
Alberto Campo Baeza 

OF HOW THE YOUNG GODS CAME DOWN TO PANTELLERIA 

About Casa Vittoria in Pantelleria by Lluis Clotet and Oscar Tusquets 

PUBLISHED IN 

El Croquis 11 – 12. Madrid, 1983 

La Idea Construida. Ed. COAM. Madrid, 1996 

  



2 

Alberto Campo Baeza 

OF HOW THE YOUNG GODS CAME DOWN TO PANTELLERIA 

About Casa Vittoria in Pantelleria by Lluis Clotet and Oscar Tusquets 

The Great Circus of the Culture of Architecture is here! With artists from all over the 

world: the daredevil Archigrams, the Tendenza, brave lion tamers, the Radicals, 

famous contortionists, the Five Architects, authentic reincarnation of the clouns of the 

thirties, ... and much more. The happy traveling band circles the world tirelessly. It 

puts its load in any Congress or University and develops its show always old and 

always new: ideal cities, universal panaceas, paternalistic advices, ... without any 

relation with what is really built, but the Circus is as it is: a healthy evasion. 

It is very difficult to be able to perform in this show, even though from time to time 

some artist dies, or the dictates of fashion cause some casualties. New artists are 

recruited in the most sophisticated Universities, where time should not be wasted in 

practical teachings, because the students are not going to build almost anything. It is 

not easy for provincial Spaniards like us to have a place in this troupe. 

However, as we see every day more and more remote the possibility to work, to work 

making an architecture with which to really intervene in the environment that 

surrounds us, we dedicate ourselves to rehearse jumps and pirouettes, hoping that 

someday the Great Circus will announce us. 

Oscar Tusquets. Manifesto 1977 

And with the freshness of the rehearsal, the courage of the leap and the madness of the 

pirouette, the young architects built a house in a splendid place that was even more 

beautiful, oh difficult achievement, after the construction of that beautiful dwelling. 

Temple? dwelling of gods? The young gods of Olympus, not far from there, having heard 

the good news, decided to go down to Pantelleria, to judge whether or not the young 

architects deserved the victory (Victory of Pantelleria) of the coronation and their 

consequent entry into Olympus. 

And the young gods, descendants of Apollo and Dionysus, came down to Pantelleria 

and settled in the enchanted enclosure on the hill by the sea. And the young gods found 

themselves very much at home there, and I with them. 

At nightfall, in the white moonlight, we would go down to the black waters that kissed the 

edge of the rocks. And the image of the temple, illuminated by the moonlight, appeared 

ghostly reflected on the waters. At sunrise, the priestess in the white linen dress, wearing 

a large hat (I don't know how she managed to appear in all the photos that were later 

published) initiated us in fantastic rites. After the first bath in those waters that were now 

tinged with transparent blue, we would go up to dance on the limpid pavements, going 

around and around the white (were-were-were-were-white?) columns. The flutes 

sounded. When at last, exhausted, we entered the temple below, we were welcomed by 

the priestess with the short hair and the striped veil. The altar table, prepared for the 

ceremony, unusually crossed the room diagonally, and was surrounded by small seats, 
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the work of some old Finnish god. Sitting there, oh blissful architecture! we began to 

elucidate the possible coronation of the young architects, already evident from the 

beginning. 

Raffaello, a god of Milan, the one with the curly hair, expressed how much he was 

pleased with the paradigmatic character of the solution proposed as an up-down, inside-

outside situation, and its architectural walk-through in the strictest sense of those terms. 

Zita, goddess pavese, daughter of the gods of Gabbionne considered how well the 

location of the functions was resolved (oh woman, that even when goddess, you keep 

the flame of the function!). To sleep above, to live below. Go up to dream, come down to 

make dreams come true. 

Remus, the Trentine god, the one with the heart of gold, pointed out how well he thought 

the intersection of the different structural plots worked. The slight twists, he said, are 

fantastic. 

Enza, the Sicilian goddess, the one with the dark complexion, insistently praised the wise 

treatment of the light that had been mastered. She defined the atmosphere achieved as 

one of salty clarity. 

