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On a recent Friday night, lured by the promise of a secret performance, a throng of people piled into a
small basement on Eldridge Street. By the time I had arrived, the place was densely packed, and in
wading through the crowd I noticed that a foamy, doughy material covered the floor. Behind the front
desk, an off-white painting by Lutz Bacher read, in bold black lettering, “Have you heard the one about
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I returned for the closing night on Sunday, when Kurian and Huberman unveiled a film by Granat (who also happens to be Huberman's wife), and the
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fast-on-the-rise artist Jacob Kassay. In it, Kassay lies on the
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floor, his legs in the air; with his feet, he supports Granat's body as she “flies”
the air,
imitating the kind of games children play with their fathers. The projection superimposes two versions of the performance—in one they are dressed in
white; in the other, black—shot on grainy 16mm film. At moments, the combined footage is carefree and methodical at once, and Granat looks as if she’s
either levitating or swimming.

After a few minutes, Huberman joined me. He explained that Granat and Kassay are longtime friends and wanted to their exchange to be a collaborative
gift that neither would possess. As he talked, my eyes drifted over to a mound of bread loaves on a table; their appetizing smell engulfed the space.
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“These,” Huberman said, pointing toward the table, “are made from the dough that everyone was stepping on at the opening on Friday. We baked them in
the back.” In that moment, I realized that the audience’s footsteps had, unbeknownst to us, been used for that night’s performance (an exchange between
Kurian and Anicka Yi), kneading what turned out to be one hundred pounds of pizza dough. It was exactly the kind of gesture Filliou would have loved.

Photograph courtesy of Anthony Huberman.

Nana Asfour is on staff at The New Yorker.
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