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(GIOVANNA MANZOTTI) I have often thought that, when faced with your 
sculptural work, especially when it becomes more installation-based, just 
before entering it the body finds itself in a threshold, a space of abandonment 
that is still somewhat alert. I experienced this myself in your exhibition Sleep 
Starts (2024) at Clima, Milan, and in Grex (2025) at ICA, also in Milan, which I 
visited in complete solitude, and it was almost mystical. I won’t deny that after 
crossing the entrance, I felt the fragility of a skin – mine and that of your works 
– as the site of a fragile event that exists for only an instant and breathes.

(SACHA KANAH) I believe this is a tone or a character of the 
work that I am deeply connected to because it concerns tran-
sitions, passages that are necessary for something to happen. I 
don’t know what, but something, it’s not up to me: things are 
as they want to be, I simply follow them. You can stare at the sun 
twice a day but only for a brief moment. Have you ever tried 
to stare at the sun? When I do, I can’t think of anything, literally, 
it erases me. It’s something frighteningly alive that gives you 
an extreme sense of well-being, all in an instant. Every atom of 
yours becomes saturated with something I can’t even de-
scribe, perhaps it’s the perfection of being, pure love, without 
time or language.

Do you ever find yourself without words to describe 
something? Something present and yet without language. 
Apparently there’s nothing, but within this linguistic gap everything 
begins to vibrate. Every dance has its own rhythm, I love slow 
ones, for example, perhaps because they allow more space for 
error, perhaps because they correspond to no expectation 
other than the liquidity of the body, wow, all one with each other.

I have this recording I’d like you to listen to I’ve 
been trying to clean the sound for a few days but my Xiaomi 
decided to have its say. Let’s see if with a few tutorials I can 
manage the trick. Meanwhile, it’s a recording I made a few weeks 
ago in a place with an atmosphere that felt very special to me. 
It’s getting dark, the space is extended, completely flat, very arid 
and barren, yet very welcoming. The silence is broken only 
by certain distant echoes that describe the perimeter of a void, 
making nothingness feel very alive. Because in fact nothing 
happens. The recording lasts an entire night.

(GM) Allowing the work to be what it is and letting its fragilities and 
margin of error carve out a vein of intuitions of various kinds is one of the as-
pects that most fascinates me about your way of inhabiting sculpture and 
of looking at things and at the world. Constantly putting yourself in connection 
and negotiation with occurrences and with what you define as “transitions” 
shakes you and leaves you with a peaceful sense of emptiness which, once 
you get used to it, you live with. And the work benefits from it, almost with-
out you realising. “When I do, I can’t think of anything, literally, it erases me”… 
staring at the sun, but also handling organisms, organic and inorganic 
materials, technologies and processes that alter the physical and chemical 
conditions of substances and objects, just as you do, Sacha, do, seems to 
me to approach that nothingness that contains everything, that “nothingness 
observed from the limit, that seems to have opened only in that instant 
and that will never present itself in the same way again. One must not seek it. 
One must not seek. […] Nothing determined, nothing prefigured, nothing 
known,” to quote a passage from Chiari del bosco (1991) by María Zambrano, 
which you shared with me just before starting this conversation.

But then I think back to that “perimeter of emptiness” before the 
entrance – the closed eye before staring at the sun – and immediately 
after, light and transparent algae membranes appear, gathering like many 
embryos of water bodies and breaths within the white space of the gallery, 
forming clusters that you never touch, but of which you are only a desperately 
a spectator, until nature decides that the peak of their process of expansion 
and growth has been reached. What happens there, do you completely lose 
the work or do you recover it? 51SACHA KANAH

All images: from the artist’s personal archive

Leaving space for the words of an artist invited by Giovanna Manzotti, this column, which 
will continue in future issues of the magazine, revolves around the theme of failure, 
explored across the formal, conceptual, processual, poetic and existential dimensions 
of artistic research and gesture, in all its elusive yet fertile nuances.
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(SK) My installations are cameos of certain pure qualities of being 
and being together within a much larger narrative. They are 
desires without text, that live regardless: that shooting star will 
pass just the same even if no one sees it. But is it unexpressed 
or simply inexpressible?

I see fragility as a primary condition of desire and 
at the same time as a reminder of the impermanence of things, 
of the possibility of falling, of being weaker than reality. Like 
remembering to breathe or to love.

I have an animist approach, I tend to give an 
incorporeal value to the world of phenomena, objects, living 
beings, of which sculpture becomes a spokesperson. There 
is a kind of magic behind a phenomenon taking form, and the 
wonder generated by chance is a key of access. To guide 
without ever touching.

(GM) To what extent does this act of embracing fragility and fall 
within your way of being inside the work influences the more poetic aspect 
of your research, which for me, in part, is also connected to a fascination 
with the processes you set in motion in your attempt to reach a final form of 
the work, or something close to it.

(SK) Sometimes it’s more or less visible but it’s ubiquitous, be-
cause it concerns the inclusion of the other and the possibility 
of contradicting oneself. Letting go of the things we love with all 
their weaknesses, I believe, is leap of faith. At a certain point, 
sculptures come of age.

