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Millibil
Hver man hvad bar haest parsidasta pridjudag? Hver man hvernig vidradi i vor?

Dagarnir skjota upp kollinum og stinga svo af an pess skilja eftir sig ummerki, nema pa érsjaldan pegar svo ber undir
ad tilteknu atviki tekst ad kléra far i minnid.

Rista runir a innanverda hofudkdpuna.

Hér gerdist petta.

A3 6llu 68ru leyti er tilveran bara eins og hiin er. Hversdagsleg. Meginporra timans verjum vid & eins konar millibili. A
tomu reitunum milli hinna Utkrotudu a dagatalinu.

Og 6ll ménnum vid ymiss konar millibil, svamlandi einhvers stadar & milli andstaedra pdla og teljumst hvorki
vitleysingar né snillingar, hvorki smasalir né hetjur, heldur berum einhverja enn éraedari titla sem leynast parna a milli.

Flestallt fyrirfinnst og & sér stad a millibilinu.

Millibilid er hvorki storbrotid né dmerkilegt. bad er uppahellt kaffi. Vanilluis. Skyjadur sumardagur i [ldmskum vindi.
pad er ,hvad segirdu?“ og ,bara allt gott “.

En pad er samt sem adur uppistadan.

Millibili& er plass og par rimast kannski allt sem skiptir mali i raun og veru. Eitthvad hversdagslegt hér og nG getur
reynst dyrmeett ad degi lidnum eda jafnvel aratug. Ekki endilega sem ljéslifandi minning um skilgreindan atburd - far i
minninu - heldur sem stemning, andrdmsloft, lodin tilfinning sem kitlar.

Ja, dagarnir bruna burt og mokkurinn kann ad virdast péttur en stundum parf pé ekki nema ad staldra vid til ad sja
betur - til ad dypka millibilid og veida upp Ur pvi eitthvad sem annars veeri kastad a glae. Eitthvad sem nullstillir, neerir,
opnar, eykur skilning, framkallar bros, tendrar nyja tilfinningu.

Allar pessar utstillingar sem umvefja okkur.

Allar pessar orlitlu hreyfingar hins stéra heims sem eiga kannski pratt fyrir allt skilid ad rata & spjold ségunnar, pott
ekki vaeri nema sem litid og dauft krot & spassiu.

Texti / text: Einar Lovdahl

A syningunni m3 sja verk bérdisar J6hannesdéttur sem eru afrakstur vidleitni hennar til ad skrasetja millibilid. Og gott
betur, pvi bordis hefur teygt millibilsaugnablikin til, magnad pau upp, steypt i ny mét og par med faert okkur hinum ny
og 6veent sjonarhorn a kunnuglegt umhverfi.

petta eru einfold form, ad hennar ségn, sambland ljoss og skugga 8 métum hins manngerda og hins natturulega.
Fyrirbaeri og atburdir sem blasa vid hvar og hvenzer sem er, virdast jafnvel augljos i hennar huga, en eru pé gjorn a ad
fara fram hja folki.

Hér er tom og hér er tilefni til ad leida hugann ad 6llu pvi athyglissvelta i tilverunni.

Hér hefur uppistada daganna fengid ad storkna.
Kristallast.
Og kannski glitrar jafnvel pad graa pegar pad birtist i nyju ljosi.

Spaces

Who remembers what was in the news the Tuesday before last? Who remembers what the weather was like in the
spring?

Days pop up, and then make off, leaving no trace - except on those rare occasions when some certain event suc-
ceeds in etching its imprint on our memory.

Scratching runic letters on the inside of the skull.

This is where it happened.

Otherwise, life is simply what it is. Mundane. For we spend much of our time in some kind of space. In the gaps in
between the busy days on the calendar.

And all of us occupy spaces of different kinds, floating somewhere between opposite extremes - neither idiots nor
geniuses, neither losers nor heroes, but called by other, even more indeterminate titles that lie in between.

