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Preedir Or samrcedum vid Ingibjorgu
Jonsdéttur um samsida heima og
ofstcedan timaas

1 Samsida heimar

Lith ljaspradur, vid skiljum harla fat. En venin um ad
eygja mynsirin j uppspretiu alls og tengla hid augljésa
vidd Gmbguleikonn, s von varpast inn | drauma okkar.

A kvéldin spilar snillingurinn & fidluna sina og lastur
hugann refka eftir rokfleekjur dagsins.

Minningarbrot um von og uppgjdt, hring eftir hring,
von og uppgjaf, varpast inn @ sjénsvid okkar. Innan Or
finofnum fellingum timans berst hijdmur, Grmynd of
fingri & fidlustreng. Smam saman framkallast hugsun
um ad praedir Or ljasi mynd| munsirin sem vid erum i,
munstrin sem skapa skynjuning, i nyfeeddum viddum
hennar.

Visindomenn, listarmenn og einstaklingor sem

bra lausn undan karlicegri rikvisi pekkingorinnar,
undirbda komu ljéssins inn i skilninginn, Somsida
skynjun & dlikum svidum inni i svartholum pekkingar
okkar,

Lifisid fer eftir S8rum rasum en peim sem gudsdttinn
og allur lamandi 6t hefur grafid ofan i hold okkar
og hugsun. Pegar ttanum skeppir opnast & milli
skynsvida, hugsunar og alburda sem vid héldum od
veeru adskildir,

spélurmnar hrikkva Or vefstainum sinum, sjalfijsandi
katar, poer lenda i munstri sem margfolder sig og
flcedir inn i myrkrid. Hendur snda upp 4 og ofon of
sneldunum. Ligshreedimir eru vid ad flekjosi og
verdur od sleppao of peim takinu og freysia

Leidimar liggja eitthwad, itli liespradur, pd kannski velst
hwert en mér er pad hulid,

Vil praum od komas! & annan stod, pegar vid rilum

i dgingur. Vid braum od lata okkur berast, vid
hrayfingu sem er l&ttari en vid sjalf. Komasti snertingu
vidt hugrekki annarra og pra. Rata effir endurskini
annars tima, O Or rang®um hugsunarinnar. Vid

itrekad endurskin, begar minningarbrotin lysast
upp, er leidin um svartholin urmvafin undrun og
hijodferalaik.

Leidir okkar lysa i myrkri og vid getum hiegid, lifi
ligspradur, of rékflekjunum og bvi hvernig vid
settum hugsun okkar mark, of 6tta vid fimann og
tokmarkaleysid.

Strengir skilningsins eru endurstilltie. Ur nyjum hljdémum
streyma preedir og mynda uppistaduna T ljgsmunstrum
samsida heima,

2 Afsicedur fimads

Fylli ryrni miltt af fimoasum: um préun manns-
andaons, sigu tonlistarinnar, stégu leknavisindanna,
edlisfreedinnar, post- og somgonguleidonna, uppruna
og préun handverksins, andstédunnar og andlegra og
alar eesandi uppfinninga, um hugmyndo- og listasbgu
21. aldarinnar, préun fidarandans. Innan um olla
pessa Gsa um pad risastora | helminum er einn sem er
hlutfallslega of s16r | herberginu midad vid hina, einn
um pod sem er [itid. A peim péttoina imadsi ma sja
atburdi sem skipla engu mall en sem skiptu samt ollu @
sinum fima; beir atburdir eru bodadir gddum asetningi,
von og vonbrigdum, vandvirkni og draunscaei, 4st og
reidi og undrun og Srveentingu, tGrum og hiatr.

