




MARIA ÅNGERMAN



I would like to invite you for breakfast,
one of these days at 10 o’clock. Just tell me which day suits you the 
best, between the 6th and the 18th of May, and I’ll prepare a special 
one just for you. You see, I would like to enjoy breakfast out in the 
open together with someone during the following mornings. I would 
need to know about it beforehand, though, so what you need to do, 
is to send me an sms with your name and preferred date, or make a 
phone call, at least the day before. I’ll set it up behind the Mücarnok, 
just on the backside, in the part further away from the metro. You’ll 
see it. (M Hösök Tere)

Maria, 06 70 29 40 243



BREAKFAST PROJECT  _  budapest 2002

A snap-shot of me having breakfast was used on the front of a flyer and on the back there was a text inviting people to 
make a reservation for breakfast. The flyer was distributed in various places around Budapest. The project was carried out 
in the park behind the Mücarnok (Kunsthalle) during a one month residency at Studio FKSE.

The essential part of the project was the gesture itself, as exclusive as it is to meet up with one person every morning. Not 
the resulting documentation, but the meeting itself with this particular person that made the effort to come. We did have 
conversations, but I didn’t expect it, as I myself am not very talkative in the morning. 

The idea came from a sincere wish to have someone to share my breakfasts with, that intimate moment in the morning 
when you’re still not fully awake – and knowing that there probably are others with the same wish. This project is perhaps 
the best to illustrate a certain predispostion that can be seen in a great number of my works, a willingness to, if not serve, 
but dispose myself for someone else.



wednesday may 8th 

Hi...
Yes...its Maria.
Hi...I am Z. I saw your invitation in the Goethe institute. 
Oh, so you would like to come for breakfast?
Yes, it looked like a funny thing. 
So when would you like to come? 
On Saturday, because I work, you see.
Ok, that’s good. 
Where are you from?
From Finland.
Oh, you don’t look Finnish.
...well, I’m a Swedish-speaking Finn, but that probably doesn’t tell 
you much.
So you are not from Helsinki, I guess?
No, I am from another part, from Vaasa.
I don’t know that. I was in Helsinki, for two hours once... 
and... I wanted to ask you, what is your aim of this project?
Just to have breakfast with someone.
To have fun?
Yes, that’s basically it. And to see if it can work.
That’s good.
Ok, so see you on Saturday, then, at 10?
Yes, see you.

I have booked my first... guest, would maybe be a good 
word. Z. After three days. 

I started on Saturday, by making the invitations and 
placing them in Trafo. There’s both a gallery, a dance 
and theatre scene, which means a more diverse audi-
ence. But no one phoned. 

Yesterday I went around to several galleries, and an 

opening in the Ludwig museum, to leave more invita-
tions. Today and tomorrow I still have some openings. 

When I walked around, asking in galleries if I could 
place some invitations, I was thinking that it might 
be better to do the distribution in another way. But 
that other way would be more subjective. Then I would 
choose the people and not them me, which is what I 
want to see, if people actually do it. Well, at least Z did.

But it was also better when I could talk to people. 
They saw who I was. Then there’s already a connection. 
That’s why I put my picture on the invitation, so they 
at least would have some reference. 

Would there be another way in between? To stand 
in the street and to give it to just anyone passing by, 
without looking too much?

My idea was to have breakfast with people who ac-
tually see a modest flyer like that, and have the cour-
age to phone and make a reservation.

If I chose the people – which would also be nice, 
from a completely subjective point of view – there 
would be no surprise.

But I really had to refuse a few impulses to give invi-
tations – to the cute guy in the shop who did the cop-
ies; to a charismatic old woman in the street; a young 
woman who sat next to me in the metro – she looked 
exhausted and down; a beautiful black woman oppo-
site me in the metro, and to the guy who sold me the 
ticket for the dance performance, he had a great smile.

If I had given it to them, it would have been more of a 

direct flirtation (now it’s only a latent one), or attempt 
to help (the young woman, to brighten up her face).

But it would be playing it safe. 
Of course, just to have more fun, one could do both: 

give a few personal ones, without mentioning it in the 
concept… like Sophie Calle. But then, I’m much more 
straight than her.

Dear Maria, this friday (10th of May) we could have breakfast to-

gether if it also fits you. E

friday may 10th

I didn’t sleep very well. Nervous for my first break-
fast, I guess. When I woke up I saw that the weather 
was not too good. I packed my things and walked off, 
though.

I put up the tent half-way, hoping it wouldn’t rain, 
but it didn’t look promising. I made the table and sat 
down to wait. Maybe she wouldn’t come? The weather 
looked bad.

After a while I saw two girls coming around the cor-
ner, wondering which one it was. But I saw almost im-
mediately that it was the second one. She started smil-
ing a little. Yes, it was her. 

We were both quite shy. Well, she was, and I was a 
little nervous – it was my first breakfast after all – and 
her shyness made me more nervous. Eventually we 
started talking.

She was pretty, and quite young. But already mar-
ried. It surprised me, and since I’d noticed that also 
other young artists were married I had to ask about it. 

They got married because they were christian, but 
I realised it had something also to do with the Com-
munist era, where the family was the foundation and 
concept, that society was built on. That’s the case also 
in Finnish society, but marriage itself is not as impor-
tant. 

After just a few minutes of talking, it started rain-
ing. But it was actually quite cosy. We ended up sit-
ting there for quite a while, waiting for it to stop. We 
talked about this and that. What was interesting, was 
that she deals with similar themes to myself, in her 
work, but she does painting: about everyday gestures 
and routines that we have, focusing on small details: 
like the colours of the cups and boxes… she liked my 
choices and asked where I’d bought them… Suddenly 
it felt like a Tupperware party.



