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LISTASAFN REYKJAVIKUR - HAFNARHUS
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INNGANGUR

Kynning & innlendu listafolki er einn mikilvagasti
patturinn i starfsemi opinberra listasafna, Pad er pvi
anzegjulegt ad geta bodid Bryndisi Snaebjimsdottur
ad halda symingu i Listasafni Reykjavikur, Bryndis
hefur bitid og starfad § Skotlandi um drabil, en hefur
4 sama tima leitad mikid til nordursléda hvad
vardar inntak verka sinna.

Sidustu Ar hefur hin unmid a0 listskdpun sinn med
Mark Wilson, og saman hafa bau unnid verk par sem
byggt er & samkennd einstaklingsins vid umhverfi
sitt, menningu og sogu, bau hafa m.a. dvalid a
Grenlandi, Islandi og Astraliu vid vinnu sina.

Ad pessu sinni hafa pau skapad innsetningu sem
fijallar um tengs! langana og minninga, um hvad
gerist a morkum vitundar og svefns. Titillinn
LVigguvisur* gefur okkur dheit um pad samband
drauma og pess opekkta, sem pannig verdur krufid
til mergjar med nystirlegum hatt.

Earikur borliksson

lorstiummadur

INTRODUCTION

The presentation of native artists is one of the most
important aspects in the function of public art
museums, [t is therefore a great pleasure to be able
o invite Bryndis Snaebjornsdottir to exhibit at the
Reykjavik Art Muscum. Bryndis has lived and
worked in Seotland for a number of vears, but has
at the same time sought inspiration to northern
regions for her art work.

During the past few vears she has been working on
her art in collaboration with Mark Wilson, and together
they have created works based on the relationship

of the individual with his emironment, culture and
history, Among other places, they have spent time in
Greenland, leeland and Australia to pursue their art,

For this occasion they have created an installation
focusing on the connection between desires and
memories, on what happens on the borders of
consciousness and sleep. “Lullabies™ relates to us
the relationship between dreams and the environ-
ment of the unfamiliar, achieving this by the most
unexpected ways.

Eérikcur Thorldksson
Direcior




VOGGUVISUR

Pt vidd gerum ekki annad i fyrstu en ad horfa &
eitthvad pa lidur-ckki a 1ongu pangad til ad vid
attum okkur d pvi ad vid erum i raun ad leita
einhvers — ad vid erum i muninn ad leita leida til
ad upplifa pad sem okkur er synt.

Hugsanlega er viss pverstgn i pvi falin ad vid eigum
pad il ad lata pad kunnuglegasta standa utan vid
okkur, en pad er einmitt vegna pess ad vid pekkjum
padh svo vel ad vid purfum enga stadfestingu a ¢igin-
leikum pess. bad er ekki fyrr en vid virdum fyrir
okkur it apekkta sem vid purfum ad gripa til innr
krafta il ad Golast skilning ~ og vid biam il sam-
Iikimgar til ad s pvi sem vid eigum engin ord vin
(Mt eru paer sidan weknar inn i wngumdl okkar og

vidd glevmum alver ad petta eru samlikingar.

Listamenn eiga erfiit med pessar samlikingar.,

Vi reynum ad finna eda skapa myndlikingar il ad
geta visad i hluti dn pess ad nefna pa. En um leid
og vidd finmum myndlikinguna pa mislikar okkor
Ahnf hennar, pvi pegar samlikingin er fundin i
ghatar hluturinn dulid sinni og hettic ad vera pess
virdi ad leitad sé ad honum.

