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the best painter of his generation

The name Masaccio is a humorous version of Maso (short for Tommaso), 
meaning "clumsy" or "messy" Tom. The name may have been created to 
distinguish him from his principal collaborator, also called Maso, who 
came to be known as Masolino ("little/delicate Tom").

the first to use linear perspective

He also moved away from the International Gothic style and elaborate ornamentation 
of artists like Gentile da Fabriano to a more naturalistic mode that employed perspective 
and chiaroscuro for greater realism.

Masaccio died at the end of 1428. According to a 
legend, he was poisoned by a jealous rival painter.

"Everything done before him can be described 
as artificial," frothed Vasari, "whereas he 
produced work that is living, realistic and 
natural."



There is no evidence for Masaccio's artistic education. Renaissance painters 
traditionally began an apprenticeship with an established master at about the age of 
12; Masaccio would likely have had to move to Florence to receive his training, but he 
was not documented in the city until he joined the painters guild (the Arte de' Medici e 
Speziali) as an independent master on January 7, 1422, signing as "Masus S. Johannis Simonis 
pictor populi S. Nicholae de Florentia."

Masaccio was born to Giovanni di Simone 
Cassai and Jacopa di Martinozzo in Castel 
San Giovanni di Altura, now San Giovanni 
Valdarno

"IO FUI GIA QUEL CHE VOI SIETE E QUEL CH'IO SONO VOI ANCO SARETE" 
(I once was what now you are and what I am, you shall yet be)

Masaccio profoundly influenced the art of painting in the Renaissance. 
According to Vasari, all Florentine painters studied his frescoes 

extensively in order to "learn the precepts and rules for painting well". He 
transformed the direction of Italian painting, moving it away from the 
idealizations of Gothic art, and, for the first time, presenting it as part 

of a more profound, natural, and humanist world.

We know, or rather we think we know, that he was born on 
December 21, 1401 and that he died, aged 26, in Rome.
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Shanti Stupa is a Buddhist white-domed stupa on a hilltop in Chanspa, Leh district, Ladakh, 
in the north Indian state of Jammu and Kashmir. It was built in 1991 by Japanese Buddhist 
Bhikshu Gyomyo Nakamura. The Shanti Stupa holds the relics of the Buddha at its base, 
enshrined by the 14th Dalai Lama himself. The stupa has become a tourist attraction 
not only due to its religious significance but also due to its location which provides 
panoramic views of the surrounding landscape.

The Shanti Stupa was built by both Japanese Buddhists and Ladakh Buddhists. Original idea 
was stated by Nichidatsu Fujii (Fujii Guruji) in 1914.[3] The mission of Nichidatsu Fujii was to 
build  Peace Pagodas and temples over the world and try to resurrect Buddhism back in 
India.  

Construction of the Shanti Stupa began in April 1983 under the supervision of Bhikshu 
Gyomyo Nakamura and Kushok Bakula, a lama of Ladakh from New Delhi, member of 
the Minority commission of government of India, former statesman and former 
international diplomat of the  Republic of India. The project was built with the help of 
Ladakhi Buddhists, who offered voluntary labour, and Japanese Buddhists, who consider 
India as the "sacred" birth place of the Buddha. Then prime minister of India, Indira 
Gandhi, sanctioned the construction of a vehicular road to the stupa in 1984. The state 
government also provided some financial assistance for the construction of the Shanti 
Stupa. The 14th and current Dalai Lama, Tenzin Gyatso inaugurated the Shanti Stupa in 
August 1991. The stupa is illuminated at night.  

(Shanty Stupa's text edit from http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Shanti_Stupa)



















UNKNOWN



UNTITLED



viola

blu

celeste



verde veronese

rosso

arancio

giallo

verde mela

photo: Luca Pancrazzi







MR. A

 

And neither can I see you. Do you hear the 
sound of my chain? Let me budge myself a 
little so you can hear it, then, you’ll know 
that I’m here. 

