
…In the Silence of the Angel

The work of Nina Carini stands out in space with the power of its 
smallness: they are thin arms extending upwards with no other 
purpose than their own extension. Holding the tension of the 
movement, giving them a weightless strength, is a quiet, inactive 
energy, and it is this energy that transforms their stillness into 
another form of movement. A movement without movement, which 
marks itself in minimal ripples, in barely hinted at knots, in gentle 
dips, and then, with lightness, pours into the open palm of the 
hands. And the hands do not contain or stop its flow; rather, they 
return it as an impalpable vibration, audible only to the touch. To 
touch is thus to listen – another kind of listening – to the mute 
sonority of the material, a way of understanding its voiceless and 
impure language, of embracing its saying that never speaks.

If it is a tactile listening that makes audible what remains in its 
material silence, it is precisely the concreteness of the gesture – it 
is in the act of touching that listening is given – that makes it a 
gesture of here, a gesture that moves from here and is directed 
towards here. The open palms do not, therefore, point to any desire 
for transcendence, nor do they hold any intention of invoking or 
pleading. The hands know, in fact, that their reaching can only be 
directed towards the earth, because, even if they wanted to reach 
out to that which is not earthly, no one – as Rilke reminds Nina 
Carini, and Rilke’s poetry is a strong reference in the artist’s search 
– “would ever hear them from the spheres of the angels” (R.M. 
Rilke, Duino Elegies, I). However, the silence of the angels is not, for 
the hands, a su!ering; on the contrary, the hands want this silence, 
they demand it. And it is by demanding it that they – as Rilke again 
says – become "warning" and "shield," and, without opposing 
power to power, they a"rm their being radically of here and, from 
here, show the angel what is humanly and absolutely ours: “the 
simple, formed from generation to generation,/ which, as our own, 
lives near the hand and in the gaze” (Duino Elegies, IX). Certainly, all 
of this is made of our pain and our defeats, our fears and our 
miseries, but this is “who we are” (Duino Elegies, VII): an inextricable 
mix, a discordant and disorderly plurality. We can be nothing else, 
because “it seems irremovable” our being “earthly” (Duino Elegies, 
IX).

Precisely because we are an indeterminable mixture, because we 
are a multiplicity in motion, those outstretched arms and those open 
hands might not only be arms and hands. Perhaps, without ceasing 
to be so, they might also be branches stretching upwards, aspiring 
to an "other" all inscribed in the here and of the here, an infinite 
possibility. There is, then, no need to choose between one and the 
other hypothesis, as the productivity of indeterminacy seems to be 
the will of the work. An indeterminacy that acts as an uninterrupted 
sliding of organic and inorganic, as the co-existence of di!erences 
which, without yielding to their intransitivity, a"rm, by di!ering, the 



commonality of the living. This is a commonality that does not 
remove conflict, but feeds on it, making it its internal vitality. A 
vitality that pushes the living to the continuous, unpredictable, 
reconfiguration of its being a commonality of di!erences, and to be 
so in mutual freedom. By participating in this movement, the human 
is freed from the immobility of the always-being and is led to make 
of itself a work of endless creation, in which it always reinvents its 
arrangements and produces itself as multiple, mixed, displaced.

Thus, it is the creation of a beyond the earth that the arms/branches 
invoke; they do not stretch towards the beyond world, but ask for 
the beyond of the world, it is the never-become of the here that they 
pursue. Just as they pursue the never-become of the human, it is 
knowing how to experience oneself as a mobile and restless plurality 
that is their innermost desire. The task of the work, then, will be to 
become complicit in this work of continuous creation, and it will be 
in the strength of this complicity that what is human lies “like dough 
steeped in ferment (...) rising and swelling, overflowing from all 
sides” (F. Nietzsche, Thus Spoke Zarathustra, II). To assume 
responsibility for such an overflow, to provoke it, is the task that Nina 
Carini’s work recognizes as its own. This is what the arms/branches 
speak of, and in speaking of it, they tell of the e!ort and the strain; 
they also speak of the very particular joy – again, it is Rilke who 
teaches it – with which they are imbued. It is the joy that comes 
from an expanded, porous feeling, from exchanging every sense 
with the other and becoming the other. It is the joy that matures 
from the decentralization of consciousness, from its limitless 
expansion, from its becoming light through the consumption of all 
imposition, of all privilege. It is then that one becomes one with 
things and is able to “sleep with them” (*R. M. Rilke, Sonnets to 
Orpheus, II, XVI), in a sisterhood – one becomes “silent sisters” with 
things, says Rilke – that does not so#en or nullify di!erences but 
creatively composes them in fluid relationships.
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