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LW says

L'écumedesjours est un conte, d'abord enchanteur, ol les étres, les souris, les objets, sont
animés des meilleures intentions, mais aussi, selon Raymond Queneau ,le plus poignant des
romans d'amour contemporains.

Cette oauvre poignante, lourde de sens est tout afait hors-série. Elle plonge |e lecteur dans un
univers dont leslois sont absurdes et impitoyables, ot lamort sabat sans crier gare

Unafiaba surrealebizzarra, una storia d'amore tenera e triste

e anche una critica aspranei confronti del conformismo della societa

(unacriticaa lavoro disumanizzante in fabbrica, allareligione- businnes, all'esercito e persino alla cultura,,
guando & fine a se stessa e diventa monomania)

Un romanzo pieno di invenzioni linguistiche- che probabilmente si apprezzerebbero meglio in francese - di
elementi poetici e fantastici ,

di immagini strabilianti [ forse...troppo :) ]

incui si parlacon le nuvole, tutto & animato ,gli oggetti di uso comune hanno unavita propria, e si
maodificano,persino,in sintoniacon i sentimenti delle persone con cui entrano in contatto.

Bellala metafora dell'appartamento che ,man mano che lamalattiadi Chloe peggiora,si rimpicciolisce
,diventabuio , tanto daimplodere

Come se,perdendo I'amore,tutto il mondo attorno scolorisca e perdale dimensioni reali...

3 stelle e mezzo

afine letturami rimane una curiosita :ascoltare "Chloé" di Duke Ellington!

Teresa Proenca says

Boris Vian crig, em A Espuma dos Dias, um mundo imaginério, onde o surreal domina.

E um romance dramético e, simultaneamente, comico onde tudo é alucinante. Ratos que falam; Jesus Cristo a
procurar uma posic¢ao confortédvel na cruz, enquanto dialoga com um homem em sofrimento; empresas
especializadas em anunciar desgragas um dia antes de acontecerem; a gestacdo de armas através do calor do
corpo humano; e etc etc...

Colin érico, gosta de jazz, de patinar, de inventar geringoncas e de conversar com 0 seu cozinheiro (que
pesca enguias natorneira do lavatdrio) e com o amigo Chick, um leitor, obcecado pelo fil 6sofo Jean-Sol
Partre (marido da duquesa de Bovouard).

A vidaé bela, doce e cor-de-rosa...

(Wl Cotton)



O mundo agiganta-se e a casa de Colin ilumina-se com dois sbis quando ele e Chloé se apaixonam...

(Marc Chagall)

Naluade mel Chloé adoece com um nentfar num pulmao. Tem de estar sempre rodeada de flores paraque a
doenca ndo evolua. Colin arruina-se e vai ter de trabalhar. O rosatorna-se purpura...

(Georgia O'Keeffe)

... 0 mundo desintegra-<e...

(Jacek Yerka)

...e 0s meus miolos também...quando tanta loucura termina (view spoiler)

Stela says

Tous les deux ou trois ans, il faut absolument que je relise L’ écume des jours. Tous les deux ou trois ans, ce
livre me hante.

D’ ou cette inlassabl e fascination ? Dans une charmante trouvaille, Jacques Bens la pointe dans |e « langage-
univers ». C'est beau, comme formule, maisincomplet, parce gu'il s'agit d’ un langage ET d’un univers, non
d’un univers des mots, comme dans la poésie. Les deux s appuient et s entrelacent en restant quand méme
distincts, singuliers, chacun avec sa beauté tragique, étrange, éthérique.

Beauté étourdissante d' un langage presque familier, dont I’ auteur remodéle au fur et & mesure soit laforme
soit lasignification : des mots un peu déformeés (chuiche, sacristoche), des mots-valise (pianocktail,
frigiploque), de nouveaux verbes (blocnoter), des proverbes et des expressions presgue connus (On n’a pas
gardé les barriéres ensemble; seretirer dans un coing, Suppdt de Satin), mais aussi des images paradoxal es
(un crucifix «auquel il manquait la croix »), des variations sur le méme théme (Le Paradoxe sur le Déguelis,
Le Vomi, Le Remugle, I’ Encyclopédie de la Nausée, échantillons de vomi empaillé), des truismes (« On sera
guand méme en retard Si on N’ arrive pas »), des épithétes inattendues (gants de porc dépossedé, souliers de
gavial consistant), des explications pseudo-scientifiques comiques («évanouissements dus al’ exaltation
intra-utérine »), ou tout simplement des images d’ une absurde hilarité, comme celles des livres en tirage
limité sur tue-mouches ou sur papier hygiénique floral et reliés en mi-moufette, ou en peau de néant, ou en
peau de velours.

Beauté encore plus bizarre d’ un monde presque le nétre, d' une candeur cruelle comme celle des enfants, qui
survole la surface des choses, un monde insouciant et superficiel, qui semble s'intéresser seulement au
dessein de |’ écume, non ala profondeur de I’ océan. Dans ce monde, les semelles quittent les chaussures qui
doivent étre arrosées d’ engrais pour que la cuir repousse, les robes sont ornées de grillages de fer forgé, les
culottes des "pédérastes d'honneur" ont des braguettes en arriére, la pauvreté rend malades les choses
familiéres, la maladie méme est un nénuphar, les armes poussent al’ aide de la chaleur humaine, |’ assistance



sociale sefait connaitre en égorgeant les enfants dans la vitrine et méme Dieu a « un adl au beurre noir et
I"air pas content ».

Le plus étonnant dans cet univers est pourtant |’ apparente indifférence envers lamort. Lamort est au « coing
» de larue depuis le début, mais personne n'y fait attention : Colin est |'auteur d'un accident avec beaucoup
de victimes au patinoire et faillit mourir [ui aussi, a son mariage le chef d’ orchestre se meurt et le seul souci
des autres est de camoufler le bruit gu'il fait en tombant, un vendeur s offre a étre assommé parce qu'il a
demandé trop pour sa marchandise, Alise tue Jean Sol Partre avec un arrache-coaur, etc. La mort, méme par
meurtre, est un événement sans conséguences en dehors de lafamille et des amis, jamais contrdlée ou
sanctionnée par un Etat qui fonctionne seulement pour la collection des impots et pour |a croissance des
armes. Lamort s est installée confortablement au monde que la lle Guerre vient de mutiler, immunisé
jusgu’al’indifférence contre n’importe quelle horreur, en pleine confusion des valeurs et rejection des idéals.

Dans ce monde apparemment renversé, ou |’ intelligence est méprisée, ou lamort est aussi banale qu’un
éternuement, ou la cruauté est une forme de beauté, ni méme I’amour, ni méme |’ amitié, ni méme le sacrifice
ne constitue une salvation.

De ce monde est sorti ce dialogue inquiétant et hermétique, ce regard ajamais plongé dans I’ abime :

- Leplusclair de mon temps, dit Colin, je le passe a |’ obscurcir.
— Pourguoi ? demanda plus bas |e directeur.
— Parce que la lumiére me géne, dit Calin.

Comme toujours, ohsédée par I'image sibyllinique des onze filles aveugles prétes a piétiner sur la queue du
chat, je quitte ce monde ineffable avec un sentiment indéfini de tristesse et d’ émerveillement. Et avec la
promesse qu’ en deux ou trois ans...

Fede says

Oh, absolute Joy.
Oh absolute, annihilating, cathartic Beauty of the Word.

"Freude, schoner Gaétterfunken, Tochter aus Elysium...!!"

Thus my heart burst out singing in heavenly rapture as | turned the last page of this literary miracle. Arms
wide open, eyesrolled back in ecstasy.

