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Every Night and every Mom
Some to Misery are born.

Every Morn and every Night
Some are born to Sweet Delight,
Some are born to Endless Night.

Cada noche y cada manana
algunos nacen para la miseria.
Cada manana y cada noche

algunos nacen para el dulce deleite,

algunos nacen para la noche eterna.

William Blake
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La proyeccion infinita
de lo humano

No es facil comprimirlo; una critica, un comentario deviene evanescente ante la

obra de Sasha.

Existe un contrapunto que desequilibra a quien la mira: cualquiera que fuese el
pensamiento, la idea que traia, se disuelve en su espacio, el suyo. Ese espacio
que ocupa su pasado, aquel momento de movimientos instintivos alrededor del
ser, del ser humano que habita frente a él en otra historia que, a la postre,
converge con la suya en un papel. Dentro de ese papel existen huecos del
todo inaccesibles que impiden pensar, por esa incertidumbre de no ver,
siquiera imaginar, la luz; no la envolvente, que sin duda seduce, sino la interior,
la que subyace detrs de esa mirada o ese gesto, en ocasiones friste, pérfido
en ofras, picaro, sagaz, astufo, pero cualquiera de ellos envuelto en la ternura.

La maestria mas que probada, virtuosismo cabria decir, de Sasha Asensio con
una camara entre las manos queda en anécdota, maravilosa anécdota,
comparada con ese sentimiento estremecido que penetra hondo, pero hondo,
mas ach de la piel del espectador y mas alla de la serena, aun descarada,
presencia de ese humano ser al que lo enfrenta, mas bien al que lo enirega en
un abrazo.

No es solo una excelencia de arte; existe en Sasha y sus refralos algo mas
alla que lo disuelve a él, al personaje, y al que contempla —especta es mas
exacto— en una sola mezcla inabarcable por carencia de limite, de fin
preestablecido.

Sasha Asensio es un nombre que por ocupacion sobrevenida se convierte en
mil nombres cuando toma su camara, y con esos mil nombres construye un
universo que demuestra la proyeccion infinita de lo humano. Por una simple
grieta en la tosca pared de un fondo fotogréfico, por una sombra, el pliegue de
una ropa, un anillo, un pendiente, una perfecta imperfeccion de piel, por un
deseo que mas parece un suefio en sus actores, que no actian sino son, por
un clic, lo efimero se discute a si mismo y se convierte en tiempo.

4Cémo se hace? Nadie lo sabe. Sasha es capaz de hacerlo.

Boyer Tresaco

The infinite projection
of the human

It is not easy to condense; a critique, a comment, tums evanescent before

Sasha's work.

There is a counterpoint that unsettles whoever looks at it: whalever the
thought, the idea one brought along, it dissolves into his space, his own. That
space occupied by his past, that moment of instinctive movements around the
being, around the human being who dwells before him in another story that, in
the end, converges with his own on a sheet of paper. Within that paper there
are wholly inaccessible hollows that stop thought, through the uncertainty of
not seeing, not even imagining, the light; not the enveloping light, which no
doubt seduces, but the inner one, the one that lies behind that gaze or that
gesture, sometimes sad, at other times treacherous, roguish, shrewd, cunning,
but each of them wrapped in tendemess.

The more than proven mastery, virtuosity one might say, of Sasha Asensio with
a camera in his hands remains an anecdote, a marvellous anecdote, compared
with that trembling feeling that pierces deep, truly deep, on this side of the
viewer's skin and beyond the serene, yet raw, presence of the human being he
is set before, or rather delivered to in an embrace.

It is not only artistic excellence; there is something in Sasha and his portraits
that dissolves him, the character, and the one who contemplates — spectates
is more exact — into a single mixture, boundless for want of limit, of any preset

end.

Sasha Asensio is a name that, by unforeseen occupation, becomes a thousand
names when he takes up his camera, and with those thousand names he
builds a universe that proves the infinite projection of the human. Through a
simple crack in the rough wall of a photographic backdrop, through a shadow,
the fold of a garment, a ring, an earring, a perfect imperfection of skin, through
a desire that seems more like a dream in his actors, who do not act but simply
are, through a click, the ephemeral argues with itself and becomes time.

How is it done? No one knows. Sasha is capable of it.

Boyer Tresaco
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