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JULIAN ROSEFELDT | IN THE LAND OF DROUGHT

24. JUNI – 23. JULI 2017

ST. AGNES | NAVE

ERÖFFNUNG: 23. JUNI, 18-21 UHR

Die KÖNIG GALERIE freut sich, Julian Rosefeldt‘s (geb. 1965) erste 
Einzelausstellung in der Galerie zu präsentieren. Im großen Ausstellungsraum
von St. Agnes (Nave) wird die neue Videoinstallation mit dem Titel „In the
Land of Drought“ gezeigt. Das Material für die Arbeit wurde in Marokko und
dem Ruhrgebiet gedreht.

Als verdichtete Fassung von Rosefeldts filmischer Auseinandersetzung mit
Joseph Haydns „Schöpfung“ für die Ruhrtriennale 2015 entstanden, wirft „In
the Land of Drought“ (2015/2017) ein Schlaglicht auf das Verhältnis des
Menschen zu der durch seine Eingriffe veränderten Umwelt. Die von
atmosphärischen Klängen und einem pulsierenden Summen begleitete 44 Minuten 
lange Arbeit blickt aus einer imaginären Zukunft zurück auf das Anthropozän: 
die Erde im Zeitalter nach ihrer Umgestaltung durch den Menschen. Eine Armee
von Wissenschaftlern scheint mit einer archäologischen Untersuchung der 
Überreste der menschlichen Zivilisation beschäftigt, die ihre eigene
Auslöschung herbeigeführt hat. Meditative Bilder – das gesamte Material wurde
mit einer Drohnenkamera aufgenommen – zeigen eine trostlose Landschaft und 
Ruinen. Die Vogelperspektive der Drohne, die auch an Überwachung denken 
lässt, nimmt den menschlichen Betrachter aus dem Spiel und hält uns Zuschauer
auf Abstand. Nach und nach treten immer mehr Gestalten in weißer
Laborkleidung auf, die die Ruinen der Zivilisation inspizieren – in 
Wirklichkeit handelt es sich um verwaiste Filmsets in der Nähe des 
Atlasgebirges. 

Die zweite Hälfte des Films versetzt die Zuschauer in die ähnlich freudlose 
Landschaft des Ruhrgebiets, die mit den Hinterlassenschaften der
Industrialisierung übersäht ist. Dieselben ‚Wissenschaftler’ streifen
zwischen Fördertürmen und Schachtanlagen durch die verlassene Bergbauregion
und erreichen schließlich ein Amphitheater. Von der himmlischen Warte des 
Zuschauers aus gesehen gleicht das Amphitheater einem allsehenden Auge, das 
so den panoptischen Blickwinkel aus der Luft spiegelt. Ein Dialog entfaltet 
sich zwischen den beiden Perspektiven von Kontrolle: dem Auge auf der Erde
und dem darüber schwebenden Drohnenauge. Während das gleichmäßige Summen sich 
rhythmisch steigert und einen Höhepunkt erreicht, versammeln sich die 
Gestalten, nur um sich wieder zu zerstreuen. Die an Zellteilung erinnernde 
pulsierende Bewegung der weißen Figuren deutet einen optimistischen Blick in 
die Zukunft einer aus den Fugen geratenen Welt an, die der Mensch einst
mitgestaltet hat.