It'sthe third time | surrender to its magic and yet the ineffable, all-pervading delight hasn't vanished... so I'd
better write something coherent before letting the secret pleasures of the Stendhal syndrome overwhelm me.

It starts like "LaBoum"... and ends like "Love Story".

It's a poem by Prévert... illustrated by Salvador Dali.

It's awhite feather caressing your skin... and leaving a bleeding sore that will never heal.

Only free association gives me the means to describe this amazing kaleidoscope of genres. Vian's writing
styleis an explosion of colours, sounds, tactile feelings - sort of Neo-baroque literature displaying all his
eclectic talent and playful genius. "L'Ecume des Jours' (literally 'Foam of the Days, translated as "Foam of



the Daze" in the English edition) is pure Barogue indeed, awork in which the simplicity of thetaleis
shrouded by the extreme complexity and ornamentation, like atiny flower hidden in a Fabergé egg encrusted
with diamonds.

In asemi-dystopian, vaguely disquieting Paris (Dali's imagery, Roussel's surreal machines, Huxley's social
engineering, alatent violence reminding of Orwell...) Colin, Isis, Chick and his girlfriend Alise spend their
time listening to jazz records, skating and enjoying their friendship and youth. The adult world islittle more
than adistant blur, so indistinct and remote that it just disappears beyond the horizon of their
leightheartedness. Their passion for American jazz and - in Chick's case - the existentialist writer Jean-Sol
Partre (a hilarious caricature of Jean-Paul Sartre) is areflection of the author's own interests: an all-
consuming love for Duke Ellington's music and a great knowledge of contemporary literature.

One day Colin meets Chloé, a name he can't help but adore sinceit is aso thetitle of his favourite Ellington
tune; the delicate romance soon leads to marriage and adult life can finally begin.

Ddlicate, playful, a charming fantasy in pink and blue; thus the writer lures the reader deeper and deeper
inside before springing his trap. And we realise that the succulent, juicy fruit we've been eating so far is
poisonous.

Death grows as awater lily in Chlo€'s chest - possibly the most beautiful metaphor for cancer in the history
of literature.

Her illness affects the whole world around the young couple, taking the visible shape of their shrinking,
decaying flat reminding of the Expressionist film technique (intimate feelings are reflected by the mutability
of the outside world: I'm thinking of Murnau or Lang).

Adult life takes the protagonists youth away like a deadly undertow, leaving layer upon layer of
disenchantment: Chick's obsession for Partre (another subtle metaphor? Is Vian more or less unconsciously
describing drug addiction?), Colin's desperate attempt to work (Vian's tragicomic vignettes are
unforgettable), Alise devastating sense of impotence... Chloé'sillness seem to drag everybody down with
her. In afew pages, Vian hasturned his starry-eyed teenagers into tragical heroes.

This book's painful beauty strikes like arevelation. The reader caught inits coilsislost in alabyrinth of
musical, literary, artistic references revolving around the simple core of the tale. Then tragedy startsto leak
through the flowery surface of this dreamscape, and a sense of claustrophobia worksits way through our
heart.

Vian was only 26 when he wrote this short, wonderful book - and yet he already possessed the technique and
sensitivity of an old Master. This 'bouquin’ is the ultimate accomplishment of thel920s literary Surrealism, a
bewildering preview of the 1960s Nouvelle Vague, a perfect specimen of French Po-mo... not to mention
Vian'sincomparable writing style. His language is made of neologisms, puns, anagrams, semantic mélanges.
A gunisan'equalizer', alynx fur becomesa'larynx’ fur... but I could go on for hourslisting the literary
wonders of this novel. Even Jacques Prévert - in my humble opinion the greatest poet of last century, the
Modern Poet 'par excellence' - was a devoted admirer and friend of this young talented pioneer.

It's poetic prose and visual literature, if such athing has ever existed.
It'samelancholic allegory that breaks your heart and makes you smile. A tear rolls down you cheek as you
close your eyes and start humming ajazz tune. Duke Ellington's "Chlog", cava sans dire.

Algernon says

[9/10]



Only two thingsreally matter - ther€'slove, every kind of love, with every kind of pretty girl; and
there'sthe music of Duke Ellington, or traditional jazz. Everything else can go, because all therest is
ugly - and the few pages which follow as an illustration of thisdraw their entire strength from the fact
that the story iscompletely true since | made it up from beginning to end.

Here's the promise and the warning that Boris Vian gives usin the introduction to his 1947 novel. The
promise of beauty and the warning of ugliness, both of them to be found within the pages of his modern
fairytale. Call it if you want an existentiaist love story, or ahorrible surreal comedy, a continuation of the
principle that started in antiquity (‘carpe diem"), passed through the pen of Robert Herrick (‘gather ye
rosebuds while ye may') and landed in France, there to be reconciled with the negation of God, the leftist
sympathies and the passion for jazz among the intell ectual s frequenting the cafes down Boulevard Saint
Germain des Pres.

For me the experience of my first novel by Boris Vian is best described in terms of jazz. It is experimental, it
has a definite theme (romantic love meets cruel reality), and within this frame it leaves room for
improvization and for instrumental solos. The text experiments with reality: we livein amagical, futuristic
world, a'skewed' frame of reference with which the author confounds and distorts the expectations of the
reader. The gameis expanded to all senses : scenes are described in terms of either pastel or primary,
clashing colours, tastes are tied up to soundsin the preparation of cocktails, cooking is done by mixing
exotic and sometimes incompatible ingredients. Dialogues are either whimsical or absurdist, sending me
back to memories of Lewis Carroll or Eugene lonesco. Words are broken into pieces and then re-assembled
into new shapes and roles. Hyperboleis ever present: in declared sentiments, in atitudes or in set-pieces (an
icerink, adance hall, awedding, an auditorium at the Sorbonne, a factory floor, etc). Vian does not go as far
out-field as the later generation that embraced be-bop, but what he does here can be considered revolutionary
and unique for the times the novel was published. Hislove for Duke Ellington is | believe reflected in the
compact, emotional and, in the end, carefully orchestrated final product.

>S5

Let's meet the members of the band:

- on clavicocktail we have Colin, ayoung and well heeled socialite living in a posh apartment in the
metropolis (we don't have aname, it's afable, remember!)

- on clarinet we have Chick, hislessrich friend who has to work as an engineer in order to buy the books he
loves so much

- on drums, cymbals and assorted cooking pans we have Nicholas, atalented servant, cook, driver and
confident for Colin

- on piccolo we have the blonde Allysum, a niece of Nicholas and the love interest of Chick

- on violin he have the dreamy, fragile Chloe, a dark-haired beauty and the love interest of Colin

- on backing vocals he have Iris, another young and rich socialite that ties up the different themes together

- the brass section is fronted by Jean Pulse Heartre (Jean-Sol Partre in other tranglations) and the Marchiness
de Mauvair, the existentialist idols who are lionized by an admiring population, first among them our friend
Chick.

- on pipsqueak we have asmall grey mouse with soft black whiskers (' you never know when you might need
one)

- finally, on upright bass, blind FATE plays on to a different tune than everybody else, dropping hint after
hint that the end is nigh.

>35>



since | gave you the names of the band members (main characters), | should also include here the program
for the evening, mainly Duke Ellington's arrangements, all mentioned in the text and all dating from what
Boris Vian considers his best period, the early 1940's:

" Black and Tan Fantasy"
"Loveless Love"

" Chloge"

"In the Mood to be Wooed"
" Blues of the Vagabond"
"Misty Morning"
"Preludeto a Kiss'

"Mood I ndigo"

" Blue Bubbles"

>3 ELK

To continue with my analogy, | will present my favorite passages from the novel as musical numbers from
the concert:

- to the tune of "Prelude to aKiss':

"You wouldn't like to give me some clues about the way in which you entered into a relationship with her?"
Colin went on.

