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espite Its many painterly glories and  its  bolts of 
brilliant  humor and bitterness,  the  exhibition on 
Goya and  the Spirit  of  Enlightenment at the  Met- 
ropolitan  Museum of Art in New  York City  suf- 

fers from  the  appearance of having been edited to suit a 
liberal sensibility. There  are  plenty of satires on monarchy, 
clergy and stupidity-in one study,  a  grinning donkey 
proudly displays a famlly tree of  long-eared, braying like- 
nesses to show the  purity  of his pedigree-but the  total ef- 
fect is almost cheerfully defiant, like a successful lampoon. 
Whereas I f  one  spends  a few hours in the  Prado in Madrid, 
which for so long consigned Goya’s best work to  an archive, 
the effect is one of sobering pessimism and occasional 
despair. Nothing  could  be  more “modern”  than Dlsas- 
ters of engraved with an almost  sadistic  attention to 
detail at a  time when was still more  than  a  century 
in the future. 

One should never miss an  opportunity  to celebrate  the 
Enlightenment to mock  priestcraft and the worship of 
mediocre princes and tycoons. And  probably there has never 
been a  finer vial of than the one  that Goya emptied so 
gracefully over the clowns and toadies and witch doctors 
who  made  up  the  Spanish  “restoration of traditional val- 
ues.” In  the the series that  forms  the centerpiece 
of t h ~ s  exhibition, Goya could  hardly  bring himself to rep- 
resent such  people  as human.  The etchings  pullulate with 
freaks: depraved, slobbering  bats and goblins and ghouls.  It 
is not  surprising that  the Inquisition was so quick to try to 
repress them.  The  etching titled 
Forth is almost expressly intended to infuriate 
those  who believe that evil spirits hover about us, bringing 
with them  the necesslty of the  protection of mother  church. 

Long before the  Vienna  school,  also, Goya appears to 
have guessed at  the  latent  connection between sexual repres- 
sion  and the  other kinds. There is an awful  lubricity and hy- 

of 
and felt relationship between those  qualities and  the uses of 
torture  and slavery. Very little about  the atrocities of our 
great  twentieth  century would have astonished  this  artist. 

The choice of the  donkey  as  the  prime  symbol  of  stupidity 
is an intriguing and unsettling  one, however.  Goya’s burros 
are everywhere, and It’s clear that  though they stand  for  the 
irredeemable and the  benighted, they also represent in  some 
measure their more  traditional  metaphoric  counterpart, 
which is the common people, the millennia1 peasantry. It 
was a cliche of feudalism to say that it treated men like 
horses and horses llke men; in the  more rugged versions 
of this  mode of production,  such  as we know the  Spanish 
to have been, there were many  serfs  who would have been 
glad of the  consideration that a  property owner lavished 
on a mule. 

Goya was one of those  who Identified “enlightenment” 
with privilege and refinement. He was, whatever his private 
opinlons,  a  court painter. Moreover, he was one of a 
siderable of Spaniards  who  could  identify  the cause 

of the  Enlightenment  only with the cause of France-which 
happened at crucial times in his life to be  also  the enemy of 
Spanish independence. He was not  the first  sympathizer of 
revolution to be accused of being, by way  of his sympathy, 
both a snob  and  the agent  de  facto of a foreign power. 

This is what gives Disasters and Third 
their  terrible quality. Many Spaniards,  often  the  most 

humble, fought with desperate bravery and ferocity against 
a  French presence which, at least in its proclaimed ideas, 
was more  “enlightened” than any native  Spanish regime as- 
pired to be. For Goya,  who  had  factlons to contend with and 
self-preservation to think  about, this  tension between coun- 
try  and  cause was acute, and could in the end be  solved only 
by voluntary exile in France. For him,  the  Spanish  mob was 
at least as  often an instrument of reaction as it was the cry 
of the oppressed. The frenzies of superstition  and the  oc- 
cult,  the great carnivals of cruelty and credulity  that at- 
tended  the witch trials of the  Inquisition, were frequently 
the  demonstration of authentic  popular feeling. 

one of his albums,  not represented in this  exhibition, 
Goya shows a  peasant  groaning  under the weight of a squat, 
bloated friar-and captions  the picture: “Will you  never 
learn  what you are  carrying on your back?”  He saw the  rule 
of the  unenlightened as a  fraud in which the powerless 
colluded,  and form of sadomasochism  in which they could 
be actively enlisted if things went sufficiently wrong. This is 
a  prefiguration of modern fascism, evidently registered by a 
very lonely man  who  had finally to ask  whether  it was he 
who was mad, or everybody else. 

Lasting,  too,  are  the pictures of individual  rather  than 
mass victims of authority.  Their  offenses  are detailed as they 
stand, appallingly  abject, before the cowled figures of the 
Inquisition: a For a 
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fettered by the neck and suggests the  imminence of that spe- 
cial  symbol  of  Spanish  reaction, the garrote.  Here  outrage 
was being expressed  by someone  who saw no great  hope for 
justice, and who  could  bear witness against  injustice only as 
a  fortunate, if nervous, individual. 

Goya  dld  not idealize “the people” and was more inclined 
to notice savagery than nobility in human nature. The  “hu- 
man  nature”  argument  has been allowed to waste a  lot of 
liberal time, and keeps emerging the  subtext of contem- 
porary  arguments about crime, race, evil and  other  areas 
where reactionaries feel that  the instinctive gives them the 
upper  hand.  It is the special achievement of Goya to have 
been  a  radical pessimist; to have forced our attention  upon 
the  base  and the  ghastly  aspects of the  human personality 
while not  surrendering to  them ceasing to protest their of- 
ficial  instatement. He  had few illusions to lose-fewer per- 
haps  than many liberals of today, whose optimism would 
have buckled if forced by a  circumstance like that of Spain 
in 1812. 




