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Germination is the process by which plants emerge from buried dormant seeds and begin to 

grow. This is a peculiar form of life, because the increase in lushness and volume makes up for 

the lack of mobility: a happy face on a still body. This is a unique form of natural manifestation 

that does not need mobility to reach its full expression and freely unleash its energy. The same 

happens with wood sculpting, where art works are also motionless constructions, but are 

created from a vegetable matter that nourishes and lends them vitality, even when the 

provider had to die in order to be recreated. 

                    

Each different kind of material used in sculpture determines a unique and unrepeatable 

relationship with the person that works it. Clay provides a tactile pleasure because of its 

flexibility, iron poses a challenge due to its rigidity and the physical strength required to handle 

its weight; but wood generates an incredibly rich bond, which brings together the sensuality 

emanating from its warmth, the contrasts of softness and roughness, the varying degrees of 

resistance to the saw or the hammer, and its extraordinarily varied chromatism. This process is 

also influenced by the organic origin of materials, which adds a new sensuous quality, to which 

the eye and the hand are not alien. The bond between the sculptor and wood has all this 

fecundity, but also involves something more dramatic: an unequal battle, where man 

ultimately takes ownership of the chosen object of his work, by incorporating it to his 

reconstructive capacity and becoming one with something that once had a life of its own, and 

that he has now managed to subordinate to his own, in order to transfigure it. 

                 

For this reason, Ricardo Pascale´s work is a germination, where the primal impulse appeared 

discreetly seventeen years ago, just like a new plant, with a moderation determined by the 

scale of the pieces and the cautious spirit of the artist, to later gradually increase in the 

audacity of design, the volume of the works and the artist´s commitment to the endeavor. All 

this would then grow, not only physically, enlarging like foliage to impose its dominant 

presence in the garden and conveying the image of full growth, although only a step in the 

never-ending process of expansion. Because what we usually call creativity is also a 

germinating manifestation that grows in two directions, the visible and the intangible - 

growing externally as its roots strengthen underneath. Moreover, creativity is a dual range 



battery, whose liberating power would not function without the disciplinary, underground 

capacity that feeds it. 

            

A poet is capable of investing words with multiple meanings, giving words unthinkable scopes, 

beyond everyday meanings, when embedded in a sentence. A sculptor is similarly capable of 

awakening an array of stunning meanings in the material used, where the virtuosity of 

manipulation becomes a form of alchemy, endowed with the power of transmutation. This 

ductility is noticeable in the way Pascale manages to turn wood into a construction element (a 

truncated drum he built with planks), a dynamic element (in the centrifugal spokes of his solar 

disks), an element of expression (in the fine poles that outline their calligraphy on space), an 

element of composition (in the sets of grouped posts) or an element of contemplation (in 

smaller pieces where the work merges with the base that holds it). The substance can be as 

manageable as the sensitivity of the artist that works it, and the imagination that manages to 

diversify its appearance. 

            

Using the pulp of brave indigenous trees, large disposable logs, very subtle rods or bunches of 

chips, Pascale has built a personal landscape, where some incorporations are more 

unexpected than others, although all of the them come together again in the final perspective 

of a single forest. From the time he started his public career as a sculptor, the different stages 

of his work may be tracked as the inner circles of a trunk. This concentric evolution has 

allowed him to gain the recognition he currently enjoys both locally and abroad, with works 

implanted in Uruguayan parks but also in a square in Lima, a mount in Saxony and an orchard 

in Venice, although Pascale still lives and works in Montevideo. There, as it is well known, he is 

a man of two kingdoms, accounting and visual arts, the University´s finance department and 

the sawmill, the academic department and the exhibition halls. A two-headed presence, 

although the man who counts and the one that polishes or hammers are one and the same 

person in whom both worlds merge, since even the pencil used by the economist is ultimately 

nothing more than a wooden rod. 