'‘Well..." said Chick, 'l asked her if she liked Jean Pulse Heartre and she told me that she collected all his
works ... Then | said to her "Sodo 1" ... And every time | said something to her, she answered "So do I, and
viceversa ... Then, finally, just as an existentialist experiment, | said to her "I love you very much". But that
time she just said "Oh!" ...'

'So the experiment was a flop,' said Colin

'| suppose so, said Chick. 'But all the same she didn't go. So then | said "I'm going that way", and she said
"I'mnot". But she went on "I'm going thisway" ..."

'‘Extraordinary,’ nodded Calin.

'S0l said"Soam 1" ..." said Chick. 'And after that | went everywhere that she did ...

It sounds much better in French to me : "Et moi aussi”. | wish my French was good enough to read this book
initsoriginal, not anglicized form, but | am afraid | will misstoo many of Vian's puns and invented words.
Even thetitleisabit better in French: "L'ecume des jours®, afrothy daydream, although | also like the jazzy
connotations of "Mood Indigo”

- to the tune of "Let's Squint (Twist) Again”, Colin takes instructions about the new dance crazethat is
sweeping the metropolis:



"The principle of the Squint, sir, relies on the simultaneous setting-up of interferences obtained via the
rigoroudly synchronized oscillatory movements of two loosely connected centres of animation’

'| didn't realize," said Colin, 'that it was concerned with such advanced developmentsin physics.'

'Inthis case,' said Nicholas, 'the dancer and his partner should attempt to maintain minimum perceptible
distance between themselves. Then their entire bodies begin to vibrate following the rhythm of the music.'
"You don't say,' said Calin, looking slightly worried.

'A series of static undulations is then set up,' said Nicholas, 'presenting, asin the laws of acoustics, various
diaphragmatic vibrations and frictions which make a large contribution to the creation of the right
atmosphere on a dance-floor.'

... or, like on of my mechanical trainers used to say: "Dancing is the vertical expression of a horizontal
desire" :-)

- tothetune of "Let's Do It, Let's Fall in Love", Colin complains that everybody is'amoureuse’ except him:

‘I wish | werein love," said Colin. "The butcher-boy wishes he were in love. And the baker-boy wishes
exactly ditto (i.e. that he were in love). The candle-stick-maker's-boy and everybody in the street wishes and
wishes that | werein love and they were and you were and we were and that the whole wide world were too.
And even those that are left wish that they could fall in love aswell ...

alternative suggestion : "Tous les garcons et les filles* with Francoise Hardy.
- to the tune of "Georgiaon my Mind" , let's listen to Colin daydreaming about the girl he just met:

‘| wish,' hewent on, 'l werelying deep in lightly toasted grass, with sunshine and warm earth all around -
the grass crisp and yellow as straw, you know what | mean, with hundreds of little buzzing insects, and
clumps of soft dry moss too. One lies flat on one's tummy and stares. A hedge, some pebbles, a few gnarled
trees and half-a-dozen leaves complete the scene. They're a great help.'

'‘And Chloe?' said Chick.
'And Chloe, of course,' said Colin. 'Chloe on my mind.'

| guess you can tell from my quotes so far that thisis a'boy meets girl' kind of story, whimsical and sweet
and mostly pink and light blue in tone, with fluffy white clouds scateerred artistically in the sky. A perfect
"April in Paris' kind of mood. Which istrue, if the reader iswilling to ignore the occasional jarring notes
that leave atrail of bloody, dismembered, tranmpled by elephants, crushed by falling roofs, etc. bodies
scattered around the edges of the main plot. Colin is happy, he has found the girl of his dreams, thereis
music in hislife and he feels generous towards his friends. Existentialism can be fun, right?

Hewasrunning and he was scared. Why can't we always be together ? Things wer e always happening
toalarm us.

Wrong! Thisis gtill the real world that we see distorted under the artistic lens of Boris Vian. Thisis stil
written under the influence of Sartre and Beauvoir and Camus (on aside note : isit possible that the
grotesque portrait of Jean Pulse Heartre in the novel has anything to do with Vian's wife having an affair
with the philosopher?). People get sick and need to see a doctor. People need to work for money before they
can relax with adrink, listening to a hot jazz number. Governments still spend the better part of their budget
on military adventures. And some people are more concerned about books than about the real person waiting
right by their side (" But he loves his books more than me. " wails one of the band players.) | don't have a
fast-tempo, dark and wild number to suggest right now, but I'm sure there are afew to be found listening to



more from Duke Ellington. Or you can picture the famous scene from Charlie Chaplin's "Hard Times" :

Down below, in front of each mammoth machine, a man was struggling, struggling as not to be dashed and
torn apart by the voracious cogs facing him. Every man's right foot was held down by a heavy iron ring.
They were only let off twice a day - at night and at noon.

>>I3E3EL

I was both enchanted and disturbed by the story of Colin and Chloe, Chick and Allysum, thrilled by the
experimental nature of Boris Vian's prose and by hisimagery (I would use some Salvador Dali images to
illustrate my review if | were not sort of lazy right now and rushing to go back to another novel). | would like
to watch the Michel Gondry film version, since | believe Audrey Tatou is perfect for the role of Chloe.
Finally, after afirst succesful foray, | will probably continue to read Vian's books, starting with his
commercia pulp stories next.

Manny says

After watching the new movie last week, | had to reread the book.

WEell, the text version is better, but the movie is reasonably faithful to it and does sometimes manage to
supply acharming or witty illustration. For example:

L e pianocktail

- A chague note, dit Colin, je fais correspondre un alcool, une liqueur ou un aromate. La pédale
forte correspond a |'cauf battu et la pédale faible ala glace. Pour I'eau de Seltz, il faut un trille
dansle registre aigu. Les quantités sont en raison directe de ladurée : ala quadruple croche
équivaut le seizieme d'unité, alanoirel'unité, alaronde la quadruple unité. Lorsgue I'on joue
un air lent, un systéme de registre est mis en action, de facon que la dose ne soit pas augmentée
- ce qui donnerait un cocktail trop abondant - mais lateneur en alcool. Et, suivant la durée de
I'air, on peut, si I'on veut, faire varier lavaleur de |'unité, laréduisant, par exemple, au
centiéme, pour pouvoir obtenir une boisson tenant compte de toutes les harmonies au moyen
d'un réglage latéral.

L e biglemoi

« Le principe du biglemoi, dit Nicolas, que Monsieur connait sans doute, repose sur la
production d'interférences par deux sources animées d'un mouvement oscillatoire
rigoureusement synchrone.

- Jignorais, dit Colin, que cela mit en oauvre des éléments de physique aussi avancés.



Lenuage

Ils marchaient, suivant le premier trottoir venu. Un petit nuage rose descendait de I'air et
sapprochait d'eux.

«Jy vais! proposat-il.
- Vas-y », dit Colin.

Et le nuage les enveloppa. A l'intérieur, il faisait chaud et ca sentait le sucre alacannelle.

Jean-Sol Partre

Lefond de l'estrade était garni d'une tenture de velours enkysté, dans laquelle Chick avait percé
des trous pour voir. |Is sassirent sur des coussins et attendirent. A un métre d'eux, apeine,
Partre se préparait alire sa conférence. |l émanait de son corps souple et ascétique une radiance
extraordinaire, et le public, captivé par le charme redoutable qui parait ses moindres gestes,
attendait, anxieux, le signal du départ.

