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The circumstances 
under which I de-
cided to direct my life 
to learning to draw 

things and ideas, to beauty and 
to art, were in my case, between 
fortuitous and predictable. I was 
born in Pollença, a town that has 
been dignifying culture for years. 
My drawing teacher, Mateo Llo-
bera, made my parents see that I 
had a hand with drawing. Simeón 
Cerdà, son of the painter Lorenzo 
Cerdà, had faith in me after loo-
king at some of my drawings and 
gave me copies of his father’s pain-
tings, my first watercolours, and he 
opened the doors to the School of 
Arts and Crafts in Palma for me, 
where I had a sculpture teacher, 
Jaume Mir. After finishing my stu-
dies in Palma, I entered the Faculty 
of Art in Barcelona and at the age 
of 18 I made my first exhibition at 
the Club Pollença, which allowed 
me a certain amount of economic 
freedom. Finding my vocation at 

“You know what your vocation wei-
ghs on you. And if you betray her, it 
is you whom you disfigure; but you 
know that your truth will be done 
slowly because it is the birth of a 
tree and not a formula”.

A. Saint-Exupéry
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such a very young age helped me 
not to waste time and effort.

I was also a child who learned 
to play and swim in a Medite-
rranean town. In a sea where the 
waves drag stories of a past full of 
culture, art and philosophy. Stories 
of peoples who trade and warriors 
who dare, are, feared and mixed. A 
sea full of gods with human weak-

nesses and peoples with borders as 
volatile as sea storms.

My youth was beaches full of 
young people from other coun-
tries, with other music and beau-
tiful nymphs relaxing in the sun. 
As I mixed desires with yearnings 
for new worlds, my muses and I 
watched these bodies, their strange 
redness, and their freedom: and I 

dreamed of love in other languages, 
their sensuality enriched my work 
and disturbed my summer nights. 
Then came other cities and studies, 
work, family, friends, loves ... And 
without ever leaving - because one 
is future and past - I returned. A 
necessary return for the love of my 
mother after the death of my father.

The present was well known, 

but the people were different: a 
world more diverse, more complex 
and very visible. Being compre-
hensible, Pollença projects an infi-
nite horizon. Something to do with 
the longings of the ancient pain-
ters and their efforts to capture the 
beauty of its coast, the light and the 
blues of the sky, with the words of 
poets who sought to name infinity, 

as this is a prolific people in poetry, 
art and social commitment, to sow, 
light, ennoble and dignify human 
relations.

Communicating and being 
understandable in the near truth, 
in the forms and the ethical con-
tent, I believe, are classic values of 
a past that returns. Trying not to 
limit my curiosity and trying to 

understand a present that looks as-
kance at the stories of a past as me-
taphors of a changing world, made 
me leave my thematic routines and 
focused my creative efforts on this 
sea between land and woman's 
name: Mediterranean, its islands 
and peoples, its goddesses and he-
roes. Its laws, philosophy and art 
were the subject of my paintings, 



sculptures, exhibitions and books 
and it is the trilogy that names sex, 
society and culture as I have felt it.

They are books that combine 
research with images, ignoring 
their communicative power with 
long print runs. I complemented 
them with exhibitions in Can Llo-
bera in Pollensa, the Museum of 
Modern & Contemporary Art "Es 
Baluart" in Palma and La Defen-
sora Theatre in Soller at the same 
time that I began my sculptures 
exhibitions on the breakwaters of 
the coasts of Cala Rajada, Can Pi-
cafort and Soller.

The first book, Mallorca Eró-
tica is a compendium of glosses, 
old spicy songs from the Mallorcan 
countryside and party songs about 
courtship, love and desire for bo-
dies that are sought. I lost the fear 
of being descriptive and it made it 
easier for me to rearrange formal 
concepts related to figuration.  Wi-
thout wishing to be comprehen-
sible, I was understandable.

The second, The wine that I 
drink tastes like the sea is a social 
history of the islands through the 
economic impact of the cultiva-
tion of the vine and wine pro-
duction. They are landscapes of 
earth and green leaf, of Bacchus 
and his troop of maenads and sa-
tyrs. Stories of humans diluting 
the barriers that match the gods 
with their devils. It is a book born 
of mutual dependence: art is the 
origin of knowledge; wine, the sti-
mulus and source of inspiration.

 The Rhythm of Oars Breaking 
into the Sea is about identity and 
culture, it is the journey to the 
sources, to the ports from which 
ships and knowledge sail. It is to 
upholding common values, de-
tracting from the little things and 

praising the mixture as a factor of 
respect for the human being.

Each step creates new ques-
tions and in the study, with my 
work, is where I look for questions: 
Human Reasons is my new project 
and the answer to the most dange-
rous crisis that, I believe, human 
beings face: forgetting the huma-
nities. It tries to remember how the 
soul unloads its passions on false 
values when man loses his dignity; 
reopens truths based on reason, 
science and law; loses the fear of 
this messy world and prevents 
people with common sense from 
being slaves to those who lack it.

Calvari: The steps of Fatigue 
and Grandeur of the Heart are 
the doubts, sufferings, difficulties 
and efforts to ascend to cleaner 
horizons. It is a hymn to genero-
sity, responsibility and knowledge, 
friendship and acceptance. It truth 
and it is vigilance. It is dreaming 
and offering forgiveness and jus-
tice. It is skirting the border and 
broadening the human horizon. 
"You have to make the world your-
self, you have to create steps that 
lift you up, that take you out of the 
well. You have to invent life be-
cause it ends up being true.” (Ana 
María Matute).

Church of the Convent of Sant 
Domingo: The forum of Public Bu-
sinesses & Laws is the defence of 
the space where the individual and 
society create codes and agree-
ments to relate and adapt to each 
other. It is the search for whole-
ness and community, tolerance, 
freedom and defence of belonging 
to a single civilisation. It is fear 
of the irrelevance of the human 
being and his less ideal behaviours. 
"Truth is corrupted as much by lies 
as by silence." (Cicero),



The Tower of the Garden of the 
Muses is the magical space that 
provokes the poetic atmosphere, 
the walled garden where inspiring 
goddesses of the arts pamper the 
poet possessed by his truth, eternal 
in a woman's body and ephemeral 
by nature. It is the workshop where 
I scribble alchemical traces of 
desires, longings that desecrate my 
most sacred spaces. "I want death 
to find me planting my cabbages…
neither worrying about it nor the 
unfinished gardening.” (Mon-
taigne).

