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OBITUARIES AS FOUND

A single bouquet of daisies

The last known photograph

on a steamship swaddled in furs

an antisocial

socialite, an enigmatic figure

attended round-the-clock

surrounded

by fine French dolls antique dolls

private aides

Daughter of a scoundrel.   Notorious curmudgeonly

Her behaviour was strange

She avidly monitored Sotheby’s

*

Huguette Clarkdied aged 104

in 1928 she married

French dolls since she was a girl

Huguette’s father, Senator

William A Clark of Montana

began collecting

four galleries, 121 rooms, Turkish baths

a rotunda a swimming pool, a thundering

pipe organ and

a Michigan womanAnna Eugenia

*

Huguette

so fiercely private

spoke English with a French accent

In 1928 she married—

Gossiparrived with a

retinue of servants

and rentedan entire floor

for the duration of the divorce

The dollsFrench dolls

were housed in their own suite of rooms

a life lived in the shadows

*

Lady Liberty was Anna la Chapelle 17

her mother

Her 56-year-old fatherwas not afraid

to show his wealth

The family was

received by New York society

as robber baron Beverly Hillbillies

In her teens Huguette took dancing lessons

from Isadora Duncan

A whirlof Paris

When her sister died, it left a hole

Why she became a recluse is not known

A housekeeper kept the dolls’ dresses

impeccably ironed

Everything stopped when her mother died

She lavished

a fortune

died with a taste for

exquisite French dollsbaronial homes

and solitude

*

The next 80 years are almost completely blank
Fortunately, the Russians never attacked

William Clark

worth over $3 billion in today’s money

Second childhood?

God complex?

What about the ethics?

She didn’t want to go out. She didn’t want to have beautiful things, no, no. She was a lovely, kind, giving lady, I feel really saddened

*

A 14-foot tapestry from the 16th century said

It was intriguing.

For a number of years

she ate austere lunches

was known only as The Client

She just wanted to be home

and play with her dolls

The dolls were coveted—

extensive

immense

Despite her unpredictable behaviour, Huguette

willed her doll collection

to speak publicly

a copper tycoon’s daughter

highly paranoid half-sister

bubble of concealment

and seclusion

she spent millions was a big buyer

On the other hand the maids’ rooms

were plain and unadorned

*

On the top floor of 907, Fifth Avenue

an aspiring photographer

is focusing in particular

an expert appraisal for the IRS

on a significant collection of dolls

In addition Mrs Clark owned

mansions, historic

appliances from 1915

carved plaster ceilings, dark wood panelling

& dollsdollhouses

*

In recent years

her eyesight failed and her hearing was weak

she married but the union dissolved

two years later of non-consummation

at times

she had been unwilling

to eat

A $7 million violin found

in the reclusive heiress’s wardrobe

said she weighed

all of 75 lb like somebody

out of a concentration camp

*

She purchased several Japanese

and even some unique Barbie dolls

she spent over $3 million

on dolls

French dolls

from the 19th century

She registered

under a fake name and even made

one of her lawyers speak to her

through a door

at the New York hospital

*

The door said

an expert on antique teddy bears and dolls

said

Mrs Clark’s collection has been

appraised

in the millions

The door said she owned

four Stradivari including The Virgin

and an 1882 painting by Renoir In the Roses

The door said

The Great Depression said

The newspapers said

Have a look at her self-portraits

Have a look at

her paintings of Japanese ladies

they were beautiful

or maybe they were Japanese dolls

Her cherished dolls

her constant companions




DOLLY

907 Fifth Avenue, Apartment 8W

25 March 1991 9 a.m.

Alors! Dolly is making specials photographies projects

it is officials. By orders of Infernal Revenues Officer.

Big bucks investigation – ridiculous! This Polaroid camera

is heavy, this nosey-parkers will have regrets.

Luckily Dolly is fully jointed, bisque, as Maman’s protector

and first favourite she is artistic types if not painter

as is Maman copying also cartoons characters.

