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According to Jacques Lacan the space between two deaths is one of pure 
death drive without desire, between symbolic death and actual death. Lacan 
associates this space with an unconditional, insistent demand. In pop culture, 
this position is often taken up by the living dead (ghosts, vampires, zombies, 
etc.), by, as Zizek puts it, "the fantasy of a person who does not want to stay 
dead but returns again and again to pose a threat to the living".1 When 
Giorgio Agamben writes about his idea of the bare life Homo Sacer he seems 
to stay closer to reality yet appears to epitomize a similar state of being. He 
refers to the individual that can be killed without punishment, as his life, 
stripped of citizen’s rights, is no longer important. This situation has been 
associated with the prisoners in Guantanamo Bay for example or for that 
matter the shit smeared cells of Irish hunger strikers.  
However, between two deaths is not an avertedly political exhibition, instead 
the quietus is vaguely illustrated by somehow arbitrarily lined up works in the 
exhibition space, a former munitions factory of the 19th century.  Curated by 
Ellen Blumenstein and Felix Ensslin, the pair had also collaborated on the 
RAF exhibition at Berlin’s KW in 2005, the exhibition at the ZKM conveyed a 
lack of adventurousness in staging the kind of purgatory one was led to 
expect from the metaphor of living between two deaths. Set within white cube 
cabins around a centre stage, the project pretends to take the lead from 
Lacan to ask how something new can emerge from situations of impossibility 
by means of ‘artistic reflection on the political, social, and cultural trend 
towards melancholic retrospection’ (curators preface).  
Billed as a festival with performances and a music program curated by 
musician and composer Marcus Schmickler, between two deaths opens with 
works displayed in cargo containers outside the exhibition space. Dan 
Graham’s death by chocolate: West Edmonton shopping mall (1986-2005) 
maneuvers through the collective state of apathy within the commercial realm 
of an entertainment and shopping complex with visitors lulled in by dull water 
games and portraits of aimless wanderers through the ruins of imagined 
glitter. In the neighbouring container, Berlin-based Ulf Aminde follows a 
relative into her flat stuffed with real and fake rabbits thus sketching the image 
of a person who, by obsession with virtual reality and perplexing passion for 
bunnies, has estranged herself from society.  
In his work Ján Mančuška prioritises the element of speech as a mean of 
narration. For Killer without a cause (2006) the artist shot on 35mm and the 
viewer faces two projectors, which screen an image the size of a frame from 
one projector onto the empty reel of the other. Through a narrator from the off 
Mančuška tells the story of V. who lives lonely in a big city and meticulously 
plans suicide. Yet like in other pieces by the artist sets of contradictions 
emerge, as sound and image do not add up, thus opening up space for the 
viewer’s interpretation. After following a set path through a labyrinth of video 
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boxes (we are afterall in Germany’s foremost centre for art and media…) the 
viewer’s body is expelled into an installation of sculptures by Kristine 
Roepsdorf and from there onto a theatrically designed plateau scenario. 
Located centre stage and with a nod towards Barnett Newman, Barnaby 
Furnas worked in situ on an almost 5/7m painting for which he flooded the 
canvas with red paint, creating all sorts of association from genesis to 
menstruation and New Orleans to the end of everything. I hoped to find refuge 
in Elín Hansdóttir’s installation Drift (2007), which plays with the 
transcendental ascend to heaven and our attention to orientation. While one 
walks up the white staircase the available space becomes narrower 
accompanied by a falling and never crashing sound increasing in decibel. 
There is no exit thus one is forced to return downstairs. The impression I had 
when confronted with much art here was reminiscent of the action in one of 
Stephen G. Rhodes’ videos Dualism 2 (2006). Two protagonists aim their 
pistols at each other, but neither pulls the trigger: thus nobody dies, but 
nothing goes forward either. Perhaps it is this void of action where the space 
between two deaths creeps along. 
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