We live in a fragile balance of 
opposing forces: we confront me-
mory, fear and chance with the 
desire and delight of living. Today 
the avant-garde, which taught us to 
look at and name objects and man 
in a new way, are academies of used 
transcendence. Away from the 
common good, they achieve a loss 
of interest and push the message 
away by diminishing its authority.

In a creative world, the most 
fascinating works are born in the 
cracks. These strange and tur-
bulent times, this epidemic that 
threatens us and warns us of how 
fragile the future is, accentuate the 
multiple ties that unite us humans 
to a common goal. 

As an artist, neither fear nor 
deception should guide my thin-
king. I am a transmitter of moral 
criteria and I seek in each new 
image to expand my limits and 
show myself as I am knowing that 
I can be different tomorrow if my 
learning changes me or I lose my 
dream. The works are enlarged by 
the amount of love and past that 
you can intuit in them. I don't 
know if my works an answer to the 
question, but I know that they are 
the result of this feeling.



The strange times 
we have had to live 
through in recent 
months have created 

fears, worries and uncertain-
ties that, at times, have made us 
think of irreparable wounds to the 

human spirit. Although it is true 
that, in spite of everything, as a 
society, we have responded with 
abundant signs of solidarity, effort 
and firmness that have revealed 
great things that seemed hidden 
from our eyes.

Certainly, they have been, and 
are, difficult moments that will 
force us to face the future and de-
mand more than ever that we are 
up to the task of responsibility and 
competence to respond to the most 
basic demands of our environment.

STRANGE TIMES WHEN CULTURE IS AN OBLIGATION

Bartomeu Cifre Ochogavia



Culture has become a right 
and a spiritual food of first neces-
sity that together with housing, 
health and education make up the 
precious welfare of society.

In this sense, the City Council 
of Pollensa must be the obligatory 
promoter of initiatives that facili-
tate our desired reunion with nor-
mality and serve as a public cultural 
investment for the benefit of all.

The proposal of the Pollensa 
artist Joan Bennàssar for this stage 
of the new normal is, without a 
doubt, extraordinary, brave and 
stimulating. At the time it was sug-
gested, all the exhibition program-
ming of the Pollensa Museum 
was suspended due to the difficult 
health emergency.

But as I said before, it is in these 
situations that public institutions 
need to lead courageous initiatives 
to reactivate the local economy 
and the emotional well-being of 
citizens. The image of Pollensa, 
thanks to the work of Joan Ben-
nàssar, will be open to the world to 
give a message of tranquility and 
invite all those who want to visit 
us. This is a great exhibition with 
a big message. Joan Bennàssar in-



vites us to a timeless humanistic 
dialogue where we recover essen-
tial values through the beauty of 
ethics, human relationships, the 
pleasures of love and, in the end, 
life and its reasons.

Human Reasons tells us about 
the fragility of the future and 
emphasises the ties that bind hu-
mans with a common goal. It is 
a synthesis between two spaces: 
the Calvary and the church of the 
Convent. One lifts us up ‘The Steps 
of Fatigue and Grandeur of the 
Heart’ and the other takes us into 
'The forum of Public Businesses & 
Laws’. Both are trying, now more 
than ever, to answer the big ques-
tions of what a human being is.

As a representative of the people 
of Pollensa, I would like to express 
my sincere gratitude to Joan Ben-
nàssar for his contagious enthu-
siasm and effort in making this 
particular trip to Ithaca possible.



Asmall virus from 
distant China will 
change the world. It 
might seem like the 

beginning of a story but this is the 
reality we have right now. A threat 
that has already changed the way 
we live and feel, that has made us 
stay at home when what we would 
like to do is to run, that prevents 
us from hugging in death and in 
love. We have a new world that 
we live in every day, without cer-
tainty or clear forecasts. We don’t 
know anything. We are helpless. 
Thinkers warn us that the deci-
sions our leaders make today will 
mark entire generations. Thou-
sands of people have died. Millions 
will lose their jobs. Everything has 
suddenly stopped and we also need 
something that gives us hope, per-
haps more than ever. Not the hope 
of childish slogans, but hope based 
on the best of man: beauty.

We need comfort. And calm. 
We need huge bodies surrounded 
by stars. We need lovers without 

THE WAIT

Sandra  Martínez



shame. And satyrs who drink wine. And words made 
with splashes that give a little meaning to everything. 
We need figures that take away our anguish with their 
serenity. Women who look to the horizon. We need 
all this and my head travels to a studio surrounded by 
holm oak trees where I am sure that Joan Bennàssar is 
still working. Because the world can fall, but I'm sure he 
hasn't stopped working for a single day. And don’t think 
that he doesn’t know what is happening, or that he is 
unaware of the fears, the political game, the economic 
earthquakes. He devours books and newspapers. Arti-
cles. Essays. His head needs to feed on information, on 
references to move forward. In his day, which seems to 
be more than 24 hours long, there is time for everything 
and time to do everything with the same eagerness, 
that surprisingly endless energy. Surely this concern, to 
learn, to improve, to overcome, was what the teacher 
Mateu Llobera saw in that child, a potential creator. His 
parents must have also seen it, essential accomplices 
in this story when they let their only son – the only 
child in a pre-touristic Mallorca – abandon the path 
that for centuries was marked as unalterable and follow 
his intuition. I can imagine him landing in Barcelona, 
at the School of Fine Arts, with the light of Pollensa 
as his baggage, with the security of someone who has 
to make his way. A painter despite the stops. A creator 
despite the retreats. An artist in spite of everything, in 
spite of the disappointments of a market with rules that 
he found difficult to accept. I can imagine that young 