Hi Maria, I am Z, and tomorrow morning (saturday) at 10 am  
I hope to see you, regardless of whether it rains or not! BYE

saturday may 11th

It was interesting to observe myself today. I am dead 
tired in the morning. I dislike making the bag and 
everything. Walking away with the tent, having people 
looking at my odd appearence is no problem – it has 
already become a routine. But when I get close to the 
park, I hate it. I don’t like the place very much. But 
that’s not relevant. What I am doing is making the inti-
mate public – behind the Kunsthalle – as intimate as it 
can be meeting a stranger in a public space.

I was late with making the table, tired, in a bad mood, 
but the weather was ok. Then he arrived. He didnt’ look 
like I expected him to. He had a pale face, but kind of 
interesting. Blue eyes, wide apart, and blond, a bit red, 
curly hair.

I almost heard it in his voice when he phoned, that 
he wouldn’t be the kind of guy I would pay too much 
attention to in a bar or so. If he would start talking to 
me, I would make some short polite conversation and 
excuse myself. I do that very easily. Dismiss people. 
That’s why it was an interesting experience having him 
there. He chose having this breakfast and not vice ver-
sa. I had to make an effort. Not that is was a big effort, 
but still, it was different.

He was an interesting guest. He talked a lot about him-
self. About his family, his job, but also about politics. 
What I am doing now, writing about it, is intrusive. 
I thought that taking pictures during the breakfast 
would be intrusive, but this is much more, if I would 
publish it somewhere. 

He made a photo, though. 
When he arrived, he said that finding this invitation 

came at a very appropriate moment – he was having 
some bad days for some reason – and when he left he 
thanked me, and said it was a good start to the day. 
That made me pleased, and I said so, because that was 
the original purpose of this project, well, one of them.
He talked a lot about his grandma. She was a linguis-
tic genius, spoke lots of languages fluently, but she 
also was a bit crazy, was a bitch to his mother, and de-
stroyed his family because of that. That’s why he was 
the only child. Lonely, who kind of made up his own 
imaginative world. I got the impression of him being a 
very lonely person. Recognising that from myself. That 
of living in your imaginative world. But I think he’s still 
looking for some solution, which is a poor word, that 
maybe I have found. 

I think that this breakfast was a precious thing for 
him. Even if I at moments felt, not bored, but I didn’t 
know what to say. I let him do his monologue. For me 
it was much more interesting than yesterday, partly 
because he wasn’t an artist. With artists you end up 
talking about the same things in the end. A bit pre-



still proud of. I thought that when I left Z, I would have 
liked to give him a Pensadora. He seemed to need one. 

He talked about Kundera, that he had written some 
book about slowness. I guess I mentioned something 
about being slow, and he was saying that it can also be 
good to do things fast, to forget. 

I never want to do things fast. I want to be able to 
remember everything. Well, not like Borges’ Funes... 
But I would like to be able to remember these break-
fasts better – what they talked about and so on. Even 
though they can be weird, or boring, they are very pre-
cious. And I guess that’s why I am writing. Then it is 
about the memory, keeping notes to support it – not 
about documenting. 

sunday may 12th

Sunday, and no guest. So I made myself a more Hun-
garian breakfast (no luxurious items). 

I am surprised, because on a Sunday everybody’s 
free. Maybe I should’ve made breakfast by my own in 
the park, since I started my project now, but I needed 
a day off after Z. It was very demanding, and I guess I 
also needed to think a bit about how to continue, the 
work afterwards.
I realize there are some cultural problems involved 
here. While talking to some people I understood that 
my invitation would provoke an uncertainty among 

dictable. Artists are also more aware of the situation. 
Even if I say I do it just for enjoying the breakfast, they 
don’t really believe me.

I wouldn’t mind if it would be just silent. I would 
like it if someone made a reservation, just came for the 
food, and then left again, without really talking. A really 
normal morning in a bad mood, or just smiling at each 
other – sori, ai don’t spik inglissh – I would enjoy that. 

Now I’m not nervous what might happen anymore, 
if someone would come on to me or do something 
strange. Since it’s in public, that wouldn’t be a prob-
lem. You just shout. But I also think Budapest is safe. 
More than Spain. There I would feel more vulnerable.

He said he phoned because he thought that I was 
someone who was interested in people. Otherwise I 
wouldn’t do such a thing. Well, he was right. I am in-
terested in learning about similarities and differences 
between them and me. 

Partly this is a social study. And thinking of the tour-
ist project, which a friend said would probably turn 
out to be a sad experience, I think it’s not such a bad 
idea after all. Of course I might be disappointed. But 
I think that’s part of it, to fail. That’s when you learn.

Exclusive experiences, where I meet people in two 
person situations, is something that I will continue, 
though. It’s about encountering people. Briefly. And 
serving. It is about that. That is why la Pensadora is so 
good, why she works, why that project is something I am 



guys. Of course I am playing with the reference to a 
flirtation, that’s part of it. But one guy said that guys 
probably are afraid that it might be a joke and be seen 
as fools if they phoned. He said that they probably feel 
very vulnerable in that situation. But I am the one 
who is vulnerable!?

So it is a big step for guys to make. This also has to 
do with how much self-irony you have – I think Ant
werp would be a great place to do it in. 

That’s why I would like to do it in other places – like 
San Sebastian and Antwerp – to make a comparison. 
And also to see how it changes when I have to do it in 
a language I am not as sure of as English, but they can 
do it in their mother tongue.

…i want to come for breakfast, too. For me any day is good. Is mon-
day still free? K

monday may 13th

”Oh, shit! I forgot the matches. Well, maybe she is a 
smoker.”

K came along on her bike, with an orange t-shirt, and 
a turquoise earring. How could she know that were the 
basic colours of my dishes? 

