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“All my love, sorrow, and tears
will be recorded in this series of artworks that
are like the last letters my mother

lovingly wrote in my heart.”
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“I sincerely hope that when this exhibition takes place, my
mother will still be alive to see this last gift... This exhibition
will be like a voice that tirelessly whispers in my ear about
how much | love her. All my love, sorrow, and tears will be
recorded in this series of artworks that are like the last letters

my mother lovingly wrote in my heart.

The exhibition "Alangkarn: The Last Gifts" captures every
fleeting moment, brimming with the challenges of sepa-
ration, love, joy, connection, and a whirlwind of emotions
that engulfed the artist when confronted with the realities of
life. He could only witness his beloved mother battling an
overwhelming illness. Despite this, she imparted her love
and support to her son to pursue his passion for glass art.
"Kabet" thus aims to dedicate each artwork in this exhibition
as a final tribute and the last gift to his mother,

“To Alangkarn Vongsiri.”
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“Allmy achievements in life are the fruits of my mother’s
efforts and perseverance. All my dreams are cherished

by my mother’s two hands, like a flower that has

i

bloomed and is falling to the ground...

“ALANGKARN” The Last Gifts
by Kabet Chattakan Vongsiri

31 October — 30 November 2024
At ARDEL’s Third Place Gallery
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A-LANG-KARN

2024, 240 x 70 x H158 cm
mixed media and hot sculpted glass
511,600 baht



A-LANG-KARN

ALANGKARN—my mother’s name. This name means grandeur, but for us, that
grandeur is like the endless love she has always offered us. My mother is an ordinary
woman who lives a simple life as a housewife, without much wealth. Yet everything she
does holds value far beyond what words can express.

Eight years ago, our lives had to face the painful reality when we learned that my
mother had a serious illness. The feeling at that moment was like being struck by
lightning in the heart. The image of my mother on that day is still etched in my mind,
making me feel as though the entire world was collapsing—yet my mother still managed
a faint smile, knowing that she was facing a battle she could never win.

The journey to the hospital became an endless ordeal, transforming into an ordinary
part of our daily lives. My mother had to endure the pain from treatments and the
iliness that was gradually deteriorating her body. Each time | saw her in pain, it shat-
tered my heart. | had to watch helplessly as she gradually lost her strength, like a flower
slowly wilting from its stem. The beauty that once radiated from her began to fade away
slowly.

Yet, my mother continued to fight and remained strong, offering us her love every day.
Even on days when we felt exhausted and weak, she was always there beside us, asking
about our well-being and caring for us with unconditional love. She was like a fountain
that continuously flows without end, symbolizing the love she still gives us, nurturing
us day after day, allowing us to grow and blossom beautifully. The fountain continues
to flow, but we know that the time is approaching when everything will come to a halt. ..
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2024. 55 x 55 x H192 ¢cm

mixed media and hot sculpted glass,
189,000 baht
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BUS NO.10

2024, 47 x 20 x H46 cm
mixed media and hot sculpted glass, 110,000 baht



BUS No.10 :

The Final Journey of Memories

This glass artwork serves as a mirror reflecting the path of memories that were once
vivid but have now become mere shadows that are fading away into eternity. "Bus
No.10" is no longer just the name of the bus route that my mother took us on during
our childhood; it has transformed into a symbol of the final journey—my mother’s
journey as she now battles a serious illness that attempts to pull her away from our
lives.

In the past, riding the bus with my mother and sister was a time filled with conversa-
tions and laughter—simple joys that arose from ordinary journeys on old buses, the
sound of the wheels rolling on the road echoing in our memories. Those images are
beginning to fade, much like my mother’s body, which is gradually weakening and
nearing its end.

This glass piece represents fragility, with memories that are slowly dissolving bit by bit.
The glass, once clear and whole, is now melting away due to the passage of time and
iliness. The flames of the illness, burning fiercely, are gradually causing the glass to
shatter into pieces, just like my mother’s life, which is slowly coming to an end.

Memories that were once overflowing with happiness are now replaced by sorrow and
pain as we come to realize that our mother is leaving us forever. Yet, every journey and
every laugh that once filled those bus rides will remain etched in our hearts for all
eternity.
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Details of the work BUS No.10
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This glass artwork is titled "Her Flowers." If we were to talk about the flowers that my
mother loved and the memories shared between us, it would undoubtedly be the "lotus."
Growing up along the canal in Pathum Thani, a city renowned for its lotus flowers, |
recall the once-clear waters and the memories of my mother waking up to fulfill her role
as a mother. She would wake us up from bed, prepare meals, and take us swimming in
the canal in the morning, gathering lotus flowers and lotus stems to cook our favorite
dishes before school, all in an effort to ensure we had strong, healthy bodies. These are
memories that remain etched in my mind.

