
1st performance. 
21st of August 2014, Atelier Mikky Burg 

Mostly about bread

I come out of the basement with my hands covered with flour and greet everyone. Then I go to the square 
where the bread is set, pick up the loaves and set them on the windowsills. Stepping onto the “stage” 
(where the bread used to be) I begin :

 Ladies and Gentlemen, mein Damen und Herren, before I start, I would like to apologize for my poor 
knowledge of German. Ich spreche kein Deutsch. Luckily we all more or less speak English here, right ? 

So, let me explain a few things. The title of this event -Flour Water Salt and Yeast- gives you a clue as to 
what I am currently investigating. These are the main ingredients for making bread. Bread, a basic suste-
nance for most human beings. As for you, you little nitpicker in the back row, I know there are breadless 
communities in the world. But I like to think of bread as dough, dough is money, and so they can indeed be 
equated, as the staff of life. Over the past months, I have developed a great obsession about bread. It’s not 
very fashionable, with the gluten scare and all that. But people who haven’t read too many magazines or 
don’t pay too close attention to their chronic digestion problems still eat bread with nearly every meal.

I heard that the English word “Bread” comes from German, “brot”. So after a stay in the basement of a 
bakery in France, my next step was to come closer to the roots, over here. With great curiosity, I entered a 
Bäckerei, and discovered new colors, new shapes and of course, new names. The “brötchen”, for instance: 
literally “little bread”, palm-sized, fist-shaped, maybe the ancestor of the knuckle sandwich. But you don’t 
want that one in your bread-basket. That was a bad pun. Irresistible. A “knuckle sandwich” is a pet name 
for a punch in the mouth, and the “bread basket” is the stomach. Never mind. 
Brötchen can be sold in pairs, and then they are called “doppelbrötchen”. If they are sold on Sunday, they 
become Sonntagsbrötchen. What fun, speaking German: it is like playing with Legos: hooking words to each 
other to make sense. Take no offense, please, I am thoroughly enjoying myself. As you may have noticed, I 
have a second mania: words. When food and words happen to meet, I exult. 

You all know about Kennedy’s speech in Berlin in 1963, and the way he proudly called himself “ein 
Berliner”, a jelly doughnut. I know this is a misconception, a translator’s quarrel, but these language 
mishaps are delightful. The indefinite article “ein” made the president a non-human Berliner, thus, a 
“Pfannkuchen” or “Krapfen” according to the region you are from, a baked delicacy I am now longing to 
taste. What expresses more solidarity than to say that you are the people of Berlin’s favorite treat, that you 
fill their stomachs with joy?
Since Kennedy was not literally from Berlin but only declaring his solidarity with its citizens, “Ich bin ein Ber-
liner” was not only correct, but the only way to express what the President wanted to say. Media repeated 
this false mistake and helped make the sentence famous. It became a phrasal template -which is a colloca-
tion containing one or several empty slots awaiting data to create new sense. “Ich bin ein <name>.” If we 
were all robots, we would be programmed to generate language that way. But our wiring is far more elabo-
rate, or we would be in constant misunderstandings. When I was born, the midwife said: “C’est une Gloria!” 
“Ein” Gloria. What if the midwife had said that when Charlotte was born? Imagine the parents’ surprise! 
“Ein” Charlotte is a kind of cake made with ladyfingers, cream, and fruit. Bavarian cream, for the “Russian 
Charlotte”, and swiss roll, a sponge cake coated with jam (which brings us back to Kennedy) - replaces the 
ladyfingers in the “Royal Charlotte”. We mustn’t forget the New York Charlotte, nearly extinct, that makes 
my mouth water with nostalgia although I have never tasted it. A circular slice of sponge cake topped with 
whipped cream and a maraschino cherry. All this in a paper cup with a special push-up system enabling you 
to shove the whole thing into your mouth at once.
These considerations (I mean, before we went into luscious details about cakes and cream) tend to prove 
Kilgore Trout’s theory that the earth is full of robots, and that there is only one live human being who is 
being tested by the Creator of the Universe. It might be you. Or You?
But we can put that aside until tomorrow, and come back to my brötchen for now.

The brötchen is especially appreciated with sausage. Remember the bread is small, and the sausage is long; 
well simply sausage-shaped. So it sticks out from all sides, rendering the first bite mostly -if not plain- sau-
sage. In France, we are used to having half a baguette wrapped around the sausage; the first bite is often 
plain bread. In any case, we will complain. I find, in fact, that the brötchen is a great way to hold a sausage. 
Better than a napkin, because when you have gnawed down the meat sticking out, you are aloud to bite 
into both bread and sausage at once, a rewarding combination. Or you may not even want that weak-
white-wheat-milky-tasteless-bread texture, a mere appendix to the sausage after all. Apart from this one, 
there are fascinating breads here! Healthy bread. Full of seeds and sprouts, dark brown, almost black, that 
can keep for days without growing stale. Triangular ones, with bits of carrots inside. I don’t see why the 
Lion refused the Brown Bread in Alice’s adventure Through the Looking Glass. Bread made from less refined 
flour is more palatable than ever nowadays. What was known as horse-bread in the Middle Ages is now 
called whole grain, and parades as premium priced health food or gourmet delicacy.

But one cannot live by the thought of bread alone, so let’s now make way for our physical needs. The bar 
will open shortly, and food will be served. What I have to offer cannot be hung on walls, nor earn any 
money in the Art Market. I certainly wish a few art collectors would think I was the greatest thing since 
sliced bread, but I know not to count on that. I hope you understand what I’d like to share. Tomorrow 
evening, more food and words, and the day after, a farewell feast.
Thank you for your attention. 

I bow, and go wash my hands.