– Hi, how are you? Do you smoke? No? Ok, just wait 
here a minute, and I’ll go to look for some fire…

I took the camping stove with me, and started with 
asking the bus drivers who had parked behind the 
bushes if they had a lighter. Well, I pointed at my ob-
ject, and made a gesture with my hand to lighten it 
up… When they finally understood, they just said they 
didn’t have a light, I think. I tried like four of them, 
and then a huge group of American – loudly speak-
ing – tourists came along, mostly elderly people, and 
with the kitchen in my hand, I started asking if any of 
them had a lighter… some of them didn’t even look at 
me, but looked frightened. Did I look threatening with 
that thing? I felt only ridiculous, not the least threat-
ening. 

Someone said that there should be some smokers 
down the line, and I kept on asking, with the same 
kind of reactions mostly, not even looking at me… un-
til one woman said that yes, she had a lighter. Since I 
felt a bit ridiculous with my camping stove and want-
ed to chat a little, I said I was going to make a break-
fast, but I forgot the matches…

– A breakfast? Can we come? She said and laughed. 
I was sorry that I couldn’t invite her. She seemed nice.

I said to my friend yesterday, that next time I will 
make it more obvious that I want guys to come, but 
this is part of it; the disappointment. That is directing 
it too much if I ask only guys. Too direct. What I am in-
terested in is the uncertainty as well, even if it is more 
exciting with guys, of course.

Hi, I am W. I am wondering about the breakfast thing... is it a joke?
No, it’s not a joke. I am making breakfasts for people in the park. 
Good breakfasts. It’s an art project.
So people phone and reserve a date? 
Yes, and then we have a talk and a nice time, mostly.
What a wicked idea!
Wicked? I think it’s nice. Wouldn’t you like to come for breakfast?
Well, yes. 
Well, Tuesday is still free, or Friday? 
Tuesday will be fine…where are you from?
Finland, and you?
Germany. 
See you on Tuesday, W.

tuesday may 14th

I like sitting there imagining what he or she will be 
like. But I’m not thinking about what to talk about 
at all. It’s more about having a quiet moment, like 
meditation while making the table. But today I was 
sitting there waiting for quite a while, worried that 
W wouldn’t show up. What a pity that would be. He 
sounded very nice – like we would get along well.

10.08. I’ve been sitting here for 20 minutes already. 
But it’s ok. It has become a routine already after 3 days 
of practice.

Then suddenly a red electricians van appeared seem-
ingly from nowhere and stopped just beside the build-
ing, on the other side of the path. Two middle-aged 
men stepped out, watching me suspiciously. Maybe I 
will invite them for breakfast if W doesn’t show up… 

or is that him? A middle-aged suspicious looking guy 
came around the corner, walking on the lawn instead 
of the path… could be German… but he didn’t look at 
me like he would be looking for me. Thank God. That 
would’ve been a short breakfast. With him I would’ve 
made up new rules. I would’ve been the one to say 
when it was over. 

So I was still sitting there for a while, afraid that he 
wouldn’t come, and then when I was almost giving 
up  hope, I saw a cute guy in a bright yellow t-shirt 
coming around the corner, from the other side, with 
a I-don’t-know-howcome-I-am-so-late-but-I’m-very-
sorry-gesture. 

He had the most perfect nose I had seen in a long 
time, so I didn’t mind at all. I just said I was happy that 
he finally appeared. 

It was funny to see his reaction to the table, like he 
hadn’t seen a nicely made table for ages. He had the 
wow-look on for a long time, also when I made the or-
ange juice myself, the coffee, and batted the milk. He 
almost had something religious in his gaze. 

After a while he told me he’d been without money 
for some time, so then I understood that maybe he 
hadn’t had at least fruit or honey in the last few weeks.

I couldnt help watching his beautiful features, almost 
all the time. The more I looked the more perfect was 
the shape of his nose. I got so embarrassed I some-



times had to look behind him, at the people walking 
by on the pavement further off. And had to ask, sorry, 
what was that you were saying? 

He mentioned he had been doing martial arts... so my 
eyes just gazed over at his arms... and I had to force 
myself to listen to what he was saying again...

Told him an ex boyfriend had been doing that, too, 
but I never understood that Japanese, Asian philoso-
phy of respect, that always goes only one way, from 
the younger to older, from less experienced to more 
etc. 

I noticed many times how I started babbling, about 
myself, my work, well, he asked me about it, and I got 
carried away, which I didn’t with the others. And I 
talked a bit about this project and briefly of what kind 
of people had come to see me.  

– So, do you tend to stay in touch with your... guests?
– Well, normally I don’t – but since I wanted to hear 

the following, and it was true – yesterday there was a 
girl that said I can phone her anytime if I want to go 
out, as I have her number already. 

– Then I would like to invite you for dinner one 
night. Is Thursday ok? 

“Breakfast, oh, i would like that, but at 10…then i’ll be late for work. 
Never mind, is wednesday ok for you?” Z

wednesday may 15th

A very beautiful young woman, with a classical face, 
but with a nose a little bit too long, which makes her 
look more interesting. Blondish long hair, dyed though. 
When I see beautiful women like that I wonder what 
men think. Though sometimes it feels like I can even 
watch with the eyes of a man. Not that I felt attracted 
to her. But I enjoy watching beautiful women, too. 

But I was sitting there, waiting, wondering if she would 
come at all. I knew who she was, so it wasn’t exciting. I 
knew she is that beautiful girl, artist, that smiles a lot. 
I was even wondering if she would intervene with my 
project and decide not to show up, or even better, send 
someone else, because she had to go to work. 

– Hi, I am A, a friend of Z. She couldn’t come so she 
sent me instead. Do you mind? 

I was also wondering that if she doesn’t show up, I’ll 
ask someone that just walks by... like that handsome 
tourist, probably American, that walked by a couple 
of times. Maybe he was lost. I could’ve helped out in 
more than one way. Showing him the way after invit-
ing him for breakfast, I mean. I know this area well 
by now.



But then she phoned and said she was half an hour 
late. Half an hour? I was starving. But said polite-
ly that of course I would wait for her. After a while I 
started making the coffee, and by the time I had bat-
ted the milk, she came.