Our home is 907 Fifth Avenue, bests address! Architect

diagrammatique for penthouse luxury, almost in clouds

fluffy and ethereal tufting our rooftop floor.

Miss Ting she is making assistance, porqoui non?

Our little bébé pram it is crowded

with equipments. I press the shutter to make a foyer

this is the farthest interior, our edge of horizon.

FOYER


A dark and wide chasm, your nostrils will inadvertently twitch at the odour of undisturbed indoors, a ghost scent, of intoxicating perfume, Grace Kelly’s Fleurissimo to be exact, of stacks of paper, dust, of tinned sardines, a trace of rotting flesh within. A small painting hangs on the wall above a mahogany hall table with dainty, club feet. On top a 17th-century carriage clock, a sundial face surrounded by swirls of gilt, a golden cherub clasping a scythe. The painting depicts a window (it is the apartment at night), looking out across Central Park down to a street dotted with lamp posts that glow like fireflies. A table. A Japanese silk cloth. Taxis. A signature in the right-hand bottom corner reads

Huguette Clark.



This is most farthest of our interior, our edge of horizon.

We are not here often. A camera is heavy in arms petits

I am 12 inches. Or if in sophisticate Europe, centimetres – thirty!

Dans le catalogue I am described as French composition.

Value Points: Especially pretty bébé avec gentle expression

– this is maximums accurate blurbs! And now The Gallery:

Miss Ting, regarde! We must step back! So many flirty

eyes to catch from glassy cabinets, glancing in our élites direction.

Ringlets, petticoats, bonnets, silk embroidered vests,

blousons, ruffles, immaculate lace collars,—everywhere cute

and Nineteenth Century before even Maman is to be

born on 9 June 1906! Gemini star signs, which is bests

Zodiac arrangement. But now we make photos shoots

most thrilling of drama, tears, sometimes also les liaisons sexy!!

GALLERY


Herringbone parquet stretches before you, a wooden sea arrowing out to double doors. It’s at this moment you realise you’re being watched. Hundreds of pairs of socketed lids blink. A monkey automaton in a red felt jerkin and a fez hat holds a pair of cymbals. Next to it are rows of little cafe chairs, piled legs up, pointing at folded beach parasols, stacked next to an arrangement of instruments – a tiny harp, a minuscule violin. Your eyes travel along the wood-panelled wall to a door, and if you squint, you can see the corner of an ornate, cherry-wood desk at the foot of which there is another at which sits a dreadlocked rag doll in a waistcoat, bent over a leather-bound journal, a long quill pen clutched in his brown fist.



Shhhhh! Our genius Général is working. Memoirs apparently!

Miss Ting says purple, Dolly thinks adorable mauve:

our wallpaper’s scattered with bouquets of primrose

and violets! Actually we’ve maisons for all the family.

I am furnishing the schoolroom entirely.

Here sits Adele and her sailor friend Emile with a globe

and map full of places where Maman will never go

or take us: the Continent or even the Islands of Hebrides.

Where is Miss Ting? Outside we are shells, like beetles.

Insides, more empty. Delphine-Jumeau loses a tooth each week.

And we must make the operation. Zut alors!

She screams, but this pain is nothing more than un petit

idea! A breeze whistles through empty bellies and shrieks!

Moi? My porcelain skull was cracked. I needed shiny new hairs.

This was 1928. Roaring times and crash! Now I have new hair

and a fine line spidery spidering almost invisible crack that crawled

up my chin. Condition: generally excellent. Mr Husband was cruel

to Dolly and Maman did not guess his oak was veneer.

Imagine! Wax loss on left eyelid. See how this spindly legged chair

in my boudoir is solid. Strong. Also those gilt frames on the wall?

On my dresser, you’ll note the top is marble.

Quick! Before I tell of Le Docteur let’s make a picture!

