Crushing Shadows: Joas Sebastian NebeOs OPhilosophical CartoonsO.

OYouslay the victim with technologyand resurrectthe victim through art. O(William Irvin
Thompson).

ImagineyouOreriving full speedagainstawall only to Pnd out thatyou havejust crushednto
a some kind of hyper nothingness, waking up in a dystopic scape of shades, in a place
life haslong beenobliterated.Well, welcometo the psychicspin of JoasSebastiarNebeO:
OPhilosophical cartoonsO.

His visionsof postapocalypti@fterlife bringsto mind T.S. EliotOgamouspoemOTheHollow
MenOwho imprisonedin their Owastéands@nd not exit to ODeath@seamkingdomOThey
ask:Olsit like this/In death'sotherkingdom/Wakingalone/Atthe hourwhenwe are/Trembling/
with tenderness/ Lips that would kiss/ Form prayers to broken stone.O
NebeOmontageof the renderedphotograph®f the Cathedralbf Santiagode Compostellan

the openingCartoonof the Cycle, Oﬁh DimensionGevokesa similar image: The superposec
fasadetonedalternatingin blue and a menacingsepia-typeyellow depictscascade®sf stone,
frozenprayersonemightimagine.Thoseoverlappingayersof anarchitectureéhatseemso no
longerhousea body, appeaasan Oiconostasesinting atan ominouslyhiding powerbehind
the screen.lt is also foreshadowingthe main topic of the cartoons,namely of a place,
inaccessibldéo anyone.The passagef the jammedchurchfasadesis precededvy alienated
picturesof Cadiz,a placehighly chargedwith theauraof the mythical. Herculess saidto have
foundedCadizafter slaying Geryon,the grandsorof Medusa.Neberecurrentlytouchesupon
thearchaicandmythical,asif it washere,thatonemight bnd the key to the centralquestionof
the Prst cartoon:Olstherea fourth time dimensionwhich, oncewe reachit, allows us to free
ourselvesrom mortality?OAsve observethe passingof highly manufactureghadowsupona
renderedbirds- view perspectiveon Cadiz, thus highlighting certain polygonal maps and
patternswithin the frames, the cartoonturnsinto a play within a play of shadesThe seeming
randomnessyith which theshadowsappeamnddisappearsignibPesthe passingof (non-)time
in adimensionin which the future haslong beenassassinate@oncurrentlyit is by meansof
manipulatingthe shadowthat Nebe points at the Omakingpf timeOaskingfor the viewer to
ref¥ect upon those agencies who have established strict time-measurements in the past.
Nebe,who holdsdegreesn psychologyandliterature,is a self taughtartist,bornin Hamburg
but now located in Berlin. The different shades he conjures up havenOt gone unnoticed
world, andseemto be on therise. Paintingsof his, touchingon the topic of ritual sacrikze are
partof the Joopvan denEndeCollectionin Hamburgand OPhilosophicaCartoons@ part of
the Collectionof DIAF ( = Deutschegnstitut fYr Animationstm). Importantexhibitisinclude
Intrude Art and Life at the Museumof Modern Art in Shanghaiin 2008, where Santiago

Capriccio, a short epilogue to the Philosophical Cartoon cycle, playing upon the Oth
DimensionQVideo was chosento be one out of 100 non-Chineseartiststo be displayedon
public video screensn Shanghailn the sameyear,the PIm was shownat the EdinburghArt
Festival.

It is foremostthe topic of repressivesocial constraintsandviolencethat Nebereturnsto from
different angles,often employingexpressivepsycho-aestheticstagingever new versionsof
our daily psychodrama.

Likewisethe cycle of the OPhilosophicalartoons@night be regardedhsa bve actplay, staged
in a Otheatenf animatedshadowsQt is not beforeactbve thatwe realizewe might havebeen
tricked,immersednto a gamethe artisthasbeenplayingwith us all along.Heretheintricately
smartsounddesignby PeterKastnerbecomesa powerful player. As one listensto sounds



reminiscenpf a gamblinghall, thingsfall into place;it dawnsuponthe viewerthattheremight
havebeena rule after all accordingto which fragmentsof towers,of windows, of shadows
may haveappearear disappearedn retrospecbnemightimagineto havewatchedsomeone
play a computergame.And suddenlythis additionalmeaningof the cartoonsat handandtheir

abyssalision servesas anirritating relief: One bnds a certaincomplacencyn the fact thatit

was Ojust@ game that after all one might havefollowed a patternon that suicidalchasefrom

OclingO to OwinO that took us on a path from cities lost to a OLost cityO.