Uppakomurnar i ifinu, peim er stungid upp undir
ag ofan i vefinn, Minningar Or svarthali ofnar vid
atburdi annars stadar og annars fima og stundum
er svo bél ofid of varla ma greina aitt fra Gdru, Iitid
fra s16ru, mikilveegt frd merkilegu. Og effir pvi sem
nékveemar er farid ofan | vefinn, virdist framvindan
vera fjarsteedukenndari. imyndadir atburdir og
raunveruleglr erw ymist afmarkodic of edlisfredilegum
fordmum, eda peir flozda inn | hver annan og erfitt ad
greina nokkud od nema mjdg abstrakl. pvi strengirmir
sem halda uppi vefnum virdast vera & stodugri
hreyfingu: dmur, einkennileg lykt Svo skrytid ad eftir
pwvi sem hreyfingin verdur meiri pa kemur hradar
iljis hvod skipti mali. Eins dmégulegl og pad var ad
reikna Ot hvad pod migulega geeti verid sem skipli




mili pegar fram lidu stundir. Pod var samt olitaf aug-
ljast, en i annarri vidd, vid hliding d atburdunum, vidd
sem var samvaxin légmalum um orsik og afleidingu
Fingerdar samvaxnar himnur vidburdo sem smam
saman myndo uppistodu einhvers sem haegt er od
fala um an pess ad burfo od gelta eda grata. Pegar
péttleikinn i vefnodnum noer hamarki sambkveemt
einhverju lagmdali, pa brotnar Ofreiknanieikinn upp
/ nidur og dreidan tekur vid, hrikalegt dstadvanlegt
fleedi. kar til strengirnir eru stillfir @ nipjon leik. byilik
mistok od setja fingur a litringinn og s168va hann
Og pwilik mistdk od holda od heegt 58 ad horfa fram
hja hreyfingunni og holde od stédugleikinn sé daudi.
Velurinn sem strengirmir holdo uppi er 4 stodugri
hreyfingu og timadasinn sem hann myndar er filraun
fil ad skilja hlutfallin & milli myrkurs og ljoss, skilja
fengslin & milli hugsunar minnar, skynjunar og
hreyfingar heimsins

—  Oddny Eir £varsdittir

Threads from a conversation with
Ingibjorg Jonsdottir about parallel
universes and a relative timeline.

1 Parallel Universes

Litike thread of light, we don't know much, Yet the

hope of glimpsing the patterns in the wellspring of
everylhing, of linking the evident fo the impossible, that
hope projects itself info our dreoms

In the evenings the genius plays his violin and lets the
mind wander through the conundrums of the day.

Scottered memories of hope and surrender, round and
round, hope and surrender, project themselves info our
field of vision, Out of finely-woven folds of time comes
a sound, a micro-image of a fingertip on o viokin siring,
Gradually a thought develops: that threods mode of
light form the patterns we are in, patlerns that shope
perceplion in its newborn dimensions

Scientists, artists, and individuals who desire release
from mannish logical bounds fo knowledge make way
for light in undersianding—a paraliel sense of unlika
fields in the biock holes of our knowledge




The light travels by channels other than those which
the fear of God and all paralyzing dread have dug
deap in our flesh and thought. When the dread lets
go, openings appear between thoughts, sensory
modalities, and events that we belleved 1o be
separate,

The spocls pop off their loom, luminously happy.
They fall into a pattern that multiplies itself ond floods
infa the darkness. Hands wind and empty bobbins,
The threads of light are bent on tangling and there's
nothing 1o do but let go and frust them.

The paths tend somewhere, Little thread of light.
Maybe you know where, bul it's a mystery fo me.

We long fo arrive somewhere when we've lost our
way, We long fo be born along in a movement lighter
than ourselves. To make contact with the courage and
yearning of others. Find o way out of the corridors of
thoughit by following the reflections of another time.
On prolonged reflection, as those scattered memories
begin to glow, the path amaong the black holes runs
through wonder and symphony,

Our paths light up in darkness, Little thread of light,
and we can laugh ot the conundrums and the limils we
impose on thought for fear of time and imillessness.