The breakfast thing had become a routine by now, 
which I like, that I prepare everything much faster, 
and don’t need to be very present while doing it. and I 
didn’t even forget anything anymore. Remember it all, 
even the matches. Which is the least problem. I think 
it would be a bit more difficult if I had to walk around 
asking the tourists for a camping stove or a cassrole.

MARIA! We would like to come to breakfast next week on wednes-
day. We are I&L drop us an sms if its ok. Thanx!

I and L, I am happy that u would like 2 come 4 breakfast, but 
u see the invitation is personal, for 1 person, and wednesday is 
taken. Both tuesday n thursday r still available. Let me know what 
u decide. Maria

Thursday 16th is good for me. Then it will be only me, I, at 10 then 
on thursday. ok? should I bring anything?

thursday may 16th

I came to my place under the tree, so familiar by now. 
I almost don’t need to look where to put the table and 

stools, it came automatically. The grass is even a bit 
worn out where we sit.

Today I forgot the napkins, and the table looked like 
shit. Had honey all over it.

I just gazed back over my shoulder while putting 
down the camping kitchen, and saw a young woman 
coming, waving. She is here already!

She came up with a big smile on her face, stretching 
out her hand to say hello. Beautiful looking, with dark 
long hair tied back. Bright colors on her clothes. Big 
rings in her ears. 

Immediately when we started talking, it was like we 
had known each other already for a long time. When 
I heard her accent I felt at home. I had to ask if she 
had been in the States, like a polite question, even if I 
knew the answer was positive.

– Actually I grew up in Canada, Vancouver, but my 
parents are from here, so we came back some years ago. 

I wondered if she was pleased with being here, and 
she was more than happy for that decision. Every time 
she goes back there, it makes her nervous. 

I actually have relatives in Vancouver, but I was still 
never there.

One of the first things she mentioned was Paul Auster. 
We also had that in common. She was studying litera-
ture, and Auster was the main study at the moment 
in her course… I mean, when you meet people with 



whom you have something like that in common, you 
know that you are family. And it wasn’t just that. She 
was a translator, but also a writer, and when I asked 
her what kind of things she writes, well, it was more or 
less what I do, just in a different media. Almost scary.

She actually also lives only 10 minutes away from 
my breakfast place, but on the other side of the main 
street, close to some hotel with a sculpture, or relief 
over the doorway of a woman with a long hair, like of-
fering something … have to see that. Sounded very Ba-
roque. But I liked the image of her imitating it.

She told me she went on a literature train from Lisbon 
to St Petersburg and back to Berlin, as a stow away.

She asked about Spain, said that she liked it a lot, 
but hadn’t been to Barcelona. I said that she could’ve 
been Spanish, just from her looks. 

– Well, I have Italian origin, actually. And I guess it’s 
the big earrings that refer to Spain. 

She talked about Kaurismäki, and especially the mov-
ie Gathering (drifting) clouds, which is also a beauti-
ful title (I like it a lot in Finnish too: Far the clouds 
drift off) …and how similar that also is to “our” way of 
working, where the details are in focus.  

At first she was about to come togehter with her hus
band, L, who’s also a writer, so they were wondering a 
lot about how the breakfast was going to be, what was 

the catch, there had to be something (she was very sur-
prised to hear there was no catch), and what kind of 
food etc. Her mother thought she was crazy who was 
going for breakfast with someone she didn’t know. 

– So is this part of a project you are doing? What is 
it about? Will you let me in on it? and I started talking 
a bit about my work, these everyday routines and be-
haviour we have… that I was bored with the way I was 
working, and bored of the representations, that I was 
more interested in the real thing, in real events … and 
I guess that’s when I asked her what she was doing. 

I would love to read something she has written. 
And I think I have to go and buy a Paul book today. 

It was so interesting listening to someone that stud-
ies it, analyses it, even if I am just interested in enjoy-
ing it. 

We talked about the project, or more of the invitations 
themselves, where I placed them (she got it from an 
Estonian girl who liked the idea a lot, but didn’t want 
to go, since she had already met me) and I explained 
my problem, that few guys contacted me, which prob-
ably thus far was a cultural problem. She said that 
since I had put my picture on it, they kind of knew 
what they were getting, and that of course it could be 
taken as an invitation in another sense. 

– I kind of like the idea that it can be seen in differ-
ent ways, that it is not certain what it is. That there is 
an uncertainty, and the reference of a potantial flirta-

tion. Like the guest I had the other day, is inviting me 
for dinner tonight. 

She looked quite surprised, like … oh, you go that 
far? And I said, that I guess it’s more social people that 
that answer to this kind of invitation. She said, well, it 
would be weird if someone just came and didn’t talk. 
I said: I wouldn’t mind, actually. We could use mimes 
and gestures and smile at each other…

She didn’t take me seriously. And said, that she is 
not very social, but shy actually, and preferred these 
kind of situations with one person than many. I was 
very surprised because she was talking all the time, al-
most, and in a very relaxed way. 

And I loved listening to her, to her Canadian accent. 
It sounded very homey.

tuesday, two days earlier
We’d like to have breakfast with you! (anytime, when it’s sunny = no 
rain) We hope to see you soon, Szil & Oli-via

wednesday
Hi, I am happy 2 hear that you would like 2 come 4 breakfast, but I 
am afraid all days are already taken. But if you would like to invite 
me for a coffee somewhere, just feel free. Maria

I was happy to have people wanting to come for break-
fast, so I thought about it and why not let the couple 

invite me. I just turned the game around. I was curious 
of who they were, and wanted to meet more people. If 
they don’t answer, then there’s no harm done.

I felt like I was inventing new rules for the game. Or 
that’s when I started thinking of it all as a game.

Tomorrow at 5pm at the market at Lehel tér – let’s meet at the 
main entrance, opposite the church! Hej-hej!

