
Alberto Campo Baeza 

 

ALADINO 

About the last work now exhibited by Alvaro Catalán de Ocón 

PUBLISHED IN 

Álvaro Catalán de Ocón. Doble Juego. Catálogo de Exposición. Prólogo. Galería 
Machado Muñoz, Madrid, julio 2015 

Varia Architectonica. Ed. Mairea. Madrid. 2016 

  



2 

Alberto Campo Baeza 

ALADINO 

About the last work now exhibited by Alvaro Catalán de Ocón 

The most recent work of sculptor and industrial designer Alvaro Catalán de Ocón is 

currently on display at the Machado-Muñoz gallery in Madrid. Rayuela, an installation 

with a stone carpet presided over by a column and stools, also made of stone. And 

Totem, a collection of small lamps made of translucent and transparent methacrylate. 

Rayuela a carpet? Totem a collection of lamps? For me they are the carpet and the 

lamps of Aladdin himself, capable of fascinating us as wonderful as they are. 

On the carpet of precious stones, white, black and gray, stands there, presiding over it, 

a Brancusian column that with its beauty makes time stand still. The very white column, 

made of white statuary marble of Carrara, impresses. And when it is touched by the light, 

it acquires a certain sacred character.  

The author tells us that, after lifting the column, with the leftovers, he has made these 

seats capable of being composed as a blessed checkerboard, which together, create a 

suspended plane that, by repeating the drawing of the carpet, produce a very effective 

optical effect that elevates its beauty to the sublime. Later we learned that when he 

worked these pieces in wood, before, the process was the other way around: he made 

the stools starting from a block and with the leftovers he came up with the idea of the 

column.  

The pillar is like a white cloud that geometrically rises to the sky like the nubis pillar of 

the Bible. We read in Exodus, chapter 13. 21-22: "The LORD went before them by day 

in a pillar of cloud to lead them on their way.  The pillar of cloud never departed from the 

people during the day." Just like that cloud of white marble is this precious column by 

Álvaro Catalán de Ocón.  

And the lamps are not lamps. They are sculptures made with light, with only light. What 

some architects would like to build with our works, this damned sculptor makes it present 

here with diabolical geometric tracings that make us levitate.  

It is not easy at this stage of the game that something surprises you in the world of Art. 

And even less if the surprise comes from the hand of the serenity and calm that the works 

shown to us transmit. Well, this morning when the August heat wave has subsided a 

little, when I visited the exhibition of a few pieces by the sculptor-industrial designer? 

Álvaro Catalán de Ocón at the Machado-Muñoz gallery, I have been surrendered. 

Few pieces of great, very great intensity and sublime beauty. On the splendid column 

that presides over the exhibition as if it were the monstrance of a secular altar, it seems 

that the sub umbra alarum tuarum of Psalm 16 is written on the walls. Under Brancusi's 

wings, of course. The polyhedrons of white Carrara marble statuary seem to cry out to 

continue their ascent to infinity in search of beauty. This is what their author confesses 

to me. Its author, sculptor? industrial designer? 
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I have often wondered if Bernini was a sculptor or an architect. Because if as an architect 

he is the universal master of the baroque, as a sculptor he was sublime. Bernini was 

both architect and sculptor. 

And now, here, I ask myself: Is Álvaro Catalán de Ocón a sculptor or an industrial 

designer? Because if as an industrial designer he is first class, as a sculptor he is 

sublime. Álvaro Catalán de Ocón is a sculptor and an industrial designer. 

I must confess that I enjoyed visiting the exhibition enormously.  

That it seemed to me that his marvelous lamps were flying through the air.  

That his flying carpet transported us to the most universal history.  

That its column, I don't know if it was Brancusian or Trajan, rose until it was lost in the 

infinite.  

That his stools were no longer stools but the three fingers of Rodin's hand of God resting 

on the earth.  

N.B. I recommend that, after marveling at the beauty of the marble stools, you see their 

bronze version, with almost impossible colors and textures, caress them and be 

transported to another world, to the world of artistic creation whose secret Álvaro Catalán 

de Ocón possesses. 