The strings of understanding are in tune again. From
new sounds threads stream and form the warp in
light-paotterns of parallel universes,

2 Arelotive fimeling

May my space be filled with timelines: showing
the evolution of the human spiril, the history of music,
the history of medical science, of physics, postal and
travel routes, the origin and development of handicraft,
of apposition and of the spiritual and of highly exciting
inventions, the intellectual and arfistic history of the
twenty-first century, the development of zeitgeist,
Amid all these lines showing the enormities of fife,

there is one that is too big in proportion fo the others

in the reom: the one showing the little things. This
densely-waven fimeline shows events that make no
difference yet made all the differance in life af the time;
these ore events bathed in good intentions, hope and
disappointment, sober care and disregard for reality,
love and anger and wonder and despair, tears and
laughter,

The hoppenings of life, they're tucked under and
over in the weave. Memories from a black hole woven
with events from anather place and fime, sometimes
so densely that you can hardly tell one from another,
big from smiall, important fram trivial. And the more
closely the weave is examined, the more implausibly i
odvances. iImaginary and real events are either roped
off by the prejudices of physics or they intermingle,
becoming indisfinct to all but the most abstract
analysis. For the strings warping the weave seem o
be in constant motion. Echo, an uncanny smell. So
strange: the greater the movement, fhe more quickly
whal matters comes fo light! As hopeless os it was
to predict what might just matter as time weni on.

All along what mattered was apparent, but only in
another dimension, alongside events, a dimansion
entwined with lows of couse and effect.

Delicate entwined fissues of events that liftle by
fittle form the warp of something possible fo talk about
without barking or crying. When the density of the
weave reaches its maximum according lo some law,
then improbability breaks up and chaos laokes over,

a terrifying unstoppable flood. Until the strings ane
funed anew. What a mistake fo put a finger down and
domp the vibration. And fo overlook the motion, 1o fake
stability lor death. The weave warped by the strings

Is in constont molien and the imeline thaot the weave
describes is an experiment in understanding the
propartions of darkness fo light, in understanding the
ties between my thought, perception, and the mations
of the universe.

— Oddny Eir £varsddtiir
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Ingibjting Jonsdéttir {f. 1959) (tskrifodist frd Myndlista-
og handidaskélo Islands arid 1980. Hon stundodi
framhaldsndm [ Mexdk 1978 - 79 og vil Skolen

for brugskunst 1 Kaupmannahdin 1983 - 84, Hon
hetur holdid einkasyningar og & verk & simingum

hér heima, TEvrépu og Bandarkjunum, Innselning
Ingibjorgar visar il hugmynda manna og upplifunar of
fima og rimi, en saxkir efnl og odferdir [ heim vefnodar.

Sunnudag 5. okidber, k. 15
Listamannsspiall Ingibjtrg Jonsdottir raedir um
innsefningu sina vid syningarstjorann Hofpor
Yrngvason, safnstidra Listasalns Reykjovikur

Opid Opening hours

Hofnarhds Tryggvagoto 17, doglegasdasly 10-17
Fimmiudago il Thursdays fo 22

Kjorvalsstodir Flakagata, doglega/doily 10-17
Asmundarsain Asmundur Sveinsson Sculpiune Museumn, Sighin
1.5.-30.9. daglega/daily 10-16

110-30 4. doglega/daily 13-16

Okeypis aBgangur

Free odmission

Hofnarhdskd er opid fil ki, 22:00 &l fimmtudogskeabd.
Fiaforeytt dogskrd

All Thursdays Haofnarhis is open until 10 p.m.

Diivent 50 evnds.

www listasalnreykjovikuris  lislosofn@reykjovik is

W

Ingibjérg Jonsdattir b. 1959] graduated from the
lcetandic College of Art and Hondicrafts in 1980, She
furthered her studies in Mesxico (1978-79) and at the
School of Decorative Arl in Copenhagen (1983-84),
She has exhibited in solo and group exhibifions in her
native lcalond, Europe, and the United Stotes, With this
insinliation, Jansddtir explores human conceptions
and experences of fime ond spoce. using materials
and melhods from the world of weaving,

sunday 5 Oclober, 3 pum,
Artist's Talk Ingibjtirg Jonsdattic

Allo sunnudaga k. 15 er leidstgn um syningar & Kjarvals-
stédum og | Hafnarhdsi.

Heegt er od panto leidsdgn fyrir hipa,
Heagt er od fa leidstgn & erendum fungumalum

| bodl er taknméalstilkun vid sunnudagsleisagn, panta parl
tilleun med viku fyrireara,

Guidod lours in English availoble upon requast.
Guided tours in English Wednesdays ot llam. al
Kjarvolssiodi

Upplysingar / Info: troedsludeild@reykiavik is

54354 5901200 F+354 5901201




