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Come with me. To the beginning,
to the chaos, where everything is,

but also nothing.

And the word? The image, the idea of it? Where does it
come from? Here, please, make up your mind. See? There
it is: The first spark. Don't be disappointed. The spark isn't
everything, but it's better than nothing. Choose your path
now, your direction, away from the chaos.

The spark! Let’s talk about the spark which sets everything
in motion. Sometimes it is blindingly bright. At other times
it is the faintest glow. Most often it is far away, blurry in
the blue distance, an ever-changing mirage. Sometimes

it is close, blinding, distant and dismissive, but always we
follow it blindly — even if we almost always lose our way.
The spark has led us astray. Can you hear it? It laughs at
us. And so we're back where we started. Where? Nowhere,
in the nothingness that we know so well, the beginning,
the emptiness which is so full of possibilities. You need to
gather your wits, face yourself, to be able to catch your
breath again. Just then, when you have regained your
senses, you see something new, a new light, and you

can't resist it, you head off again, having learned from
your mistakes. You can see so much more. Do you know
this feeling? Maybe it's like we are being pulled, being
lured towards a direction which doesn't exist. That's
exactly where we want to go. The lure of the impossible

is so irresistible. This time we take great care, do not get
lost, do not lose sight of what is important, we do this
systematically. We hold our heads high to get a better view.

To rise above it all, we build walls which grow higher all the
time. We also want to build bridges but the directions are
so vague, we are really only able to think upwards, so as not
to lose perspective. And then it finally happens. Something
catches our attention, after all the action and restlessness,
we sit still and understand the void, see the dark around us,
searching for the spark, and the ray of light. Then we realise
we are living in a mighty fort, we have walled ourselves in
out of sheer foresight. There is only one way out. It's not
enough to just regain our bearings, more is needed, the
walls must be torn down. It is best if we ourselves open up
the chasm between the walls, and best to get started right
away, get it over with. The chasm is our friend. It can be
found within all of us. Are you familiar with yours? It lurks
somewhere within us, quiet and unassuming, waiting. And
then it appears, opens up, fast or slowly, swallowing all that
is meaningless. It starts with the words, the extremes and
continues on with less harmful illusions until you are right
back where you started. Do you know where? We have
come to know this place well. Exactly! The nothingness.

This time we enjoy the view from it, across our vast ideas
basking in the sun, until water and wind make a pattern in

the sand. But today we can't rely on water or wind, and the
nothingness looks nothing like a sunbathing spot. This time the
chasm hasn’t swallowed only all our ideas and constructions,
but also all the light. The only thing remaining is the blindness.
Maybe we feel like giving up, settling for the blindness and the
oppressive weight of endless possibilities. Maybe we feel it
less if we stay still and isolate ourselves. Maybe we could just
build something and tear it down again, build to keep away
the chaos, demolish when we stand, facing the chasm. Maybe
we can keep our path straight that way, and we try this for a
while. But in spite of the darkness, black suns burn us and we
get increasingly thirsty, until we must quench our thirst. But
we just carry on building, bigger and better buildings, always
three steps ahead of the chasm. We try to quench our thirst
with fear, the fear of shattering. That's how you compete with
yourself, with the nothingness, with the chasm. The feeling of
thirst probably never goes away for good, maybe we feel it
less because we are running so fast, or we feel it differently,
like a longing for morning dew and misty rain.

It often falls to artists to challenge old and stagnant attitudes.
Asmundur Sveinsson (1893-1982) spoke of trying to make people
“aware that they are not just mindless beasts”. According to Elin
Hansdéttir (b. 1980), art should “cut the ground from beneath your
feet and make you re-evaluate your rigid ideas”. In Disruption, Elin
takes on Asmundur’s artworks, searching for new viewpoints.

Elin and Asmundur work with perspective in different ways; he uses
his material to capture the form, while she redefines the space. The
contrast between Elin’s recent work and Asmundur’s heritage opens
up a new world for the viewer. Their generations are wildly incom-
patible which creates interesting tension, although they also have
some powerful attributes in common.

