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Drawing and painting are not two variants of the same thing.

Nor are they two strictly separate genres.

They are close to one another precisely because they are not the same.

“Geschwisterteilchen” is not merely a diminutive, simply because here we do not speak of “Teil”
but of “Teilchen.” Rather, this small addition [“chen”] at the end of the word points toward a
relation; toward a system or structure. Why is it so important to examine the word so precisely
right at the beginning? Because it says more about the underlying relationship than one might
suspect from the mere indication of a title. When I speak of “Teilchen,” I do not think of an
equally sized second part within a duo. A particle of a sibling pair does not describe a twin / a
twin would be one, and precisely one, part, a part (pars). A “Teilchen” is — and this is where
the diminutive comes into play, although not here as a term of endearment — a small part
(among many) within a larger structure. But it is not merely the counterpart of another, precisely
not a twin, but a part-icle (particula).

Starting from the term, one is therefore almost unknowingly already predisposed to think about
the sibling relationship between painting and drawing, as the exhibition asks us to do. Yet this
predisposition of thought quickly leads in a particular direction: It is therefore not about thinking
through the juxtaposition of two comparable things. It is neither black nor white, neither equal in
size, no counterpart, no reflection. I cannot say: “Painting can do this, drawing can therefor do
something else.” Neither can do anything; no distinction can be drawn on the basis of such
assignments. They are merely attempts at an assumed categorization, at determining genres in

Just because we have 1. drawing and 2. painting, it does not mean that we have two genres
before us, but rather this larger structure, containing particles that relate to one another. In fact,
we have to think the other way around: It is not that the categories of painting and drawing
simply exist' — rather, these categories are continually produced, and precisely through the way
they show themselves to one another in all their different facets and rub against one another.

We cannot ask: “Where does drawing end, where does painting begin?”” To do so would mean
falling into the error of imagining a binary duo. Much more important seems to be
acknowledging that this question cannot be answered unequivocally. It is okay to say that their
identity thereby becomes “uncertain.” Uncertainty does not necessarily have to frighten or even
threaten us. Of course, we think of it as the opposite of security. Yet we must not confuse the
fact that this un- certainty does not threaten our lives. Just because categories, boundaries, and
clear definitions prove untenable, identities flow and we increasingly grant the fluid its right to
exist, does not mean that the ground suddenly begins to sway and no longer allows us to stand
firmly. Do not worry, the ground has always been swaying. Rather, the classifications never
stood with both feet on the ground; they jump. What we thought were fixed classifications were
snapshots taken in mid-air. Painting and drawing are therefore not two media with overlaps.
Their identity — “I am painting,” “I am drawing” — only emerges in comparison with other
particles and becomes uncertain precisely in the process of its emergence.

Kinship does not mean equality

! See Jean-Luc Nancy’s concept of “Mit-Sein.” In: Jean-Luc Nancy, Singuldr plural sein, diaphanes, 2016.
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In this sense, we also cannot say: “Here, at this point, I recognized that a drawing is emerging.
So, it will emerge there!” This can be frustrating, because we cannot follow a fixed set of rules in
order to repeat the same insight elsewhere through unambiguous classifications. A drawing can
emerge as a sculptural gesture in the form of a fine metal incision, appear as graphite on paper,
or with oil on canvas. All of this can be painting. If pure mediality already permits everything,
what catalogue of rules could then fix identities? It would always fail. The differences are not
merely properties of the objects, but generate different ways of appearing. What matters is the
individual case in relation to its counterpart: It demands my sovereign, responsive, and
answerable act of looking.? Only through my own view can I recognize which uncertain identity
is revealing itself to me. What distinguishes me from my sister can be the same among other
siblings. A distinction between the two siblings can therefore never be definitively established:
their DNA is, as it were, the same, not identical, yet they come from the same desire. We exist
together, a “Mit-Sein”?, within the structure. That it is one, is only visible along the marginal
lines of the differences, whose parts determine the structure:

“From one singular being to another there is contiguity, but without continuity. There is
proximity, however insofar as even the extremely near laments the distance that opens up before
it. Everything that exists touches everything that exists, yet the law of touching is separation, and
even more so, it is the heterogeneity of the surfaces that touch.”*

We therefore need an otherness in order to recognize anything at all within this distance. The fact
that the six artists now come together in this exhibition under the title “Geschwisterteilchen”
should therefore not mean that we have to look for something they have in common in their art.
The six positions are not variations of a theme. Rather, they differ from one another and
precisely for this reason begin to enter into relationships with one another. I might recognize an
artist’s work through the intimacy of the tactile trace of their line in metal; it distinguishes itself
from the painterly line on raw canvas, which seeks, only through its outline and with perceptible
restlessness and roughness, the speed of a moment that I would otherwise not have attributed to
painting (a thing of the past — we wanted to overcome categories, after all). I see that both are
studies of moments. 1 think that neither is a sketch, and yet both are — I sketch out a course of
action for myself, one that [ want to think about, provided that I can move from this sketch into
actual thinking.

