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Philip Newcombe (b. 1970, lives and works in the UK) subtly alters
everyday objects, creating through the manipulations he makes in
relation to their original function, a whole host of possible
narratives. Like a beach ball deflating or a folded piece of paper
carried in a back pocket, these objects go beyond the exhibition’s
space/time-frame. Some are erected as performative monuments, like
the fact of sucking a gobstopper or dropping a piece of thread.
They are at times elusive, but Philip Newcombe’s objects are
nevertheless still concerned with communicating directly and
intimately with the onlooker.

Recent selected exhibitions include solo exhibitions at YA+’
Berlin (2017), Maria Stenfors, London (2015, 2014), CAPC, Bordeaux
(curated by Alexis Vaillant ,2013) and group shows at MUDAM,
Luxembourg (2016) MuHKA, Museum of Contemporary Art, Antwerp
(2014), Tripode, Rezé, Nantes (2014) CAPC Bordeaux (2012), Stuart
Shave / Modern Art, London (2009), New York Art Book Fair with
Jessica Silverman Gallery, San Francisco (2008). Newcombe recently
completed a residency in 2017 at CCA Andtratx.

Philip Newcombe (Né en 1970, vit et travaille au Royaume-Uni)
altere avec finesse des objets quotidiens, générant a travers les
manipulations qu'il opére par rapport a leur fonction d'origine
une multiplicité de récits possibles. Ces objets, comme un ballon
de plage qui se dégonfle ou un morceau de papier plié et porté
dans la poche arriere, dépassent le cadre spatio-temporel de
l'exposition. Certains s'érigent en monuments performatifs comme
le fait d'avoir sucé un gobstopper * ou laissé tomber un bout de
fil. S'ils sont parfois insaisissables, 1les objets de Philip
Newcombe n'en restent pas moins soucieux de communiquer
directement et de facon intime avec celui et celle qui les
regardent.



Cellar

Upon stepping through the door, or entering the view of a room from its inside, a laconic
suggestion that I ‘feel at home’ amused me. And when spring finally descended on the
weary smiles, as if image of their own destiny was the very last thing they’d possess, I

took my chance.

The diary of a menace.

The books were found at 1llpm today,

I used to think the day would never come.

I used to believe in the faithful successions,
dusk to dusk to dawn.

But the pink light slipped in focused now,

unmoved by the seasons from back then.

Back then was another time,

when reality was not yet entangled in sense,

before the white floods surged the dry peloponnesian rocks,
and long before I already knew.

Yet just like the genesis of the hooligan here,
I depend on my circles, ceiling, my mother too.

Like a weathered teacher she taught me, brief in form - broad in scope.
It wasn’t that the chapters weren’t filling by themselves,

page after page broke out within short,

but a stroke of her light woke up dormant memories then,

a life of hints finding voice.

“There’s the altar” she said abruptly, once.

“Give me a minute and I’1l1l create for you to see.”

“It will be a future you’ll see, worth living for us, give me a minute and I’1l1l create
for you to see.”

I’d already kept on walking by then, crawling on through the patterned vinyl pipes,
still brighter the light ahead.

But here at the verge of the grand point today,
panic followed instructions nonetheless.

To manifest here, or to remain latent,
what a beautiful world this will be.

I slowly unglue my nature now, still stuck under the soles of my shoes.
For us two the fix is in now, what a glorious time to be free.

For us two the fix is finally in now, if you just unglued your nature too.

Rasmus Kjelsrud