Shhh we must not Maman disturbs! Le Docteur

did fix me in Paris and all Barbies did make rages

in their stereos. One bébé threw her rattle from the pram.

To be quite honests the whole nursery behaviour

was hysterical as if to make maximums jealous rampage.

Always this poupée wanted to suck milk with Maman.

BOUDOIR


A lady’s bedroom, furnished in antique pieces of note. A heaped Louis Quinze marquetry dressing table with three oval mirrors. Under it is a doll-size replica on the parquet floor, with a little chair. At the foot of a dishevelled white and gold bed, upholstered in green silk damask is a chest, on top of which is a simple, wooden box, with a hinged lid, swung open. A blond doll rests against this lean-to. She wears a cream, lace dress, cinched at the waist, with long, leg-o-mutton sleeves. Her head is tipped to one side, glassy blue eyes frown at the camera. Her left hand is raised, blurry, and appears to be pointing to a door opening on to an en suite bathroom. In the gloom, a shadow of an old woman stooped in an oversized dressing gown.



Yes, she was still un bébé so Maman

said our Lisette must prepare all the bottles just so!

This is before Lisette is dropped dead! Also our collars and bows

it was her job to press after the clean starching and steam iron.

Olden days business. Once she is making Dolly cross to frown.

See how this jade mantelpiece is not crowded?

As a joke we gave chère Lisette a miniature cow

from Dolly’s house! Now I am explaining the Music Room

and also the Chapel. Voila! Maman was not best pleased.

But us dolls we say eyes for an eye,

a teeths for a teeth. Look! This upright antique

piano is a Waltershausen. A Grecian frieze

hangs above the matchstick lute. It is exquisites. C’est vrai.

Dolly is sent to get fixed. She flew straight across the Atlantic.

Dolly must wait 30 years to fly across the Atlantic

First Class! This is PanAms 1960s. Ooh la la. I feel a rush

of breath. This booby next to me was soft flesh

not fragile like my porcelain cheeks.

If only poor Maman could have come, if only she was bisque

she would be hollow and happy like us.

Please note this moose head, Dear Guest. I ask

at take-offs why did we bring this Chatty Talkative?

Cherry Blossom Lends a Charm

to Existence. I am having this on my bureau.

In Paris it is considered très chic!

But we are using more each week. Le Général urges calm,

like a lake not a sea. What does he know?

He was not the one whose head was not on its neck.

No, he is having a big, woolly head on his neck

with ears that go deaf when I shush him

because he is speaking but saying nothings!

Alors! You see Les Plastiques in their discothèque

with a two-inch glitter ball? Everyone expects

the globe of Dolly. Let me speak you something.

It is not rocket mathematics. Ecoutez bien!

Maman’s Mr Husband was tippling over the deck

like Martini from a cocktail glass! But now I speak of Paris!

On this flight, one Subordinate (servant class) tries to stuff

Dolly in the overhead locker, like a coffin, no air!

No light! Then I blink and she is embarrassed, she

and a Cabins Stewards glance nervously and laugh

then lift my head so I too can see the sun’s fire.

Every cloud has a silvery line. Maman’ll fire

this Subordinate when we get home. I’ll bet

they are not speaking of this lady in my seat.

First Class. Chatty Talkative is down in the hold, ha ha!!

Now her teeth they are chattering. I admire

her stamina if nothing else. The least

I could do was to tell Maman of the letter.

You see Mr Husband made hush-hush enquiry

to sell us at Christie’s Auction House!

As if! Mais this is how my pretty tête was broken.

On that day many years ago my head it spins and twists

like horses on the multicoloured carousel.

This abominable was no joker.

Poor Dolly! My skin is icing white bisque.

Poor Dolly, because I am utterly bisque

the surgery was a very delicate procedure.

My neck was in the hands of Le Docteur,

my nostrils sniffing the desk.

Mon Dieu! He was lifting Dolly’s dress

and petticoats to check for splinters

and Dolly was dreaming on adhesive vapour.