man with adult luggage living as intensely as if he had 
already gone through different lives. I can see in what 
is, what was. That need to satisfy himself, to look for 
references and to devour them in order to transform 
them into a part of himself. I intuit, but I also know 
all this from him, from our conversations, from his 
books, but, perhaps, above all, I know it from his works 
that are evolution, constant resurgence from reflection 
always with an eye on the Mediterranean so ours, so 
wild, so full of life, so full of death and that has made 
us be who we are… I am sure that now, once again, 
his creations will show us everything we need in this 
unlikely new scenario. I am sure that in them we will 
find answers. But I hope all this happens so that I can 
return to that piece of forest where there is always cold 
champagne to fill glasses. I want to feel overwhelmed 
again by so many works of all sizes and textures. I want 
to be a spectator again of the innate alchemy that trans-
forms masons' carts into ancestral faces, stained card-
board backgrounds for the best stories, what seemed 
like a mistake, the only possible choice. I want to go 
back but I will wait a little longer. I'll wait for the world 
to regain common sense, for normality to be the same 
as always, not a new one that neither satisfies nor inte-
rests me. I will be patient, I am sure I will be rewarded. 
From the head of Joan Bennàssar that’s always thin-
king, new ideas will have arisen and his creations must 
already overflow into the patio and the study, leaving 
this immense scenario small, where neither the heat of 
summer nor the intense cold of winter stop his desire to 
say, to create. I'll wait a little longer because I can't ima-
gine this scenario without Joan's almost satirical laugh, 
or Cristina's always loving hug. I will wait for time to 
pass to confirm what we already know, that in spite of 
everything, of fear, of illness, or death, beauty comforts 
and gives an answer. I will wait.



Today markets have a 
bad reputation and 
if they are financial 
its much worse. His-

torically it has not been an ho-
nourable concept. Neither are the 
merchants. Just think of the figure 
of the Jew, forever associated with 

lisation, if not one of its essential 
foundations. Indeed, man, as a su-
perior mammal, can live without 
any of these intellectual activities, 
but it is difficult for him to be truly 
human if he does not participate in 
a space for exchange. Barbarians, 
like beasts, meet to kill each other; 

men to exchange goods and words. 
From the crossing between these, 
the intersection of diverse cul-
tures, civilisation arises. Let us re-
member that in the forum, the true 
nerve centre of the Roman city, 
often arising from the union of two 
main roads formed by the thistle 

and the decumanus maximus, was 
characterised both as a space for 
commercial exchange and ideas 
and, of course, for political debate. 
Something similar to the Greek 
agora. In this sense, the market 
becomes the antithesis of the ba-
ttlefield. While it destroys the city, 

that of a merchant. That is to say, 
the one stigmatised because he en-
riches himself without producing, 
unlike the peasant or the artisan; 
even the man who lives on rental 
income or the priest who inter-
cedes with God were considered 
necessary to defend the commu-

nity. Not the merchant. He did not 
create wealth, he only took advan-
tage, in the worst sense of the term, 
of the added value of a need.

However, markets are as old as 
humanity. They occupy the same 
level as artistic or philosophical 
expression. They are part of civi-

MARKETS HAVE BAD FAME   Pere Salas



trade creates and recreates it. That 
is why Pollensa was formed under 
the old Azoch farmhouse in Arab 
times, which could be translated as 
“market farmhouse”.

The market is also opposed, al-
though not absolutely, to the hie-
rarchy. Not in vain, following what 
Niall Ferguson affirms, the most 
representative figure of the first is 
a square, while of the second is the 
tower of a castle, a classic space of 
power over the city, which often 
casts a threatening shadow on the 
town. instead they are in the same 
people same square to trade.  Far-
mers, salesmen, craftsmen, arti-
sans and artists make their work 
available to potential "customers". 
They buy it or reject it in an en-
counter characterised by freedom 
and mutual recognition.

Instead of swords and knives, 
they carry money or objects that 
facilitate understanding, also 
words, many words full of family 
and collective history. It’s what we 
call "trust." So much so that, in 
the square, networks of frankness 
are formed, a real raw material 
for trade. It is true that under the 
Crown of Aragon, during the Old 
Regime, a judge of the highest ins-
tance, the alamín, had just sealed 
the union of buyers and sellers. He 
watched over the weights and me-
asures, the quality of the currency, 
checked that the food looked good 
and restored peace during small 
confrontations caused by misun-
derstandings or bad intentions, 
that are always there.

Joan Bennàssar thinks of the 
church and the cloister of Santo 
Domingo as a great exchange area. 
The artist has always needed the 
contact of a faithful or unfaithful 
public, but willing to receive (sic) 



intellectual merchandise. Would 
art exist without those who look 
at it, observe it, enjoy it or criticise 
it? I don’t think so. An interlocutor 
audience is needed. This is why 
the first Dominicans of Pollensa 
sought to build the continent and 
the contents of its temple, to be 
admired by both locals and stran-
gers. The network of faithful of 
post-medieval Christianity needed 
a safe meeting place from the un-
certainties of the century; with the 
only certainty that salvation was 
not found on earth but in heaven. 
Death was an explicit presence in 
the chiaroscuro of the Baroque, 
really a transit to the afterlife. The 
market of souls was an everyday, 
meaningful act, but today it makes 
little sense or has completely lost 
its meaning.

The most striking thing is that, 
in this case, the reconversion of the 
spaces is only apparent. It could be 
said that Santo Domingo returns 
to the past walking towards the 
future thanks to the work of Joan 
Bennàssar. The painter or sculptor 
of the chapels, Francesc Comelles, 
Antoni Ballester or Joan Antoni 
Oms, author of the altarpiece, are 
reincarnated as a painter of men 
rather than gods. But aren't they 
really the same? Didn't God create 
humanity in his image and like-
ness? In the same way that man is 
made sacred, so are the spaces of 
art. In this way, the church, con-
fiscated in 1836, becomes a temple 
featuring oil paintings and sculp-
tures, as in its origins. And now 
that I think about it, Plaça Mayor, 
a perfect symbol of the market, is 
nothing but the fruit of the secula-
risation of the old cemetery.