 
No, I can’t go any further. I’m at the very 
end of its length. 
 

Right.

Do you think which is worse; being home-
less or taking refuge in someone else’s 
house? 

What if there is no choice? 

Do you think there is a better place than 
this world we, now, live in? 

No, I meant a real space that we all can 
live in and a better place than what it is 
now. 

You think where we are both in now isn’t 
an awful place? 

Fate of what? We have done no wrong. We 
have invaded no territory. And we have 
attacked no one. 

But my memory tells me that I have never 
heard any stories from any of my family 
members that we have attacked or abused 
anyone before. 

How long do we have to trace back to, 
then? 
 

That’s because you have surrendered 
yourself to all awful things that are 
happening now. Your acceptance to them 
has obscured the situation. I will never 
do that. Do you remember the crossroad 
at the market? My granddad told me that 
the land starting from the corner of 
that intersection until the end of the 
road belongs to my ancestors. I will take 
away from them what is mine. 
 
No one hears us. 

MR. B

It’s too dark that I cannot see you, but I 
could distinguish the faded sparkle in 
your eyes, the bridge of the nose, and your 
curvy lip from that background of dark-
ness. The nightfall with no stars, the sky is 
darkening.

 

I will try moving about my chain too. Can 
you come any closer? 

That’s fine, as long as I can hear your 
voice.

Right.
 

I think both are awful. Having one’s own 
house is the only best option.

There will be one! It might not be today, 
but someday it will be.

  
You meant heaven?

I can’t think of any. But, the world isn’t an 
awful place to live in, I believe.
 

It is fate.
 

This might be destined since our grand-
parents. It is the consequence from the 
past.
 

It might be long before that.

I don’t know, really. It is only a thought 
I normally use to console myself with. I 
think I could tolerate an awful feeling 
since it fades away through time. But, a 
terrible thought is intolerable for me, 
because it keeps piling up itself infinitely 
which leaves me with agony. I never want 
to sink into any state of agony.

We are being too loud!



So, what are you going to do?
 
They just newly moved in. I understand 
that we all have different conditions 
and I approve exploitation, because the 
principle of exploitation is in itself an 
acknowledgement to a free competition, 
even though, it is not decent. The meaning 
of exploitation change in accordance 
with rule.

We may be disobedient now, but our grand-
parents surrendered to them before.
 

 
I do understand...
When I was young, I never thought of do-
ing harm to any animal before. There was a 
family of rats hiding in my house. We knew 
they were there, but we weren’t interest-
ed in actually getting rid of them. We let 
them stay without minding them stealing 
our leftover food. We always considered 
this as an act of mercy and good deed but 
not until my birthday came. My mother 
bought a huge birthday cake with lighted 
candles arranged around it, one candle 
for each year of my life. When the time to 
blow candles came, I saw that someone had 
nicked my cake. I reckoned it was done by 
those rats and I was mad. I thought only 
of how to get rid of them all.
So, I put some poison in food and two days 
later we could smell the odor of decay 
bodies from under the stair. My dad volun-
teered to look for those carcasses while 
I stood over observing him from behind. 
When he found them, he yelled out my 
name. And what I saw were carcasses of five 
rats lying one after another; the father, 
the mother, and their three children. 
I flinched at the smell of the dead rats 
and hurriedly walked out with both eyes 
closed. I was uncertain of how I felt at 
that particular moment, but it wasn’t a 
feeling of revenge. Then, a thought came 
to me saying it could even be my little 
brother who actually nicked my birthday 
cake since I didn’t witness with my own 
eyes the moment when those rats came to 
eat the cake. So, I was doubtful of my own 
judgement that my heart sank in dubiety. I 
even questioned the existence of true
mercy. Do we really need to just feel secure 
every time when we are facing with unfa-
miliarity or stranger whom I wouldn’t 
call enemy?

 

If I’m still alive, I will take it away from 
them. Have you seen them? None of them 
looks like my grandparents. 

Who made the rule? And when they made 
one, they have never asked me and my peo-
ple what we want. 

