick beards and moustaches. 

“I’ll bet you anything that we are back to the 1960’s or the 1970’s, and not the 17th century. They 
are all dressed as hippies!” Helen says in a soft voice. 

“Hey, you! What are you doing here?” That man with so much authority seems the director of the 
film. “This is a private filming. Nobody can get into the stage! Or break the scenary! I’m going to 
call the security guards.” He takes out his walkie-talkie and immediately two handsome and strong 
men in uniform appear. They are walking straight towards us. 
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“Oh no, Helen, we should run and try to escape!” I start analyzing the situation to find a way to 
escape. 

“But we can’t run anywhere! We are surrounded by rocks, the fort is just behind us, we have the 
director on the right and the security guards are coming to our left and the bay is in front of us. We 
can’t escape!” Helen is horrified.  
“Oh, yes we can.” I say, bravely. “Take my hand! And jump, Helen, jump! Into the water! Now!” 
After some seconds in the air, which seem hours, we fall into the water.  

$  

The water is very cold, but at least 
we are now out of danger. No pirate 
ships, no canyons and no hippy film 
directors following us. We are back 
in the year 2008, but completely wet 
and cold. 

“Now that I think about it, I once 
heard that some films have been 
filmed in Fortí de la Reina…” I start 
to say. “In fact, one of them was 
filmed a couple of years ago…” 
 

                      "Take my hand! And jump, Helen, jump! Into the water" 

 

“Come back to reality, Sergi, wake up!” Helen calls me, ironically. She seems a bit worried. “How 
are we going to get to the beach, now?” The adventure is not finished yet. 

“Don’t feel anxious, Helen, it is not very far. We only have to swim bordering these rocks. It is not 
very deep in here and there are only a few meters to the beach. Don’t worry, I will help you if you 
are tired.” 
“I’m not tired, but I was a bit scared” Suddenly, Helen sees a dark cave in the rocks just under the 
fort. “Hold on a minute, Sergi, isn’t it the cave you were talking about before? The cave where we 
thought that the pirates were going to hide treasures…” 

“Ah, yes, this is the cave. It is called Cova del Gos. I told you that we could see it from the water... 
Do you want to go in?” I ask. But Helen seems reluctant to this idea. 

“It seems very mysterious, but… No, thank you. I don’t feel like swimming more than  is necessary 
right now. And I’m sure there is no treasure in here, after all!” Helen laughs. 
“Ha, ha! That was a great joke! Come on then, they may be worried about us.” 

And we swim until we get to the beach. Everybody is still lying on their towels, taking siestas, 
talking… just relaxing. When we get our towels, Helen takes a deep breath and turns her eyes to the 
fort. 
“It’s great to feel warm and dry again…” 

Héctor is coming. He, Mark and some other friends have been playing on the sand and they are 
completely covered by sand and very hot. 

“Hey” he shouts. “We are going to take a dive. Do you want to join us?” 
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I smile at Helen and answer, “No, thank you, we have had enough water for today!” Helen smiles 
back at me and blinks her eye at me. That is the best part of the day! 
(*) Fortí de la Reina has been chosen in different occasions for the filming of some movies in 1968. Some scenes were 
shot for a film known as “El Corsario Negro”. There hardly exists documentation about this film; however, it is known 
that it was a Spanish low budget film, whose filming wasn’t  finished, so it didn’t even have a première. 

CHAPTER 7 – THE FAREWELL PARTY AT THE ROMAN PULVINAR 
“Helen are you ready?” I ask impatiently from the sofa of my bedroom. Why do all the girls spend 
so much time to get ready? “We are going to have dinner, not to a Royal Wedding!” I say 
ironically. 

“We still have plenty of time, Sergi. But I’ll be ready in a few minutes.” All the boys are so 
impatient, Helen thinks. 

It’s our last day today. Tomorrow Helen and her schoolmates will go back home and all the 
adventures of the past days will be just that, part of the past. I feel a bit sad, because I won’t see 
Helen until next summer… Yes, Helen and I have planned to spend some of our summer holidays 
together. She will come to Tarragona again for a week in July and I will fly to Breda for a week in 
August. And we have our e-mail addresses and messenger, of course! We are going to talk every 
day! 

But before they leave, I’m taking her on our last big adventure: the Circus! But not a show with 
clowns, elephants and magicians, no! As we have become so proficient in the use of the glasses, 
I’m taking her to the Roman Circus! I’ve always wanted to see all those chariot racers competing 
for glory! I think it can be very exciting! But I haven’t told her anything yet. It is a surprise. I hope 
she will like it! I have everything prepared. 
I’ve convinced my friends to have our farewell dinner in a nice restaurant in Tarragona called the 
Pulvinar, near Plaça de la Font. You can eat pizza and other typical Italian dishes. It is really good! 
But why this restaurant? At school the History teacher explained that the pulvinar in the Roman 
circus was a place built to save the difference in level between the higher part where the Temple 
was and the lower part where the Circus was. It was also used, it seems, to put the statues of the 
gods after the opening ceremony. Nowadays, this little restaurant keeps some stone remains inside 
and I’m planning to go earlier and try to start from there. 