One of the activities we shared together was going to the temple, another cherished
memory that we held from childhood to adulthood. It was a time when my mother
found spiritual refuge after surviving kidney disease when | was young. The lotus
flowers we gathered to offer at the temple became a symbol that constantly reminds me
of her.

The pain my mother faced is akin to the lotus confronting change—from bud to bloom,
and eventually wilting. This reflects my mother's life. The love she left behind will con-
tinue to nourish our hearts, just like the lotus that once bloomed and then wilted in our

memories.
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HER FLOWERS No.1-4

2024, 16 x 45 x H60 cm/each
mixed media and hot sculpted glass
75,000 baht/each, 300,000 baht/set
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HER FLOWERS No.1-4

2024, 16 x 45 x H60 cm/each
mixed media and hot sculpted glass
75,000 baht/each, 300,000 baht/set
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ARS LONGA, VITA BREVIS

2024, 156 x 156 x H85 cm
mixed media, blown glass and hot sculpted glass
515,900 baht
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ARS LONGA, VITA BREVIS

The work "Ars longa, Vita brevis" conveys the fragility of human life, which is limited in
time, and the sustainability of art that transcends time. This is especially true when we
think of Professor Silpa Bhirasri on September 15—a significant day when art students
often reflect on and celebrate his contributions. This day is also my mother’s birthday,
making the meaning of today complex and filled with emotion.

In my childhood, | often forgot my mother’s birthday, caught up in the excitement of
celebrating Silpa’s day while my mother waited for my return home. The reality that my
mother, who loved us unconditionally, had to be alone on this important day makes me
feel pain when | reflect on it. Each birthday of my mother that passed by without our
attention feels like a lost opportunity.

This work consists of a charred round table adorned with 58 black-and-white vases,
each holding a glass lotus flower. They resemble candles placed atop a birthday cake,
corresponding to my mother’s age—an age we do not know how many more years she
will have. The black and white of the vases represent the sorrow that gradually con-
sumes my mother’s identity each day. Despair begins to gnaw at our hearts, prompting
us to revisit the precious moments we once lost to other distractions.

"Ars longa, Vita brevis" thus serves as a reminder of today’s painful truths while also
celebrating the immense love of my mother—an authentic artist who was the driving
force behind my identity and life. She supported and sacrificed everything with love,
and she will inspire me to continue creating art that will endure forever, beyond the life
of a single person. | will remain a part of the artwork that my mother has created, rein-
forcing the idea that no matter how love manifests, the love, grief, and memories of my

mother will live on with this collection of art forever.
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Chattakan Vongsiri (Kebet), born in 1989, graduated with a Bachelor of Fine Arts
(Visual Arts) in Sculpture from the Faculty of Painting, Sculpture, and Graphic Arts
at Silpakorn University in 2013. Chattakan creative works often reflect personal life
stories, the emotional states of those around him, and the continuous changes in
society’s differences.

Chattakan began his career as a glass artist in 2016 under the affiliation of BGC
Glass Studio, an art glass studio supported by BG Container Glass Public Company
Limited. He is among the first group of artists in Thailand to use glass as a medium
for creating art. Chattakan has participated in several international glass art activ-
ities, such as a workshop at Niijima Glass Art Center on Niijima Island, Japan,
where he worked with Nick Mount, a pioneering glass artist from Australia. He was
also awarded a scholarship from The 32" Niijima International Glass Art Festival to
attend a workshop with Martin Janecky at the world-renowned Pilchuck Glass
School in the United States. Additionally, he has had the opportunity to assist well-
known glass artists such as Dante Marioni and William Gudenrath in teaching
glassblowing.

Currently, Chattakan is the head of the glass artist team and the studio manager at
BGC Glass Studio. He continues to create glass artworks and aims to be a driving
force in promoting glass art in Thailand and the ASEAN region, while also show-
casing the potential of Thai glass artists for international recognition.
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i ARDEL's Third Place Gallery
ARDELD Tha I Bev 137-137/1 Sukhumvit 63 (Thonglor Soi 10) North-Klongton, Wattana, Bangkok 10110

)j Gallery Hours: Monday - Saturday; 10.00 - 18.00 Hrs. (Closed on Sunday)
THIRD PLACE GALLERY Tel. 08-73237577, 02-422-2092 (Except Monday)






