The stone in the pond
Bobo Ivancich de la Torriente sits on his part of the world, neither too far from nor too near to those parts of the world in which nearly all other human beings live, think and dwell. He lives, then, where we do, but not exactly in the place in which we usually are and act. In that contiguous place he takes it easy and observes: once in a while, after a perplexed smile, he throws a stone into that which he knows to be our pond and observes, with a pinch of curiosity, the succession of concentric waves that ripple the surface of the water.

He does not hide his hand, on the contrary, he shows it elegantly, as if in greeting, saying: it is I who threw the stone and I, I, am here, if anyone has anything to object... if anyone has anything to say, then say it now. Smile and stone, the smile is unmistakable, but the stone takes many shapes: as many as are his works.

Multiform works: as many as are the forms of ironic terrorism that Bobo deems it necessary to inflict upon society. Art should not kill anyone, but it exists if it makes consciences bleed: where they exist. Rousing consciences is not easy, one has to know one's trade.

Bobo did not have to learn his trade, he paints to conceal it. Enveloped and concealed by the artist lives the instinctive terrorist, determined to reach his goal, ready to use irony to break any determinate rule. No one escapes, neither Fidel Castro nor the Pope, not Maria Callas, but not Peggy Guggenheim either. Like every good terrorist he applies the art of mimesis with great conviction and efficacy.

Every action demands particular tools to be efficacious: a single type of painting does not suffice to relate such a variety of persons and facts.

Thus his works are related in the expressive manner of Bacon and of Warhol, using the modes of Mantegna or the flat colors of Hockney, but where is de la Torriente?... There's no problem, he would say almost smiling... you just have to know how to look: he's there, behind each hand there's his hand, the one that threw the stone into the pond, that hand, as if in greeting.
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