DAVID ZINK YI
in collaboration with ANGIE KEEFER
BEING THE MEASURE

25 AUGUST – 23 SEPTEMBER 2018
ST. AGNES | CHAPEL
OPENING: FRIDAY 24 AUGUST, 6 – 9 PM, PERFORMANCE: 7.30 PM

I don’t know where you’re at geographically or spiritually, but I’m sitting here at 
my desk, it’s August, it’s summer, I’m on the top floor, right under the roof, and 
it is skin-melting hot in this place. I’m looking at three half-finished bottles of 
plastic-polymer-leaching bottled water that are all half-done, because by the time 
I get half-way through with one, the remaining water has turned sickly tepid in 
this heat, and the top dome of the plastic bottle has fogged up, and so the water 
tastes foul, and I’ve got to go out and get a new one from the store around the 
corner so that I can drink a few sips of acceptable water to make up for all the 
vital body water I’m losing while I’m sitting here in my underwear looking at an 
eye-singeing LED panel and pushing a bunch of plastic buttons on a heat-emitting 
titanium-encased electronic computing machine. I’ve got no fridge and no air condi-
tioning in my studio, and that’s because, in the past, up until around last summer 
or two summers ago, back before a critical mass of friends and neighbors thought to 
themselves, “Hey, you know, maybe fascism has been given a bum rap all this time,” 
then got carried away thumbs-upping radical propaganda on the internet, and soon 
enough started doing that together live and in public, and then proceeded to elect 
a bunch of autocratic strongmen to gin up substitution pleasures like resentment 
and bloodlust on a global scale, we didn’t need air conditioning where I’m sitting, 
because we hadn’t yet tipped past the climate change point of no return, and we 
weren’t yet sliding so rapidly down the oily back slope into the eco-trauma that 
is our most likely future and our children’s children’s children’s, should such a 
generation ever come to be. But #TBH the real issue I’m really focused on in the 
present moment here at my desk concerns the one water bottle that happens to be 
turned around backwards and happens to have this piece of slogan on the back label 
that I just happened to notice because I was sitting here not writing, because if 
you want to try to live in a way that is less full of shit, which you inevitably 
do want when you‘re way too hot, then the sort of task that is really going to 
challenge you and push you to the edge of your abilities is to try writing a direct 
and inviting description of an art performance—that’s going to be particularly hard 
to do in the circumstances. And so, not being up to the job right off, my gaze was 
wandering around, and my mind was wandering, too, and that’s both why I noticed 
something to read in the first place and why I was so sensitive to everything that’s 
wrong with it, which, when you get right down to it, is everything that’s wrong 
with us. The thing it says on the label is “WATER AT ITS BEST.” Water at its best. 
Water—at its best. Like, think about water. And then imagine: water at its best. 
That’s it. That’s the whole slogan, and the way I see it, that’s the whole problem, 
too, the main reason everything has gone straight to hell. You know and I know 
there’s no water at its best. There’s drought, which is no water at all; there’s 
dirty water full of waste and toxic algae; there’s chlorinated water; there’s water 
in the taps that comes out a little brown; there’s tepid water in hot plastic 
bottles with higher than humanly acceptable trace amounts of synthetic molecules 
that also happens to turn river fish into hermaphrodites; there’s water, water all 
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around and not a drop to drink, like when the place where you live is submerged by 
flash floods and rising sea levels; and then there’s water that’s fit to drink. There’s 
clean-for-drinking, acceptable water, and there’s unacceptable water, and if the 
people deciding what to print on the bottled water label cared a nit about politics 
and the future of life on earth, then they would print “ACCEPTABLE WATER” there on 
the label, nothing else, and we’d all be a lot better off, because we’d be dealing 
head-on with nothing but the real, unvarnished truth, and we’d daily come to terms 
with the fact that the only differences among bottled waters are the looks of the 
packages and the kinds of crap the bottling companies are adding to something that 
was already perfect in order to make it into something far less perfect, but rather 
more marketable, and we’d take that insight and make it the lens through which we 
view the world and the magnetic pole by which we calibrate our moral compasses. 
Except of course, in a world like that there’d be no demand for bottled water, 
because in a world like that we’d all be able to drink from streams and puddles by 
bending down to the source and making a little cup shape with our two hands placed 
together, so pure would the earth and its elements be. Now, by comparison, the per-
formance David Zink Yi and I have worked together to create with the participation 
of some of the most talented musicians alive is refreshing and invigorating in that 
whatever scant spoken words there are seep into at first halting then momentous per-
cussive phrases that will stun you and grab you and guide you to an elevated state 
of being that may well restore your faith in the potential of art to cultivate me-
aningful experience with minimal means. I can assure you, the work is acceptable. 
But as you and I well know, no amount of clear, potable truth I could pour into this 
paragraph, no mere description of miraculous events, could ever convince you how 
to feel about ‘Being the measure’, because you, friend, are no sucker. Therefore, 
you must simply show up on FRIDAY, AUGUST 24th at 7.30 PM to the Church of St Agnes 
at 121 Alexandrinenstrasse, Berlin—the place where the performance first evolved 
during the slightly less searing, slightly more democratic summer of 2016, which 
is no longer a house of God but is still glorious and imposing as KÖNIG GALERIE—to 
see and hear and consider for yourself how a musical composition improvised by a 
handful of geniuses tapping out complex polyrhythms on colorful plywood boxes is 
an appropriate and timely response to the cynicism, anti-intellectualism, fear of 
difference, and abuse of power running rampant in our overheated world. 

Text: Angie Keefer

‘Being the measure’ brings together minimalist sculptural and musical forms based 
on David Zink Yi’s intensive research of Afro-Cuban musical contexts with a spoken 
word score composed by Angie Keefer, regarding opposing physiological and philoso-
phical concepts of being and knowing. 

For the performance, Zink Yi will be joined by preeminent Cuban musicians Marvin 
Diz (New York), Adonis Panter Calderon (Cuba), Gerardo De Armas Sarria (Cuba/UK), 
Alain Perez (Cuba/Spain), and Regis Molina (Berlin). Together, they will 
activate Zink Yi’s constellation of percussive sculptures to generate an 
improvised polyrhythmic com-position permeated by Keefer’s text. 

A video work created from footage captured in the nave of St Agnes during 
the initial development of the performance in 2016 will be projected in the 
chapel.

‘Being the measure’ was commissioned by Williams College Museum of Art 
(WCMA), where it was first performed for a live audience in late 2016.