Lesouris

La souris grise a moustaches noires grimpale long de I'échelle et vint les avertir que Nicolas
attendait. I1s se rappelérent le voyage et bondirent hors du lit. La souris profitait de leur
inattention pour puiser largement dans une grosse boite de chocolats a la sapote qui se trouvait
au chevet du lit.

All quite good except for the mouse, who was terrible...

Noce says

"A telaordita, Dio mandail filo”

Occorre che voi sappiate che il mio amico culo di gomma, famoso meccanico potrebbe dire che é tutta una
guestione di avviamento.

Dd resto ce I’ hanno insegnato da bambini: cio che contael’inizio. Ad esempio I’abadi un giorno
gualunque perché il mattino hal’oro in bocca; I'inizio di un tema perché chi ben comincia é giaameta



dell’ opera. Poi siamo cresciuti e ¢i siamo lasciati affascinare dalle teorie sull’inizio del mondo, ¢i siamo
innamorati dell’ ouverture di un’ operalirica, ci siamo annotati I’incipit di un romanzo su un foglio volante,
abbiamo criticato |’ esordio felice o deludente di un’ artista, abbiamo introdotto discorsi scomodi, e poi tultti,
almeno unavoltanellavita ci siamo innamorati, cioé abbiamo dato inizio, avviato, intrapreso una storia
d’amore.

L' universalitadel target di lettori acui & destinato questo libro dipende proprio da questo assunto: quella
sensazione di farfalle nello stomaco e di energia prorompente, peculiare di chiungue stiaincominciando ad
amare. Come tutti voi saprete, ¢’ e una leggerezza di fondo che predominai primi tempi di ogni storia
nascente. |l brio ci prende lamano, il capello spettinato non e pill spettinato, e frivolo; la strada davanti a
casanon e piu grigia, magrigio perlacon orli argentati ai lati. Avete presenteil cliché che vuole che quando
siamo innamorati tutto sembra pit bello? That's so yesterday. Non &€ il mondo che diventa bello, € laqualita
del nostro pensiero che cambia. || mondo € paro paro quello di ieri, i nostri occhi idem, mai nostri pensieri si
vestono di primavera. Non & ancora amore, non € quella cosa frutto di tempo, di costanza e dedizione a
rapporto, & ancoraaMoressia. Ed € una sensazione indubbiamente illogica ma bellissima.

Allorail punto sapete qual &? E che dove Calvino ha scritto un libro utilizzando solo degli incipit, Vian ha
scritto un’intera storia d’amore, completa e circolare, con laleggerezza dell’incipit che dail viaagli amorosi
sensi di qualunque love affair. E grazie a questa leggiadria che riesce afarci innamorare di personaggi che
inseriti in atro contesto ci riuscirebbero insopportabili perché fuori da ogni logica. C' € un’ attenzione ai
dettagli, alle sfumature, ale virgole, alle parole che étipicadi chi hagli occhi aformadi cuoreeil cuorea
formadi alcova, el’alcovaaformadi tana, elatanaaformadi lei/lui, e lei/lui aformadi specchio, elo
specchio aformadel nostro riflesso. Una cosa stucchevolissima a pensarci, ma sempre quel benedetto punto
sapete qual €? ChelaVianoressia cheti prende leggendo, primadi diabetizzarti faunagiravoltae s faseria

Quella cosa del mondo che rimane ugual e a dispetto del tuo stato d’ animo doveva essere ben chiara anche a
Vian, assolutamente consapevole del fatto che se la macchina ha da guastarsi si guasta anche se sei
innamorato, se devi perdereil lavoro lo perdi comunque, e seti muore un affetto caro, muore anche se hai un
sorriso da ebete. Anzi, se deve arrivare una batosta, ti arrivain quel momento, perché lavita, quellaverae
cinica, amaaffondareil coltello nel burro dellafelicita. E cosi nell’ esistenza surreale di Colin e Chloé, quella
tragedia che non credevi possibile, prendeil posto dell’ happy end che ti aspettavi, ma sempre per quel
stramal edetto punto, Vian te la offre con lo stesso tono lieve ed esplosivo della prima paroladel libro, della
primafrase, del primo sguardo di un colpo di fulmine. E ate verrebbe quasi di riesumare lasuasamae
prenderla a schiaffi e dirgli, manon é possibile, diograssone, che mi racconti una disgrazia con * sto tono! E
invece é possibile, ed é cio che fadi questo libro un piccolo gioiello, struggente e dolcissimo, ed € solo un
problema di forma, o forse di signorilita, ché se una malattiala chiami ninfa, rimane comungque malattia, e se
latristezza viene descritta come una stanza che cambia forma e colore, rimane sempre tristezza. A noi lettori,
rimane pero una certezza estatica e rassegnata: che laleggerezza di questa storiain fondo sia solo sottrazione
di peso, e che Vian siacome quei cantanti cheti commuovono cantando I’ estate. Ti raccontai giorni usando
la schiuma

piperitapitta says

«Lastoria éinteramente vera, perchéio mela sono inventata da capo a piedi»

Leggere Laschiumadei giorni € come entrare in puntadi piedi in un quadro di Folon e restare abbagliati dai



colori, cosi nitidi e surreali.

E camminare per le strade di una Parigi pienadi luce aritmo di jazz insieme a Colin in cerca dell'amore.

E lentamente lasciarsi contagiare da Colin, che «alle ragazze parlava con dolcezza e ai ragazzi con allegria.
Era quasi sempre di buon umore, e nelle ore che restavano dormiva», che ha ventidue anni, un nuovo cuoco
di nome Nicolas che gli cucinaogni giorno le speciali ricette prese da Le livre de cuisine di Jules Gouffé, un
amico di nome Chick che collezionatutto cio che riguarda l'artista, |0 scrittore, Jean-Sol Partre (0 Jean-Paul
Sartre, amico di Boris Vian?) a punto da arrivare a spendere unafortuna per possedere ogni oggetto che lo
riguardi, un bel gruzzolo di dobloncioni che gli consentono di vivere senza pensieri e un pianococktail con il
quale preparare favolos drink aritmo di jazz per gli amici.

E fare la conoscenza di Alise dagli occhi azzurro spalancato e Isis dalla bella testa bruna e poi, finalmente, di
Chloé, sentire battere forte il cuore e dirle: «Buong...Per caso lei € stata arrangiata da Duke Elligton?» e
poi, passeggiareinsieme alei mentre «dal cielo s stava abbassando una nuvoletta rosa, e s awicinava
sempre piu.

«lo vado, eh!» propose la huvola.

«Vai!» disse Calin.

«La nuvola li avwolse. La dentro faceva caldo e c'era un odore di zucchero alla cannella.»

«Solo due cose contano» scriveva Boris Vian nella premessa a questa favola, che é perd unafavolatriste,
una straziante favola d'amore, «l'amore, in tutte le sue forme, con ragazze carine, e la musica di New
Orleans o di Duke Ellington. 11 resto sarebbe meglio che sparisse, perchéil resto € brutto (...)» e Calinlo
scoprira, un poco allavolta, ma anche troppo rapidamente, perché amail jazz, Duke Ellington e ama Chloé;
fino aquel momento tutto € luminoso, come la sua casa con le pareti fatte di vetro dietro alle quali splendono
due soli, dovei rubinetti d'ottone sono sempre ben lucidati e sui quali i giochi di luce dei soli producono
effetti fiabeschi coni quali «i topi della cucina, cui piaceva molto ballare al ritmo dei colpi chei raggi di
sole battevano sui rubinetti, correvano dietro alle bollicine formate dai raggi che si andavano a spegnere
per terra, come spruzz di mercurio giallo», comela suavitain cui tutto & splendente e vitale, comeil suo
matrimonio con Chloé.