This has nothing to do with surrender, 
but disgrace. We need no assistance. I 
would rather die from exhaustion than 
surviving by accepting help from enemy. 
Look! Those assistances turned out to be 
negotiation to take away our prestige. I 
used to feel proud in every step I took on 
this land, but not anymore now. When 
their hospitality is gone, I will be just like 
a rat that can be killed anytime with rats-
bane and if I happen to take a bite on their 
favorite dish, they will just get rid of me. 
You understand what I said? 
 

You are too weak and confused. You 
couldn’t put those truths in correct or-
der, that is, any action actually brings its 



I understand, but I was not sure whether 
those rats did it or did
not do it. I just needed to find someone 
who was responsible for the crime. And 
I was still full of doubt that those rats 
did it. I guess the thought of getting rid 
of them had risen up since the beginning 
when we realized that there were also 
other strangers living under the same 
roof of our house, but my parents and 
the rest of our family never showed or 
expressed a thought to eliminate them. 
So, it turned out to be me who ended up 
poisoning those rats. Now I’m not sure 
where my intention came from whether 
from delight of sympathizing them or joy 
from eliminating them. If mercy is infinity, 
eliminating them will contradict this 
fact that mercy is actually finite.

 
What if I die first? And during the time of 
living, I still receive the mercy until the 
last day of my life. Should I accept this 
status quo?

 
I’m uncertain. But, what if I could survive 
and only die of old age?
 

But, I don’t have one and neither do you.
I’m not discussing about this with you any 
more.

What do you feel?

Months or more. Years, even. I don’t know. 
I’ve stopped counting date for many 
months now. I will know only when the 
ship docks onshore.

Pattani
 

Don’t. You don’t need to feel terrible 
about this.

own consequences. 

It’s funny that you and I have turned 
out to be like those rats taking refuge in 
other people’s house instead. Do you think 
mercy is finite? The world which depends 
solely on people’s kindness and mercy is the 
worst place to live in, I think, because it is 
full of contingency. We never know if one 
day we could be eliminated. That’s what I 
try to tell you. 
 

So, who had nicked your birthday cake? 
Those rats or your brother? Or, perhaps, 
it was too dark then, wasn’t it? And you 
lighted the candle which still was quite 
dim, I reckon. Then, they brought the 
cake out which you mentioned that it 
was huge and, of course, you were still 
small then. What if you accidentally hit 
your cake with the edge of a table or a 
cupboard, how were you certain that it 
was done by those rats? It is just like now. 
You have done your best not to touch an-
ything that belongs to the house’s owner. 
You have avoided and done the best way to 
honestly accept their mercy. But, how cer-
tain are you to know that they won’t pick 
you as someone responsible for a crime you 
may not commit then finally just poison 
you to death? How are you certain about 
it? 

What about your children? Your grand-
children? 
 

Do you feel how I feel now? 
 
When was the last time you made 
love? 

Where are we heading to? 

I feel terrible to bring you here with 
me. 



It’s too dark here. You won’t see me.

Have you, really?

Me?

No.
 

No.
You are lying.

You, too, looked great.

Come on. You looked really great.
 
No, I look just okay.
 
Well, I did peep at you too.

All day.
 
Yes.

What?

What?

No, I don’t know.

No.
 
No.

I don’t want.
 
Liberating.
You?

Me too, but we don’t have to do it.
 
Making love.
 
But, I can’t see your face. I can’t even touch 
you.

Feel what?
 

No.
 

May be.
Touch me.

 
It’s indescribably good.
 
Kiss me. Put your tongue inside me.
 
This is so good.
 
Yes.
 
Yes.
 
Yes.
 
Yes.

You are smiling, aren’t you? 

But, I can feel it. 
I have peeped at you all morning today.

You looked good. 

Without shirt on. 

Yes, and you know it. You looked really 
good. 

Of course. I’m a liar. 

Not too  bad, but  not  so  great though.

