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I had thought that I could try to play through motifs like Broodthaers did in his felt-tip pen drawings.  
The idea of doing it as vigorously and freshly as Broodthaers, if I could do it at all, and then turning it back  
into painting, seemed completely depressing to me. (A betrayal, so to speak). 
 
The title Esprit de Corps is taken from a book by Kenneth Silver about figuration and classical aesthetics 
since the beginning of the First World War. In his earlier essay "Figures of Authority, Ciphers of Regression",  
Buchloh had attacked all returns to figurative painting at this historical moment as politically reactionary.  
In so doing, he put Picabia in the same category as right-wing painters like Derain. 
 
From the beginning of the 1970s, late Picabia paintings began to appear sporadically in Cologne. I came from  
a room in which one was aware of how artists such as Derain and Balthus used references to Poussin to promote 
reactionary ideas - but also how an artist such as Broodthaers used Ingres as part of a left-wing practice. These 
different approaches were still being tried out, practiced, and combined. 
 
Reading Buchloh's essay again, and thinking about figurative painting today, I could agree with him that late Picabia 
represents a new authoritarianism, even if I do not completely accept his argument. But when I compare this to what I 
remember vaguely as a plea for painting by Dave Hickey in a Picabia catalogue published by Michael Werner, I would 
not want to stand in between the two. 
 
The retention of all images, ideas - their simultaneous management and disempowerment and a pictorial conception 
in which mountains are an imposition in themselves and one feels more attracted to plains and a horizon.  
 
I hope that I can use this method to drive a fast machine fast, one that generates images and not painting.  
 
The text from Polke's Vitrine Piece comes back to me: 
I stood in front of the canvas and wanted to paint a bouquet of flowers. 
Then I received the command from higher beings: 
No bouquet of flowers! Paint flamingos! 
At first I wanted to continue painting, but then I knew they were serious. 
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