
		
			[image: Cover of Searching for Margarito Temprana: A Barcelona Novella of Scent and Stone by Rolando Andrés Ramos]
		

	
		

		
			[image: ]

			A Barcelona Novella Of Scent And Stone 

			Rolando Andrés Ramos

			2025

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

		

		
			
			

		

	
		
			Title Page  

		

	
		

		
			Copyright

			This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. 

			Copyright © 2025 by Rolando Andrés Ramos

			All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

			Published in the United States of America

			First Edition ISBN: 979-8-218-74371-0 Library of Congress Control Number: 2025915703  Cover, interior, and typesetting by Rolando Andrés Ramos For permissions or inquiries, contact: info@fascinomae.com

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

		

	
		
			Dedication

			In memory of Carmen Fara Esther Pérez Pérez,  my mother, who taught me the power of words. Dedicated to Dania Maria Ramos, my wife, and Dania Adriana Ramos, my daughter, who make every word worth writing.

			 [image: ]

			A Barcelona Novella Of Scent And Stone 

		

	
		
			Barcelona

		

	
		
			Day One

			

			I didn’t know yet that finding something can sometimes mean letting it go. That afternoon in Barcelona, I stood in the last perfume shop on my meticulously researched list, watching light fracture through crystal bottles arranged in rows that defied any mathematical order I tried to impose.

			The shop occupied the ground floor of a fifteenth-century building, its limestone fasçade weathered by wind and water, its Gothic archway revealing Moorish influences that predated the quarter’s medieval reconstruction. Air hung thick with competing fragrances inside. Rose warred with sandalwood, citrus sharpness cutting through heavy musks. Bottles clustered across shelves that ignored the room’s natural sight lines, like a city built without blueprints.

			“El cologne de Margarito Temprana.” I consulted my leather-bound notebook, aligned parallel to the counter’s marble edge. “Gardenia, bergamot, mandarin. Cedar, basil. Discontinued thirty years ago.”

			The shopkeeper studied me with narrowed eyes. He responded in rapid Catalan, his voice carrying the rasp of decades smoking cigarettes. I caught only fragments: “no entiendo” and “imposible.”

			“En español, por favor.” I straightened, perpendicular to the counter top. “Temprana. The perfumer. His cologne.”

			“Ah, Temprana.” Something flickered across the shopkeeper’s expression; recognition masked by deliberate evasion. His fingers drummed against the wooden register. “No, señorita. No Temprana. Very old. Very rare.”

			From my bag I withdrew the index card with my father’s precise handwriting, the formula he remembered, notes that had accompanied him through thirty years of designing buildings that earned international recognition but never satisfied something unnamed in him. The paper felt fragile between my fingers.

			“Perhaps another cologne? Very similar.” The shopkeeper turned his back and reached for a bottle with amber glass and gold cap. Glass clinked against glass as he moved other bottles aside. “Popular with architects. Very distinguished.”

			This deviation from my expected pattern created a pause. Through the gap, I noticed another customer. A young man examined glass flacons near the window, afternoon light carving shadows across his profile. The shopkeeper’s eyes flicked toward him, followed by an almost imperceptible head shake.

			Two days remained before my carefully constructed plans crumbled to dust. This was the last shop on my list. I had built that list through fourteen days of progressive refinement, neighborhood grid-searches, informational interviews with Barcelona’s perfume community.

			“The cologne was called ‘Memoria.’” I abandoned my prepared script, my voice cutting through the shop’s hushed acoustics. “Temprana created it in 1968, discontinued it in 1991. Does any remaining inventory exist?”

			Artificial confusion hardened the shopkeeper’s posture. His hands stilled on the counter. “No conozco este nombre. Perhaps La Casa del Perfume on Carrer Ferran? They specialize in...”

			“I’ve been there.” I snapped my notebook shut. “And to thirty-seven other shops in Barcelona.”

			The young man by the window turned, revealing features assembled with natural balance despite their asymmetry. His footsteps whispered across the worn wooden floor.

			“He’s lying to you.” His breath carried hints of coffee and mint. He stepped into a shaft of light that warmed the air between us. “Everyone in the Gothic Quarter knows about Temprana.” A pause settled between us. “And everyone knows you shouldn’t ask directly.”