I was happy they were playing the same game, and 
wanted to see me. I would reserve like an hour, or max 
hour and a half, as with the breakfasts. But Lehel tér 
I didn’t know at all. Ok, then I’ll see something new 
as well … but hej, hej? Who are they? Olivia could 
be Swedish, but how would they know that’s my lan-
guage? There was something weird here. Maybe just 
the weirdness there is in sending sms to strangers …

thursday 16.40
Dear Maria, a little change: pls go through the park next to the 
market hall, & look for Bulcsú utca (theotherendofthepark) 21perA 
– ring “Lévay-…” Waiting, Sz.

I received it just twenty minutes before 5, before I was 
supposed to meet them. It made me nervous. Meet 
somewhere else suddenly? In their home? Weird. Who 
are these people? Or Sz? Isn’t the woman there anymore?

It is more and more becoming a game, and now it’s 
not me setting the rules anymore. I didn’t feel com-
fortable, but after some minutes I sent a message.



thursday 16.50
Well, I’ll do my best to find it, but I’ll be a bit late then. Maria

I was very late, but didn’t care. It had really made me 
nervous. I’d had very positive experiences with the 
project so far – I was surprised there were no strange 
things happening, or strange people coming to see me. 
Maybe now was the first one. 

What could happen? Anything. In their flat. Or they 
were just playing, to see how I would react. But I didn’t 
like that they changed the rules, in my game. It didn’t 
make me feel comfortable at all. But I had started this, 
so I had to continue. But if I felt very unsure at some 
point, I could just leave. There was no such compro-
mise. 

I was thinking of sending a message to my friend, 
that if he didn’t hear from me after an hour, then 
come to this address. But, that’s silly. Maybe the worst 
would be that they would set up something that they 
would film, and show it in their exhibition.

I came to Lehel tér… no market really, but I found 
Bulcsú utca… and no. 21 was close. A nice looking 
house. Neat. And there was Lévay… I pressed no. 41, 
and a light male voice answered.

– Yes? 
– Hi, it’s Maria. 
– Hi, come in.
But there were two doors to enter, and the other 

one was closed. Maybe they would come and get me… 
I was waiting, looking at the other names. Nothing, 
so I pressed it again, to ask where the flat was, and he 
just said. 

– Come in, it’s open. 
I entered the other door, but still didn’t know where 

it was and started looking at the names, to figure out 
in which floor it was... and saw someone moving high-
er up on the terrace corridor... It was a woman and a 
child. 

– Come, we are here. Our name is not on that list.
I felt so utterly stupid! But relieved. A woman and 

her child.

When I arrived to their floor I was still completely 
shaken by the adventures in my imagination, and it 
took me some time to feel normal and at ease.

After a while, after showing me the market from 
their terrace, and asking if I wanted to have coffee 
there or to go out, then she asked me if I was sur-
prised, what I had thought before coming. Olivia had 
been sleeping, so that’s why they couldn’t meet me at 
the market.

– I thought when I wrote the sms, poor Maria will 
think there are two wierdos waiting for her. But it was 
kind of part of it, too, don’t you think, a little exciting?

– ...yeah, I was more than nervous actually.



Hi, it’s A.
Hi, how are you?
I am fine. You know, I would like to come for a breakfast with you.
Great. Is friday ok with you? It’s the only day that is still free.
Friday…yes, but I would like to come really early in the morning. Is 
that possible?
(Me, knowing I was going to meet W the night before) …well, you 
see I set the time to 10, to make it into a routine, and I am already 
getting up quite early in the mornings, to prepare myself and be 
there, ready at 10, but maybe I could be there at 9. 
Well, I guess 10 is ok, too. Yes, lets say 10.
Ok, see you.

friday may 17th

A looked sad when she arrived. She told me she had 
seen a small abandoned kitten with blue eyes around 
her house for some days – she has two cats already in 
her flat that had been abandoned – and was thinking 
about taking care of it. This morning when she went 
out of the house to come for breakfast, it was lying 
there in the street, driven over. 

She had been in the UK, making money by doing por-
traits for tourists. She met so many interesting per-
sonalities, like the Prince of Benin, who invited her 
to his country, (his harem?), an almost naked Austra-
lian, well, he had some sort of thing hiding his most 
private parts, and made good money, too, A, I mean. 
Why didn’t I think of that before? I would do it for 
free, though. Just to meet interesting personalities.

She said that she had been planning to go to New 
York this summer, but hadn’t found a job, so she 
wouldn’t go. But maybe she would come to Bcn to see 
me. 

Maybe we could even do portraits in the Ramblas. 
But I would do it for free. I guess I wouldn’t be all that 
popular among the other artists. Because I would do it 
as a project. Not as a summer job. 

Hi, i am A. A friend of mine told me he found this invitation of 
yours in Goethe. Could you tell a bit more about it?
Well, basically I am making breakfasts for people, it’s like a per-
sonal invitation, in the morning, just behind the Mucsarnok. And 
you just need to say which day you prefer to come. But now I just 
have Friday or Saturday free. Would you like to come? 
Yes, it sounds nice.
So when would you like to come?
Well, Wednesday would be good for me.
I have a breakfast then already. You can choose Friday or Saturday. 
Ok, Saturday is fine, too.
Ok, A, see you then.
Bye.

saturday may 18th

He phoned while I was preparing it… – Hi, it’s A. 
Where shall we meet? – Well, I am behind the Mucsar-
nok already, waiting. – Ok.



His voice reminded me of that stupid guy I met the 
other night, who thought that he could treat me like 
some hooker just because I made these invitations. 
Well, I can leave if he gets very annoying. But I guess it 
was just the accent. Hungarian.

A turned out to be a nice guy, though. A musician. 
Plays the trumpet. Classical and jazz. 

