Who said Architecture was the mother of all arts? How about Sculpture! When people still lived in caves they already molded the sublimation of the woman’s body, giving it divine character!

Among the sculptures that cross your way at every path in the “Monarch Park”, there are such pieces I simply have to write about.

A Bronze by Kevin Pettelle, “Salutation”, represents the smooth figure of a graceful young woman about to dive backwards. A pirouette? Into the water? Ah, but she seems to be flying! Such harmony of form and rhythm of movement in the muscle structure, such power of suggestion!

Another bronze by Robert Wick, “Chiricahua”, a subtly but powerfully polifacetic motif that breaks the conventions but, instead of provoking horror as a result (woman without a neck, head that seems suspended in mid air) it creates a game between void and matter, air and metal, full and empty. The Tao says: “Thirty spokes share the wheel’s hub: it is the center hole that makes it useful”!

The marble torso of a man in great pain or great pleasure, modeled with sensitive finesse by Tomas Oliva. Tracy W. Powell’s stone “Sisyphus”, (how appropriate!), whose spirit has been exhausted by the punishment but lays by and over his rock, his body still tense, as if refusing to give up. The “Three Graces” by Myrna Orsini, gracefully abstract, are monumental in size and effect. 

There is more to see at Monarch beginning with the design of the park, in itself a work of art.
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