“Ok, I’m ready, Sergi. We can go now,” 
says Helen, while she is putting her purse 
in her handbag. “Where are we going?” 
“It is a surprise” I answer. She really 
looks fantastic in her jeans and her 
favourite T-shirt. “I will only tell you that 
we need the glasses.” Helen draws a big 
smile and I add, “But can you keep them 
in your bag? I have nowhere to carry 
them…” 

“Ok. Let’s go. I’m eager to know where 
or when we are going to travel!” Helen is 
very happy. So we say good-bye to my 
parents and leave the house leading for 
the restaurant. 

 
         "We are having our farewell dinner in a nice restaurant called Pulvinar" 
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 “This restaurant is very cosy,” Helen says, when we arrive at the restaurant, as she looks around 
the room. “And look, here are the Roman stones you explained, the pulvinar… But wait a second… 
Where are the others? Are they all late?” 
 “No, we are earlier because I want to take you to my favourite place: the Circus,” I answer. “That 
is my surprise! Will you join me?” 
“Of course!” Helen is taking the glasses out of her handbag. “I won’t say no to a last trip to the 
past!” So we sit on the stones, we put our glasses on and we say together, “Now, one… two… 
three!” 

$  
 

Sound of trumpets, audience clapping… Yes! We’ve done it again! The show has just started. We 
go down the stairs and take a sit on a grade, in a corner, hidden from the people. We don’t want to 
be too conspicuous in our 21st century clothes. 
“That parade is amazing!” says Helen enthusiastically. “All those chariots going around the arena... 
So bright! And the racers... They look so strong and dangerous... I would love to be there, on one of 
these chariots... What are they doing?” 

 “They are opening the show. They go round the circus so people can see them. Can you see? There 
are two and four-wheeled chariots, bigae and cuadrigae. They will have different races,” I explain. 

“It is a very spectacular and colourful 
show. Each auriga has a different color: 
white, red, blue, green...” comments 
Helen. 

“Each color represents something similar 
to our sport clubs. They are called 
factiones and four of them were set in 
Hispania.” I declared. “As you see, each 
one was marked by a different colour: 
Albata for white, Veneta for blue, Praesina 
for green and Russata for red. And they all 
compete here today!” 

“What is that man doing now? He is 
placing some strange figures on the 
pulvinar. Is it part of the show?” Helen is 
always that curious and wants to know 
everything. 

                        "All those chariots going around the arena" 

 

“Those figures are the gods. They protect and wish the racers, the aurigae, fair and glorious 
competitions.” 

“Hey! They are starting now,” Helen says fascinated. She is looking at the aurigae carefully. 
“Sergi” she says, as she touches my arm. “Isn’t that auriga the Roman we met at the Roman Wall? 
That one in Veneta!” 
“What? Who? Let me see…” I observed the racer attentively. “Yes, he is! There he is, the great 
Eutyches! Is this the race he is going to win?” We are now paying especial attention to the race. Our 
hearts beat rapidly because of the emotion.  
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 “The chariots are on line now!” says Helen. “Look! It is Albata against Veneta now! It is 
Eutyches’s turn!” 
“Ready, steady, go!” I say, as if I was playing one of those children games before starting a 
competition. Both opponents could represent the city; Veneta and Albata, blue and white, like the 
colours of this marvellous city of Tarraco: blue, limpid sky and bright, clear sea, all protected by the 
strong, almost white presence of the stones. 
The aurigae run and run, aurigae whipping the magnificent horses, faces expectant, opponents 
checking their neighbours all the time. An error can be fatal. And the audience! My god! Cheering, 
clapping, getting mad at the errors of their favourites, people getting so hot… No difference from a 
football game, at all. 
“I think this race is about to finish! Who will win?” I wonder. 

“Eutyches, definitely! He is the first! He won! He won!” Helen is completely captivated. However, 
a look at my watch tells me it’s time to go back. Our friends must be arriving at the restaurant now. 

“Let’s go back before they miss us,” I tell Helen. I can say by her look that she would stay here 
much longer but she agrees. But before taking our glasses off, we take one last good look at the 
show that we are already leaving behind us, trying to capture this image so as to keep it in our 
minds for a long time. Then, as we walk back to the pulvinar, we take our glasses off. 

“Come on, Helen, let’s do it together. Now, one… two… three!” 

$  
All of a sudden we find ourselves sitting at a nice table in the restaurant. “Just on time,” I say. Our 
friends are entering the building. 

“Hey, hello, how are you? You are the first!” Héctor approaches them with a big smile. “Ready for 
the unforgettable experience of our last dinner together? We have prepared some surprises!” 

Ha! Surprises... I bet you cannot beat what we’ve experienced these days with Helen, I say to 
myself. And as everybody sits at the tables, I look at Helen and she smiles at me. It is true: there are 
some experiences in your life that you never forget. 
 

 
TO BE CONTINUED… 