He told me he and his friends had a Wednesday hab-
it, of having breakfast in a place beside the Danube, 
but at 7 in the morning, before going to work. They 
always make a race of boats made of coloured paper, 
that they throw off the Margit bridge. 

He also told me about a project they did at the Kele-
ti train station, where there is a plaza in front. He 
had gathered some friends and well, I don’t remem-
ber everything, but one part was that they set up a 
huge soap blowing place. People were asked to pay 15 
forint, which is nothing, just a symbolical sum, and 
“blow out”, in Hungarian, also meaning “to relax”. 

There was an old woman of maybe 70 years that had 
been so happy about the idea, because she hadn’t done 
it since she was a kid.

When he left he gave me some of the coloured papers 
they use for the boats on Wednesdays.









ENCOUNTERS AT YOUR DISPOSAL  
Martí Perán



One of the first works presented by Maria Ångerman 
is a video showing her smiling face in a close-up dur-
ing seven minutes and forty-six seconds. It is a clear-
ly staged smile, not responding to any real stimulus; 
in fact, it is more like an offering, the evidence of her 
predisposition inviting us to  find someone on that 
side. On various occasions her work seems to reflect 
a certain self-absorption, an introspection within her-
self. The same applies to the interpretation of e.g. the 
abundant self-portraits; nevertheless, her interest lies 
totally elsewhere. Much more important than this 
self-exploration – not at the least lenient – is her im-
mediate inclination towards her outside, towards the 
space occupied by others. In the animation ”Looking 
back”, for instance, you see her backside profile walk-
ing to the distance, but instead of going away progres-
sively, at the end she finally turns her face towards 
us. For the same reason, in the work ”And the geisha 
returns” she uses such a significant characterization 
of an offering and personal service as a geisha is, to 

present herself in a revering progression, which we 
know is reversible. And in a quite different context, we 
can mention the subtle wall drawing ”You are here”, 
where once again her precise portrait on the wall is 
not a practice of exhibitionism but a demonstration 
of what we need from others in measuring our stand-
ing point. This indication of a sincere offering takes 
on another more explicit character in the ironic “La 
pensadora”(the thinker) – a small fridge magnet in 
which the body of Ångerman is reproduced in a pos-
ture of seclusion with certain irreverence towards the 
classic iconography on melancholy reflection – so that 
the user of the piece may symbolically empty out their 
worries onto this body.

The latest works of Maria Ångerman no longer imply 
the presence of someone else, but they happen explic-
itly with someone. At first it seems that her inciden-
tal companions, were thrown haphazardly towards 
her vital perimeters; nevertheless, it is she who offers 

the possibility for the creation of authentic encoun-
ters. After all, the question is to consume here and 
now, within our own first names, that overall natural 
predisposition of the first works. A work that can now 
help us to unite these two moments is ”Are you com-
fortable, dear”, a simple print of a flyer with which she 
offers herself to the new visitors to the city for their 
landing orientation. Once again it is a work, which 
overwhelms with the previously identified offering, 
only now it is directed to find a specific voice. As a 
matter of fact, this does also apply to the ”thinker”, 
but here Ångerman is only an enormous drawer where 
you can save your personal mental ramblings without 
any possibility of replicas; no not now, here she offers 
herself totally to help in concrete doubts and expecta-
tions needing a response in each individual case. Thus, 
lets talk about encounters, joint presence and, still 
further, also about dialogue.

As a matter of fact, the encounters provoked by Maria 
Ångerman are authentically consumed once their 
stories are opened up by each affected participant. 
”Devoted to magic” is good proof of it. One Christmas 
Eve she happens to meet Fernando in a train. He is a 
peculiar person with whom a vivid dialogue leads to 
good vibrations; some days later she suggests to Fer-
nando that they repeat the trip and even make it lon-
ger, but this is not possible and the reencounter is re-
duced to a dinner during which Fernando explains the 

true and incredible story on his arrest and fast libera-
tion during the time of repression in Argentina. The 
meeting between the two of them – totally accidental 
but clearly provoked by this ”predisposition” – is con-
verted to a clear demonstration of the rich and amaz-
ing features of reality, which can, moreover, bloom 
in the best of forms of exquisite fictive literature. In 
”Breakfast Company”, the dialogue obtains a choir-
like dimension thanks to its simple strategy: she dis-
tributes flyers inviting a different person for breakfast 
every morning in a park in Budapest. The result is no 
more no less than the accumulation of real-time chats 
in which, once more, each party has a first name and, 
probably, thousands of stories to tell.

The character of this type of suggestions gives the pos-
sibility to underline the importance of offering servic-
es instead of previously adorned products; of giving 
the possibility of free speech instead of only speaking 
pretentiously; of constructing real situations, even 
though occasional, instead of everlasting shams and, 
as a summary of it all, it is a fact that fortunately, in-
cluding occasional drawings, art is not cut out from 
our lives.

Originally written in Spanish. Text published on 
www.frame-fund.fi (artist of the month February 2003)



DEAR FRIENDS  _  web project 2002

Dear friends, 

You’re surprised right, that I write to all of you at the same time. Well, so am I, but I wouldn’t do it if it wasn’t for 
a very special reason. And I am sorry for the late date, but you know me... I’ve had more than one problem along 
this way.

You see, I have this exhibition coming up, and I would like to include you somehow. Well, some time ago, I was 
actually planning to do a project outside of the gallery, and ask some of you to exhibit your pieces inside, but there 
wasn’t enough time organizing that, the distance and all. And the fact is, I would like to include you all. You see, 
lately lots of things happened, changes, things that are just part of life, but when they all arrive at the same time, 
it just gets too much. Or leave, maybe I should say. People come and people go in this city at a rate of I don’t know, 
and the fact is, I seem to do the same myself. 

I have this naive dream, though, to be able to gather all of you in the same place, to live, I mean, to have you all 
close, so I wouldn’t have to say goodbye all the time. 