The ancient market of souls 
who gambled ascending to heaven 



or descending into hell, now oc-
cupied by vendors of fruit and ve-
getables. As well as salt flavoured 
wines from the Mediterranean 
that some have wanted to see as 
the great crossroads of cultures. 
Or should we say civilisations? For 
Terry Eagleton there can only be 
one civilisation, the rest are ways to 
appropriate it. This means that we 
cannot compromise with human 
rights, but we can compromise the 
cultural way we make them our 
own. Gabriel Alomar, the great 
Catalan defender of the universa-
lity of the French Revolution, also 
said that, although for him civili-
sation and high culture were really 
the same.

In any case, the essential thing 
in the market is the personal ne-
twork that fits into your space; be 
it in the square of wines and ve-
getables, in the temple of souls or 
in the gallery of paintings. What 
matters and has consequences is 
physical contact, what they now 
call face-to-face and which implies 
the absence of this damn social 
distance; This is the cement that 
seals whoever exhibits, with those 
who admire what is exhibited, but 
it also connects his companions 
and the companions' companions. 
Everyone gathers in the agora or 
in the great gallery of busy people 
and dealers. And the most impor-
tant thing is that we recognise each 
other there. We are built as part of 
this unique civilisation of many 
faces, languages, and accents. We 
recreated ourselves and we ended 
up agreeing, maintaining substan-
tial differences. All this becomes 
an intellectual activity, much more 
productive than the masterful and 
hierarchical class of the great pro-
fessor on an impregnable platform. 



The horizontality of the classic commercial space, to-
gether with the intrinsic trust it implies, is the basis of 
democracy. The freedom of the ancients and the mo-
derns, in the words of Benjamin Constant, made one 
whole.

But today the markets are on their way to scaring 
man away, to serve as the cradle of a new corporation, 
not only formed by strangers but by individuals who 
don’t want to know each other. Postmodern markets 
become spectres of the afterlife and the networks they 
create converge in a world hierarchy never seen before. 
The tower swallows up the square and its shadow does 
not let the sunlight in.

The difference with the recent past is best expressed 
by Yuval Harari in Homo Deus, when he says that the 
era of large-scale "mass cooperation networks" based 
on written language, money, culture and ideology - 
products of carbon-based human neural networks are 
ushering in a new era of the computer technology, with 
silicon highways based on algorithms. In this global ne-
twork, we will soon discover, says the Israeli historian, 
that we are practically as important to algorithms as 
animals are to us today. That is to say, little more than 
slaves awaiting sacrifice. In this world, disconnecting 
from the network would mean the death of the indivi-
dual. Or should we say of man and the woman?

Then macro-networks become one of the most 
disturbing symbols of our time. The nodes that drain 
all connections take advantage of multi-billion dollar 
global participation to become the absolute rules of 
the world. The network at the service of the hierarchy, 
the square as the foundation of the tower, suffering its 
overwhelming weight. This is a true historical novelty, 
of which we are only able to glimpse what is right after 
the lintel of the main portal. There is nothing utopian 
in the materialisation of a domain like this, based on 



what is neither seen nor touched, 
which leaves no room for competi-
tion. Bookstores, another of these 
markets that are so much ours, are 
closing because the great giant of 
the virtual market doesn’t want 
anything other than its own. Inte-
restingly, only the network of bu-
yers is virtual, as are the users of 
Facebook or Twitter; instead, the 
oligopolists who dominate them 
are made of flesh and blood. By 
this I do not mean that Domingo 
de Guzmán or Adam Smith were 
saints in the current sense of the 
word. The invisible hand of God 
and the hand of the market have 
never been free from sin. And it 
is not true, as Hayek thought, that 
there is an absolute dichotomy be-
tween state and market. Purity is 
not in the earth, much less in the 

cognosphere or cyberspace.
I suppose the smell of seaweed 

that one feels contemplating the 
sculptures of Joan Bennàssar on 
the beach at Can Picafort cannot 
be replaced by any set of bits. Nor 
do the figures who will come to 
live in the Santo Domingo con-
vent, like the church itself, have a 
virtual synonym. The aroma of the 
16th century is still very much pre-
sent. The same as the fragrance in 
libraries.

The outburst, the flash within 
which reading has become digital, 
distorts the original sense of reco-
llection and intellectual reflection 
typical of the pages of the codex, 
the main altarpiece, the cell ... The 
plastic image, like literature, must 
seek reflection and accompany us 
in observing the complexity of the 

world around us, and not the cru-
dest simplification. Down with the 
headlines! The networks of trust 
that form all the figures that have 
entered this old (classic) market 
force us to reflect on the value of 
what is essential and what is liquid.

I already sensed it at the end 
of the seventies, in the classes that 
drawing teacher with long hair 
and moustache gave at the Pollensa 
institute. At that time we did not 
imagine the reality made transpa-
rent by a computer, although tele-
vision and cinema screens already 
marked us as much or more than 
the printed letter or painting. No-
thing is comparable to the current 
vacuum. Or is it simply nostalgia 
for when markets were a place 
where sellers and buyers traded 
face to face?



hovel contemplating that painting 
from my bed as I listened to mice 
walking across the roof. It made me 
think. In that illustration, men and 
women were seen climbing up and 
down the ladder to heaven. They 
looked happy, they were talking in 
pairs. That piqued my curiosity. I 
also wanted to climb those steps, 

to reach paradise in that simple 
way and not through the path full 
of thorns, difficulties, sufferings 
and pain that the rector of the 
town said in his sermons we would 
have to travel to reach eternal life. 
That picture created a kind of fas-
cination in me towards the stairs.

There was another ladder in 

my childhood. In the dining room 
of our apartment in Palma, we 
had a sculpture of no more than 
50 centimetres of Jesus sitting on 
the throne, holding a globe in his 
left hand. Yes, I know, we were a 
Catholic family and those were 
the times ... the last of Francoism, 
of National Catholicism. But what 

topped by a mulberry tree that cast 
a cool, dark shadow over a small 
pool full of vibrant fish. In that 
house, I slept in a small side room, 
with no door, where there was a 
tiny bed made of old, creaky wood.

