In the heart of the small Oratorio dello Spirito Santo in Bologna, built
by the Celestine monks in the late 15th century and suppressed for
worship in 1798, Mani come rami che toccano cielo (Hands Like
Branches Touching the Sky) seems to root itself deeply, as if it has
always been there, in harmony with its history and spirituality. The
arms, thin and towering, rise upwards, as if reaching for something
invisible but always present. The polished bronze, reflecting the
light, does not merely shine: it invites us to contemplate what eludes
us, to look beyond the surface, in a search that never settles for
what is immediately visible. The hands, meticulously sculpted, seem
to extend in a gesture that dissolves into the air, like a distant call.

In the artist’s diary, | found the image of her dream, accompanied
by the verses of the poet and writer Walt Whitman, which seem to
resonate as an echo of the same desire for tfranscendence that the
work Mani come rami che toccano cielo (Hands Like Branches
Touching the Sky) embodies:

“Come, said my soul, let us write such verses for my body, (for we
are one), that, if after death | should return invisibly, or, much, much
later, in other spheres, there, with a group of companions, | would
take up the songs again, (counting the soil of the Earth, the trees,
the winds, the fumultuous waves), always with satisfied smiles | may
continue, always and always again possessing the verses—just as
before, here and now, signing for the soul and body, adding my
name to them, Walt Whitman.”

The creafion of the sculpture required a careful selection of
branches, chosen by Carini from an untouched forest. Two of them
stretch towards the sky, shaping themselves into softf lines, as if
dancing in the air. Every movement of these natural forms reflects a
delicate balance between matter and the invisible, between the
tangible and the longing. The casting of the bronze, in an attempt to
reproduce the fluidity of these branches, was a real challenge, an
aftempt to capture the ephemeral. The work goes beyond mere
physical form; it is an energy that manifests, felling of a profound
change, of a tension that pushes beyond the surface and invites us
to look at what lies beyond what we see.

This work is not just a simple representation of the body; it becomes
an action that crosses the boundaries of perception, a call o
something greater. Just like the German poet Rainer Maria Rilke in
the Duino Elegies, where the Angel finds itself between the finite
and the infinite, suspended between our world and that which we
cannot comprehend, here too is an aspiration that cannot be
grasped. Rilke writes:

“Who, if | cried out, would hear me among the angels’ hierarchies?
And even if one of them took me to his heart, | would be consumed
by his stronger presence.”

In this sculpture, there is a similar tension: a search for something



that is unattainable, but which continues to push. The question of
who might hear us, who might feel us, is the same that runs through
the work. It is a non-verbal prayer, a desire for understanding that

crosses time and space, without ever arriving at a definitive answer.

“l imagined these two very thin arms resting against the wall, so that
| could see a crack in space, two very fine cracks,” Nina writes in her
diary.

Nina often talks about how her image, taken while she was in
tension, was then digitally altered fo amplify it infinitely, as if to
stretch it beyond all limits. This process is not only about technique
but also about the will to tfranscend physical boundaries. The hands,
precisely sculpted, are not just reaching for the sky, but attempting
to grasp something vaster, to become part of a whole that cannot
be defined.

At the heart of this sculpture is an act of frust: a total surrender to
the laws of matter and form. The arms, impossible in their length,
are not the focal point of the work, but their momentum, the desire
to go beyond, to challenge gravity itself. The shiny bronze is not
cold, but seems animated by an energy that makes its way, defying
all limits. It is an energy that unites us, invites us to engage with a
dream greater than ourselves.

"E tu che pensi che bisogna guardare quello che bisogna" (And you,
who think you must look at what must be), wrote the poet Emilio
Villa in a beautiful poem that came back to me while reflecting on
Nina Carini’'s work. And | realized that, in the end, Hands Like
Branches Touching the Sky is not there to be looked at. The work
asks us to stop, to enter another space-time where matter becomes
dream and desire becomes reality.

In the end.
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