Fin quando Chloé, al'improvviso, di ritorno dal viaggio di nozze, st anmala, perché una ninfea cominciaa
crescerle nel petto e arubarle linfavitale, toglierleil respiro, a sottrarlei colori.

Alloratutto diventa buio, la casa & sempre piu fredda e umida, i muri e lefinestreiniziano ad avvicinars, le
stanze arimpicciolire, i pavimenti ei soffitti quasi atoccarsi; laluce diminuisce fino a sparire, mentre Colin
e costretto ad andare alavorare, alasciars risucchiare daingranaggi € meccanismi alienanti, pericolosi, privi
di vitalita, perché Chloé habisogno di fiori per vivere, tanti fiori, del loro profumo, mai dobloncioni sono
sempre di meno, ¢i sono i medici da pagare, Chick da aiutare...

E anche la storia allora diventa cosi terribilmente cupa, angosciante, soffocante...

Dice Daniel Pennac, nellabellaintervistain appendice a romanzo, che La schiuma dei giorni € una storia
che puo essere letta piu volte, nel corso degli anni, traendone impressioni diverse. A diciotto anni prevale la
griglia della passione amorosa, a quaranta quella della critica sociale, a sessanta quella del pessimismo e
dellatragedia.

Una parte di me sicuramente continua ad avere diciott'anni, perché la storia d'amore & quella che mi fatto
sorridere, sognare, straziata, strappato il cuore, anche se poi lentamente la quarantenne (un po' pit che



guarantenne adireil vero!) ha preso in mano tutte le parole e tutti i surreali giochi di parole di BorisVian e
dietro la sua passione per lamusicaei colori, per lacucinae per lavita, scovato unadopo I'altramolte delle
sue critiche alla societd, al mondo del lavoro, alla medicina che non cura, ala cultura che non insegna, alla
religione che non consola: atutto quello che non € amore. Un'accusa violenta alla mancanza di vitalita,
al'arroccarsi e a nascondersi dietro posizioni ingessate, al'assenza di umanita e comprensione per lavoglia
di vivere e di amare.

Mentre I'amore, per essere vivo, come una colomba, ha bisogno di essere libero e di volare fuori da ogni
gabbia, forse come hafatto il cuore matto di Boris Vian portandolo viaasoli quarant'anni.

Alloral'amore ci salvera?
Forse no, I'unica salvezza, ci raccomanda Boris Vian, e viverlo.

E per finire, musical
http://www.youtube.com/watchv=6Y KWKI...

26 gennaio 2018
Terribileil film, invece (ora che I'ho visto), un vero peccato perché Gondry mi aveva abituato a ben altre
magie, mentre il risultato & stato terribilmente noioso e cupo.

Ana says

O meu caso de amor com Boris Vian ja data de ha uns 25 a 30 anos, alturaem li as suas principais obras e
também um par de policiais noir que escreveu sob o pseudénimo de Vernon Sullivan. Estafoi umareleitura
porgue para mim este é um autor que vale sempre a penarevisitar. Chamo aisto uma "renovacdo de votos'.

A Espuma dos Dias conta-nos a histéria de Colin e Chloe, e dos seus amigos Chick, Alise, Nicolaselsis,
em Paris nos anos 1940s, na época aurea do jazz e do existencialismo, dos quais a obra esta repleta de
referéncias.

E um romance de cariz surrealista que nos fala de amor, de tragédia, de ratos falantes, de pianos que
fabricam cocktails, de armas que germinam a partir de sementes por efeito do calor do corpo humano (mas
gue o amor torna defeituosas e inoperacionais), de pessoas as quais crescem nentfares nos pulmdes, de
pessoas que se arruinam por amor e outras pelo vicio e pela compul sdo, de ricos e de pobres, de aegre
exuberancia e de doloroso aniquilamento, das voltas que a vida da e das partidas que nos prega.
Simultaneamente divertido e terno, mas também tragico, com um imaginério surreal que acaba por ser uma
origina metéforado quotidiano real.

No sitio em que os rios se langam ao mar forma-se uma barra dificil de transpor e ha grandes
remoinhos de espuma onde bailam destrocos.

E ndo vou adiantar mais nada para ndo estragar as surpresas e todo o inesperado com que aleitura nos vai
presenteando. Acrescento apenas que este talvez ndo seja um livro paratodos os leitores, nomeadamente para



aqueles que sb apreciam leituras com " os pés bem assentes no chao". Recomendo-o atodos 0s que gostariam
de dar amé&o a Alice e seguir o coelho branco, e aqueles que gostam de perscrutar parala do aparentemente
absurdo.

Por ultimo, ndo posso deixar de referir a excelente traducdo/edicio da Reldgio D'Agua, prolifica em notas de
rodapé que sdo de enorme utilidade para atotal compreensdo da intencionalidade dos jogos de palavras e de

linguagem do autor.

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6Y KWK ...

Roberto says

“Lastoria é interamente vera, perché io me la sono inventata da capo a piedi”

Lastoria, che s collocain un mondo surreale, € abbastanza semplice da raccontare. Colin, giovanericco e
nullafacente, passa il suo tempo in modo assol utamente normale, inventando ogni tanto qualcosa, come il
pianococktail. Chick, il suo amico, spende tutti i risparmi inlibri di Jean Sol Partre (che pare essere
I"anagramma di Jean Paul Sartre, che Vian ha conosciuto). Colin sinnamoradi Chloé e la sposa, ma nel
viaggio di nozze lei cominciaatossire e sammala nei suoi polmoni si annida un male terribile che &
descritto come una ninfea che, gli dice il medico, pud essere combattuta solo dal profumo di altri fiori. Colin
non s risparmia certo per curare Chloé e quando i soldi finiscono si mette alavorare per trovarne altri per
continuare lacura. Allafine, il funerale di Chloé sara poverissimo, in completa contrapposizione con il loro
matrimonio, che era stato ricchissimo.

Vian scrive praticamente una favola per adulti, con topi che parlano e vivono in casa con i personaggi,
anguille che escono dal rubinetto, soli che illuminano la casa quando ¢’ e gioia e che poi si spengono quando
latragedia avanza, muri che si stringono sempre piu a progredire della malattia di Chloé.

L e ultime pagine sono dedicate al topo “di famiglia’ che, non sopportando di vedereil dolore di Colin per la
scomparsa di Chlog, decide di suicidarsi e per farlo chiede aiuto ad un gatto.

“Mettimi latestatrale fauci” disseil gatto “e aspetta’.

Inizialmente il topo ritrae il capino dicendo a gatto “ma che cosati sei mangiato stamattina, pescecane?’
“Pud essere una cosa lunga?’ domando il topo.

“Solo il tempo necessario perché qualcuno mi pesti lacoda’ disseil gatto. “Ho bisogno di avere un riflesso
istantaneo”.

Saranno quindi undici bambine cieche dell’ orfanotrofio a passare sulla coda del gatto.

E curioso vedere comeil valore della morte sia differente da caso a caso. In alcuni € come una cosache si
rompe (chi cade sullapistadi pattinaggio viene spazzato via, chi muore in fabbricafinisce nel Collettore
Generale), in altri, come lamorte di Chloé, assume un sapore tutto diverso.

