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SOPHEAP PICH : « Moha Sean Anett »
Day after day Sopheap Pich patiently pursues the solitary journey of his artistic language. Disquietly he recognizes a land made of his own gestures and nourished by faded ancestral traces, so that we may find ourselves and our bearings.

Sometimes he encounters something that belongs to us alone, echo of a distant origin.
It is his path, his voyage.
Other times he furthers his quest until he becomes a ravished witness of a lost shore. 
The interpreter of a forsaken message.

Thus he traces his path.

Nothing emerges by chance.

He travels in search of “the land with no name,” of a lost world to which only artists now have access: while they never know where a path may lead, at times their implacable wandering allows them to rediscover, here or there, the existence of a lost world. Its presence. Its evidence. 
Hence the proof of traces is reborn in his work. That which reveals unexpected remains and hastens the emergence of a memory that caresses the surface of the earth. 
His sculptures, signs of water, signs of wood. Traces of fibres. Or indiscernible threads taken one by one from the rot of silence.
Today I am thinking of him who throws his whole being into thwarting the tricks of desert dunes with his sculptures so that he may gather the simple testimony of a split.

Nothing espouses his hope better than his sculptures, the dizziness of the wood invaded by the water where hordes of humans saw nothing other than image of their own thirst and the singular confession of their innocence.
A quiver of the rattan is enough, indeed, so that the shapes can be read and given a meaning. And to be read. To be deciphered. To be looked at a second time. To be born of a second birth. The shadow of his sculpture given to us is a testimonial from whatever distant shores. 
It allows us to experience the return in time upon itself, where the forgotten or lost life can be reborn again!
Sopheap Pich allows us to question our unknown or unspoken self so that we may find, not the infinitude of space, but the rigor of a trace. Of a sign. The proof of a belonging. A meaning. 
Hence he traces his work, his path, in this uncertain landscape where the apparent chaos of our past memories could stir the desire of our future memories.
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