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I have to acknowledge that the title chosen for this very brief sketch may be somewhat forced, 

but not entirely whimsical.  In the first place, it is meant to be an appreciative greeting to 

Ricardo Pascale, who on his father’s side descends from southern italians. 

 

Beyond that, it is an intentional allusion to Juan Grompone’s very enjoyable novel by the same 

name and evidence that the “unfurling of his personal restlessness,” as Jorge Abbondanza 

would put it, can be confirmed with no abating in the qualities shown by him in the scientific 

and literary fields, just as they are also seen in Victor Hugo in his successful endeavors in 

poetry and in drawing, or in the case of our compatriot Rafael Viñoly, in architecture and 

music.  These are merely a few samples of the varied even in infrequent examples that, like 

those of Burri, Chejov, Leonardo or Borodin, make manifest the compatibility of very diverse 

vocations and practices, without the solidness of the respective actions being weakened for 

that. 

 

In this regard, Pascale is for us an emblematic paradigm.  Distinguished over more than three 

decades for his professional and academic activity in the sphere of economics, he sprang forth, 

barely eight years ago, as an artist of surprising conviction. 

 

Through the use of materials charged with “memory,” bearing the strong mark of the artisan, 

he obtains, in my view, his most conclusive achievements. 

 

Metal gnarled by corrosion, minerals alluding to their remote telluric origins, and above all 

wood, the prevailing “input” for his work, contributes to the richness of his creations.  It is an 

expressive richness obtained with poor and castoff elements, redignified thanks to the 

dimension of his creative capacity. 

 

There is no absolute spontaneity of occasional and fortuitous result in Pascale –or possibly in 

any other significant artist.  Even when the natural element carries with a suggestion of a 

visual direction to follow, the specific aesthetic formulation transcends the mere sensual 

attraction of the object involved. 



The work is always, In Pascale, domesticated nature, in a certain way recreated in his voracious 

sculptural rendering of color, textures and vestiges of  immobilized organicity, although in all 

cases consciously measured and weighted by the will of form, the product of knowledge, 

thought and sensitive control. 

 

The artistic act is not truth revealed but instead truth uncovered or, better still, truth invented.  

“Pure creation of the spirit,” as Le Corbusier liked to say. 

 

An ordinate but sharable aspiration of shaping a “language on the world” that –in Pascale’s 

own words- does not stop with its description, “but instead constructs it.” 
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