I might not keep in touch with you all the time, but I carry you with me, and I know you think about me once in 
a while. So what I, well, together with this brilliant friend of mine, Bas, who is a genius, what we came up with 
was this:

I would like to ask you to send me photos of places, people, situations... that remind you of me. If you feel more 
comfortable with words you can write, just describing something from your everyday that might connect us.
 
I do hope you will be able to spare the time it takes and help me doing this, because any closer I don’t think I will 
ever get to my dream.

Maria



The letter was sent out to all the people I considered my friends during a time I was living in Barcelona and making a show 
in Helsinki at Kluuvi Gallery.

The images could be uploaded to a site created for the occasion – www.mmmaria.com. The images were projected to a 
big screen as in a slow-moving slide show. The collection of images was updated each day, and accordingly changed from 
day to day. When seen as a slide projection, the collection of images tells a completely different story to every person 
watching. The following images are part of that collection. The project reflects on how each object, place and image 
provoke memories.

On the following pages there’s a number of those contributions. 
 
The project was in collaboration with Bas Horsting, web-designer and programmer.













ARE YOU COMFORTABLE DEAR  _  bARCELONA 2002

The idea for the project ‘Are you comfortable dear?’ came from seeing all these lost tourists: not knowing Spanish; being 
robbed in the streets etc. The idea was to offer my help for this particular group of people arriving in Barcelona where I 
was living at the time being, and knew quite well by then. It included a typical blue collar dress with the logo ”Are you 
comfortable, dear” sewn on the back of it, some business cards with my name and number on it, and certain working hours. 
I was supposed to stand by the airport bus stop in the center and deliver business cards, especially to those looking like 
they needed help. 

This project was another strive to erase the borders between art institutions and the public, and a wish for encountering 
people from the outside within the projects. It was also a follow-up on Pensadora, a magnet with a female figure sitting in 
a similar pose as ’the Thinker’. The magnet was supposed to be used as a mental target, where the users could load their 
worries onto her and thereby let go of them.



Are you
  comfortable 
        Dear

Are you
  comfortable 
        Dear



LA PENSADORA  _  bARCELONA 2000

A magnet with its instructions – mass produced and sold in various museum shops in Barcelona and Helsinki. (La pensadora=’The thinker’, feminin form)

have you own private pensadora!
There are lots of poeple out there that are spending too much of their 
time worrying about things. They’re wasting time wondering about things 
that they can’t influence anyway. They should be enjoying themselves and 
having a good time, while a pensadora could do the worrying for them.

how to use the pensadora:

You put the pensadora in a place that you frequently pass (the fridge, for 
instance), and every time you see it, you load your troubles onto her and 
let her do the worrying. After some time you will notice how your worries 
are decreasing and that you are actually more and more able to enjoy 
every moment of your life.





THAI DINNER  _  bARCELONA 2002



Disappointment. A huge one. Like when you were 
a kid and didn’t get what you wanted. I know. I am 
ashamed of myself, but I was a little drunk in the end. 
I felt disappointed anyway, long before that.

There was just no connection. I mean, that’s what 
happens when you meet people. Either there is or 
there isn’t. Some people are very sociable even if 
there’s no connection, and you can talk anyway. The 
problem here was having expectations, as always. And 
them not being met.

I was nervous of going to that opening. I so badly 
wanted to meet him, without really knowing what to 
say. I had just thought that he must be a great person. 
I took for granted that if I got the chance to start 
talking to him at some point, we would get along.

So imagine how happy I was when it turned out that 
he was coming to have dinner with us, instead of with 
the other artists, the big group. That’s when I started 
thinking – I will get to know him! We even went in 
the same car, which he drove. And I sat in front next 
to him.

First I tried some small talk... it didn’t work. Then I 
tried the easy one, a connection to his work. “You did 
a show in Barcelona a couple of years ago, didn’t you?” 
I connected it to my own passion for food and told 
him I was so happy to find a really good cookery book 
on Thai food in the installation, and that I had even 
written down a couple of recipes. He smiled a little, 
but didn’t say anything... so I continued in the same 
way, asking what he thought about Spanish food. 
He liked it... but that was about it, which made me 



continue babbling... about how much I loved Italian 
food, making comparisons with Spanish... but since 
this wasn’t working, I soon shut up. And felt stupid. 
Ok, so food isn’t important to him. What do I care? 
A lot.

I thought, maybe he’s tired, or bored. He looked more 
bored than tired, though. When you are tired, you kind 
of excuse yourself... don’t you? And then we stood 
there waiting for the others for quite a while, and he 
did seem bored. He asked why it was taking them so 
long. He was the foreigner, right? And me, being a 
foreigner living in Spain, knowing how it was, when 
you had a meeting, having to organise something – 
”it’s always like this”, making sort of jokes. I do that 
in situations when I feel uncomfortable. I exaggerate, 
in a way that is meant to make the other person feel 
more comfortable, but it just sounds like a complaint, 
anyway. I heard it, and shut up, again.

That was when I gave up, I think. When we finally 
got to the table, I ended up sitting beside him, but it 
was mostly to give him support. I know what it is like 

when you’re in a group of people who speak Spanish 
and you don’t understand a thing, because most of 
them don’t, or don’t want to speak English. At least 
not in a big group. So it was out of pure politeness, 
empathy, but we didn’t really talk. The food was 
delicious though, so I was completely absorbed by it, 
happy to have a reason not to talk. They served fresh 
fish, simply made, one sort after the other. We were 
out on a terrace in the harbour, with fishing boats, so 
the setting was perfect.

When we moved on to have a drink, I deliberately took 
a seat at the other end of the table, thinking I didn’t 
need to make more a fool of myself. But then, after 
people had moved around a bit, I ended up having him 
opposite me anyway, at the end of the table, so I was 
constantly reminded of his presence, and my defeat.