I do not like his touch, this best specialist.

Presently I am under a young oak

and the leaves they glow like absinthe

in a crystal decanter, I see the light shake.

The grass is scratching the small in my back.

It is August nineteen sixties and hot with the glint.

I see a man of large person. I am naked.

I see Maman. I am a person. I am naked.

But I am not human skin. Maman’s nipple

is peeping from her sheer kimono, a ripple

of breeze she is billowing silk

dragon’s breath, scarlet, flickering.

In the air the flutter is jasmine, a little

also the scent of honeysuckle.

Sun shafts the man’s muscled trunk.

My breast she is heavy heaving

and I am feeling a particular tingle

as the man he is kissing Maman’s throat,

her shoulders, you would not believe

how he strokes with fingers

her long hair, then she is making moan.

Maman is making moan, she pulls his hair

long, hard. Mais non! Now the man I dream

is Mr Husband not the enchanted handsome

and I am shivering under the chandelier.

In the mirror I am seeing the derrière

of Mr Husband, it is a fat white dome

bright as the moon! Maman is delirium

with fear and we must make her torture

to end. Regarde! How she is writhing

and scratching with fingernails his pale back.

‘Allez! Allez!’ She is calling assistance.

Quick! We must pull the Chatty string.

Mr Husband was wearing only a moustache

stiff with wax and making belligerent

bellowing as the maximum belligerent

beast-pig. I did not like his noisy breath

and the way he was trying to make push-push

on top of Maman. Chatty says I don’t want

to go to bed yet. Merde! Such impertinent

nastiness! This imbécile doll is not French

no, no! But this is how we must wrench

Maman from Mr Husband’s most violet

passions. Please change my dress. Impossible

behaviours! What is this Chatty Talkative

knowing about love? Salope!

Dolly sounds the alarm! It says May I have a taffy apple?

Idiot! Mr Husband said he would surely give

her one if she didn’t shut up!

This was the noises that woke Dolly up!

Donnez-moi un bonbon! Je suis très jolie.

I am come round on the workbench in Paris

and now this Chatty will never stop

chatting. Je m’appelle, je m’appelle . . .

Monsieur le Docteur fixed her to say oui, oui

and other sentences like Je suis très gentille,

as if any vinyl-face could ever be a proper

Frenchwoman! They are all sames!

There is such things as class

and breeding. This doll was born in a box

with only a record player slot and speaker.

Tell me is there anything more dégueulasse?

Dolly is fashioned of aristocrat stock.

Maman’s Maman did know Dolly’s maker.

Anna-Maman was bringing my maker

all the way from Aix-en-Provence

because he was most genius in all France.

He did fashion Dolly for Maman’s beloved big sister

Andrée, who in our tragedy, did die from a fever

most miserably raging and violent.

Quelle horreur! This is when our residence

is nearly ten times more larger

than Maman’s most splendid parkside

apartments in Manhattan. Vraiment.

Papa Le Senator was second only to a Rockefeller.

Ooh la la! Every day a whole train piled

with coals came just for warming la maison.

He was the most extravagant man in America.

This was America’s most extravagant

miser! He is buying every objêt in the world:

the ballroom is papered with gold

leaf, each table leg and cabinet is elegance

itself, the walls are thick with Renaissance

paintings. There’s nothing can’t be sold

or bought mais son coeur is hard wood

and Maman is feeling such chilly distance.

Dolly is speaking these delicate histoires

for Maman because now she is shy

and does not hardly exit this acre of penthouse

ever since the bombings on Pearl Harbor.

Mais oui, we are living almost fifty

million years like this and Maman is recluse.

We are exclusive now Maman is recluse

and it is us dolls only who know

her most intimate thoughts and how

she eats sardine crackers and orange juice.

Maman and Mr Husband made decree absolute.

Maman anyway prefers the Flintstones

and our Housekeeper must make correct the video

recordings. And now her weights is
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