The kinship of the artists is not presupposed; it is produced through looking. Contact and
kinships only emerge when the different particles form within the Petri dish of observation. The
marginal lines of a structure can be shifted; in the next glance they are already different. They
can be lifted, climbed underneath, or we can climb over them. They are never fixed and rigid.

Closing boundaries has always been an undertaking for madmen.

About Jumping

If we have learned to distinguish things as a drawing, painting, sketch, work, etc., then these
categories are historically and institutionally shaped. If we think of a sketch, we might perhaps
like to name speed as a criterion for attribution. I could therefore claim: “A quick drawing is a
sketch.” Yet it is obvious that this is an excessive reduction. A sketch is not a subcategory of

2 Vgl. zur Responsivitit, see Bernhard Waldenfels, for example in: Sozialitiit und Alteritiit: Modi sozialer
Erfahrung, Suhrkamp, 2015.

3 See Nancy (2016), Singuléir plural sein.

4 Translated from German into English. Ibid., Chapter 2: “Die Leute sind sonderbar,” p. 25.



drawing; a sketch is a figure of thought, just as drawing and painting are. A sketch can be when I
trace the dripping milk on the kitchen table with my finger and imagine country roads, whose
counterpart I actually find and then photograph. When I take the photograph, I discover the
milky lines again in the fog. And this is important: The sketch was already drawing on the
kitchen table. The sketch is not simply the “unfinished” thing from which the finished work will
eventually emerge. Between the two lies a decision, interruption, displacement — a kinship in
which uncertain identities emerge. It is precisely here that the artist’s leap lies, breaking free
from the attribution of fixed categories, jumping without knowing where they will land. This is
the daring of the process, the courage of the artist.> And that is what is distinctive about artistic
creation: Relationships can be intuited; the premonition is worth entering into suspension,
stepping onto uncertain terrain, allowing oneself not to know something and nevertheless setting
oneself and others in motion. Then things come together differently when they land, on new
ground. In a new arrangement, things can be looked at afresh; what had seemed separated can
now lie side by side because other points touch.

It is the same with the jump between materialities: I can draw with the camera, I can paint by
engraving into metal. A line can condense into a surface. It can become contour, gesture, trace,
boundary, hatching, application of paint. The line can jump from one medial logic to another.
The jump between media becomes a jump between spaces, histories, and biographies. But: No
jump across a chasm in order to close it. Rather, playful jumps between uncertain territories,
jumps through which the chasm itself becomes visible as a relationship.

To jump does not mean crossing an empty space. | jump because I can; because the dividing
lines are not high; because ordinary walking does not allow me to see the horizon in between.
The jump describes a relationship that makes the space between its poles visible in the first
place.

The artists in the show reveal kinships: They are related to one another without their kinship
abolishing their differences. Siblinghood does not designate a stable identity, but a form of
proximity that presupposes difference. This difference is the prerequisite for relationship, for
seeing one another, for showing oneself. What is interesting are the points at which a decision no
longer functions cleanly. Trace and difference, deferral and undecidability are games of artistic
creation and of attentive, active looking.

Coexistence

Both can be true at the same time: We recognize the other, or that which is other, whether my
counterpart or the other artistic genre, only through distinction. At the same time, dividing lines
can be blurred. Everything is with everything else precisely because it differs. This is not a
deficiency, but a productive gap. That is exactly where the jump begins. When classifications no
longer work, we are forced onto our knees in order to continue looking responsively. This
applies to this exhibition, to art, as well as to social coexistence and politics. Not being afraid of
the dissolution of boundaries, recognizing identities as fluid and temporary moments, creating
situations with open eyes in which our own categories are forced to respond. Nancy writes:
“People are sonderbar.” The word “sonderbar” means that something or someone deviates from
the usual, familiar, or expected and thereby provokes astonishment, alienation, or curiosity. But

5 See Dieter Mersch, “Spriinge. Dichtung als Theoriepraxis,” in: Journal Phinomenologie, no. 53 / 2020, pp. 24-33.
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“sonderbar” also means that everything is singular — set apart — even though at the same time
we can only exist together (plural).® The relationship between drawing and painting should serve
as an example for us. To remain open, to dare to jump. Artistically and in everyday life, on the
large scale as well as the small. The fact that people are strange is a quality of a living society.
To classify always also means to order; writing categories can only be done by those who have
the power to do so. I want to try, in looking at art as well as in life, to give this power to my own
seeing eye instead of fixed historical categories.

“Geschwisterteilchen™ asks how distinctions are produced — an apparently innocent question
about painting and drawing is a question about perception and categories. The question of the
boundaries between drawing and painting inevitably also leads to the question of how boundaries
function at all. Here and there, inside and outside, one’s own and the foreign, center and
periphery. The boundary is not the problem of the exhibition; the boundary is its subject of
investigation and its tool. That which distinguishes something from something else
simultaneously points toward that other thing. The boundary between A and B is therefore never
merely a wall. Distinctions and differences create the possibility of perceiving relationships in
the first place. There must be gates in them to pass through. Cushions to sit on them, to settle
down and talk. Ultimately, the jump between continents is not a jump across a closed boundary.
It describes a necessary movement in order to see the horizon on unstable ground.

Carolin Heel

¢ Nancy (2016).
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