


“... Se hai sentito I'Oriente chiamarti,
di nient’altro ti curerai.

No di nient’altro ti curerai

Se non degli odori di spezie,

E del sole, delle palme,

e le campane leggere del tempio,
sulla via di Mandalay...”

“...If you've ‘eard the East a-callin’,
you won't never ‘eed naught else.
No! you won’t ‘eed nothin’ else;

But them spicy garlic smells,

An’ the sunshine an’ the palm-trees
an’ the tinkly temple-bells;

On the road to Mandalay...”

(Rudyard Kipling, Mandalay)

Beams of the Infinite

The road which leads through
the soft hills of Valdobbiadene
to the studio home of Stefano
Curto is a transitory experience:
the dimensions of time stretch
out little by little, as the curve
in the road rises and one gets
closer to the destination.

All urgencies dissipate, and a
long visual process takes in the
landscape and transfers it into
our lived experience. And then,
unexpectedly, the artist’s daily
rhythm becomes ours as well.
The light that emanates from
his work, interweaves the sense
of distance and it brings us
closer to his interior path.

It is always difficult to speak
about the work of an artist.
But, for one who has had to
assimilate the entire body of
artwork in the space of one
momentary reflection, as did
the undersigned, it was work
which at first glance caused
the viewer some perplexity:

if the concept of painting does
not always come to us as the
actual work of a painter, so the
word “sculptor” is not always
appropriate for the work that
comes back to us.

Stefano Curto belongs to the
unexplored dimension of a
Creator-Craftsman,

an Alchemist, of one who
reveals knowledge by means
of the universality of primary
materials, and who investigates
the unity of the All.

The inscription that often opens
the texts on alchemy: Hén to
pan (The Allis One) becomes in
the work Home00000200900000
a visible emblem of an
exasperated circularity that
makes opposites reconcile,
makes the sky and earth meet,
and makes a sublime fusion
between the rational and the
supernatural.

In the alchemistic writings the
figure of Adeptiis in fact defined
as an Artist; and it is in keeping
with the alchemic tradition that
the alchemist and the artist
share the same ambition: to
make in order to know, and

to know in order to transform
themselves and the world.
Alchemy and Art aspire to be

a system of knowledge and an
instrument of transmutation.

If black and gold are the
primary colours of the alchemic
process, it is within these two
chromatic elements that the
principal inflection of Stefano
Curto’s work is renewed: the
constant flow of his work
resembles the circularity of the




alchemic experience and finds
again, in the continuity of the
spiral form, the representation
of the ouroboros (the snake
that eats its own tail), one

of the most accredited and
most ambiguous symbols in this
particular discipline.

That which leads us astray

and differentiates the work of
Stefano Curto from the unilateral
route of black humour, a typical
component of the alchemic
experience, is the impulse of a
side step towards the search
for brilliance. The conciliation
of opposites - black and white,
darkness and light - leads his
work towards the experience

of a perceivable duality that
makes one suspect that the
artist is looking for a way

to acquire conscience and,
therefore, consciousness.

The bright thread of his work

is the surprising result of an
obligatory passage through
the four phases of Mastership:
in black (nigredo), in white
(albedo), in gold-yellow
(xanthaosis), in red (rubedo).

In this context all the disciplines
related-to the mystic and
philosophic experience find their
place in a continuous search to
acquire the ancient instruments
of perception. Reaching an
esoteric consciousness, filtered
through the aesthetics of the
work is the principal objective
in this research. The manual
labour of the artist, meticulous
and punctual, is realized with
the awareness of recovering

a condition of freedom, and

by means of this freedom, the
hidden desire to yearn for the
truth persists. The spirituality of
this path that tends to represent
perfection and beauty, is none
other than the daily constancy
of work. The initiatory and
esoteric character of manual
labour confirms the fascination
of rites of passage: Stefano
Curto works at his art as though
he were celebrating a continual
rebirth. Symbolic death that
continues living in us every day,
takes on the form, in the artist’s
work, of a return to our origins,
not only on a biological level
but, more importantly, on a
cosmic one. The novice returns
to the moment of birth of the
cosmos so as to be able to be
reborn, and to renew himself,

in a new world. Even from the
titles of his work: Infinite Black,
Sick Gold, Black Shroud,

The Guardian of Desires,

The Destroyer of Falsehoods




- one can begin to perceive
the philosophical origins

of his research and the
constant demands of a final
consciousness that yearns for
the territories of beauty seen

as the purification of the soul
as well.