           

This material makes Pascale's work unique in a setting, such as that of Uruguay, where wood 

sculpting is quite a bare field, with few artists and scarce examples of outstanding mastery. 

The various stages of his artistic career open up like successive doors to his work, giving a 

growing sensation that the artist stretches himself in space until his art becomes an extension 

of his presence, and not only because the joy of creation merges a man with his work, but also 



because he feels that these other bodies he has created bear his own energy, are the legacy he 

divides himself into, and that will keep him alive once he is gone. 

  

 

THE BEGINNING 

  

Pascale’s first individual exhibition was held in 1995 at the hall of the Alianza Cultural Uruguay-

Estados Unidos. The exhibits on the walls were wooden planks to which he had stuck wooden 

chips organized in very accurate diagrams transferred to the board from the original lines 

drawn on paper, in such a way that the rhythm of the fragments placed on the surface 

followed a relatively free geometry, where the saw cuts did not interrupt, but rather threaded 

together, the vital force that pervaded each piece.  

                         

The allure of these proposals lay in the subtlety of the drawings that undulated through each 

piece, as if determined not to interfere with the leading role of the wood surrounding it, the 

careful tonal range that covered them - left to the natural range of chestnuts and greys with 

declinations towards red and white- and the good use of textures with the occasional opulence 

of roughness, the interest of ancient untouched patinas, the relief of cracks and woody fibers 

which were yet another guiding line of  the piece. The choice of rebellious logs such as 

curupay, lapacho and ibirapitá did not seem casual, because it reflected the force displayed by 

the artist when working them, as if the resistance of the materials were a way to highlight the 

physical effort involved in the work, and represented a reward for the finished work. 

                     

 It was then not hard to imagine how much this craftsmanship side provided balance to 

Pascale’s life and work, a white-collar worker already in his fifties who became also a shop-

floor worker. This healthy balance between his carpenter’s bench and the office revealed lines 

of mutual usefulness on both sides of an expressive scale that can be doubly beneficial. From 

Gauguin to Figari, middle-aged individuals with an already solid public career who take up an 

artistic activity have offered unsuspected surprises. In these cases, sensitivity is held back, in a 

rare process where nothing is casual, nothing is predictable, nothing is ordinary, a symptom of 

personal freedom that remains unvanquished. 

                   

From 1995, sculptural work started to gain space and relevance in Pascale's occupations, thus 

confirming that the initial enthusiasm was not just a passing impulse but rather a persistent 

choice, and that the determination inherent to an orderly form of life, could gain force and 



become a meteoric trajectory in the following years. Although his work gained rapid 

recognition, he maintained his modesty and emotional discretion, the features of a man that 

only unleashes his freshness and audacity in his art, at a stage when it seemed dominated by 

the increasing formality of power and an impressive play with volumes. From the moment he 

got free from the two-dimensional planes, all his capacity to fly with wood in space was 

unveiled. 

  

 

DEVELOPMENT 

             

 In the year 2003, the sculptor was ready to launch two concurrent exhibitions, at the Centro 

Municipal de Exposiciones and the Museum of Contemporary Art. There, he displayed his 

larger art pieces, preparatory sketches, scale models and photographic documentation of the 

works implanted in public spaces, with the purpose both of illustrating the evolution of his 

language and of offering the visitor the increasing tension of a style, which was already severe 

and stripped in its beginnings, but that was now unveiling a dramatic monumentalism, raising 

wood to build persistently austere proposals. His handling of logs favored a tactile magnetism 

that only emanates from works that convey the passionate identification of the artist with the 

material used, although also increasingly suggesting a certain assembling greatness that 

seemed driven by the same germination thrust of the log used to build them. 

 

In this way, Pascale, the accountant, definitively settled down in his other trade, a sphere of 

energies that an unsuspecting witness could think alien to his everyday occupations. It was, 

however, close to accounting tasks, because it displayed akin strategies where new sets of 

values (visual this time) emerged, other (aesthetic) figures were distributed, different 

(volumetric) additions were performed, other columns (of materials) were sorted, different 

(tactile) relations were consolidated, and the same order was ultimately pursued, the same 

feeling of calculation to organize reality where many things –and not only numbers- are 

divided or multiplied to obtain a valid result.  