Listamenn tala of um leiting sem ferli, pad er ferlid
sem mili skiptir, hluturinn er einfaldlega petta
htutur sem hefur ordid il i gegn um feri verksins,
En hvernig getur madur leitad i fulln alvin dn pess
ad reyna ad (inna eda taka ser fynr hendur verk dn
pess add vonast efbir einhvern midurstooo? Madar gt
fengid adferdir mannfredingsing ad Lini: halda Gar-
fedh, ylia uppedtvuning. Eda pai ad madur gt reym
adh vidthaldo sokleysinu sem er svo naudsynlegt il ad
halda sér i niinu, til ad halda sérvid rodd mitimans
med augnablikid 1 Fynrmiomi en ekki hlutinn,

Pl sem beitad er eftir parf ckki endilega ad vera pad
sem beitad erad, pad er ad segja ckki hinn ahekkti
hilutur heldur innra rpnid sem verdur adeins adgengi-
fegt vidh pady ad Jeita o vid had ad akast 4 vid hid
dhekkta, | The Space of Literature sezir Mavrice
Blanchot ad skdpun verksins eigi a0 vera leid ad
mnhlazstrinum frekar en ad innblistinnn cigi a8 vera
beadh andy werkinu, Okkur er v ridlagt ad beita ekki til
pess ) finna heldur il pess ad eiga moguleikann i
i add Tinna eitthvad, jafivel ohjikviemleika pess ad
fonma citthvad, sem hvata il pess o leila

Jemn Ui, sepldember 2001

LULLABIES

Though we may start by looking at something,
wie soon have 1o realise that we are looking for
something — that we are in fact searching for a
way of experiencing that which is presented 1o us.

Paradoxically, we tend to allow those things

that are most familiar to remain outside of us,
precisely because we know them so well that we
need no reassurance of their identity. 1t's when
regarding things that are unfamiliar that we need
to find the inner resources that might allew us
to make some sense of them — we construct
metaphors to describe something for which we
have no words. Often these metaphors are adopted
into our language, and we forget that they're
metaphors,

Artists have a difficult time in relation to the
metaphorical. We attempt to find or construct
metaphors, becouse we want to refer 1o things
without naming them. But as soon as we do Find
them we resent their efficacy, because once the
metaphor has been found the object loses its
mystery and ceases to be worth searching for.

Artists often talk about the search in terms of the
process — its the process that's important, the
object 15 simply that, an object that has resulied
from the process of the work. But how can one
genuinely search without trying to find, or engage
in i process without hoping for a result? One
might borrow the strategies of the anthropologist:
keeping one’s distance; shrouding the discovery. Or
one might iry 1o maintain the innocence necessary
to stay within the present tense; o remain within
the voice of the present tense — focused in the
moment and not on the ohject.

What is sought may not be the matenal object of
the scarch, the unfamiliar object, but the internal
sparce that is accessed through the act of scarching
and the engagement with the unknown. In “The
Space of Literature”™ Maurice Blanchot talks of
“[making] of the work a road toward inspiration
and not of inspiration & road woward the work™, We
are wdvised then not to seek in order to find. but to
use the possibility of finding. even the inevitability
of finding. as an impetus towards searching,

Jian Crwr, Seplember 2003




SNABJORNSDOTTIR/WILSON

Bryndis Snebjirnsdontir og Mark Wilson hafa unmd
saman ad ollum verkum sinum sidan 2001, og fyrir
dkvednar syningar baedi 4 Islandi og i Bretlandi
tveimur drum lengur, Verk peirma eiga sér retur 8
nordurhiveli o taka a sigulegum malum, menningu
og umhverfi einstaklingsins og tilfinningu hans fyrir
i ad tilheyra eda standa utan vid, Nyjustu verk
peirra nota samband manna og akvedinna dyra sem
stokkpall til ad kasta fram spurningum wm menn-
ingarlega og einstaklingsbundna stadsetningu i
ostidugn sambandi nattiru og menningar, Verk
peirra eru byged & innsetningum og ferli, og notast
vid ljosmynda- og kvikmyndataskni,

Aridh 2001 foru listamennirnir saman 4 NIFCA styrk
til Graenlands par sem bau eyddu tveimur manudum
i ad ferdast um og safma efm og upplysingum fyrir
verkerfini sem einblinir 4 stdu granlenska
sledahundsing & mirkum | heimilis™ og pess  villta™.