But is Beauty still possible?

And the salvation of humanity,
can it come from the fascination
of art as a journey towards

the hope of purification?

Black Shroud, sublimated

and macerated by iridescent
minerals that Stefano Curto
shows as an emblem of these
provisions for a journey,
contains the directions for

a possible way out:

a foreshadowing for how to

find the main road that will lead
again to ourselves. Beauty runs
out in the very moment of its
contemplation. It is @ momentary
flash, a fleeting perception.
That face’s immobility allows

us to hold on to the very instant
by sending a fleeting second

of a momentary nostalgia to our
mind. Here, the work is, for the
most part, organic material;
itisali ic process, a precise
symbolic ritual that sends us back
to the original act of creation and
keeps the memory of it.

The work of Stefano Curto
situates itself between the

visible and the invisible and
assumes the nature of a symbol.
Itis a ladder, a bridge that
reestablishes contact between
the mind and life, humiliated
every day by the drama and

the disintegration of values.

An admirable example of this
thesis is certainly documented in
the work Sick Gold, where, inside
the fluorescent vortex of an
ostentatious spectacularity, the
artist shows the secret signs of
suffering. They are tiny traces of
blood, almost imperceptible signs
that tell of the pain of tortured
existences devastated by a cruel,
invisible - and for this reason all
the more savage - enemy.
Stefano Curto’s artistic path
brings the work to a dramatic
dimension that drives humanity
adrift, and hopes in the

ransom of a resurrection, in

the evanescent past of an
improbable dream. But, if it

is true that Sick Gold, and,

for that matter, Black Shroud
remain symbols of an interior
death, it is also true that their
representation becomes
therapeutic for a possible rebirth,
for, in fact, a resurrection.




However, the alchemist is also

a dreamer who knows what he
wants and knows the seductions
of his art. In his work, sound and
stone recognize each other:

the relationship between music
and alchemy is just as close.

The passage that sees in the
unity of matter the premise of
transmutation of one element

to another up to the point of
composing an ordered sequence
that respects the canons of a
musical composition, will be the
distinctive sign of its progression.
The instruments of his craft may
evoke the axis mundi,

the science that yearns for
reunion, for the fusion of the
masculine-feminine principle,

in the obsessive quest to transfer
the masculine power of fire into
the feminine of wisdom.

The impenetrable crystals,
where the impossible space

of reflections lives, those stones
that reveal infinite beams, those
gems that the artist uses to

tell the thousand stories of his
life, are none other than the
kaleidoscope of dreams.

Alice’s unreal mirror is broken

in a million pieces, and the
perception of a Wonderland
multiplied beyond all proportion

is transformed into a labyrinth

of light. The imagined universe
represented by Stefano Curto lives
in a perennial metamorphosis,
that endures in the flow of a
continuous reincarnation. That
oblique river of light, where all that
seems changes and dissolves,
where all the figures move in and
out of each other, to be reborn
again as a new figure, reveal
once again the terrifying labyrinth
of existence and reveal the
geography of that place where

all of us continue to lose ourselves
and to find ourselves again only
to lose ourselves again.

At the end of this extenuating
search, lived always at the
dizzying limit of the universe,
where visions are confused

and where time, ever so slowly,
transfers us with its inexorable
scansion right to the end of

this very long flight,

the Adepti-Artist reasserts
himself as our Guardian of
Desires and finds his inner peace
inside a mirror fragment that
multiplies his identity, not to
dissipate it, but perhaps to find it
once and for all.

[ Stefano Cecchetto ]







Ho pensato a quest'opera
un pomeriggio nella mia
casa a Valdobbiadene,

di ritorno da un viaggio

in Mongolia. Dopo aver
osservato per giorni

e giorni limmensita

di quei cieli incontaminati
che di notte si aprono
sull’infinito.

