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If I Knew You Were Coming, I’d Have Baked A Cake   
grew out of our fascination with sharing food and stories, 
receiving unexpected visitors, and using forms of  
money-less exchange. Starting in Tokyo and finishing in 
New York, Put A Egg On It is taking the project around 
the world to create portraits of people through their stories 
and look at the common threads and the unique moments 
between people via the food they make and share.  

The event takes place over the course of three to four days 
in the gallery kitchen or, if there isn’t one, a kitchen-like 
space we can create ourselves. The show is adaptable de-
pending on the space, for instance we may hang a series 
of images on the wall that have a specific connection to 
the city we’re in. In the kitchen, Sarah Keough uses a mix-
ture of local ingredients and items from the show’s travels 
to make food for gallery visitors who trade stories about 
meals they’ve made or eaten. We choose most partici-
pants ahead of time, but we also leave room for drop-ins 
with stories to tell. We entertain one guest at a time and 
photograph and film the exchange.

Top: Sarah Keough  
prepares gazpacho with 
fennel salad at ROCKET 
gallery in Tokyo. Bottom: 

Put A Egg On It # 8. Put A 
Egg On It is a digest-sized 

art & literary magazine 
printed on green paper.
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POP-UP SHOP

A pop-up shop runs concurrently with the exhibit.  
The shop contains a selection of artisanal food products 
and independent magazines and zines from previous  
cities. This way the shop’s inventory keeps expanding  
and adapts to each place. Profits from the pop-up are 
shared equally with the space that hosts the event.

Top to bottom:  
Made in Brooklyn  

at ROCKET; Made in 
Brooklyn at Tsutaya  

Daikanyama T-Site; Our 
Pop-Up at Press Street 
in New Orleans had a 

selection of independent 
magazines and products 

from Tokyo and Brooklyn.
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NEW ORLEANS, FALL 2014

Our first day cooking at Press Street, we set up a rickety 
hot plate with two burners, brought a knife over from a 
friend’s house and started thinking about what to do with 
a bag of ground pork. We also quick pickled some celery 
and onions. Chef Tres Barnard, from We’ve Got Soul, was 
the best first guest a makeshift kitchen could have. He 
talked to us about his childhood in Mississippi while we 
enjoyed pork tacos with fried eggs on top, then he came 
back an hour later with an electric griddle, some big 
bowls, a couple good knives and a stack of dish towels. All 
of our guests were so generous, lending a hand chopping 
and stirring while we cooked and they told stories. We had 
a great variety of lunch dates including a heartbroken co-
median, a chef who’s been cooking in New Orleans since 
the 1960s and a jazz singer whose mother cooked him 
fried brains for breakfast. The fourth graders who come to 
Press Street after school promised us they’d try everything 
we gave them and we held them to their word. They ate all 
the grilled squash salad while competing to see who had 
the best food-related gross out story to share. 

In our pop-up shop, located just to the right of our kitchen 
table, we sold small-batch foods from New York and Tokyo 
as well as our favorite independent magazines. We threw 
a party in the gallery upstairs and served rum punch, a 
cocktail with Cutty Sark whiskey and lamb tacos with a 
spicy yogurt sauce.

Clockwise from top: If I 
Knew You Were Coming, 

I’d Have Baked a Cake 
poster; New Orleans  

artist Anthony Turducken 
chopping veggies for stew; 

a group of fourth graders 
from the Press Street after 

school program telling 
jokes after lunch.
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JOHN BOUTTÉ, 57, NEW ORLEANS
CHICKEN ADOBE FOR FRIED BRAINS

John Boutte, an R&B and Jazz singer and a New Orleans 
native, came by to see us. I made us a pot of chicken 
adobo and a lettuce wrap with ground pork, red onion, 
cilantro and crushed up hot nuts from the corner store  
on top. John had a steak before he came over. “Don’t 
worry,” he said when he saw my nervous face, “I can eat, 
baby, trust me.”

Here’s a story from my childhood. My mother, you know 
I’m number 8 out of 10, and you know we never missed 
a meal, especially breakfast. But unfortunately I was off 
to school, and one of the favorite breakfasts of the French 
Creole is scrambled eggs and fried brains. Cow brains. 
Delicious, right? Some kids at school, you know, weren’t 
really hip to having that kind of cuisine in the morning. 
She used to also fry plantains. I had some great meals 

with my mom and I learned all my cooking basics  
from her. She cooked in a traditional French Creole  
way. I learned how to cook filé gumbo. After I graduated 
from college, in 1980, I was in Virginia in officer’s training 
school. I cooked the gumbo for the troops for a party we 
were having. I had called my mama and she wrote me  
a handwritten recipe in a letter knowing that I was going  
to cook it. I had the barracks just stinking up there, it  
was so good, people were coming by like what’s going  
on? One of the tricks of making file gumbo is the roux  
and it’s the color of the roux that’s very important to get 
it really right. Some people make a darker roux, some 
people make a lighter one. If you have a lighter one, your 
gumbo is thicker and the darker, it’s thinner. Cajuns now 
they literally burn their roux. The creole folks make a 
lighter brown roux. I didn’t know what color to watch for 
and my mother taught me, look at the color of your skin 
and when it reaches that color, it’s perfect. That’s how  
I’ve always done it.
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TOKYO, SUMMER 2013

Each morning I woke up and walked to the supermarket. 
I had so many ideas about what I wanted to cook before 
I arrived in Tokyo but the heat wave was so intense that 
heavy duty cooking was unbearable. Instead, we drank 
cold beers and seltzer with lemon all day as I made cold 
soups and salads. I combined my knowledge of California-
style Mexican cooking with local Japanese ingredients and 
tips from the Japanese customers who came to exchange 
stories for meals. Someone brought a yellow watermelon 
and I turned it into a spicy, minty cold soup and served it 
with toasted French bread, shishito peppers and salad. 
Through their food stories, people talked about loneliness, 
frustration, beauty, family hierarchy, getting hurt, meeting 
new people, all kinds of experiences.

In the big room surrounding the open kitchen, we set 
up our Made in Brooklyn pop-up shop. We invited small 
batch food-makers who’s goods we use and love to partici-
pate in the shop. Upstairs in the loft above the kitchen, we 
hung photographs from past issues of Put A Egg On It.

Clockwise from top: If I 
Knew You Were Coming, 
I’d Have Baked a Cake 
poster; ROCKET gallery’s 
kitchen designed by Daikei 
Mills; ROCKET gallery’s 
magazine; Tokyo-based 
artist Sakiko Hirano talking 
about the texture of her 
favorite breads and eating  
gazpacho.
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PUT A EGG ON IT 
TASTY ZINE

Put A Egg On It is an irreverent digest-sized art and literary 
magazine printed on green paper out of New York City. 
It’s about food, cooking and the communal joys of eating 
with friends and family. The magazine features personal 
essays, cooking tips, photo essays of dinner parties and 
special art projects. Every issue includes a recipe section 
that focuses on a particular food theme. 
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