Blog 5     Tristram and The Italian
The Gothic is an exciting extension/response to the enlightenment novel, moving sensation as far away from reason as it can go, and yet, at least in 18thC Gothic, reason mostly returns triumphant. But more, I like the dark turn in the Gothic that isn’t just the day-to-day, miserable, grubby human darkness…only, of course it is, because what could be darker really? It is somehow easier to swallow this way, our imperfection, because it has been separated from us, made more extreme, keeps our own imperfections petty in comparison and so easier to manage.
[bookmark: _GoBack]I think my brother and I were brought up for the Gothic - us and the other village kids with too much time on our hands - living in our damp, cold, haunted (of course), 300 year-old house, with our slightly strange parents, and our mother’s Catholic genes rattling around in us, that bereft of a Catholic upbringing searched for an extra layer of sensation to replace the drama it would of supplied. All of that odd, fearful outsider status that was trying and failing to merge in, hid not just in the everyday stories of the games we played, and the books we read and the shows we watched, but also in the omens, and ghost stories and presentiments that seem to float around in the air we breathed. The unsettling nature of heimlich and unheimlich is appropriately familiar and almost cosy, therefore…and there is comfort in the extra layers of the Gothic that shroud story in mystery, yet which also can be used like veils, to draw attention only where it is wanted; useful when you aren’t sure yet if you want to be visible or not.