Ho osservato e amato
quei bagliori cosi bianchi
e vivi di speranza sospesa
nel nero profondo.

Mi sentivo a casa.

Ho usato tutte le forme

di gemme a mia
disposizione. Dovevano
esserci tutte: le pit grosse
per creare la spirale e le
pit piccole in basso rilievo.
In Home000002009000,

ho usato gemme in cristallo
neutro per dare il massimo
di purezza e intensita

di rifrazione facilmente
suscettibile perd

a contaminazioni.

HOME00000200900000

/

200x150 cm

73.180 crystal gems
on plexiglass

The idea for this work came
to me one afternoon in my
house in Valdobbiadene,
upon returning from a trip
to Mongolia, after having
observed, for days and
days, the immensity

of those uncontaminated
skies that at night opened
onto the infinite.

I watched and loved those
beams so white and alive
with hope hanging

in the deep black.

[ felt at home.

[ used all the shapes of
gems at my disposal.

And they all had to be there:
the larger ones to create the
spiral and the smaller ones
for the bas-relief.

In Home00000200900000

[ used gems in neutral
crystal to give the maximum
in pureness and intensity
of refraction, even though
they are easily subject

to contamination.







Anche Il Nero Infinito

¢ il risultato degli stimoli

e delle sensazioni nate

al ritorno dal mio viaggio
in Mongolia; ripensando

a quei cieli notturni cercavo
di ritrovare quella magica
sensazione di smarrimento
che ti prende quando

non riesci a pit a vedere
le cose nella loro completa
definizione.

Al contrario di Home,

Il Nero Infinito & stato

un percorso al buio

e piu sorprendente

nel senso che non ero
sicuro dell’effetto luce

che avrei ottenuto.

Non sapevo come

si sarebbero comportati

i magici raggi, non ero
sicuro di come avrebbe
brillato, ma una volta
illuminato mi sono perso
nel vortice di quel firmamento
nero, vivo e lucente.

IL NERO INFINITO







Viaggiavo in una moto
Royal Enfield nel sud
dell'India. I numerosi

e pericolosissimi camion
ti sporcano di fumo nero
e denso, pronti

a schiacciarti alla tua
minima distrazione, sono
padroni della strada,
cattivi, pazzi e incontrastati
nellanarchia del traffico
indiano. Il contrasto

e forte in quanto queste
lamiere sfoggiano colori
e decorazioni sfavillanti
come solo questo popolo
sa creare.

Adesivi raffiguranti una
moltitudine di divinita
appese ovunque; i loro dei,
tutti gli dei proteggono,

SINDONE NERA

anche quel piccolo cristo
nascosto che scorgo

tra mille altri; quel Cristo
per noi cosi grande e unico,
e per loro uno dei tanti.
L'immagine di Gesu Cristo
impressa nella sindone

e l'unica immagine reale
a cui fa riferimento

il cristianesimo ed ¢ la
prima di una lunga serie
di immagini divine che

mi hanno inquietato

fin da piccolo.

Ho voluto rappresentarla
in bianco e nero usando
delle gemme rettangolari
verticali, in caduta, perché
potesse sembrare un volto
che appare da una tetra
pioggia nera.







countries who allow those

In India, ho ricevuto molta dei nostri ‘Paesi civil’
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In Thailandia dopo lunghe
immersioni nei bagni di
colore della natura pensavo
ai dettagli della bellezza
presenti nel microcosmo.
Dettagli che, ho pensato,
meritavano una
rappresentazione quasi
fotografica diretta, reale,
quasi didattica.

Ho amplificato e ingrandito
limmagine e di conseguenza
aumentava anche il rispetto
che provo per questi
capolavori di madre natura,
non a caso per farlo

ho dovuto usare delle gemme
piccolissime.

DICRANORRHINA
DERBYANA

/

200x150 cm

155.837 crystal gems
on plexiglass

In Thailand, after long
immersions in baths of
nature’s colours, I thought
of the details of beauty
present in the microcosm.
Details which, I thought,
deserved to be represented
as though in an instant
photograph, real, almost
didactic.