A gestavinnustofu vid Victorian College of the

Arts | Melbourne i Astraliu nylega notudu pau
Jpokanlfinn® (sem talinn er vera Gidaudur) sem
middepil vided innsetningar. Verkid er enn i vinnslu,

SN/EBJORNSDOTTIR/WILSON

Bryndis Snachjornsdottir and Mark Wilson have
been collaborating on all projects since 2001,
having done so for selected shows in leeland and
the UK in the two vears preceding. Their work,
characteristically rooted in the north, explores
issues of history, culture and the environment in
relation to the individual and his'her sense of
helonging or detachment. The most recent projects
use the relationship berween humans and selected
animals as a springboard to posit questions on
cultural and individual location in an uncertain
nature/culture relationship, Their work is installation
and process-based, utilising photography and video.

Tirfestun Translation and

In 2001 the artists went together on a NIFCA resi-
dency to Greenland, where they spent two months
travelling and gathering material and information
for a project which focuses on the position of the
Greenland sled dog within a perceived polarity
between ‘domesticity ' and “wilderness’.

Most recently during a residency at the VCA in
Melbourne, they used the belicved-to-be extinct
thylacine, or *marsupial woll”, as a focus for a
video-bazed installation work. This work s still in
Progress,

editing: Helga Soifia Einarsdiir

Listasafn Reykiavikur / The Reykjavik Art Museum - Hafnark Trygawagats




Ihad nightmares before | came on this journey and on the boat aver my anxiety started (o grow 1 feel a sense of distance although the flora and topography s very familiar to me
the wenther was mild as the boat came ashore bt as 1 start the walk uphill | feel the wind grow steadily - each step forward [ take the wind brings me back half a step
at the top of the hill | can hardly stand wpright - the bay below beautiful in turquaise is the first stop
after seeking shelter from the wind and eating sandwidhes at the back of the youth hostel we start the search for the ruins
we have to find the right route to cross over this terrain - the paths keep on coming and going - ending suddenly
some time lnter my gmcw:l

it starts to rain and after a couple of hours my boots are soaking wet
1 feel my thermal soaking in the water and being heated by my body
suddenly the rain stops and the wind grows again - it’s tile to call it a day and put up the tent
the tent is borrowed and we've bought some spare pegs in case
now Erying to put it up in this beautiful place overlooking the water wi discover that it's broken and cannot withstand strong wind
here we're purrounded by hills and mountaing and far away from any settlement so we have to find a way to make use of this tent
what if some animals ked the tent in the middle of the night?

in the end we select a new sheltered spot and stick the rods down deep into the ground put pegs in every hole or hoop w
I am exhausted when 1 tuck myself into

ket starts leaking at the seams around the neck

¢ and place stones all around the edge
eeping bag early in the evening - | don't sleep very well - keep on listening for strange and unfamiliar sounds
during the night I dream a strange dream where I'm living inside a zoo and before going home 1 have to a ferocious-looking animal with blond platted hair and wade through a water corridor with tree stumps and more animals before reachin
1 door into my house the following morning it's drf apart fram my shoes which are still soaking wet
time to put clothes on have breakfast and prepare for the npxt part of our journey
we haven'l gone very far when the rain sets in and this time 1'm wet through quickly = around the middle offthe day the mist comes in and the landscape ahead can no longer be seen
I can feel how my energy’s disappearing and every step becomes heavy and difficult
were walking on a slope in bouldery terrain with low birch and heather disguising stones and holes
m going to die — 1"'m shouting and crying a0 the same time
atar and sensible words bring me back I have to find ptrength wo reach the pass which will take me over to the lowland and a place to put up the tent
my knee is pching by now but with the help of two walking sticks [ pick my way through some stunning landscape
finzlly a sheltered spot for the tent and once inside | pull off every single piece of wet clothing and pile it in the corner of the tent
I take out the sleeping bag from a bin liner inside my totally soaked rucksack and wrap it around me
takes a while to get warmth back into my body still a fire has to be made to geg
arm water and food the|day ahead is promising
1 keep on looking up into the sky to see if the sun will manage to break through and push the mist away L
the wind iz coming from the sea Blow

