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Constantin Migliorini was born in Poggibonsi (Siena) in 1974, he graduated in 1993 at 
the Art Institute of Siena in painting decoration and he continued his studies in Fine Arts 
Academy of Florence where he graduated in 1999. He passed the third academic year in 
the Fine Art Academy of Siviglia thanks to the Erasmus scholarship. In 2000 thanks to the 
scholarship Progetto Leonardo attended an improvement course in Granada, in Spain. 
Today he teaches in the art school of Varese. 

 
I observe Constanti Migliorini's  paintings  with  fascination, as  if  it  were  a  gallery  of  
ancestors in a Darwinian sense, archetypal animals which we carry inside and on our 
backs , readable between the lines , between the folds, the wrinkles of our faces and of 
our backs. I observe them yet I am not disquieted by them. I know the reason why: such a 
pompous parade of animality does not hide the tragedy of unconscious, uncontrollable 
Freudian bestiality.  
 
Constantin's art does not remind me of Doctor Freud. It reminds me of fairy tales. In his 
poetical  imagery  little devils, wolves and pigs come from  the  ethereal and  fairy-like  
regions of the Orcs of our childhood. A childhood which is more indebted to Jacob and 
Wilhem Grimm's imagination than to Doctor Freud's perverse polymorphism. I discern 
something agreeably joyful here, slightly playful, because I am in the presence of ghosts' 
lightness. What is a ghost?  Nothing but the ethereal projection of a matter which, in a 
chemical and psychoanalyti-cal process of sublimation, turns into air. So this is Constantin 
Migliorini. I have had my own epiphany at last:he is a ghostbuster. How many tasks an  
artist  may  carry  out  with  painting:  one may  even become  a  ghostbuster.  Thus the 
zoomorphic figurines reveal fairy-like biographies, they become the diaries of  those  
bodies that tell us of the inner child that in Plato's opinion  speaks  to  us  all,  peeping  
between the folds of our mouths, in our eyes' flashes, between the wrinkles of our faces. 