[ amplified and enlarged
the image, and as a result
my respect increased in

a likewise manner for these
masterpieces of Mother
Nature. And, it is not

a coincidence that to do
this work, I had to use

very small stones.
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IL CUSTODE
DEI DESIDERI

Il Custode dei desideri.

Il Distruttore del falso.
Mongolia. Passavano giorni
in cui sentivo solo il rumore
del vento. E altri giorni

in cui vedevo solo aquile

e cavalli. Passavano

giorni in cui dimenticavo

la forma di un traliccio,

di una strada, delle case,
degli uomini. Nel bel mezzo
del nulla dopo lunghi
spostamenti entravo

nei pochi monasteri rimasti,
e vi entravo pulito

dal vento profumato
dallumido dell’erba
bagnata: leggero come
l'immenso incontaminato
che mi circondava e i,
sotto quei tetti in legno
antico, i mille occhi
indagatori di quelle
divinitd mi scrutavano,

e riuscivano ad intimorirmi,
mi giudicavano,

e mi inquietavano.

Mi sentivo pit a mio agio
tra le aquile.













In Giappone in viaggio
con il mio compagno
abbiamo visto alcune
rappresentazioni teatrali
del teatro Kabuki.

Mi hanno colpito i colori
accesi del trucco facciale,
che creano grande
forza e ironia su volti
che raccontano con
drammatica espressivita
le storie del passato.
Questa e una delle
innumerevoli immagini
stilizzate presenti

in tutto il Giappone.

E stato divertente
realizzarla e mentre

la facevo percepivo
ancora la sensazione

di smarrimento provata
tra questi milioni di occhi
stirati che vedevo per

le strade di Tokyo.

[ colori decisi che ho
utilizzato contribuiscono
a renderla molto Pop.

JAPAN 2006







Altro viaggio durato
alcuni mesi in moto,

tra la Cambogia e il Laos
con il mio meraviglioso

compagno di vita: Pantxoa.

Dopo i sorrisi nella povertd
di un popolo sopravvissuto
agli orrori di Polpot

siamo arrivati in Laos %
tra silenziose valli abitate
da popolazioni tranqui
gentili, discrete.

Famiglie che vivono

in armonia con lc1I nat

in una terra genero

che dona i suoi frutti.

In quei luoghi, ogni giorno
al risveglio sentivo i
la dolcezza avvolgermi

e placarmi.

Sulle nostre facce i tratti

si distendevano e l'amore
cosmico sorrideva.

Un giorno ho visto quel
ritratto e in lei ho riposto

il ricordo di quei momenti.

SHE'S MY GOD

/

200x150 cm i
160.661 crystal gems
on plexiglass

Another motorcycle trip

that lasted several months,

between Cambodia

and Laos with my wonderful

life partner: Pantxoa.

After the smiles amidst

the poverty of a people

rvived the horrors

pot, we arrived

0s a t silent
leys y quiet,
rectpeoples.

es'that live

armony with nature
in generous land that
offers its fruits.
In those places, every
day, when I woke, I felt thé
sweetness wrap around me
and calm me.
The features on our faces
relaxed, and cosmic love
was smiling.

One day I saw this portrait,
and in her [ plac&i the

memory of that mome?



Stefano Curto,

versatile artist, musician
and traveller, was born

in Segusino, in the province
of Treviso, on February 4,
1966. After his studies,

he develops a passion

for gems, in addition

his passion for music which
he begins composing at
the age of 15, and for long
journeys around the world.

At an early age he opens
an atelier in which he
successfully works as

a setter of crystals,
undertaking complex
designs for the most
important haute couture
labels. The alchemic part
of his work, that of putting
together material elements
n the composition

of a singular and
unrepeatable work of art,
pushes him to enhance
and reinforce new visual
experiences that he will then
use for the realization

of his creations. He embarks
on many trips, especially
to Asia, to discover new
languages and different
cultures, that will expand
his horizons and put him

in contact with the infinite
and mysterious universe

of oriental philosophies.

Stefano Curto lives
and works in his studio home
in Valdobiaddene.
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