From those bright, happy days, 
I’ve kept moments and things 
with me fthroughout the years. I 

remember, for example, a pain-
ting hanging on the wall in that 
room. It illustrated Jacob's Ladder 
which, miraculously holding onto 
nothing, spiralled upwards like 
a serpentine towards heaven and 
connected sinful earth with re-
demptive paradise.

I spent many hours in that 

JACOB'S LADDER OR A METAPHOR OF LIFE  Antoni Planas 

When I was a 
child of about 
half-a-dozen 
years, I spent 

a much of my days in Llubí, at 
my grandparents' house. A mo-
dest elongated ground floor with 
compacted earth floors and whi-
tewashed walls, with a large corral 



fascinated me about the piece was 
the small staircase, just three or 
four steps, that you had to climb 
to be able to sit on the throne. I 
always wanted to climb those steps, 
I imagined myself sitting up there, 
even though I could never clarify 
if what I wanted was to get closer 
to God or to contemplate the world 
perched on a throne.

A long introduction, I know. 
But I wanted, somehow, to record 
my fascination with stairs, this 
constructive element that allows 
you to bridge a vertical distance 
through a series of steps. Because 
when Joan Bennàssar explained to 
me that he would stage an exhibi-
tion of his sculptures on the Cal-
vary steps of Pollensa, those child-
hood pictures suddenly came to 
my mind again and my fascination 
with stairs was reactivated. Ergo, 
weeks later when he asked me to 
write a text for the exhibition, I 
felt the need to explain a metaphor 
of life that over time I have been 
drawn through the stairs. And it's 
not the one that says life is like a 
chicken coop ladder, short and full 
of shit. So let's explain it.

From the moment of concep-
tion, a human being begins his 
journey through life. A journey that 
is not at all flat, but always uphill, 
because in the ascent is the effort 
and the sacrifice, the improvement 
that is needed to achieve our va-
lues as human beings. This diffe-
rence is overcome by steps, which 
allow you to conquer stages in the 
ascent that is life. Each step passed 
means more experience, more ma-
turation, more reflection, more 
learning, more knowledge, more 
training ... Life, then, becomes a a 
ladder to climb and, as you make 
your way, you get older and forces 



impractical, ineffective and we run 
the risk of throwing in the towel 
too soon. 

What if they are too low? It 
will be easy, but it will be diffi-
cult to reach the summit, because 
the climb will be slow and we will 
never reach the goal while there is 
little learning, little knowledge, in 
short, little wisdom.

We have talked about effort 
because, obviously, every climb re-
quires dedication. Along the way 
one will find doubts, sufferings, 
difficulties, disappointments and 
falls. But the secret of life is to try, 
to persist and to believe that satis-
faction is not in the result, but in 
the tenacity we put into achieving 
it. The only complete victory there 

is is effort. We all have dreams, but 
we need eagerness to make them 
come true, a great deal of determi-
nation, dedication and self-disci-
pline is needed to overcome diffi-
culties and reach the highest rungs 
that open the way to our conquests.

Effort, sacrifice, perseverance, 
work ... They are the axis of life. A 
person is two percent talent and 

diminish, but at the same time that 
the momentum is lost, the gaze be-
comes freer, the view widens and 
becomes more serene. The higher 
we get, the more global our vision 
of the world around us.

To climb a ladder, the person 
has to make an effort to overcome 
the gap between one step and ano-
ther. This effort will be greater or 

less depending on the height.
The strength of the individual 

is not enough. The ascent also de-
pends on how your life ladder is 
drawn. If the landings are wide, the 
stairs will be comfortable to climb, 
but the ascent will be slow; If they 
are excessive, a person can lose 
their path, their objective, their re-
ason for the ascent. If on the other 

hand, they’re so narrow that the 
person can barely rest on them, the 
ascent will be fast, even dizzying, 
but it will be exhausting and there is 
always the risk of fainting or falling 
down the stairs from exhaustion.

Height also influences the as-
cent. If the steps of life are dispro-
portionately high, not only will it 
be slow, it will be very complicated, 



ninety-eight percent hard-work. 
Without that no goals, no dreams, 
no goals are achieved. Without 
effort there is no happiness.

Once upon a time, there were 
two mice that fell into a bowl full 
of cream. One of them immedia-
tely surrendered and drowned. 
The second didn’t want to follow 
the same fate so it swam and swam 
without stopping. It didn't quite 
know why it fought so fiercely to 
save itself but it swam so much that 
the cream turned to butter and it 
managed to escape certain death.

If I had to think of someone 
when I explain the story of the 
mouse who, against all logic, obs-
tinately fights to change his des-
tiny, I can’t think of anyone other 
than Joan Bennàssar, the artist, 
the friend, the creator, the teacher. 
Through sacrifice, effort, perseve-
rance and, above all, work, work 
and more work, he has managed 
to build a unique, magical, to-
temic, captivating work. A work 
that is born of creative genius but 
which becomes mythical, going 
beyond fashions and times. Joan 
Bennàssar is one of the hardest 
working people I have ever met. 
He is always working, even when 
he's not in the studio. He is one of 
the chosen ones who have been 
able to climb the ladder, step by 
step, persevering with hurrying, 
overcoming all the difficulties 
that have arisen, overcoming the 
unevenness, even when it became 
desperately vertical. He has fought 
and won, he has reached a summit 
from which he has privileged 
views of the world that he shows 
us through his paintings. In fact, 
isn't this art? Because for me art is 
the work of people who through 
their genius show us the landscape 



mouse that swims, nonconfor-
mist, inside the cream container, 
not only were we able to start such 
a huge work, but we managed to 
reach the end. It has been 15 years 
of solitary struggle, of constant 
work, but thanks to the tenacity of 
the artist, who always pushed me 
vigorously, we created a great work, 
a study of the Mediterranean that’s 
never been done before, a compen-
dium of texts that give a new and 
encouraging vision of the future of 
the countries on our shores.