In questo mondo surreale ci sono molte metafore. | due amanti (Colin e Chloé) sono avvolti durante una
passeggiata da una nuvola, come adire che I'’amore frai due creaun mondo asé e chei due s bastano I’ uno
al’altra. Il loro appartamento si rimpicciolisce di giorno in giorno e laluce entra sempre meno perché le



finestre piano piano s chiudono, I’umidita e la sporciziasi ammassano sempre pid, le cose smettono di
funzionare bene. Forse metafora del fatto che & il mondo che ci circonda che ci limita e ci inquadrain
convenzioni e usanze. |l surreale sembra unacriticaa mondo reale. Le cerimonie religiose sono pitl 0 meno
bellein funzione dei soldi spesi per esse. Bello il paralelotrail “Religioso”, surreale, che celebrariti pit
belli se viene pagato di piu e lafigurareale del sacerdote. Sicuramente, come consiglia Pennac, il libro
andrebbe riletto a distanza di tempo per cogliere altri messaggi che probabilmente sono sfuggiti alla prima
lettura.

All'inizio gli elementi surreali mi avevano un po’ spiazzato, forse perché cercavo nel libro unalogica che
non riuscivo bene atrovare. Poi durante lalettura, rinunciando un po’ allarazionalita e immergendomi nella
storiaun po’ fantastica, tali elementi sono diventati parte integrante del romanzo.

Ho lettoiil libro initaliano, maforse per apprezzare appieno le invenzioni linguistiche sarebbe necessario
leggerlo in lingua originale, perché credo che alcuni giochi linguistici siano pressoché intraducibili.

Bellissmo lo stile della narrazione e le invenzioni, frutto di una sconfinatafantasia. Daleggere e rileggere,
senzaindugi.

Ginny_1807 says

Carnaval del Arlequin

L eggendo questo romanzo mi é tornato in mente “ Il carnevale di Arlecchino” di Joan Mir6, un dipinto che ho
sempre amato. Ignorando deliberatamente i canoni rappresentativi naturalistici, nonché le regole della
prospettiva e delle proporzioni, I artista popolalo sfondo piatto dellatela con oggetti stilizzati e figure
bizzarre, fantastiche, alcune delle quali sospese amezz' aria. In tal modo crea una redlta fiabescaingenua e
giocosa, come riprodotta dallo sguardo di un bambino e quindi non condizionata dalle regole e dalle
sovrastrutture imposte da una societa che egli intende contrastare come limitativa dell’immaginazione e della
fantasia.

La stessa sensazione si prova di fronte alle pagine di questo romanzo.

Vianinfatti costruisce la sua storiain unarealta parallelaaquellareale, in un pirotecnico gioco di invenzioni
siaalivello linguistico che creativo. Paesaggi e spazi d’ ambiente, oggetti, piante, animali: tutto vive di vita
propria, indipendente e allo stesso tempo simile a mondo che conosciamo.

Latenera storiad’ amore che costituisce il filo conduttore del racconto, perd, non € I’ unico tema degno di
attenzione, perché nell’ apparente semplicita dell’ intreccio ¢’ € molto di piu. Vae adire una critica decisa, se
pure espressa con intenzional e leggerezza, del mondo culturale, di quello del lavoro, dell’ ambiente medico,
dellareligione e via dicendo.

E, piuin generale, di ogni formadi vanagloriae di ipocrisia.

Dd resto il significato del libro & espressamente dichiarato nella breve premessa dell’ autore: “ Solo due cose
contano: I’amore, in tutte le sue forme, con ragazze carine, e lamusica di New Orleans o di Duke Ellington.
Il resto sarebbe meglio che sparisse...”.

Ed e proprio questo che succede, qui e in ogni tempo. Perchéi gusti musicali possono cambiare a seconda
delle epoche, mala sostanza resta invariata, dato che “certe regole non hanno bisogno di essere formulate per
essere seguite”.



L ucrezia says

"Mi scusi signorinalei € stata per caso arrangiata da Duke Ellington?"

Adesso ,io saro fuori,maoltre a "Duca" per me questo romanzo ha un altro ritmo e vale adire quello de"La
Vie en Rose" manell' arrangiamento di Luis Armstrong...

La passeggiata nellanuvola ,ad esempio,me laimmagino con quel ritmo di piano e tromba e la voce unica di
Armstrong che accompagna questi due che sembrano quasi ballarein giro nellaloro nuvolae chefino alla
fine, fino a che questa non evapora continuano a danzarci dentro alaloro manieraunica...

Perché ' amore € un po cosi no? Ballare dentro una nuvola che profumadi coriandolo e d' erba di montagna,
anche se talvolta improvvisamente diventa temporalesca, e non € che sia proprio bello starci dentro, non
riusciamo afarne senza

<<"Ti ho gia detto che ti amo tanto, siaal'ingrosso che a dettaglio.”
"E dlora, provaad andare al dettaglio” disse Chloé, e si lascio cadere frale bracciadi Colin, con I'indolenza
di una serpe.>>

Ma nonostante tutto per quanto si combatta e ci si sforzi talvoltagli eventi dellavitaci travolgono e la paura
di perdere la cosa pitl importante quasi ci distrugge:

"Ma Colin non sapeva, Colin correva, e aveva paura, perché non basta stare insieme tutto il giorno, bisogna
sempre aver paura, chissa, un incidente, forse una macchinal’ hainvestita, saraimmobilizzata aletto e non
potro vederla, mi impediranno di entrare, maallora credete forse che io abbia paura dellamia Chloé, lavedro
anche se non volete, mano, Colin, sta’ fuori. Forse & soltanto ferita, forse domani gia non avrapit nulla,
andremo afare un giro al Bois, arivedere quella panchina, le tenevo lamano ei suoi capelli toccavano i

miei, il cuscino profumadi lei. lo tutti i giorni prendo il suo cuscino, e la seralitigheremo ancora, lei dice che
il mio cuscino é troppo imboattito, che anche sotto la testa resta troppo gonfio, e allora poi io melo riprendo,
cosi hal’odore dei suoi capelli. Non sentird mai piu il dolce odore dei suoi capelli.”

Ma non accade mai che ci distrugga completamente, come vorremmo, un qual cosa,che ancora siamo noi
rimane e tenta di combattere nonostante tutto. Colin che ama Chloé che & meta della suavitafino alafine
non si arrendera

"«Malei cosafanelavita? domando il professore.
«Imparo delle cose» disse Colin. «<E amo Chloé»"

Mail tempo scorre inesorabile, per quanto Colin tenti di rimpicciolirlo,e Chloé di fargli mandare indietro I'
orologio, e alafinelanuvolas dissolverain uno spazio che diventa sempre piu stretto ...

Mariel says

He got passed her and started crying. She was at least fifty-nine years old. He sat down on the curb and
cried some more. It relieved him greatly and his tears froze with little crackling sounds and broke on the



smooth granite sidewalk.

The garden of children must make their eviction charges like agame of musical chairs. Skies are clown
shoes thundering the last laugh. Colin reminded me of my usual answer if | like children or not. “[Searches
for an example, every time] Uh, it depends on the kid, like anyone.” He'snot akid but | never fet like he
was anything else. Halos of luck blind what they are made of. Maybe not quite because Colin and his back-
up dancers don’'t give me that bittersweet wistfulness an impulsive baby would. What’ s residual isthat |
don’'t begrudge them ignorance of the difference between sun and no rise. Michel Gondry made afilm
version “Mood Indigo”. | switched off in the direction of the cloud mobile lover’strip. Do you ever feel like
things are more real when you can drag them off to drown ‘em, see which fishies make it to the next world.
(Sometimesiit feelslike the things | don’'t want to do that with are the blurred days holding me back.) It felt
like | was doing this rescuing translation in my mental visual. Vian's prose is fantastic for this. Suggestions
in literal like an exaggerated serious expression on an innocent face. Nick’s taken for granted does a leap-
frog. Squishy toes, my some are unluckier than others wading. A smileislosing, it's colder like you saw a
picture of the cold. In the film | was livid when Colin must go to the party so his buddy Chick will not get
the girlfriend first. Some friend heis! Film iswatching someone being waited on, feet and hands kissed like
asses. When did Colin become their leader? Is it the blonde hair, the money. It must be the money, he was
first. When Colin getsin love, when Chloe's hiswife. Burning happinessin bed like afed cat. Chick and
Alise aren’t the Someone is telling you about that wonderful dream they had but they are asleep. They start
falling before Colin does but maybe they are not necessary for him after all. Nick falls down with him too,
he' s catching up with the aged. His niece follows her lover Chick down the hungry pockets of philosopher
Partre. Let me reach for my belief in my coat. They'll be there for the doomsday, doublets for today. Colin is
losing his money behind Chick. A flower in Chloe's lung conguers her life. Maybe it was retribution for
every bloom that lost its life so alover could believe in theirs. She goes and Colin goes with her. | knew that
you couldn't be akid again.