As Nebeexploresthe psychoticimprisonment®f the mind, broughtaboutby anagein which

simulationandsimultaneityleaveus with little senseof time nor of spaceandevenlesssense
of thebody, hopefor thealleviationof the self dwindles.NebeOgameof silhouettegurnsinto

afrighteningsanctuaryThusNebebringsto mind whatit meango havetradedyour body for

theshadow or asBaudrillardput it: OWehaveall lost our realshadowsye no longerspeakio

them and our bodies have left with themO.

Is there any other exit strategybut to unplug ourselvesfrom the wires that promise an

OaugmentegalityOto breakaway from the incessantnirror stagesof our multiple identities
which areno morethanshadesn a game,in which it is all aboutexorcizingthe OlGndabout
the obsessiorto gaincontrolover O10andO00R theresuchathing asa Oplacef safety®r a

sheltering moment of inertness?

The OPhilosophical CartoonsO unfold from HrimensionO to the OlOdtbﬂburneyO in

Ovehiclghat nobodywould believecapableof moving evena yardOthe modelfor which, as
Nebeexplains,is takenfrom little planefor a Christmastree. It is a ridiculous phallic vehicle
deprivedof its power, which leadstowards OTheCity beyondthe Future of ThingsOOne
comesto realizethatin fact the OPlacef SafetyOasthe fourth Cartoonis called,canonly be
found in loss. It is a nascentstate,neverto be attainedagain: The womb has closedto an
inorganic body, a taboo zone.

OLadyDi hasaskedfor branchesf cherryblossomsorm a placeof safetybeforeshecrashed
into the pier of the bridge in ParisO. This surreal sentence of the OPlace of SafetyO car
beregardedasthe climaxof thecycle:lt is here thatthelurking aggressiomndviolenceof the
cartoons that puts so much power into the strips is fully unveiled.

It is only throughthe sacritze of Odeath@askedas OLadyDiOthatthe Otheatenf anger@nd
violence,alwaysin the (invisible) backgroundof NebeOsvorks, breakstout into the open.
Within the symbolicfunction of the cycleit is not beforethe crashingof this likewise realand
now bctionsOLadyDiOPthe bleedingof the feminine, its violentintrusionanddestructiorthat
the vicious strugglefor the power of productionand control can be resolved.Here Nebe
symbolizesthe Owarof genderOhencethe positioning of women within the hierarchical
binariesof patriarchalthought, rooted so deeplyin Westernsociety.Only after the Oriteof

springO - theripping off the OchernplossomsQynly after the bloodshedf the femininecan
the phallicexertits powerandgaincontrolof creation. The picturesthatNebecomposesiepict
a landscapethat is ambiguously3uctuating betweenspring and winter. In their seeming
innocencethey put a stark contrastto the violent narrativeprecedingthe image.For a feeble
momentit is as if (T.S. EliotOs)ODeathOdream kingdomOcomes almost within reach.
However,this calm branchof treesonly servesas a caesurapeforethe pacepicks up again.
The cycle ends with the OLost CityO, a place of (soothing) amnesia.

Hereoneis trappedn theduplicatingof imagesof the prst cartoon.Our orientationis smashec
andchannelednto ananimatedrohrschaciTest.Nebehasmirroredthe photographsaddinga

psychedelidouchto theimagery,creatinga feeling of driving up a planeasthe sidesgo away
from you. This ascendingnovements succeededly adescending@ne,asthewalls closein on



the viewer, addingto the circularity of the whole piece.We are directedinto a mesmerizing
kaleidoscopeattimesconveyinganatmosphereeminiscenof CaspaiDavid Friedrichsplaces
of lonelinesssuchashis Abbeyin the Oakwoodof 1809,which putstheviewerinto adomain
of death.In NebeOserilous chaseone is driven againstperpetually emergingwalls of
Onothingness@e miraculouslyimmersesthe viewer into a world of mirrors. The shadows
closebeforeour eyes,coercingtheviewerinto a narcissisticstate;jinto a mirror stagereminding
us to think of ways to not only recuperate our shadows but alsmita fanction of the OIO.
In faceof thatarchitecturafasadomy,fold following fold, onelongsfor afreeze for themagic
eyeof OMedusa@r the resurrectiorof the beastsaidto havekilled by Herculesin precisely
thetown in which Nebeopenshis cycle.We long for a relaxationdevicethatreleasesis from
the conmesof an augmentechumanity.l suggestyou take the courageand drive with Nebe
full speedagainstthat wall of his crushingshadowsand crashbackinto your body via the
language of his art.



