Claire Poinsignon

Around the block girl

The Canal St Martin lights up and off like a movie set, storms rushing across the liquid sky. Claire shows up in a summer blouse, with an evening gown and a sailor jacket in her shoulder bag to gear up for my little amateur shoot. Bubbly and excited, she is eager to start working again after a summer literary festival: copywriter at Le Monde des Livres and Lire, Claire has joined philosopher Alain Finkelkraut as assistant at France Culture, the public radio service aimed at the thinking audience. 
Born of Lorraine parents, she was born in Montpellier, and grew up all over the country, in the Alps, the Sud Ouest, and Lyons where she did her preparatory school for Literature, Hypokâgne. Then life took some bad turns, barely making ends meet, McDonald’s, office cleaning, waitressing in London, au pair for dogs, water seller, telemarketing, seasonal peach picker, private tutor for French and Latin, and the worst of all, press agent at a publishing house. Trained as a linguist, a grammarian, she had little time for her love, the musicality of the French language. 

It is on a 300km trek in the Moroccan desert that she cleansed her mind and decided to go back to what she’d decided at the age of nine: to live in Paris as a writer. She was lucky to find a publisher in Albin Michel for her first novel, « Petit Précis des Lésions Ordinaires » (Little compendium of ordinary lesions). As for Paris, she finds it polluted, noisy, tiring… But she remains outside the literary scene, and so can maintain relatively unsoiled. She keeps to the classics: Flaubert, Céline, Nabokov, Kafka, John Fante, Evelyn Waugh… with such bedside companions she shares their love for Humanity, both good and bad, the balance of shadow and light, the burlesque paradox alternating tragedy and buffoonery. With humility, she wishes to transform pain into creation, the morbidity of revenge into vitality and beauty. Her stylistic work is like a prayer, a psalm, seeking out the prefect ring, a Ravelian inner music. After a good afternoon’s work, she relaxes with a spiritual cocktail of beer and George Michael. So engrossed with writing she is that she is prone to walking into parking meters while jotting down fleeting thoughts. “ My perception is molecular. I look for the grain of life.” She listens to the morning silence while her 8 year old son sleeps… the harmony, the concordance of colours in Paris. 
« Petit Précis des Lésions Ordinaires », Albin Michel - 2003 

First novel prize of Touquet Paris Plage