Almost everything is found, and happens, in the spaces. The space is neither spectacular nor insignificant. It is filter
coffee. Vanilla ice cream. A cloudy spring day with an elusive breeze. It is How are you? and Fine, thanks.

Yet it is also the framework.

Spaces are places, where everything that really matters happens. Something that is humdrum in the moment may
prove worth treasuring a day, or even a decade, later. Not necessarily as a vivid memory of a specific event - an imprint
in the memory - but as a feeling, an ambiance, an enigmatic sense of something.

Yes, the days rush past in what seems like a dense cloud, yet sometimes one only needs to pause in order to see
more clearly - to deepen the intermediate space, and retrieve from it something that would otherwise be discarded.
Something that re-sets us, that nourishes, opens, enhances understanding, makes us smile, sparks a new feeling.

These displays all around us.

All these tiny motions in the big world that perhaps deserve, after all, to be written in history - if only as a faint scrib-
ble in the margin.

Here in the gallery we see works by bordis J6hannesdéttir, which arise from her desire to document the spaces. And
more than that: for Pérdis has spread out the moments of space, enlarged them, re-shaped them, and hence presents
to us new and unexpected perspectives on a familiar environment.

These are simple forms, according to the artist - a mixture of light and shadow on the margins of the manmade
and the natural. Phenomena and events that are seen anywhere and anytime, that appear to be obvious to the artist,
although people tend not to notice them.

Here is a space. And here is an opportunity to pay attention to everything in existence that goes unnoticed.

Here the framework of our days has been allowed to solidify.
To crystallise.

And perhaps even greyness may shine when seen in a new light.

Pordis Johannesdattir

pratt fyrir ad Pordis Johannesdoéttir hafi lengi notad [josmyndina sem sinn midil telst hin seint til hef§bundinna ljdsmyndara.
Liésmyndir eru grunnurinn sem hin svo brytur upp &, teygir og togar baedi i yfirfaerdri og bokstaflegri merkingu ordanna. Pérdis
saekir myndefni sitt i hversdagsleikann; efnistokin eru form og litafletir sem hin fangar a ferdum sinum, ymist i myndlist annarra,
arkitektar eda Gti i nattdrunni. Myndirnar notar hin svo sem grunn til frekari Gtfaerslu prividra verka. Undirlag myndanna eru
krossvidur, alplotur eda plexigler sem hafa verid brotnar pannig ad paer myndi form sem kallast a vid eda endurspegla efnistokin sem
birtast i lj6smyndinni. Ur verda fletir sem taka & sig |jés og skugga syningarrymisins 4 mismunandi hatt; verk sem teygja sig Gti rymid
og leika @ mérkum pess tvi- og privida.

pérdis Jéhannesdéttir (f. 1979) nam myndlist vid Listahaskéla islands; hdn lauk B.A. ndmi rid 2007 og M.A.ndmi &rid 2015.
Pordis hefur synt vida hérlendis, baedi sin verk og i samstarfi vid Ingunni Fjolu Ingbdrsdéttur undir heitinu Hugsteypan. Af nylegum
syningum maetti nefna Far i Hafnarborg og Afrit i Gerdarsafni, sem badar voru hluti af Ljdésmyndahatid islands 2020.

Pérdis Johannesdottir

Even though artist Pérdis J6hannesdéttir has long used photography as her medium in her art practice she can not be considered
a traditional photographer. The photograph is the main material in her works, material she then bends, folds or stretches both
literally and metaphorically. The photographs she snapps from everyday life; from other peoples artworks, architecture or nature.
The photographs are then used as a basis for further structure of three dimensional art works. The outcome is an artwork that brings
forward multiple surfaces that each one reflects light differently and/or making the artwork stretch into the exhibition space and
dwell on the borders of two and three dimensiontal works.

pérdis Johannesddttir studied Fine Arts at Iceland Academy of the Arts; she got her B.a. degree in 2007 and in 2015 she got her
M.a. from the same Academy. Alongside her individual art practice she has worked and exhibited in a two people collaborative
Hugsteypan. Pérdis has exhibited widely in Iceland in Galleries and Museums.