Then there is also an aspect linked to playing, 
to self-irony and trying to give things a certain air. I think that, 
somewhat naively and unconsciously, I create the conditions 
for failure, a bit like self-traps. I like plot holes, hybrids between 
realities, nonchalance versus affectation.

(GM) You do, in fact, place a great deal of faith in your sculptures, and 
you do so right from the start, earlier than one might imagine. You watch 
them come of age and follow their course, where exactly no one knows, but you 
let it happen. And you let them go. Surely that’s how it should be, because 
it’s only in this way that each of them can develop as a single entity and from 
there coexist with others, and others again.

How to give form to something without being able to control it, 
without being able to intervene in its becoming, without touching, without 
guiding, not through gestures, not through words? It is a gestation followed 
by a birth, leap of faith that goes far beyond that specific form.

Leap of Faith, not coincidentally, is also the title of several sculp-
tures exhibited in Sleep Starts. They are holes made of water, a little flawed, 
some twisted like viscera, others lighter, as if blown away by clouds, others 
fallen to the ground and never risen again. Holes in the Fabric is also the 
title of your solo show at Spazio Volta in Bergamo, in 2022. I think it’s useful 
here to open a brief technical parenthesis on how these sculptures are 
formed, and then to ask how the phenomena of entropy and collapse are 
something you seek and push toward, to facilitate and create the condi-
tions of failure (as we are understanding it here), but also the conditions for a 
moment of play, as if one were to overturn a box of Lego on a Lego floor, 
without instructions and with every possible direction.

(SK) A mineral cocktail, like a customised Gatorade, is injected 
or poured with special instruments into tanks of distilled water and 
kelp, in the filamentous form of alginates* (the initial reference 
is a 1942 patent by a British food scientist, William Peschardt). 
A gel membrane instantly forms, defining the perimeter of 
contact between the two liquids, giving life to a hollow body, or 
a “hole”, which begins its growth process. The final form of 
the holes depends on some physical and chemical variables 
relating to the environment in which they are generated, such 
as density, temperature, pressure, time, pH, currents, the air 
inside the solutions.

In most cases, live grafts are performed to define 
the structure of the membrane and the ways in which the holes 
interact and exchange with the outside, such as nourishment 
or evacuation.

Water is used as a living mould, a genetic archive of 
forms, considering that all life originates from water. The result 

of this process, freed from the possibility of making it scientific, are 
bodies and apparatuses of hybrid creatures, born only once.

71% of planet Earth is made of water.
71% of a newborn human body is made of water.
71% of the sculptures created are made of water.
Once extracted from their bath, the holes are 

subjected to a process of dehydration and shaping inspired by 
Sokushinbutsu, a ritual practiced by Buddhist monks.

In my work, entropy and collapse are moments 
of expansion and reduction of language, they behave like a 
lung. I play with many elements I don’t know, without technical 
mastery, I feed on tutorials that are never enough (ahahah), 
nor the necessary tools, so I often find myself developing poor 
bad imitations of places, situations, ecosystems and indus-
trial processes. Many errors, doubts and uncertainties arise 
from the attempt to imitate life and machines, aware that 
the conditions are never exact and therefore I basically always 
expect short circuits and surprises, I somewhat desire them 
but, I don’t know, I make a big mess. I am, however, convinced 
that every mistake in design error has an organic form, which 
concerns not only the surface but above all the character, the 
motivation, the meaning before a definition, the resemblance 
to life. Living systems are defined by their “metabolism”, that is 
an exchange and continuous transformation: when things 
manage to self-organise, I try to disappear from the game.

(GM) I have always been fascinated, in general, by a certain ability 
to be there without necessarily staying, to withdraw more or less for a while. 
The search for reduction to the point of almost disappearing: it’s a symp-
tom, a side effect. It’s the attempt to annihilate oneself before the greatest act 
of creation. Has it ever happened that one of your intuitions or a reaction 
from one of the living systems you manipulate has encountered the void, 
nothingness? And is there a moment when the emotional aspect enters 
into this play?

(SK) Well yes, more or less always, they are important points 
of reference: when you remove everything, what remains? It’s 
incredible, but I can’t really conceive of nothingness, nor do 
I think anyone can. It has to do with the infinite, it’s a possibility 
of perfection. For me it’s a tendency, forever unattainable: 
the absence of any divine or scientific form, another solution 
to things that exist, an inconceivable solution that perhaps 
could be defined as magical.

My work is one of loss that always leaves voids, 
places of nothingness. There is a biorhythm, nothingness is a 
material, the curve goes up and down, we are made of nothing 
too. The elements thus become so thin, so fragile, on the edge 
of visibility: what sustains them is something about to happen 
but that never does, because it is always the present, always 
slightly suspended. Voids becomes something primary, the 
space of individuality and desire, like standing in a field in thick 
fog, you could be anywhere and yet it’s only you.

(GM) But did you manage to clean that audio?
(SK) Halfway, in the sense that in some parts there’s a spectral sound layer 
that refuses to go away. Or maybe it was there all along and I didn’t hear it 
because  the frequency was too high, and actually my Xiaomi can hear 
ghosts. Ok, I’ll export export it as it is and send it to you.
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Studio images. Courtesy the artist.