In other words, I had acted like a pitiful art scene 
groupie, though maybe it wasn’t all that bad. But I 
think I wasn’t the first. And probably not the last 
either. I won’t go down in history because of not really 
connecting with Rirkrit Tiravanija.





’Thai Dinner’ started with an enounter with one of my favorite artists. The encounter evoked a text about what happened. 
Eventually I decided to arrange a dinner for my friends to compensate for the defeat. The food was based on recipes I had 
found in an installation of the mentioned artist two years earlier in Sala Montcada, Barcelona.



DEVOTED TO MAGIC  _  bARCELONA 2003



On Christmas Eve I entered the train all sweaty – after 
running like crazy to catch it – with the cell phone in 
my hand, ready to send a message to my friend that 
I had actually made it and was on my way... but I was 
searching for a word and glanced to my left where I sat 
down. I saw an old man that looked like a local. 

’Excuse me, can you tell me what ”pig” is in Catalan?’
’I beg your pardon?’
’I’m sorry, I don’t know the language very well, but I’m 
trying to learn, by at least writing messages...What’s 
the word for ”pig”?’
’I’m sorry. I don’t know Catalan.’
’Oh, sorry, I first thought you were a local.’
’Where are you from?’
’I’m from Finland. And you... you are Argentine, right?’
’Yes, I am.’
’Well, I like the accent. I hardly know any Argentines. 
My main references are the movies, actually.’
’Yeah, you like Argentine movies?’
’Well, I saw a few lately that I liked a lot, especially the 
ones with...’	

Not until now did I look at whom I was talking to, be-
cause I had mostly been concentrating on trying to fin-
ish the message, without succeeding, and was just mak-
ing conversation. He had a kind of beautiful face, nice 
bones. An old man with greyish hair, probably around 
70. When he smiled he had long, profound wrinkles 

spreading all over his chin. What caught my attention 
was his exceptionally humble attitude that reminded 
me of my grandpa. Probably from mostly speaking to 
guys my own age, I found it out of the ordinary. Well, 
it’s supposedly quite unusual for Argentines, too. Any-
way, I was just listening to that nice accent, like a mix-
ture of Italian and Spanish – that sounds so surpris-
ingly familiar, even if I don’t know anyone from there 
– without really hearing the words... 

’Sorry?’ I was trying to look as if I was listening, but 
didn’t understand the precise words...
’You are really lucky to have such a well-organised 
country. I mean, we never read about it in the news... 
Actually I would like to visit it. Ever since I was a kid 
I was fascinated by it, I don’t know why. It has been 
somewhat of an obsession. A friend of mine was the 
ambassador there; quite a long time ago, but he en-
joyed it a lot. He said that...’

While talking to him, or listening, my gaze became 
fixed on some dirt from his eye, stuck in the lower eye-
lashes of the left one, close to the corner of it. I tried 
to listen, but my eyes kept being drawn to that same 
piece of dirt all the time, over and over again. I really 
made an effort not to. But when he was explaining the 
current situation in Argentina, which I with genuine 
interest had asked about, the dirt seemed to conquer 
the political situation without any problem.

’Actually, my ex-wife found this recently – that I 
thought was lost – and sent it to me, and now I always 
carry it with me. It’s my press card from the 70s, when 
I was working in the newspaper.’

He handed me a small square document, with a light 
brown leather cover. I opened it carefully, and saw a 
face so familiar, but at the same time a completely dif-
ferent person. It was almost scary. I hardly looked at his 
name, or anything, but the face. It was him, but then 
it wasn’t. There was nothing of that humbleness that 
was so striking now. He had a harsh look. Of course it 
was just one photograph, taken in that particular mo-
ment, but still, there was something weird. I couldn’t 
say anything. So we stayed quiet for some time, and 
then I wanted to say something before he was leaving.

’So, you’re going to a big Christmas dinner then?’
’Well, not that big, this friend of mine and her chil-
dren, and a couple of friends more. These friends actu-
ally all have in common that they lost their husbands. 
They disappeared.’
’Disappeared?’
’Yes – during the dictatorship. Lots of people just dis-
appeared. Like in Chile, you know, maybe not as exten-
sively, but still.’
I hesitated a little. I felt awkward for speaking about 
very trivial things... but I already had this amazing im-
age before me:

’Well, I was actually just thinking that I would like to 
have a really huge Christmas celebration, like... you 
know Ingmar Bergman?’ 
’Are you kidding? He got his first huge award in an Ar-
gentine film festival in the 60s. I saw all his movies at 
that time.’
’And did you see Fanny and Alexander?’ 
’Of course. It’s so beautiful! That’s the one that plays 
with memory, right?’	
’...I can’t really remember that. I was just referring to 
the huge Christmas party they had. All these crazy peo-
ple, lots of kids and food, and just – so vivid.’	
The dirt still maintained some of its attraction. 

’You know, I actually missed the train I was supposed 
to take? And now I’ve been sitting here, talking to the 
first Finnish person I ever met. It was really nice meet-
ing you.’	
’Nice meeting you, too.’

He gave me his phone number so I could invite him 
if I would do an exhibition, and then he got prepared 
for getting off at the next stop. Meanwhile, I picked 
up a book, but couldn’t really concentrate on reading. 
I glanced at the exit, and saw him standing there: an 
old, very short man. I didn’t notice that while he was 
sitting down. Suddenly he seemed so old, almost frag-
ile. Then the train stopped, he raised his hand a little 
and mimed a ’ciao.’ 



’Devoted to magic’ is an installation of a short story and a video. The short story describes a random encounter on a train 
one Christmas Eve, where a young woman and an old man turn out to have more than one thing in common. In the video 
the man tells a story from his youth where he was arrested to be put in jail, but was released by an incredible coincidence.

The text is either done as letraset, printed like a big size long letter hanging on the wall, or printed in a leaflet. 

Lenght of video 3:17. Can be seen at www.mariaangerman.com/previous/devoted
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