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			Beneyto, on Brueghel’s Back


			This morning when I left the house, I bumped into a snake making his way down the sidewalk. He had muscular arms and red and green geometrical patterns on his back and belly; he almost took up the entire street. I lifted up the central arch of his back and walked underneath. Like a silken train, the reptile continued on his way, and I on mine. There wasn’t even an exchange of interrogating glances. 


			Then I headed towards a quiet place to read books by Eduardo Chicharro and to tell you what Beneyto’s Postismo was like. I flipped through pages and dates, and at one point the blank paper I had been staring at flew off like doves towards the coffee drinkers that had gathered hastily there.


			I met Beneyto one afternoon in the Barcelona Café de la Ópera, more than thirty years ago, when my hair was blue, and Mario Lafont, the creator of Poemas podridos/Rotten Poems used to drag me to readings and exhibitions of that silent god, with his Egyptian glances, where I found jewels of eternity. I remember a pink book, chips, a black stair, and Mario Lafont’s voice telling me, beating the air with Los Cantos de Maldoror/The Songs of Maldoror: Ssshhh! Hush, hush, hush. It’s Beneyto. Juan Eduardo Cirlot was still alive; Camilo José Cela was living not far from Palma de Mallorca; and a book by Cristóbal Serra gnawed on bones in my pocket. Nothing would’ve made me think back then that today I would be presenting this work as if it were my own. It was thanks to A.F. Molina and Carmen Borja and some of Cirlot’s papers that I met Beneyto.


			I recognized the artist, the bohemian, the hermit who crosses the limestone streets and gets dirty with his shaking ink, with his paintings covered in dragons with forked tongues and blue knives, with his pieces of wood that cause a double vision and fingernails coming out of flowers with his books marked by the dactyls of Cela, Cirlot, Brossa, Ory, or Alejandra Pizarnik. And there among the little beasts of humidity, in the Gothic district, past the corners where the prostitutes have dove-like eyes and black or gold or lilac gypsies spend the night under yellow cadmium skies, he is inspired, designs, creates.
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