I end by remembering the 
stairs, my metaphor for life. And 
I just remember that Joan Ben-
nàssar must have also thought of 
this metaphor in some way when 
in the late 1980s, he often used this 
element as a discursive component 
of his paintings, those stairs to 
heaven that he built with genuine 
genius were nothing more than the 
Jacob's Ladder that I contemplated 
lying in my bed in Llubí. Maybe 
that's why we've both gotten along 
so well, maybe that's why we've 
both clung desperately to the steps, 
because we want to get to heaven 
and see what's up there.

that can be seen from their vantage 
point, which many of us will never 
be able to reach.

I have worked a lot with Joan 
for years, at times intensely and 
with less force at others. Together 
we have done many great things. 
But the one I am particularly 
proud of is the publication of four 
volumes on the Mediterranean: 
We begin with Mallorca Erótic, a 
tribute to the spicy glosses of Ma-
llorca; Then came Joan Bennàssar, 
a biography of the artist, a Medite-
rranean essence; The Wine I Drink 
Tastes of the Sea was the story of 
Mare Nostrum through wine, so-
mething more than a drink, a so-
cial fact that is at the same time a 
party, culture and anthropology; 
and we close the circle with The 
Rhythm of Oars Breaking into the 
Sea, a review of the culture born in 
this sea between lands, the cradle 
of Western civilisation.

Collaborating with Joan I 
learned the value of effort, perse-
verance, sacrifice…in short work. 
When we started, nobody believed 
in what we were doing. But, with 
all the winds against us, like the 



Ihave never dared to ask an artist where the ins-
piration comes from. I have been able to read 
sublime poems, view lofty images, contemplate 
paintings for hours and hours, be ecstatic over 

a sculpture, but I have never thought that this was the 
work of geniuses who have crossed the universe to land 
in the receptacle where the artist wants and seeks to 
create. Inspiration is something else, and so are the 
Muses. Of a genius - a madman? -, they said that he 
had been touched by the hand of the gods - or of God - 
and that he was passing through worlds inscrutable to 
the rest of us mortals; many were elevated to the quality 
of the divine. "May inspiration find me working," they 
say between irony, disbelief or the need to respond to 
situations that, for many humans, become exceptional.

Do you remember the film Amadeus by director 
Milos Forman, in which he gives us that intense and 
anguished and terribly human reflection of Antonio 
Salieri, desperate, tormented, offended to the last 
corner of the soul?: “Why, God, have you endowed this 
sublime perfection to a disgusting and spoiled being 
like Mozart, and I, who have dedicated and offered my-
self to you all my life, day and night, with my effort and 
respect, you humiliate me?” A really interesting reflec-
tion: why do geniuses choose beings that, for the rest 
of mortals, do not deserve to be touched by the divine 
hand? What are the criteria? Maybe the gods have a di-

THE DOORS OF THE MUSES 
GARDEN

Felip Munar i Munar



It's time to say goodbye,
I have a lump in the throat,

someone on the radio is singing
with a melancholy voice,
it couldn't be, both of us

leave the nest,
and how we have not suffered

sadness or disagreements
we go with the beautiful memories

that we have lived.

Shelter well my love
take the sweater that was mine,

that I, when I am cold,
I cover myself with a flower;

you can calm your pain
in the arms of another woman;

promise me not to pour
not a tear when leaving:

it is not necessary to suffer
because it could not be.

I'm going out first
I will try to be discreet

I did not fit in the suitcase
your penultimate "I love you";
give the key to the doorman,

pay him the month's rent,
and if you can understand

that this is the end of the story
keep me in your memory

in case I don't see you again!

fferent consideration of how genius 
will be distributed, or do they not 
even have the same values and cri-
teria, if they have it?

Inspiration: But what is inspi-
ration? What makes some people 
develop, as if by magic, qualities 
that remain turned into supposedly 
innate virtues? Since humans had 
the ability to reason about facts, 
memories, the way of acting and 
living, they have always moved be-

tween suspicion and admiration, 
respect and posity, towards other 
humans who have shown a diffe-
rent, if not contrary way, of inter-
preting what surrounds them.

The Cuban repentant Juana 
Tomasa Quiala Rojas, Tomasita 
Quiala, who was blind from birth 
and to whom Cubans profess an 
appreciation beyond human qua-
lity - "She is God’s chosen one,” 
they say of her - she was married 

to a man and stopped loving him: 
told him she wanted to separate. 
He told her that they would rent an 
apartment in Havana for a month 
to see if they could put it back to-
gether ...

The first night they were in 
the apartment, she got up early 
and when she heard her husband's 
footsteps approaching, she these 
verses, surely the greatest ever said 
in a farewell:



When we visited Cuba to see 
her, in 2008, the Mallorcan glosser 
Mateu Matas, Xurí, gave her a verse 
that ended like this: [...] "Now that 
I've seen you / I can already die." 
Tomasita asked who had written 
those verses and how old he was. 
"It's Mateo Matas, and he's twen-
ty-four years old," we told him. 
Right away, she blurted out:

Who is taking about death
dear friend Mateo,
death is not a trophy,
life is fun,
life is what makes you strong,
think about the future
and on the way to
climbing new steps
that with twenty-four years
you have begun to live.

Each verse, each word of these 
improvised verses could become a 
deep, philosophical lesson about 
life, about relationships ... and 
they are improvised by a person 
who has never seen the expression 
of joy or sadness, the sun when it 
rises and sets, immense laughter 
or unbridled crying. Is this inspi-
ration? Camilo José Cela, on one 
occasion confessed that "the muses 
only give you the first verse, then it 
must be work, work and work."

In the world of popular culture 
there is also a special consideration 

for those who are different; many 
times they are considered crazy, 
out of the ordinary (abnormal), 
strange, lonely, but they’re also 
respected because they couldn’t 
be controlled and didn’t follow the 
rules that guided others. “Genius 
and figure, until the grave” that is 
to say, it was considered that there 
was no possibility of change throu-
ghout life and, for that very reason, 
their behaviour was allowed; and 
the expression: "First the moun-
tains will change then the ge-
niuses." And for this reason, they 
could even "have Corpus Christi 
wax", and thus the discussion 
on the subject ended. Popular 
wisdom, substratum of philoso-
phical thoughts that remain in all 
people and cultures, is reflected 
in the Egyptian saying: "It doesn't 
matter what you do, as long as it 
helps you learn."

