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What is the relationship 
between tragedy and goats?



tragedy (n.) 

late 14c., "play or other serious literary work with an unhappy ending," from 
Old French tragedie(14c.), from Latin tragedia "a tragedy," from 
Greek tragodia "a dramatic poem or play in formal language and having an 
unhappy resolution," apparently literally "goat song," from tragos "goat, 
buck" + oide "song" (see ode), probably on model 
of rhapsodos (see rhapsody).


The connection may be via satyric drama, from which tragedy later 
developed, in which actors or singers were dressed in goatskins to 
represent satyrs. But many other theories have been made (including 
"singer who competes for a goat as a prize"), and even the "goat" 
connection is at times questioned. Meaning "any unhappy event, disaster" 
is from c. 1500


(OEtD, definition 1)


https://www.etymonline.com/word/ode?ref=etymonline_crossreference
https://www.etymonline.com/word/rhapsody?ref=etymonline_crossreference


Shakespeare’s Tragedies 

Antony and Cleopatra (1607) 
Coriolanus (1609) 
Hamlet (1602)  
Julius Caesar (1599) 
King Lear  (1606) 
Macbeth (1606) 
Othello (1604) 
Romeo and Juliet (1597) 
Timon of Athens (1606) 
Titus Andronicus (1593)



Key Aspects of Shakespearean Tragedy 

Tragic hero with fatal flaws? 


The wrong thing happening at the wrong time


Absurdity/Fate


Personal = Political


Self-critical: 

I) Dangers of aestheticising suffering (Aristotle––catharsis); 


II) Criticism of mimesis  



LAVINIA, ravished; her hands cut off, and her 
tongue cut out 
Enter MARCUS 
MARCUS

Who is this? my niece, that flies away so fast!

Cousin, a word; where is your husband?

If I do dream, would all my wealth would wake me!

If I do wake, some planet strike me down,

That I may slumber in eternal sleep!

Speak, gentle niece, what stern ungentle hands

Have lopp'd and hew'd and made thy body bare

Of her two branches, those sweet ornaments,

Whose circling shadows kings have sought to 
sleep in,

And might not gain so great a happiness

As have thy love? Why dost not speak to me?

Alas, a crimson river of warm blood,

Like to a bubbling fountain stirr'd with wind,

Doth rise and fall between thy rosed lips,

Coming and going with thy honey breath.

But, sure, some Tereus hath deflowered thee,

And, lest thou shouldst detect him, cut thy 
tongue.

Ah, now thou turn'st away thy face for shame!

And, notwithstanding all this loss of blood,

As from a conduit with three issuing spouts,

Yet do thy cheeks look red as Titan's face


Blushing to be encountered with a cloud.

Shall I speak for thee? shall I say 'tis so?

O, that I knew thy heart; and knew the beast,

That I might rail at him, to ease my mind!

Sorrow concealed, like an oven stopp'd,

Doth burn the heart to cinders where it is.

Fair Philomela, she but lost her tongue,

And in a tedious sampler sew'd her mind:

But, lovely niece, that mean is cut from thee;

A craftier Tereus, cousin, hast thou met,

And he hath cut those pretty fingers off,

That could have better sew'd than Philomel.

O, had the monster seen those lily hands

Tremble, like aspen-leaves, upon a lute,

And make the silken strings delight to kiss them,

He would not then have touch'd them for his life!

Or, had he heard the heavenly harmony

Which that sweet tongue hath made,

He would have dropp'd his knife, and fell asleep

As Cerberus at the Thracian poet's feet.

Come, let us go, and make thy father blind;

For such a sight will blind a father's eye:

One hour's storm will drown the fragrant meads;

What will whole months of tears thy father's eyes?

Do not draw back, for we will mourn with thee

O, could our mourning ease thy misery!


Exeunt (Titus, 2.4)



The Everyday and Tragic 
Grandeur 

JULIET

'Tis but thy name that is my enemy;

Thou art thyself, though not a Montague.

What's Montague? it is nor hand, nor foot,

Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part

Belonging to a man. O, be some other name! 
What's in a name? that which we call a rose

By any other name would smell as sweet;

So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call'd,

Retain that dear perfection which he owes

Without that title. Romeo, doff thy name,

And for that name which is no part of thee

Take all myself. (2.2)



Mingling of Kings and Clowns 
HAMLET

Let me see.

Takes the skull

Alas, poor Yorick! I knew him, Horatio: a fellow

of infinite jest, of most excellent fancy: he hath

borne me on his back a thousand times; and now, 
how

abhorred in my imagination it is! my gorge rims at

it. Here hung those lips that I have kissed I know

not how oft. Where be your gibes now? your

gambols? your songs? your flashes of merriment,

that were wont to set the table on a roar? Not one

now, to mock your own grinning? quite chap-
fallen?

Now get you to my lady's chamber, and tell her, let

her paint an inch thick, to this favour she must

come; make her laugh at that. Prithee, Horatio, tell

me one thing.

HORATIO

What's that, my lord?

HAMLET

Dost thou think Alexander looked o' this fashion i'

the earth?

HORATIO

E'en so.


And smelt so? pah!

Puts down the skull

HORATIO

E'en so, my lord.

HAMLET

To what base uses we may return, Horatio! Why 
may

not imagination trace the noble dust of Alexander,

till he find it stopping a bung-hole?

HORATIO

'Twere to consider too curiously, to consider so.

HAMLET

No, faith, not a jot; but to follow him thither with

modesty enough, and likelihood to lead it: as

thus: Alexander died, Alexander was buried,

Alexander returneth into dust; the dust is earth; of

earth we make loam; and why of that loam, 
whereto he

was converted, might they not stop a beer-barrel?

Imperious Caesar, dead and turn'd to clay,

Might stop a hole to keep the wind away:

O, that that earth, which kept the world in awe,

Should patch a wall to expel the winter flaw!.

(Hamlet, 5.1)



KING LEAR 
And my poor fool is hang'd! No, no, no life! 
Why should a dog, a horse, a rat, have life, 
And thou no breath at all? Thou'lt come no more, 
Never, never, never, never, never! 
Pray you, undo this button: thank you, sir. 
Do you see this? Look on her, look, her lips, 
Look there, look there! 
Dies

(Lear, 5.3)


