
Exhibition of a notable Uruguayan creator 

RICARDO PASCALE AND THE ART OF WOOD 

 

In human history and the history of art, in the beginning -it can be said- there was the wood, 

which preceded stone and metal.  It is to wood that the Uruguayan Ricardo Pascale turns, at 

the beginning of a recognizedly human work of art. 

 

His sculptures are the product of an aesthetic agent, undoubtedly, but, above all and after all, 

they are the effusion of a man.  Certainly that is what artists should aspire to, but they do not 

always manage to transmit it.  Pascale, on the other hand, has achieved it: the human being is 

in his work and his works are in the human being, in a surprising conjunction. 

 

Pascale has maintained: "You get old the day you lose the capacity to be moved by the quality 

of a scientific contribution or the beauty of a work of art."  Yet it is not to elude old age that he 

has delved into the universe of aesthetic creation: he is fifty-three, but has drawn and painted 

since adolescence.  What moved Pascale is that aptitude for spiritual stirring to which he 

refers.  It led him, in 1989, to the Center for Artistic Expression directed by Nelson Ramos in 

Montevideo.  And it flowed, ultimately, into the works at hand, with which Pascale makes his 

public debut in art. 

 

Until now he had kept his creations private.  Pascale is an internationally renowned expert in 

finance, and since March 1995 has been holding the office of President of the Central Bank of 

Uruguay for the second time (the first was from 1985 to 1990, under President Julio María 

Sanguinetti's administration, like today).  Yet, it was obviously not this activity that kept him 

away from galleries and exhibitions, but instead a personal decision by a creator who felt the 

time had not come to communicate his work, as was the case of the Uruguayan attorney and 

legislator Pedro Figari until 1921, when, at sixty years of age, he decided to devote his full 

attention to painting. 

 

Perhaps the time started to ripen, for Pascale, the day he discovered some cast-off wood at a 

friend's house.  And I use the word "discover" because it was then that Pascale became aware, 

in that "lightning bolt of history" Walter Benjamin talks about, of the human and artistic soul of 

wood.  It is appropriate to think here about history, as we indicated at the outset, but it is also 

important to take into account the history of the artist himself. 



 

This is the case of the material used ("material" derives from the Latin "materia" = wood), 

which Pascale brings in from Paraguay, a country he has visited over the course of two decades 

for professional reasons.  The titles of his sculptures, in the Guaraní language, also come from 

that country.  And it is likewise the case of Pascale's life, his readings, his visits to museums 

and galleries during professional trips everywhere. 

 

Pascale works his sculptures in lapacho, curupay, ibiratá or ibiraró.  They are true assemblages, 

which the artist conceives beforehand in designs.  Nevertheless, the pieces of wood never end 

up following the preconceived layouts entirely, given their natural indocility.  Thus the forms 

are contingent: respect for the wood is essential in Pascale's work and is only mitigated by the 

aesthetic organization rendered by the artist.  The pieces of wood are incorporated virgin, with 

their stains, grooves, holes, wear and colors intact, after being cut out in keeping with 

compositional needs.  The works thus acquire their warm sensitivity, the fruit of their material 

vigor. 

 

This sensitivity is heightened by the fact that Pascale has sought "to keep away from pure 

pictorial objectivity or from geometricism or figuration," as he himself notes.  His sculptures 

(we insist on calling them that, even if they are two-dimensional) are creations in and of 

themselves. 

 

A sort of totem, they express the salvation of the wood used to shape them, its redemption 

from the oblivion to which it had been doomed.  And they also express, above all else, a Latin 

American sentiment, categorical and untamed, solid and fragile, permanent and fleeting, like 

man. 

 

Jorge Glusberg 

 