Many of Elin’s works play with architectural space and illusion. A recur-
rent theme, based on some variation of passageway confronts the viewer
with peculiarities of space, sound and light that have indistinct parallels

in reality. What is unquestionably real, however, is the agitated atten-
tiveness of the viewer, who may start to mistrust his or her own senses,
resulting in lightheadedness, claustrophobia or disruption of temporality.

But the longing changes the rules of the game. It makes our
feet too weak to run, our hands too weak to build, slowly

the chasm catches up with us. It opens up like a rarely seen
friend who knows you better than anyone. Its tough embrace
carries us away from it all. We lie in the darkness, close our
eyes and this time decide to simply offer ourselves to the
darkness and the beginning. Then we also close our ears and
feel our way to the sounds, colours and forms emanating
from the nothingness. We lie in a silvery darkness and float
slowly, almost imperceptibly, with the stream. The longing
engulfs us and rocks us, like we are floating in mercury, liquid
and unyielding at the same time. The chasm waits patiently
until we wake up and it can shrink again — until it will be
needed again, to light our way when we get lost. Again

we sense we are being lured in a direction we hardly know
of, but this time we follow, and keep the sand patterns we
acquire on the way. Who knows, maybe they are one of the
things this is about. What do you think?

And so we set off. We sit and walk at the same time, and
simultaneously we drift. Hesitatingly we don't give up, but
follow the beckoning which we don’t fully understand, until
we feel we are very close to what we have searched for,

for longer than we can remember. First then do we open
our eyes and see that on the way we managed to create
something. There is a sparkling light nearby, and you realise
you cannot be allowed to reach that spark. It must be kept
distant, to cast a light on all that was picked up, unearthed
or created on the way. The sparks, however, turn into
droplets, and finally those droplets quench the thirst that
consumes us on the way here. One drop on the tongue, one
on the lips, one in the ears and one on the eyes. They seep
away and new form in their stead.

A little later, the moment has satiated us and we start
feeling restless again. The longing hasn't left us. It has
settled deep within us, inside our heart, rocking it to

a slow rhythm. It drives us, makes it imperative to move

on. And then we look around, past the light and the drops,
and re-discover the nothingness in the distance. Can you
feel it too, the faint pull? Maybe we hesitate, find it hard

to let go. But the longing has overtaken us, it stretches

our hearts away from our bodies until we have no choice
but to follow. And we set off. Are you still with me? The
beginning fills us with excitement, we wander around in the
dark and start feeling the chaos which we can’t deal with
because the nothingness is simply too rife with possibilities.
And after our last experience we are so exhilarated that

we feel we can take on anything; we are strong, wise, big
and clever enough to deal with anything that comes our
way. And so it may happen that we wander into the desert,
shouting battle cries, fist raised. But not until after the
disappointment when we feel the void of the nothingness
and the chaos, are we able to find a new spark, which might
lead to something which gets us going again, albeit with all
the necessary detours and crash landings. Maybe we shall
meet again on the way. It would be my pleasure!

Dorothée Kirch, Curator.
Translation: Ingunn Snaedal.

Elin lives and works in Reykjavik and Berlin. She studied in Iceland
Academy of the Arts and Kunsthochschule Weissensee in Berlin
completing her MA in 2006. Her work has been shown in group
exhibitions in Europe and Africa, and her solo exhibitions include
Suspension of Disbelief at KW Institute for Contemporary Art, Berlin
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Asmundur Sveinsson was among the pioneers of Icelandic sculpture,
and Asmundarsafn is dedicated to his work. His sculptures cover
everything from simple figures to abstract forms and symbols. He
found inspiration in Icelandic nature and literature, but also adopt-
ed the main currents of international art. Asmundur was a great
spokesman for the development of society and equality. He admired
technological innovations, many of his sculptures bear witness to
advancement in technology.