			The shopkeeper’s eyes widened as my carefully structured research methodology collapsed under the weight of a single observation.

			

			Outside the perfume shop, afternoon light carved precise angles between Gothic walls. Rose and sandalwood still clung to my clothes like evidence of my failed search. The narrow street created a perfect study in architectural compression and release, medieval stones channeling pedestrian flow while occasional openings provided calculated moments of spatial relief. I needed this predictability after the shopkeeper’s deliberate evasions.

			I tucked my notebook into my bag, aligning the leather edge with the canvas interior seam. Thirty-seven shops searched. Fourteen days of methodical progress. One variable had disrupted my carefully constructed approach. Now I needed to recalibrate my entire strategy.

			Footsteps approached from behind, their irregular rhythm breaking the mathematical patterns I unconsciously tracked. My path maintained optimal distance from both walls. These steps meandered in gentle curves that ignored the street’s linear logic entirely, each footfall creating a different acoustic signature against the worn stones.

			The young man from the shop fell into step beside me, disrupting my established sight lines. His movement through space followed desire rather than efficiency, each step responding to variables I couldn’t calculate. Patches of sun-warmed limestone drew his attention. Architectural details caught his eye. Acoustic sweet spots where the passage widened and voices carried differently seemed to guide his path.

			“The agreement covers every perfume shop in the Gothic Quarter.” He matched my pace with surprising ease. “Nobody talks about Temprana directly. Hasn’t happened for years.”

			I kept walking, cross-referencing this information with my research data. The stone beneath our feet had been polished smooth by generations of footsteps, worn into curves that guided movement without conscious thought. “Fifteen guidebooks. University databases. Nothing mentioned any agreement.”

			

			“Because it’s not written down anywhere.” He gestured toward a building where Roman stones supported Gothic arches punctured by Renaissance windows, afternoon heat radiating from the weathered masonry. “Some things you protect by not making them official.”

			My pen had stopped moving across my mental checklist. I glanced at his profile, noting how he studied the facades like an architect reading structural drawings.

			“Julian.” He extended his hand at a casual angle. “Art student. I know things about this neighborhood that don’t show up in research.”

			I assessed his offered hand before accepting it. His fingers showed the subtle marks of someone who worked with his hands, skin slightly roughened but not calloused, warm from the afternoon sun. His nails were trimmed short and practical. The handshake lasted exactly three seconds, though something in his grip suggested he might have held on longer if I’d allowed it.

			“Marina García. Architecture.” The brevity surprised me after so many formal introductions to shopkeepers.

			

			Three streets converged at irregular angles in the small plaza we reached. The space opened with the relief of compressed passages finally widening. Light struck the western facades, transforming weathered limestone into planes of amber and gold while eastern walls receded into violet shadow. A small fountain at the center provided steady percussion, water trickling over stone worn to silk.

			“You’re doing this backwards.” Julian paused near the fountain, its proportions suggesting fifteenth-century craftsmanship. Wet stone mingled with something green and growing from planters arranged around its base. “Temprana’s not something you track down through databases.”

			“I’ve covered seventeen neighborhoods.” My voice bounced off the surrounding walls with sharp echoes. “Systematic grid pattern. What exactly are you suggesting?”

			Julian laughed, the sound gathering resonance as it moved between stone surfaces like a bell finding its true note. “Look around you.” He tilted his head toward the building facades, late afternoon light revealing centuries of accumulated texture. “This whole quarter grew without a plan. People wore paths where they needed to go, and eventually those became streets.”

			Pedestrians consistently favored the right side of our passage despite its even width, their collective footsteps having carved a trajectory into the stone itself, creating infrastructure through pure use.

			“Plans are just suggestions.” Julian warmed to his subject, the plaza’s acoustics giving his words new dimension. “Buildings change. People use them differently than architects expect.” He gestured toward the layered facades surrounding us, their surfaces radiating stored heat from the day’s sun. “Seven hundred years of people just adding what they needed. Breaking rules. Making it work.”