Greece and Rome: Elizabeth 
Gilbert, a successful American 
writer, tells us that Greece and 
Rome - the crux of the matter - 
they did not believe that creativity - 
or inspiration - came from human 
beings; they thought creativity was 
that divine assistant spirit that 
came to humans from a distant, 
unknown source. The Greeks ca-
lled these divine spirits assistants 
of creativity daimons - from the 
same root as demons. The Romans 



called it the genius that inhabited 
the walls where the creative artist 
worked and invisibly assisted him 
and shaped the result of his work. 
In this way, the artist was not enti-
rely responsible for the success or 
failure of creation. 

The Renaissance changed 
everything: man — the human 
being — came to dominate the 
centre of the Universe; it is what 
came to be called rational huma-
nism. Here creativity comes from 

the individual himself, and artists 
become geniuses, the don’t have ge-
nius. Joan Bennàssar does not have 
geniuses who, hang around mis-
chievously, watchig him entering 
and leaving his oracle, day after 
day. Create, think, imagine, do, 
undo, build and deconstruct, rest 
and start again. And in this process 
Robert Graves imagines his genius: 
“I am telling all this here to leave 
the spirit of an idea that otherwise 
could continue to demand its exe-

cution" (Diary, September 5, 1929). 
There is the trace that leaves an 
evocation and makes it last beyond 
time and space. Because creati-
vity —a poem, a melody, a pain-
ting, a sculpture, etc.— is not what 
happens in front of you and  you 
have to catch it right away because 
if you don't someone else will find 
it. The genius must be drawn from 
within, and know how to reconcile 
with it, understand it, not interpret 
it or domesticate it; otherwise, the 

artist may pay too much for his 
interference. Are the Muses, who 
visit Joan Bennàssar from time to 
time, the ones who make him ex-
plore new horizons not previously 
perceived by any other being? Was 
it the Muse of poetry who visited 
Tomasita that morning when we 
went to her house to greet her? But 
who are these capricious and te-
rribly unjust divine beings?

The Muses: The Muses, dau-
ghters of Zeus and Mnemosyne 

- some mythographers present 
them as daughters of Uranus and 
Gaia - begotten during nine con-
secutive nights, protected and 
offered the arts, sciences and let-
ters to humans. There were nine. 
The father often demanded them 
on Olympus to sing the wonders 
of nature and to cheer the hea-
venly court with their harmonies, 
but it was not only the divine sin-
gers who entertained Zeus and the 
other gods, but they presided over 

thought in all its forms: eloquence, 
persuasion, wisdom, history, as-
tronomy and mathematics. That is 
why, when Zeus ordered the world 
he asked the gods if they’d missed 
something, in the face of so much 
beauty. "Yes," they answered, "there 
is no voice to praise the great 
works and all creation with words 
and music," and they asked him to 
create the Muses. In any case, the 
origin of the cult of the Muses has 
a close relationship with nature; 



In their most primitive form, the 
Muses were Nymphs of the moun-
tains and water.

The Muses are young, beau-
tiful, modest, dressed simply, sit-
ting in the shade of a laurel with 
their hands clasped together. They 
become the source of life, and life 
is youth, joy, passion, debauchery 
... and a point of madness, contro-
lled or not, according to the artist. 
Can there be predestination? Does 
destiny exist? Is everything we do 
written down and the only thing 
we plot is time and space?

The departure and return: 
Joan Bennàssar decided to return 
to his home town of Pollensa. He 
travelled the world to seek and 
answer what his heart, his body 
and his understanding asked of 
him: what he couldn’t find here. 
Was he looking for inspiration?  
Was he looking for a Muse to wink 
at? Or did he want to reconnect, to 
recognise himself, to really know 
who he was and what he could 
create? We cannot see with reason 
what is beyond reason and Joan 
Bennàssar felt the heartbeat of so-
mething indescribable, the search 
for a space that no one else would 
have crossed; some would say it is 
the search for eternity. And Joan 
Mascaró reminds us that "Eter-
nity is truer than time." In this 
search there is also the desire for 
liberation through beauty, be-
cause beauty is the approach to 
freedom. Joan Bennàssar sought to 
find answers to the vital questions 
that that world whispered to him 
in some corner of his soul, of his 
heart; and he left, like Bernadet of 
the Rondalles fables who is going 
“to run the world." 

Notice how our imaginary pro-
tagonist always returns happy and 



small worlds that surround the 
beings they seek, day after day, 
understand our role in the place 
where we have to exist and, if pos-
sible, create. 

Creating to infuse life: that's 

the key to the whole process. To 
create is to make something out 
of nothing, to do something that 
doesn’t yet exist; and God did it 
with us, and so did the classical 
gods; they taught humans how 

to develop in this earthly life, but 
warned that they would punish in-
trusion or disobedience.

Truth is also essential in the ar-
tist. The artist seeks to broaden the 
horizon of this eternity through 
his creation. The truth, the ade-
quacy or concordance between 
the thought and the reality of so-
mething, but seen from a personal 
and unique angle; if it were not 
so, there would be no expressions 
like: "A truth like the fist", or "like 
a temple"; nor could we express an 
absolute truth, precisely because 
truth is never unique, nor necessa-
rily exclusive. And the truth of the 
artist is the deep, reflected, unique 
vision that he has captured of rea-
lity. Joan Bennàssar opens The 
Gates of the Garden of the Muses to 
us based on the love that he feels 
or perceives and also on the basis 
of everyone who is capable of drea-
ming. 

Joan Mascaró puts it this way: 
“Have love and all the problems of 
life are solved. Your enemies are no 
longer enemies, your dislikes are 
no longer dislikes. Of course, you 
see evil, but you see it with a bac-
kground of love, a love that is the 
background of the Universe. In a 
compulsory (re) reading book this 
time, ‘The Plague’ by Nobel lau-
reate Albert Camus, Dr Rieux re-
minds us: “In all this, it’s not about 
heroism. It's about honesty. It's an 
idea that can make you laugh, but 
the only way to fight the plague is 
honesty.”