Cino, another little Milanese god, the one with the eternal smile and the sharp 

intelligence, was more explicit: he indicated how excellent was the living space 

conceived as a hollow in the rock, and how the accentuation of this effect with the 

breaking of the bottom as a well of light seemed to him to be right, how its masking in 

the linteled façade in a rhythmic series of columns repeated specularly on the outside, 

produced a perfectly adequate response. He added that the creation of the second new 

bedroom piece as a third differential element and its situation in an intermediate plane 

with its corresponding series of columns and the white covers forming adjacent 

enclosures, seemed to him very well within this skillful exercise of composition. 

Josephus, the Catalan god of overwhelming sympathy and deep thinking, married to the 

magdadiosa, made a great presentation a little more dilated. In his opinion, always in a 

positive way, the young architects offered us here an accumulation of "perversions" or 

aesthetic inversions. 

It is a house hidden in a hillside, which is expressed on the outside as a ruin. A 

transition space, consisting of colonnades and porches, "masks" and serves as a 

passage between the natural environment of the island and the house, forming a 

body with the rocky hillside. 

There is here a face and a back of the house, which is exploited to the maximum, to 

its limits, contrasting the "almost troglodytic" architecture of the hillside settlement 

with the loose, very loose architecture of some isolated columns. However, the 

aesthetic perversion is discovered once again mounted on a deep structure. The 

loose columns, in the manner of aligned menhirs, are perfectly opposed in the most 

architectural sense of the term "perfect", with the interior spaces almost dug into the 
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hillside. The platform, in the manner of a Roman Empire Temple of Fortune, with its 

ramps and terraces, only reinforces the inversion. The associations here would be 

too easy and the comments to an ethical perversion of housing as a temple would 

be, at the same time, too risky and uncomfortable. It is better to observe the 

experiment. 

For my part, after this clear speech, and very much in agreement with everything said by 

the gods, it seemed to me that everything could be summarized in that obtaining such a 

splendid result, as a clear architectural translation of a good conceptual starting point, 

also made with the maximum economy of means, was tremendously close to that 

naturalness that in the architectural artifice is always a guarantee of quality. At the end 

of my mimic dissertation I could hear, only I heard it, the sardonic laughter of the old 

Finnish god. 

After all the speeches, the young architects were immediately crowned, unanimously 

and happily decided. The laurel leaves were replaced by branches of mysterious rose 

bushes, and they decided to tell us that they were granted the gift that, in those crowns 

on their heads, new roses would bloom every year. 

These covens with the gods took place a long architectural time ago. (Is ten years a long 

time?), when we inaugurated those temples of Pantelleria. And today, exciting time 

confusingly clear and fortunately plural, when returning to Pantelleria (we always return 

to Manderley) those who accompany us ask us: Is this a ruin "taken advantage of"? Is 

this a house "half finished"? Is this a poorly finished construction? In any case, I prefer 

to go on believing, I believe, that these - those temples are still alive in their eternal 

timelessness. 

Was that coven of the young gods a dream? Were those judgments right? Was that 

coronation deserved? Back then we were passionate about the project, but what about 

today? I do not believe that then, as now, our architects intended to make the Great 

Architecture there. The possible judgment today, and without the gods being present, 

does not have the warmth, freshness and passion of the judgments made on recent 

works, where partiality seems unavoidable. Is it a bad thing to be partial? Don't you like 

to be partial? I do. What a delight to be biased! Impartial is good for judges and for 

newspaper headlines, but not for life or for Architecture. Life and Architecture are, and 

must always be, partial and passionate. 

And with that bias I continue to maintain the judgments I made-we made with the young 

gods in and about Pantelleria. With the nuances, moreover, that what at that time was a 

work of youth, today is opera prima of architects who are still in the very difficult gap. 

On the other hand, those young architects in age, fortunately are still young in their way 

of understanding architecture. 

And their intended claim to be advertised in the Grand Circus (and this I don't know if it 

will be good) has been fulfilled. And not only that. Today, just a few years later, these 
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architects are part of the Grand Circus company and are owners of a good package of 

shares. How times have changed in a short time! 

In any case, I prefer to go on believing, I believe, that the gods, the young gods came 

down to Pantelleria. 

And roses have bloomed on the heads of the young architects. Shall I return again to 

Pantelleria to join them in the white light of the white moon? 


