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Praise for the series:

It was only a matter of time before a clever publisher realized that there is an audience for whom Exile on Main Street or Electric Ladyland are as significant and worthy of study as The Catcher in the Rye or Middlemarch ... The series ... is freewheeling and eclectic, ranging from minute rock-geek analysis to idiosyncratic personal celebration — The New York Times Book Review

Ideal for the rock geek who thinks liner notes just aren’t enough — Rolling Stone

One of the coolest publishing imprints on the planet — Bookslut

These are for the insane collectors out there who appreciate fantastic design, well-executed thinking, and things that make your house look cool. Each volume in this series takes a seminal album and breaks it down in startling minutiae. We love these. We are huge nerds — Vice

A brilliant series ... each one a work of real love — NME (UK)

Passionate, obsessive, and smart — Nylon

Religious tracts for the rock ’n’ roll faithful — Boldtype

[A] consistently excellent series — Uncut (UK)

We ... aren’t naive enough to think that we’re your only source for reading about music (but if we had our way ... watch out). For those of you who really like to know everything there is to know about an album, you’d do well to check out Continuum’s ‘33 1/3’ series of books — Pitchfork

For reviews of individual titles in the series, please visit our blog at 333sound.com and our website at http://www.bloomsbury.com/musicandsoundstudies

Follow us on Twitter: @333books

Like us on Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/33.3books

For a complete list of books in this series, see the back of this book
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Histoire de Melody Nelson

Serge Gainsbourg


	‘Melody’ (7:32)

	‘Ballade de Melody Nelson’ (2:00)

	‘Valse de Melody’ (1:31)

	‘Ah! Melody’ (1:47)

	‘L’hôtel Particulier’ (4:05)

	‘En Melody’ (3:25)

	‘Cargo Culte’ (7:37)




‘I is someone else.’ – Arthur Rimbaud
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Melody

The afterlife is a testament to and a curse of the human imagination. Consider those artists, poets and mystics who, down the centuries, through fear or grief, attempted to construct the impossible in their minds, in print and on canvas. Dante Alighieri drawing the circular blueprint of hell and the celestial architecture of heaven, driven half-mad by exile and the loss of his stalked muse Beatrice. Hieronymus Bosch smuggling lost allegories into his landscapes of surreal punishments and pleasures, the stuff of nightmares and wish-fulfilment. Occasionally, these afterlives intrude on our own. There are ghost routes, the trajectories of past lives, which will never be mapped. Not just the orbits of headless horsemen or phantom ships – James Dean still driving his Porsche 550 Spyder along Route 466 or Dick Turpin galloping along the runways of Heathrow – but the simpler ghosts, the real ones; streets haunted by the memories of what once took place there, people by blissful times recalled in absence and solitude. For the ghosts aren’t the ones who’ve left, they’re the ones who have been left behind.

‘We don’t see things as they are, we see them as we are,’ Anaïs Nin once wrote. This is true for the driver. Illuminated by the headlights of his car, the once-familiar city looks strange, otherworldly. He is lost but keeps driving, compelled by inertia, through a labyrinth of streets and alleyways. Everything around him seems to slowly transform according to his psychological state; a mix of heartache, yearning and nihilism. In a miasma of dream, memory and desire, he begins, without consciously knowing it, to remember what is to come.

When he is older, the boy will laugh off the long days and longer nights he spent hiding in the forest. He will claim he kept himself entertained, treating it as if it were just some wide-eyed childhood adventure. He built himself a makeshift shack having slept under the stars. In his mind, he claimed he saw himself as a character in the books that he’d read and loved: Robinson Crusoe, The Swiss Family Robinson, Treasure Island. Yet it is hard to imagine that he did not feel loneliness, fear and hunger, without family or friends, in the cold, deep and shadowy woods, a place where the mind plays tricks. There is perhaps a worse feeling than that of being utterly alone in such a place and at such an age: the feeling that you are not alone. Like Crusoe, the despair of solitude might seem a gentle emotion compared to the terror of finding someone or something else’s footprints.

