
 

The Bath 

 
Tramuta in lazzi lo spasmo ed il pianto 
in una smorfia il singhiozzo e 'l dolor.1 

Ruggero Leoncavallo 
 
 

 
 
 
We try to escape from the shroud of time that traps and restrains us. But, often, life is like 

suddenly waking up in a coffin. We feel alive yet we feel that we are prisoners. We feel 

that we are on the thin edge between being and not being. We feel a whole that can never 

be complete. Our hands and feet tied, we cannot say how we might become free.  

 

The man, imprisoned, tries to get out of a large bath, contorting himself, battling against 

the white printed shroud that covers him. Like a chrysalis, hidden within the silk of its 

cocoon, he inhabits his world, he struggles to live, in the need to become free so as to be. 

Similarly, Arranz-Bravo conceals behind the apparently festive nature of his works from 

this period the true dark, bitter essence that inhabits his being. If we look carefully, behind 

the bright colours, the evocative forms, are the most intimate dialogues of a man standing 

before his very existence.  

 

During the sixties, Arranz-Bravo was developing a personal style, one that became more 

clearly defined in the seventies. His colours lost some of their brightness, his themes 

became increasingly dark and raw, reflecting complex life experiences. Amid the lyricism 

and visceral rawness, drama and severity are accentuated. Gradually, the artist reveals his 

                                                
1 Change into laughs the spasms of pain; into a grimace the tears of pain, Ah! 
 



innermost self. Over the following years, his work will be characterised by a greater use of 

black. He distances himself from the more festive and light-hearted to show himself naked 

in his work.  

 

In this piece, however, irony and dynamic movement remain. Against a ruled, static 

background, the figure and large bath are superimposed, in full motion. The snaking forms 

and the painstaking depiction of certain details contrast with the simplicity of the 

composition and the flat surfaces, delicately resolved by use of a strictly limited colour 

palette. Faced by an immutable environment, man, constantly changing, tries to find his 

place. 

 

There is no possibility of stopping. Time does not stop and the work must continue. As in 

Leoncavallo's opera, despite the contradictions and adversities, we must go out on stage 

and perform: Recitar! Mentre preso dal delirio, non so più quel che dico, e quel che faccio! 

Eppur è d'uopo, sforzati.2 The show must go on, because la commedia non è finita! 

 

 

 

                                                
2 To recite! While taken with delirium, I no longer know what it is that I say or what it is that I am doing! 
And yet it is necessary, force yourself! 