Tosh says

There has been three tranglations of "L'ecme des jours' Brian Harper's translation "Foam of the Daze" (my
press TamTam Books), "Mood Indigo" (American trans.) and this British edition translated by Stanley
Chapman "Froth on the Daydream." Trandlations are a fascinating subject matter, because basically it is how
one looks at abook and how they tell the tale in alanugage that is suibtable for that book or culture.

Since | am the publisher, | of course nod towards Brian's trandation - one because he's American who lives
in Paris - and has an understanding of Vian's world and times. Aswell as giving the language an American
tone. | think Vian's work translated into English works better with an American (English) voice due to the
nature of the work. And thisis not saying Vian doesn't like British literature - because he does - there is
outright love for PG Wodehouse in this particular novel - but overall the love of Jazz is extremely important
in Vian'swork - and American English to my earsfit the material. Also Brian is a superb writer. But
Chapman's translation is very interesting -for instance he drops reference to Jean-Luc Godard in the first few
pages - which is not in the original by any means (since the book was written in 1946) - but the playful of the
images and names is one of the charms of this novel - and for sure it is probably a monster of abook to
trandlate in any language than French.

... Oh well, some random thoughts.



Eftihia S. says

AV LIE pWTO?0€ KAVE?C 0UEPU G€ TOIO BIBAIOC2UTIV Ba 70eAd va {w OV UTIOPO?0A, T?TE UE
olyoupl? 8a PAeya o€ AUT? TOL A@PO?. VA G2UTIAV GLVAIGONTIK?, 2TOVL N ?pOon, N AKO?, N AE?, N
20@pnaon Ki n ye?on dlaTAKovtal ouve?tovtag p?o opx?otpa ato8?oewv. O Boris Vian oav vag
MO 20TPOC TNE CLYYPAP?C -KAB?TI 0 2D10¢ TI?POV OTT? TO TIPOPOV?E 2TV KAl HOVTIK?¢- ouvB?TEl Vvav
fictional K?010 YEU?TO XI102U0P, XP2UOTA, jazZ V?TEC, AOYOTII AVIA KAl ELPAVTACTOUC -KAl T?00, ho
T?00 "YOAAIKO?C"- XOPAKT?PEC. TO VEIPO OUXV? O70KOAD SlOXWP?LETAL AT TNV TRAYUATIK?TNTA,
XWP?C UG VO TIO7El KAU?0 ATTTIC 870 EKO0X ¢ va €V a0ANBIvV?. 200 yia Tov TEPIBZAAOVTA X ?p0,
OO HOPPAVETAL KAL.. TAPDETAL AVPAOYO LIE TNV EK?0TOTE YPUX0O VOO TLV NP?wv TV (OLV O AUT?.

K1 eTE1d? K211 Hou A6l TG ?0KOAD B0 ATIOYOAQKTIOT? ATI? TO C7UTIV TOU A@PO?, TO 4 KU
KOTIT?C OOTERPKIA YVOVTAL ETIIA KOl HUE VA PHEY?AO XOULEAO 5.

Chris P says

L' Ecume Des Jours, Foam of the Daze, Mood Indigo, O A@p?¢ Tev Hugp?v

If what | like to call the romantic side of me was to write a book, it wouldn't be that exactly, but something
very closeto it.

Boris Vian builds an enchanting world of pink clouds and cotton candy made of rays of sunshine, just to tear
it apart with adashing blow. He plants little blue flowers in your mind, just to unleash a herd of omnivorous
sheep that will voraciously feed on them along with all that's beautiful and sweet. He knew that, the prettier
the atmosphere, the more devastating the destruction would be. It's like painting the most beautiful picture
using the brightest colors just to set it on fire before you can even admireit.

Apart from all that, thisisanovel that's full of witty allegories about pretty much everything and which I'm
surethat | didn't quite get even half of. Not that it matters, anyway. Y ou can just open this book and let it
guide you through aworld of fluffy surrealism to the steepest downhill ever imaginable, without bothering
about too much.

Boy loves girl and girl loves boy in aworld where no hell can break loose, for it was never restrained in the
first place. On the contrary, hell is present in every pink fucking cloud and every singing flower that blooms

under the shards of sunshine which illuminate and are illuminated by the beautiful girl in love.

Not recommended to optimists and teddy bears.

Sandra says

Se ci approcciaaquesto libro cercando unalogica e unarazionalita nella scrittura, come € accaduto
inizialmente ame, il libro non pud appassionarti. Le continue assurdita surreali, i giochi di parole che Vian
crea sembra che privino lastoria di senso, e il lettore o addirittura provafastidio, oppure, come e accaduto a



me, sorride, si diverte e basta

Tuttavia, arrivata a un certo punto dellalettura, mi sono lasciata andare aleggere per il piacere di leggere,
senzarazionalizzare, mi sono immersa nell'atmosfera fantastica e poetica della storia ed é stato "amore”. E'
strano, non mi € mai capitato con altri libri.

Per Vian s parladi surrealismo letterario, che posso intendere come la capacita di dare vitaaunareata
"folle", gioiosa e tragica allo stesso tempo, che rappresenta la condizione umana.

E infatti nel romanzo c'é "lavita': amore, dolore, malattia, morte. Soprattutto c'é un pessimismo di fondo,
unariflessione sulla caducita della vita e dell'amore, che perd meritano sempre di essere vissuti. C'e anche
unaforte criticasociae. I tutto sotto laforma di unafavola, bellissimae tragica.

Come dice Pennac al termine del libro "é vero chei libri cambiano la nostra vita, solo che non sappiamo ne
come né quando. E cio vale soprattutto per un romanzo come la schiumadei giorni*.

Di sicuro questo libro mi halasciato sensazioni e riflessioni dafare, ma soprattutto mi halasciato impresse
nella memoriaimmagini poetiche, € un libro che non si dimentica.

Selo dovessi paragonare a un quadro, sarebbe un quadro di Magritte.

LuisC. says

What would Boris Vian learned that "The scum of the days" is now one of the classics of French literature
that is studied in class? What irony of fate for the one who wanted so much to stand out!

Let us put ourselves in the context of thetime. In 1947, "The scum of days' fallslikeaONIR * in the literary
landscape: a crazy story featuring surprisingly modern love duets for postwar neologisms galore and an
exaggerated caricature of socia structures and currents of thought of the time. The characters evolvein a
bright or glaucous environment, but always strange, according to a choreography as unpredictable as ajazz
solo.

Coalin'sfriend Chick is so obsessed with his compulsive adoration of Jean-Sol Partre (the romantic avatar of
Sartre), he forgets all the rest, to the great despair of his fiancée Alise who will not hesitate not to retaliate in
abig way.