For there are other books the boy has read, much darker ones about woods much like these. Tales by Hans Christian Andersen, Charles Perrault and Heinrich Hoffman, long before their tamed celluloid translations by Disney, where people danced themselves to death wearing red-hot shoes and children who sucked their thumbs had them sheared off. In the stories of the Brothers Grimm, he had read of witches who turned into owls and cats, cannibal crones being shoved into ovens, children who lay inside the bellies of wolves, were cut to pieces by robbers or were boiled alive in pots. The folktales of his parents’ native land spoke of Baba Yaga a hideous flying sorceress who lives in the forests and devours travellers who strayed off the beaten path. These were places where the trees might come alive, birds might talk and animals disguise themselves as human. Within enchanted forests, the laws of physics and reason were suspended. All the superstitions of culture, fears of the subconscious mind, mysteries of the unmapped parts of land and psyche found their home here. It is no coincidence that it is in the woods that Dante found the entrance to hell. Within the safety of his home and daylight, the boy had delighted in such tales. He could even rationalise their origins; that the shriek of an owl, wolf or fox at night might sound like a ghost or demon or the tales, like bogeymen, were intended to scare children away from venturing into the woods and getting lost. Under cover of darkness, they were no longer contained within fiction.

As it happened, there were monsters but they did not appear as wolves or witches. They were all too real and all too human. The boy had been sent there to hide by his schoolmaster. The teacher had had a tip-off that the local police were about to conduct a raid on his boarding school to look for boys just like this one. ‘If they find you, tell them you are a woodcutter’s son.’ If discovered, he would be arrested and questioned by stern and kind officers, his details taken and his family searched for. Then he would be transported in a cattle truck filled with strangers to a far-away land. Then, in the dazzling light, he would be screamed at in a language he could not understand, with dogs barking and a flurry of fists and boots until he reached the queues. What possessions he had brought would be taken from him and thrown onto vast piles. People around him would speak languages he had never even heard before: a babel of tongues. The word, in many languages, in many interpretations, might come down the line that they were to be showered, their bodies disinfected for lice and scabies, and be put to work or moved further East to another transit camp. It would be OK. They would be filed into rooms so close their bodies touched. Some may have noticed there were no showers in the chamber, either before or after the doors were sealed. It did not matter. The room soon filled with a blood agent known as prussic acid or hydrogen cyanide, a pesticide gas trademarked Zyklon B, dropped into ventilation grills by soldiers who joked, ‘Have you fed them their grub yet?’ And these people, the mothers scrabbling wildly for their children, the fathers





Bloomsbury Academic

An imprint of Bloomsbury Publishing Plc

1385 Broadway

New York

NY 10018

USA

50 Bedford Square

London

WC1B 3DP

UK

www.bloomsbury.com

Bloomsbury is a registered trade mark of Bloomsbury Publishing Plc

First published 2013

© Darran Anderson, 2013

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or any information storage or retrieval system, without prior permission in writing from the publishers.

No responsibility for loss caused to any individual or organization acting on or refraining from action as a result of the material in this publication can be accepted by Bloomsbury or the author.

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data

Anderson, Darran.

Histoire de Melody Nelson / Darran Anderson.

pages cm

Includes bibliographical references and index.

1. Gainsbourg, Serge. Histoire de Melody Nelson. 2. Popular music--France--History and criticism. 3. Rock music--France--History and criticism. I. Title.

ML420.G12A84 2013

782.42164092--dc23

2013017197

ISBN: 978-1-62356-216-8

eBook by Fakenham Prepress Solutions, Fakenham, Norfolk NR21 8NN

OEBPS/images/pageiii.jpg





OEBPS/images/logo.jpg
BLOOMSUBURTY

NEW YORK » LONDON o NEW DELHI ¢ SYDNEY





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
“2¥ histoire de melody

by
Darran Anderson






OEBPS/images/pagei.jpg