Not as good as you though. 

How do you know? 

When? 
 
That’s not true. 
 
Listen! 
 
You want? 

You know? 

The thing that all of us want. 
 
All of us. 

Come on. No one hears us. 

What? 

Yes, I do. 

What? 

Why? We are here together, aren’t we? 

But, we can feel each other. 

Feel each other. 
I feel your touch. I’m caressing your body. 
Do you feel me? 

Don’t be afraid, please! No one hears us. Do 
you feel me? 

I touch you. 
I’m caressing you. 
 
I’m kissing you. 

I’m kissing your eyes. 

I kiss your lip. 
 
Your mouth. 
 
Your tongue. 
 
Your neck. 
 



I’m going down. And my tongue is licking 
your chest. 

Your chest. 
 
I’m kissing your chest. 
 

Yes. 

Yes. 

Yes. 

Yes. Do you feel my penis? 

Do you feel it? 

Penis. 

Do you fee my mouth? 

Do you know what I’m doing now? 

It tastes good. 

Oh, it is so… 
 
Yes, touch it. 
 
I feel you. 
 
I feel you. 
 
I want you. 
 
It is inside me. 
 
It is penetrating me. 
 
Harder! 
 
Harder? 
 
Harder! Harder! 
 
I can feel that we are both about to
  
Yes, harder. 
 
Harder! 
 
Harder! 

Yes. 

Yes. Did you? 
 

You are good. 
 

Never. I have thought thoroughly well. 
Beside, no one knows whether any deci-
sion-made will end with success or failure. 
But I did make my decision. 

I’m so happy. 

I will make it real and we will be together

 

I’m melting.
 
Your mouth.
 
Yes.
Harder!

Lower!
 
Your penis.
 
Do you feel my warm mouth?
 
Do you feel it? 

Mouth.
 
Do you feel my penis?
 
I do.

I do. Do you taste what I’m doing?
 
Suck it.
 
Together.
 
Do you feel me?

I see you.
 
I hold you.
 
Do you feel my penis in you?
 
Do you feel it?
 
I’m moving.

Do you feel the penetration?

Yes!

Yes, I’m about to come. Do you feel it?

You know.
 
Yes.

Yes.

Yes.
 
You came?
 
 I did too.
 
You too.
What if your intention turns out to be 
wrong in the end? What if you make a 
wrong decision?

Thank you for this love making.
 
Me too. I have longed for that world. If it 
is real, I will be with you.
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Arin Rungjang
PHAULKON
Video installation, Edition: 1/25 Edition 1 AP, Format File: Prores H.264, Duration: 18:10 
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The first part of the sound text, written by the artist, of PHAULKON (00.00-12.12) is inspired 
by the story of Constantine Phaulkon who came to Siam (today’s Thailand) as a merchant 
in 1675 after working as a slave for the British East India Company.  He became fluent in 
Thai in just a few years and began to work at the court of King Narai as a translator. He 
was also fluent in English, French, Portuguese, and Malay. Due to his experience with the 
East India Company, he was soon able to become a counsellor of the king. Phaulkon was 
arrested and executed on June 5, 1688 in Lopburi because of political conflicts in Siam at 
the time.

Part two (12.13 - 17.47), rewritten by the artist, is based on the sexual conversation between 
Max and Horst in the movie Bent. Bent is a 1997 British/Japanese drama film directed by Sean 
Mathias. It revolves around the persecution of homosexuals in Nazi Germany after the 
murder of SA leader Ernst Röhm on the Night of the Long Knives.

Emanuele Becheri
IMPRESSION
17/09/2012 , 1h: 51 m :19 sec  (Study for The Man Who Laughs , Paul Leni, 1929)

 



Spacial thanks to:

Giuseppe Alleruzzo, Galleria Spazio A, Pistoia
Luciano Massari, Studi Cave Michelangelo, Carrara
Vittoria Ciolini, DRyPHoto arte contemporanea, prato 
Meri Marini, Die mauer, prato