we have no hot water and my body is cold all over - | feel the journey was a mistake - what is it all about)

mu:!libai

1 up the valley and the fog also seems to rest more thickly above the sea - what does this mean? 1 desperately want to know 1o be able Lr‘- project
should T risk bargaining with the gods?
in the meantime 1 think it better to lay out all elothes oeer stones and bushes in order to get them as dry as possible before starting the hike
just before the ruins we come across a tent whose residents have obwvigus
¢ been caught in the raim thiy furn out to be fishermen that we'd seen on the boat coming over here
I assume that from now on the walk will be relatively easy - it turns out to be full of surprizes — big boulders to step over which are half hidden beneath tangling vegetation 1heL
1 climb higher and higher up the hill to iry and avoid this terrain

cach is cither 100 steep or too bouldery to walk on anyway - 1 feel the tiredness overcome me once again and my feet are mttling inside ojy boots
finally there is o river which seems impossible to cross - it’s a big river with a forceful current [ fome to it quite high up the mountain and 1 consider throwing the rucksack over and then making a big jump from one cliff 1o the other
1 lack courage...what if the sack rs:J

ack into the river and is caught by the stream - it’s too forceful for an attempt at wading it - what if [ hurt my knee again when landing on e rock across the river?
better walk back down to the beach follow the river and try to wade it a1 its mouth - it's just as forceful there as it
een further up but there is a series of big boulders and 1 manage to cross without so much as getting my feet wet once I'm over I'm faced with anoth-
r major obatacle a steep cliff which cuts down directly into the sea - 1'd seen it from far away and was hoping that there might be a path Jow down by the witer's edge

after few failed attempts to find a passage round a climb up the steep side of the rock is inevitable

4 nerve-wrecking experience and once on top of the cliff the same tangling vegetation fan be seen abead somehow after the niver and the cliff every4
ing else is just a question of endurance it's already late in the evening and we catch a glimpse of
as3 — there's something bright green already there can it be ancther tent at the same place we intend to stop - it's zipped up - no one seems to be aroun

does this mean that we have to reach the other side of the pass tanight?

can vou possibly camp in this no-man's land next 1o another tent?
the steps up the pass are heavy and half way up we find a shallow valley which shiclds us from those strangers inthe temt

waking up the following mormning is magical — everything is covered in a thick mist and only occasiomally can 1 cate

limpses of the surrounding mountains
out somewhere in the mist instructions echo over the ford from loud ers - possibly a cruiser is anchored somewhere close by
before packing up it is too tempting not o take a bath in the nearby river.. .cold and refreshing

the walk up the pass is casy but slow as every start of

has been - | look back at the green tent and detect a green spiky-haired person

once at the tap of the pass | can see the most amazing view ahead = o beautiful colour of blue fills the fjord with onc floating glittering iceberg - the ¢
lays magic with shape and form the walk becomes easier as a path is found and 1 wonder on thoughtlegsly without having 1o concern myself too much with direction or route gradually clothes are removed and packed sway down to t-shirt :a
horis the midge spray is dragged out of the sack and applied frequently as a swarm of midges seems to follow constantly at the isthmus with the lake in the middle - a landmark on the m

ndd o good place for lunch the water is too tempting again not to take a swim and the remainder of the food disappears quickly the rest of the road is casy walking but long much longer than 1'd anticipated

it wasn't for the fresh air and the cold breeze the sandy beaches and cliffs could be mistaken for the Mediterranean
there are people out in their yachts and boats and on land picnicking and picking berries dereliet huts - can that be? there’s a Danish flag mised at

erandah - no-one to be seen apart from strangers looking through windows equally as puzzled as us a grodp of people ask in Danish where we've come from - surprise in their faces when told place and distance - | wish they had been packing

v go on board their boat - would they have given us a lifi? the landscape is deceptive - one more hay to get around and then the climb up the mountain which will tak

5 to our destination better take my time and go slowly - I'm tired but | need energy - crowberries are a good source