            

Examining the moderately sized compositions he had exhibited earlier, and comparing them 

with the colossal pieces sent to the Biennial of Venice some years later, it would be possible to 

appreciate this movement from the meticulous charm of tone plays and small settings- a wave 

of flying cuts- to the magnitude of a huge slanted drum, where the stripping of media came 

about ideally amid the geometric purity of a truncated cylinder and linked its rigorous 



formulation to the resistance of the hard wood that fed it. This same bareness dominated the 

large wheels that Pascale spread as the multiple circuits of a moving idea, or the forest of 

masts, where our sight may travel to retrieve the wilderness where the branches were born 

and grew. 

           

The high palms that Pascale has installed in Saxony and Montevideo are trees of a different 

forest. Assembled with overlapping patches, and incidentally establishing a rhythm that seems 

to multiply the height of the design, they are responses to the fascination exerted by the 

material, but also embody the intention of recomposing the slenderness brought down by the 

hand of man. What captivates in the sculptor's proposal is the purity of design that animates 

each piece, striving not to hinder the breathing of the wood that supports it, captured by the 

artist to be subsequently released back into the air. That is why at the end, when he releases 

the finished work from his hand, Pascale's gesture liberates the planks and beams as if 

apologizing for having intervened them. 

           

 

THE CULMINATION 

  

There are stages in a sculptor’s life that have the same effect as a heat wave, expanding 

volume and forms like bodies submitted to an expansive force. This happened in one period of 

Pascale’s trajectory, the best example of which was what he sent to Venice in 1999, where the 

theme of the wheel and the cylinder was at its highest point, rising, in some cases, to the 

colossal magnitude of the object. But in other stages, however, the works of the sculptor seem 

embarked in a cold current, a sign of concentration, focusing not on outer growth but rather 

on a smaller scale distillation of the sediment that had accumulated in prior stages, as if the 

artist possessed a melting pot capable of capturing the essence of his previous proposals. In 

these cases, the result of the process is less ostentatious, but more seductive than the 

preceding expansion. The cold phase then, with its formal contraction and volumetric 

reductions, has the quality of an extract, carrying only the essentials, as if squashed by the 

hand of the artist.  

               

These cycles - reversible and temporary as the succession of the seasons - are a pendulum of 

sensitivity, with the needle pointing, this time, towards the more discreet modulation of a 

group of works that towards 2005 demanded a closer contemplation, as it generally happens 

when a creator opts for a meticulous dimension and a delicate signature.  Paradoxically, 



Pascale continued to use the toughness of quebracho, but breaking it by cutting radial rods to 

compose a row of pieces - with cuts arranged in what can be defined as his ”solar chapter”- as 

spokes fleeing from a hub. It was obvious that he wanted to test the extent to which the 

material could be dominated and submitted to such a feat of reduction, a game that required a 

close look at the footprint of the saw on the thin filaments into which he victoriously managed 

to convert his planks. 

           

In some cases the hub was a crack, half open in a fine, wavy wound, with woody ribbons 

irradiating towards the clean outline of the two-front array, with the public having to move 

around in order to discover the variants on every face. With ten years of work on his back, 

Pascale boasted then a vertiginous trajectory that had consolidated his mastery of an 

increasingly audacious and free-spirited language, with the caliber to undertake risky projects, 

realized through endless experimentation, where the artist kept posing himself challenges in 

order to overcome them. With these steps, perhaps unwittingly, he covered the distance that 

separated his initial skills from the perseverance of mastery which was the signature of his 

work ten years later, and that gained him a privileged position among the major names of 

contemporary sculpting in our country. 