			My shoulders had loosened without my noticing. The Quarter’s apparent chaos revealed itself as a different kind of structural integrity, one that had proven itself through time rather than theory.

			“I know someone who actually knew him.” Julian watched my face carefully. “Some say Señora Belmonte recognized Temprana’s talent early and became a mentor. She might know who still has connections with him.”

			The fountain’s steady rhythm filled the pause between us. “Her atelier is open to visitors only on Tuesday evenings.”

			My pulse quickened. “Tonight’s Tuesday.”

			“If you want to abandon your systematic approach for a few hours.”

			Light continued its predictable trajectory across weathered stones, the temperature dropping by degrees as shadows lengthened. Two days remained before my departure. Thirty-seven careful encounters had yielded nothing but closed doors.

			“Where?” The question came out smaller than I’d intended.

			“Carrer del Bisbe. Eight o’clock.” Julian pointed toward the Quarter’s heart, where evening bells would soon mark time as they had for centuries. “But no notebooks. No grid patterns.”

			I calculated probabilities, weighing known failures against unknown possibilities. The afternoon shadows lengthened at predictable rates, yet Julian’s architectural observations had created hairline cracks in my methodology.

			

			“Eight o’clock.” I agreed before I’d fully decided. “But if this is some kind of trick...”

			“It’s not.” His smile achieved a balance that symmetry couldn’t have provided. “Though you should know, nothing here happens exactly on schedule.”

			Julian disappeared around a corner that hadn’t changed since the fourteenth century, his footsteps fading into the Quarter’s constant murmur of voices, bells, and settling stone. I stepped off my mapped route and allowed the city’s worn pathways to guide me home, following desire lines carved by countless feet into passages that suddenly required different navigation than I’d planned.

			

			The atelier occupied a space that architectural history had forgotten. A courtyard created by the unplanned convergence of four buildings from different centuries. Julian led me through an unmarked doorway, its limestone threshold worn to silk beneath centuries of hands seeking balance.

			Air carried botanical residue inside. Dried lavender competed with sharp citrus oils, earthy cedar beneath floral sweetness. Light carved pools of brightness against calculated shadow. The space functioned as a workshop organized like blueprints made three-dimensional, tools displaying systematic logic with measuring beakers, pipettes, and small copper stills arranged in functional precision.

			A woman worked at the central table, white hair gathered by copper pins that caught the light. Her hands moved glass against glass with the same precision my father used adjusting components in architectural models. Each movement deliberate, economical, purposeful. The soft percussion of glass instruments created rhythm against stone walls.

			Julian spoke in rapid Catalan, his voice bouncing off ancient masonry. The woman responded without looking up, her words carrying the particular resonance of someone accustomed to working alone. She finally raised her head and watched me with curious recognition.

			“You have your father’s way of reading spaces.” Her accent curved around English consonants. “I watched you calculate the room’s proportions  and take notes before choosing to stand with your back to the window. Miguel García’s daughter.”

			My pen stilled against my notebook. “You know my dad?”

			“Met him when he lived here. Know his buildings in Bilbao, in Valencia.” She lifted a small vial, studying its contents. “Minimalist exterior, complex interior circulation. Very distinctive.”

			Julian remained near the doorway where afternoon heat from the courtyard met cool stone walls. His stillness suggested he had anticipated this recognition.

			She gestured toward a stool positioned at the table’s center. “Your father studied in Barcelona. Before Miami, before the recognition.”

			“Right.” I sat carefully, the wooden seat warm from absorbed sunlight. “He finished graduate work here in ‘89.”

			Her fingers moved across the vials with practiced efficiency, selecting and sorting. “Same school where Margarito Temprana studied architecture. Before he abandoned buildings for scents.”

			The information reorganized everything. Dust of old stone seared my throat. “Temprana was... an architect?”

			“First an architect. Always an architect in his approach.” She selected and held a vial under light, liquid inside catching brightness like suspended possibility. “He understood structure, proportion. The mathematics of sensory experience.”

			The scent of bergamot drifted from her workspace. “My research said he was trained as a chemist.”

			

			“Many have training.” She replaced the vial with a soft clink that echoed against stone. “Few have vision.”