"And what is honesty?" said 
Rambert, suddenly even more se-
rious.

“Overall, I don't know what it 
is, but, in my case, I know that it 
consists of doing my job.”  Yes, just 
like "Love and do what you want!"

satisfied with having fulfilled his 
objectives; life teaches us that we 
must learn to make paths and re-
solve conflicts at the right stage of 
life, because if not, they will haunt 
us throughout our existence. Joan 

Bennàssar also returned to his 
beloved, longed for and mytholo-
gised Pollensa. And he did so with 
many of his initial doubts resolved. 
Did the Muse appear to him, deli-
cate and tender, and put her thumb 

on his forehead? We do not know, 
but it is true that he returned with 
enthusiasm, with creative capacity, 
with new illusions, with infinite 
hopes, with motives that filled not 
only his living space, but also the 



Geography is not 
mountains, rivers, 
and valleys, but 
what we humans 

project onto them. In this regard, 
the Canyamel valley has long been 
one of those sacred places that emit 
a different vibration, which mobi-
lises an energy that makes human 
beings feel a connection with the 
Earth and the Universe, and open 
to their spiritual nature.

These telluric forces have an 
enormous archaeological and na-
tural heritage that shuttles from 
the Talayotic villages to the caves 
and rivers and the Tower de Can-
yamel. The poet Miquel Costa y 
Llobera placesthe love tragedy of 
Nuredduna and Melesigeni in the 
epic poem La deixa del geni grec in 
Canyamel. It’s also worth remem-
bering that the Romans associated 
muses with water, fountains and 
streams. The garden is ready.

In 1941 while a hole was being 
dug to plant an almond tree on the 
Son Favar Estate, a bronze warrior 
was found 500 metres from the 
Tower. Four years later, Luís 
Amorós excavated the site and 
located three more warriors and 

THE POETIC 
ATMOSPHERE OF 
THE TOWER OF 
CANYAMEL
 
Pere Cortada



moment. An initiatory experience.
Hesiod (7th century BC) the 

great and first compiler of ancient 
Greek religion, explained that it 
was enough for a singer, that is, a 
servant of the Muses, to celebrate 
the exploits of the men of the past 
or of the gods for those who had 
worries and headaches are ins-
tantly forgotten.

And now, in the summer of 
2020, year one of the Covid-19 pan-

demic, Joan Bennàssar recreates 
in the centre of Canyamel, in the 
Tower, the garden of the muses. The 
physical and intellectual resting 
place of the artist, of the warrior, 
of everyone who gets up every day 
to fight, to improve themselves and 
the world around them. Muses in-
cite creation. It is around his cult 
that artistic feats take place.

Canyamel, as a humid wet-
land, oozes Arab culture on all 

four sides. From the qanats to the 
cisterns, they have configured a 
unique landscape centred on water. 
Water is life and wasting it is the 
greatest sin. And the water is su-
rrounded by unique nature. Birds 
and fish bring wealth, knowledge 
and contemplation. Even today, 
amongst the reed beds, the seven 
signs or gifts of the hadith to the 
Muslim warriors killed in battle 
can be sensed. The pleasures of pa-

other archaeological materials, 
including five alabaster ointments 
for the preservation of scented 
oils. The ensemble of Son Favar is 
thought to date back to the 3rd-4th 
century BC.

The four warriors of Son Favar 
are part of the so-called Mars Ba-
learicus.  The figures have a threate-
ning attitude, with spears, helmets 
and shields, who had a ritual or re-
ligious character and are related to 

the divinity of war. They are always 
standing warriors, naked, with 
helmets large, empty eyes, slightly 
open mouths, hieratic expressions 
and well-marked genitalia.  Their 
right arm is raised at an angle and 
they hold a menacing spear. To 
reinforce their aggressive attitude, 
the left leg is forward. This is inter-
preted by some as an indigenous 
syncretism of the eastern fighting 
god (smiting gods) and for others 

they represent Mars, the god of war 
and are probably related to guar-
dians and sacred deities of power. 
Warriors are an object of worship 
found in shrines.

Canyamel, for now, is a sanc-
tuary-garden of magical energies 
and synergies that provide peace 
and serenity. Where we can medi-
tate or, simply, enjoy the company 
and the landscape, recreate our-
selves in the greatness of an eternal 



radise, the oasis "where the rivers 
of milk, water and wine spring to 
water all kinds of fruit trees"; with 
the 72 virgins as imaginary.

To round off the legend, 
King John II, in the 15th century, 
granted authorisation for the culti-
vation of sugar cane. The sweetest 
of plants. What is life without the 
sweet pleasures to savour?

The poetic atmosphere is ready. 
Peace and pleasures. Lush nature 
for the most carnal rest. Sun and 
moon. Time and pause. All that re-
mains is to desecrate these sacred 
spaces to deepen man’s understan-
ding.

It is a garden that frees us from 
day to day and opens our minds 
to remember the past or to start 
new creations, new projects. Let us 
remember that it is Gaia, Mother 
Earth, who offers us this garden, 
this pleasure that caresses us at 
rest, that reminds us of who we 
are and suggests new adventures 
through the beauty and intensity 
of life.

Joan Bennàssar, in the Tower 
de Canyamel, proposes the inter-
pretation of this garden for your 
enjoyment. Taking off our helmets 
and spears to enjoy the pleasures of 
life. An imaginary place to recreate 
and recap adventures lived or, that 
perhaps inspires confidence and 
peace to dream new adventures. A 
place for the memory that we will 
never forget.

The freedom of the Greek 
rhapsodist means the death of Nu-
redduna. The stones sang: "For a 
beat of longing, with which your 
heart expires, we would give the 
centuries of calm we have..” and 
they say that from time to time 
they can still be heard. Stones have 
never been so passionate.
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Que l'amor 
     i el compartir dilueixin
          les boires dels temps viscuts
                i obrin horitzons de salut i amistat.
                             Bones festes


