Blog 4       Tristram Shandy
Well. Where do you start with this text? It is a book about noses, which carefully explains the term ‘nose’ to absolutely NOT mean ‘****’ (as Shandy would write it, so that if your mind was that way inclined, you might fill in the word for yourself)! Although it is, of course, also a book about ****s, of both the functioning and (more often) non-functioning variety – this focus on function rendering potential titillation and eroticism to the bawdy.  It is a text that both employs, and teases the employment of learning in texts. That is, it teases the ineffectual use of lofty instruction and convoluted thought when applied to the practicalities of the world which, none-the-less, along with superstition, or religion, or our ‘hobby-horses’, most of us latch on to so that we can try to understand and navigate life. It is a book that gently mocks the form it writes in - as many people note - it is postmodern before postmodernism…well, and before modernism, or indeed even the novel really – which made me wonder, after I had admired the prophetic genius of this, why? Why was such a barely-born form unpicked, examined and re-arranged? I know that the novel came to be considered with deep suspicion, but I thought that was later on, I wonder what the early fears of it were, the ones subtler than impropriety and of giving people ideas inappropriate to their class, gender, race and age? 
In any case, so much at that time seemed to be blurring the lines between artifice and reality, a confusion which seems to aid an immediacy of thought between minds, between author and reader, a direct route into a reader’s mind that they weren’t in control of – Tristram Shandy seems (gently) to seek to halt this. I’m thinking of such things as The Spectator, picturing what it must have been like to sit in a coffee house ready for conversation, and full of opinions and reflections about the life around you, and then picking up the current copy of The Spectator and reading a version of yourself talking as directly to you as the other patrons of the coffee house did. I’m thinking about pamphlets presenting new ideas and opinions to you, and the confusion created by satirical pamphlets presented in exactly the same way, and also of conduct books that weren’t conduct books but appeared to be the same; novels such as Pamela eliding with such books, so that a known form, with a known way of reading it, smuggled the unknown in with no set of rules to protect the reader from mainlining this new drug…perhaps it didn’t even really feel like reading anymore (particularly once silent reading grew), perhaps it felt like invasion, some powerful new mind control – which it was, I suppose, the attack on our senses via sensation and sentiment. So, as much as the postmodernism of Tristram Shandy is prescient it also seems very much a response to and of its present. 
[bookmark: _GoBack] The merit of Tristram Shandy as a postmodern text is impressive but, much like the other postmodern texts of 200-odd years later, I would be inclined to find it very clever, and worth reading, but I would not love it – except that its characters demand to be loved. This is where the sentiment that belongs to the novel still breaks in and holds what Sterne wants to move in us: our kindness and tolerance. He introduces the concept that each person has not just a point of view, but also a point of feeling and vulnerability enclosed in their world. Life will always ensure our worlds will touch, sometimes even collide - kindness and tolerance can help us overlook what is incomprehensible in each other, and protect what is vulnerable from the worst parts of ourselves.