Now, with time, the strangeness of the situations has assumed a dreamlike dimension and the varnish of
rebellion has peeled off in favor of a poignant story of love and friendship. This universal theme created the
legend of the novel, prompting the growing enthusiasm of readers. For what we aways remember, even
years after reading, isthat Colin loves Chloe, and vice versal

One can only be touched by thisfirst love, pure, overflowing and unhappy, for ravaged by sickness and the
oppressive presence of death. The water lily that devours the lungs of Chloé suffocates at the same time their
happiness. Colin ruinsto buy the flowers supposed to look after her, while the grief narrows and inexorably
darkens their lodging. Adolescents will recognize themselvesin thisinitiatory journey that leads to
adulthood, to its responsibilities and to its dramas in the face of the cruelty of existence.

Like awild beast that letsitself be tamed, this fantasy novel has thus become a classic despiteitself. Nicely
reissued in pocket for some "doublezons’, this extravangardist Love Story ** has not finished stirring its
readers.

(*) Romanesgue Object Not Identified
(**) Extravagant and avant-garde




Manny says

| only discovered this recipe a couple of years ago, but it has already become one of my favorites. It's hard to
believe that the different ingredients go together! In fact, they complement each other perfectly.

French manga with fatal love stories and roasted Sartre

1 medium manga

2 fatal love stories

whole early Sartre, including author
Lewis Carroll-style wordplay

some P.G. Wodehouse

ridicule

panache

brio

Therest of thisreview is available elsewher e (the location cannot be given for Goodreads policy
reasons)

Warwick says

Wow, this book destroyed me. Beautiful, oneiric, sexy, deadpan, linguistically inventive — and then in the
end remorselessly tragic.

Y ou know what reading this book is like? It's like you're sitting there having fun, the sun's shining — and who
do you see bouncing towards you but the most adorable, cute little character you can imagine. The Andrex

puppy, say—

Aw, look! It'sthe Andrex puppy! C'mere, little fellal And he bounds over to you, hislittle tail wagging away,
birds tweeting in the background, ah the warm sun on your face.

And then — just as you open your arms to give him a big hug — suddenly you realise that there's a dightly
rabid look in hiseye. And just as you start to press his cuddly little body into yours, OH SHIT WHAT THE
FUCK his sharp little teeth are ripping into the soft flesh of your throat, WHAT ARE YOU DOING
ANDREX PUPPY and he's growling away, claws slashing, AAAUGH arterial blood is spurting all over the
grass and the daisiesand OH MY GOD Y OU'RE DEAD.

YOU WERE KILLED BY THE ANDREX PUPPY, THE CUTEST CREATURE ALIVE.

| am a Photoshop master

Well fuck you, Boris Vian! And fuck everyone el se that wrote reviews making this sound like a cuddly love-
fest! Did you all stop reading after 150 pages, or what??



What makes this book so deeply affecting isthat the world it offers you is the most charming and wonderful
fictional environment I've encountered for years. After fifty pages | wanted to curl up and livein it. The laws
of physics are different here: everything is soft and yielding and in tune with your moods. It islike a sort of
magic realism avant la lettre, only lessirritating and laboured: what it really reminds me of most of all isthe
fluid, anything-can-happen creativity of Through the Looking-Glass. Thisis aworld where you go on a date,
and things like this happen:

They walked, following the first pavement they came to. A little pink cloud came down from
the sky and approached them.

‘May 17 it suggested.

‘Go ahead!” said Colin; and the cloud surrounded them.

Inside, it waswarm and it smelled of cinnamon sugar.

“No one can see us any more!’ said Colin. ‘But we can see them.’

‘Be careful,’” said Chlog, ‘it'salittle transparent.’

Ils marchaient, suivant le premier trottoir venu. Un petit nuage rose descendait de I'air et
sapprocha d'eux.

— J'y vais? proposa-t-il.

—Vas-y ! dit Colin, et le nuage les enveloppa.

Al'intérieur, il faisait chaud at ¢s sentait le sucre & cannelle.

—On ne nous voit plus! dit Colin... Mais nous, on les vait.

— C'est un peu transparent, dit Chloé, méfiez-vous.

And they walk along in their own little cloud, watching the other passers-by and looking in the shop
windows.

On another occasion, guests at a dinner-party eat eel that was caught by the butler in his bathroom tap. One
of the diners later complains to Colin about how unlikely this seems. ‘| was up al night fishing in my own
tapsto seeif | could catch onetoo,” he saysthe next day. ‘ But round our place, you only get trout.” In the
middle of the table, Colin has a centrepiece ‘ consisting of ajar of formaldehyde in which two chicken
embryos appeared to be miming the Spectre de la Rose, in the choreography of Nijinsky’.

It isincredibly hard to pull this sort of thing off without seeming twee or annoying, and Vian just doesn't
seem twee or annoying. |'ve stared at some of these passagestill | was cross-eyed and | still don't understand
how he managesit, but it works; | believe everything he says.

Thisisavery funny book; it owes a debt to PG Wodehouse, not least in the character of Nicolas the butler,
who in my head was played by 90s Stephen Fry. It's also sexy as hell, Vian managing to succeed in that very
continental tradition of respectful objectivisation, a neat oxymoron to pull off — the girls are adorable and
everybody (at least at first) seems young and beautiful and comfortably-off. The latent sexiness creegpsinto
the narrative voice in al kinds of ways:. at one point a door clicks shut ‘with the sound of a bare hand on a
bare bottom’ (avec le bruit d'une main nue sur une fesse nue).

But what is actually going on here? Isit redly just an extended adult fairy-tale? As the book goes on, you
gradually realise —in my case, with aterrible sense of regret —that what Vian isreally doing is setting up an
Edenic picture of young love only to stress the awfulness of what comes after. Y ou'd better have the most
acrobatic sex and the most delicious meals of your life while you're still young (this novel says), because



before you know it you're going to have to go out there and earn a living, and then your whole life will stop
being about creativity and start being about where the money is coming from. (‘It's horrible,” Colin says at
one point about work. ‘It reduces man to the ranks of machinery.’)

An old man in awhite shirt with bushy hair was reading a manual behind a desk....

‘Good morning sir,” said Colin.

‘Good morning sir,” said the man.

His voice was cracked and thickened with age.

‘I've come about the job,” said Calin.

‘Oh? said the man. ‘We've been looking for someone for a month without any luck. It's quite
hard work, you know.’

‘Yes,’ said Colin. ‘But it'swell paid.’

‘Good Lord,” said the man, ‘it wears you out, you know, and it might not be worth the money —
but it's not for me to denigrate the administration. At any rate, you can see I'm till dive.
‘Have you been working here long? said Calin.

‘A year,’ saidthe man. ‘I'm 29.

He ran atrembling, wrinkled hand across the folds of his face.

It's the novel of someone in their twenties facing the looming prospect of adult life. In keeping with the
hyperbole of the book in general, respectable adulthood isn't just a chore — it's the apocalypse. Forget about
wistful, wishy-washy endings —in this one all your favourite characters end up wasting away, burning to
death, getting shot, having their hearts cut out, or committing suicide. Welcome to France, population:
miserable.

The violence is actually there from the very beginning, in a cartoony kind of way, and Vian has avery artful
way of allowing you to realise that those cartoon injuries arein fact bleeding real blood. I'd be lying if | said
part of me wasn't hoping for amore life-affirming ending, but it's hard to object when you're being played so
expertly. Thisbook islike nothing you've read: a blend of Wodehouse, Huysmans, Faulkner and Lewis
Carrol, all set to a pounding soundtrack of Vian's beloved boogie-woogie and blues music. It is the dream of
being young and the nightmare of getting old. | fell inlove withit. And | will never trust the Andrex puppy

again.

(Aug 2013)