 

This personal recognition consolidated in the following years. In 2007, for example, he decided 

to organize a performance exhibit at the Alianza Francesa hall, laying out his pieces with 

theatrical criteria, and thus adding a dramatic touch to the particular seduction of the pieces 

exposed. This demonstrated that his outstanding management of space was not restricted to 

the weight of his works on paper, but rather extended to the suggestive layout of the pieces, 

articulating space with the mastery of a stage designer, and extracting from the works 

(numerous like a colony of fungus spreading on the floor and the walls) the added value he 

bestowed on them as fragments of the monumental decoration that contained them. With this 

theatrical gesture, the sculptor revealed that his flight had broken free from the boundary of 

the pieces’ surface, to include the air separating and joining them, extending the tension of his 

expressive modality, from the objects themselves to the gaps between them. 

 

 

FULFILLMENT 

                        

The following year, the exhibition that has marked the highest point in Pascale´s career took 

place at the major hall of the National Museum of Visual Arts. There, he installed only five 



large pieces in the hall, conveying a feeling of fulfillment that came both as a surprise and a 

shock, in spite of the ascending path of the artist’s previous trajectory. What was displayed for 

the eyes of the public visiting the hall was a huge tower of crisscrossing wood chips, setting the 

dynamic rhythm of a net, whose mobility transformed the apparent weight of the substance 

into an ethereal gesture, rising like a warp of needles with a grace that grew as the eye moved 

away from them.  Next, there was the voluminous slanting basket, a weave of whitish rods 

that rose after shaping a cone on its circular base, in contrast with the beige tone of the first 

work. 

                      

Then, at the center of the hall, there was a track of old, ragged beams, which extended and 

slowly rose from the ground like a sloping ramp, lending an air of dignity to those knotty and 

worn scrap materials, full of holes and rich in hues that ranged from yellow to chestnut, grey 

and red. But, on the other side of this path, a contrasting work was erected: an extremely thin 

tube of glued rods, like an elegant scribble on space, an arc whose flexibility seemed to deny 

the original stiffness of the material, as if the artist had domesticated it to draw this great 

curve on air and leave it in suspension- elastic and floating- as evidence of the defeat of the 

rebellious fiber by the tenacity of the one who modeled it. In that case, the path seemed to 

have been drawn by the brush of a painter, the pencil of a sketcher or the hand lamp of an 

illuminator, with reminiscences of Puryear, the American artist, or some of the stages of a 

mature Nelson Ramos. 

                

At that event at the Museum, finally, at the back of the hall, there was another row of waves 

formed by planks that moved up and down, like a sea of trunks recovering their vital 

undulation and displaying their crests, as evidence not only of the mastery of their 

arrangement but also the pervading dynamics of their design. This energy was instilled by the 

cuts and angles on the wood, although in certain cases, the brushed, satin texture revealed a 

brilliant dialogue with the roughness of virginal fragments, as if the sculptor had tried to show 

the contrast he is capable from extracting from his work by polishing some of the pieces and 

leaving others untouched to speak for themselves without the intervention of any tool. This 

set of five pieces permitted the public to share in Pascale´s enjoyment of his creative work, 

where pleasure became an ideal form of gaze, an exercise of admiration and, ultimately, of 

collective joy. It was then that the true stature of this sculptor emerged among his peers from 

the last fifty years. 

           



 Because, in a country with such a rich history in painting, there have been very few examples 

of sculpting, with steep ups and downs. After the academicians (with their heroic assignments 

and equestrian figures, their obedient nude figures and portraits of personalities), came the 

changes of modernism and avant garde movements, the end of figurative sculpting and the 

rise of the abstract, the death of noble materials and the victory of humble substances, the 

great visual challenges for the untrained audiences and the wager on the new and the 

unexpected as measurements of the increasing freedom of artists. Throughout all this, there 

have been very few master innovators in the recent decades.  And it is here that Pascale has 

gained a distinguished place, a unique signature, creating a body of work that is destined to 

last.  

 

Montevideo, June 2012. 