			A pause hung between us, heavy with unasked questions.

			“Temprana designed scents like buildings. Foundation notes, supporting structure, fasçade.” Her eyes found mine. “Your father understood this connection.”

			“Dad never mentioned knowing Temprana personally.” The words came out clipped, each syllable precisely articulated.

			Her hands stilled. Julian’s slight nod passed between them, some understanding I couldn’t access.

			“They were in the same cohort at Barcelona School of Architecture. 1986 to 1989.”

			My fingers gripped the table’s edge, my carefully constructed timeline shifting like unstable foundation. Dad had described Temprana as someone he’d “encountered briefly” during his studies. Not as a fellow student. Not as someone he’d actually known.

			

			“The cologne...” Professional neutrality returned to my voice. “I’m trying to find it for him.”

			Her expression shifted, something unreadable crossing her features. The scent of dried flowers intensified as she moved closer. “Perhaps your father seeks not the exact reproduction but the memory it contains.”

			“The cologne was discontinued.” I closed my notebook with deliberate finality. “That’s all I know.”

			“Martí at the Botanical Garden maintains some of the original plants used to design the cologne.” Her voice carried new warmth. “Temprana believed scents must connect to their sources.”

			Barcelona’s afternoon heat penetrated the cool workshop while I processed this information. Tomorrow’s coordinates crystallized alongside my adjusted understanding of the quest’s parameters.

			Belmonte touched my wrist with fingers that carried bergamot like memory made tangible. “Your father was brilliant but careful. Temprana was brilliant but fearless.” She paused, weighing words. “This shaped what each created. And what each chose to preserve. Have you considered exploring the School of Architecture’s archive? It preserves decades of student projects. Perhaps it holds records of Temprana's works.”

			“Thank you. I intended to and I will be sure to do so, now that I know they studied there at the same time.” Warmth entered my voice for the first time.

			"I must get back to my work and a client will arrive soon. Please go now. I have told you all I know." Belmonte looked directly at me and smiled as her fingers began moving across the vials once more. 

			My assessment of Julian’s approach shifted as we prepared to leave. “Tomorrow. The archive, and the Botanical Garden. Will you help me find this Martí?”

			His smile acknowledged the change without requiring confirmation. “Ten o’clock. Southwest entrance. Bring your notebook if you want, Marina, but maybe leave a few pages blank.”

			For the first time since arriving in Barcelona, I consciously noted how my name sounded in someone else’s voice. The architecture of its syllables transformed by different interpretation.

			

			We emerged from Señora Belmonte’s atelier into streets transformed by evening light, rose and sandalwood still clinging to my clothes like traces of demolished structures. The Gothic Quarter lives in perpetual transition between shadow and illumination, but at this hour the balance shifts with theatrical precision, golden light penetrating narrow passages, creating elongated shadows across stones worn smooth over centuries.

			Heat lingered in the air from limestone facades that would radiate warmth long after sunset. Distant cooking scents drifted from apartment windows above where garlic and olive oil mingled with the faint sweetness of jasmine from hidden courtyards.

			Julian navigated these calles with native instinct, his clothes carrying the faint markers of his artistic life in coffee and charcoal dust. Where I kept to the center, reading the Quarter’s structural logic, he meandered whenever architectural details caught his attention. 

			“You see buildings,” he said, gesturing toward a fasçade where Gothic stonework embraced Roman column fragments, the ancient stones still warm beneath the late light. “But you analyze what should be there instead of what is.”

			I matched his pace, my stride adjusting to his rhythm, leather notebook warm against my palm. “I document evolution. Architectural history recorded in stone.”

			“Evolution.” His smile carried unexpected warmth as cooler air moved between the walls. “But buildings evolve through use, not just design. Those wear patterns on stone steps. The paths people actually create versus the paths architects intend.”

			Something I had casually noticed earlier struck me anew with his observation. Pedestrians consistently favored the right side of our passage despite its even width, their collective footsteps having carved a desire path into the stone itself, polished smooth by generations of touch. I ran my fingertips along the worn wall, feeling the subtle depression their hands had created. Infrastructure born from pure use rather than imposed planning.
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