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Football club Présidente Aurélie de Faria 
A tourné récemment autour de Benzéma 
 
Au prochain mercato parée en courtisane 
Rejoindra le harem de Ali Did Roustane 
 
 
 
 
 
 
à Aurélie... mais aussi à Aurore et Samy, chaque 

week-end les "Trois Grâces" du Roustan football club 
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C'est à ma plus grande honte, à l'époque où je pouvais 

dialoguer en direct avec Raymond Kopa sur les ondes 

grâce à Europe1sport, qu'il me faut avouer que je 

n'avais pas vraiment remarqué Aurélie de Faria. Je 

l'avais sans doute entendue, mais sans plus me 

souvenir de son prénom que de celui de la fille, 

charmante et un peu naïve, qui y présente souvent la 

revue de presse, ni de celle, particulièrement obstinée 

et toute aussi charmante, faisant piétiner Didier 

Roustan plusieurs fois par matinée le... samedi pour 

donner le point en Région Parisienne sur... le trafic sur 

le périphérique. 

 

Si je me suis rattrapé depuis, c'est que je compare de 

Faria avec quelqu'un que je continue à admirer et qui 

déploie la même énergie qu'elle pour réussir dans le 

milieu ardu de la radio thématique. Je veux parler de 

Jessyca Falour... vous vous souvenez... cette 

animatrice qui avait eu son pic de gloire comme 
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finaliste des Colocataires sur M6 et qui travaille 

depuis dix ans au Mouv' (Radio-France). Avec cinq 

ans de décalage, le parcours d'Aurélie de Faria est 

d'autant plus voisin que Miss Falour draine pour la 

saison 2008-2009 une proportion importante de 

sportifs dans son "débrief", chaque samedi et 

dimanche matin. 

 

Pour la petite histoire, sous le pseudo Alençon, j'ai 

créé et modifié de nombreuses fois l'article sur 

wikipédia consacré à Jessyca à qui j'avais également 

déclamé des alexandrins à l'antenne. C'est ainsi que 

j'avais versifié son intrépidité --- elle encourageait 

alors le Stade Français --- de s'être retrouvée avec "son 

manteau noir" au milieu d'une tribune emplie de 

supporters toulousains. 

 

(pour en savoir plus : De l’amour en général... et du 

sexe en particulier, Jessyca F., Ed. Oh, 2007) 
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- Le clonage humain ? Ce que je pense du clonage 

humain ? Pourquoi ne pas me demander comment 

résoudre la crise au Moyen-Orient pendant qu'ils y 

sont ? 

 

Holmes saisit brusquement un magazine dans le porte-

revue, puis il le feuilleta avec l'énergie d'un enfant 

hyperactif. 

 

- Le prince Charles s'exprime sur la construction de 

tours. Charlton Heston donne son point de vue sur la 

législation concernant la vente d'armes. Le fils du 

Premier ministre n'aime bien qu'un certain type de 

musique. David Beckham préfère tel film à tel autre. 

Ce type est footballeur. Sur quoi se base-t-il pour son 

jugement ? Sur le jeu de jambe des acteurs ? 
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(Sherlock Holmes dans tous ses états, pages 294 à 

297, Ed. Rivages/Noir, 2007) 

 

Pendant que c'est encore tout chaud dans ma mémoire, 

je reviens un peu sur mon passage à Europe1 à 

l'occasion de mon livre sur Gomis : alors que je ne 

pensais passer que quelques minutes dans leurs 

locaux, j'ai eu droit à trois heures de présence dans un 

studio d'une grande radio nationale : est-ce le fait que 

c'était pendant le week-end ou tout simplement que 

d'autres invités avaient fait faux bond, mais, une ou 

plusieurs fois par quart d'heure, j'ai pu donner mon 

avis sur l'actualité ; le mieux, c'est que tout est passé 

ensuite en boucle dans des "redifs", sauf, sans doute 

faute de temps, le quart d'heure où je parlais de 

l'arbitrage vidéo que je résume donc ici. 

 

J'insistais sur le fait qu'à la dernière finale (Superbowl) 

de football US, le tenant du titre --- un an après encore 
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la meilleure équipe --- avait perdu son titre à cause de 

l'entraîneur ; je précisais que, contrairement au rugby 

où seul l'arbitre de champ peut demander la vidéo, au 

foot' américain les entraîneurs y sont autorisés ; par 

deux fois, l'entraîneur des tenants du titre a omis de le 

faire ce qui aurait inversé le résultat ; je concluais en 

précisant qu'il n'avait droit qu'à quelques secondes (un 

peu comme au tennis) pour s'y décider et que je 

n'imaginais pas un tel système en Europe car (ce 

furent mes derniers mots sur l'antenne) "au lieu de 

cracher sur les arbitres, on irait cracher sur 

l'entraîneur". 
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l'industriel du Sud 

 

- Watson, finalement, ce n'est pas seulement que de 

pouvoir surfer rapidement le plus gros avantage 

d'Internet, c'est que nous ne sommes plus forcés, vous 

et moi, de recevoir à chaque fois les clients au 221 bis, 

Baker Street. Regardez, c'est grâce à l'e-mail que j'ai 

encore reçu cette nouvelle demande d'enquête. 

 

- Oui, maugrée-je, mais moi cela me gêne de ne plus 

pouvoir détailler les portraits de tous ceux qui défilent 

ici. 

 

- Allons, Watson, depuis quand n'avez-vous pas 

brossé mon portrait, ni le vôtre d'ailleurs. 

 

- Cela fait bien longtemps que nos silhouettes sont 

connues de tous... Il dit quoi cet e-mail ? 
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- il s'agit d'une plainte formulée par un important 

industriel du Sud de la France dont le siège social est 

dans le seizième arrondissement à Paris : une fois par 

an sa voiture en stationnement est mise en pièces. 

 

- Vous n'allez quand même pas vous mettre aux chiens 

écrasés ; il doit bien y avoir des problèmes plus dignes 

de vous en ce moment dans la capitale britannique. 

 

- On voit que vous connaissez mal les Latins, Watson. 

Ils ont un sens de l'honneur exacerbé et mon client a 

par ailleurs des arguments financiers pour me 

persuader d'accepter ce problème. 

 

- Sans moi alors ! 

 

- Je ne me suis jamais fait à l'avion mais, avec ces 

chemins de fer modernes, Londres est vraiment tout 

proche de Paris : je me donne moins de quarante-huit 
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heures pour résoudre ce problème ; rendez-vous après-

demain à la même heure. 

 

Après-demain avait-il dit ; c'était donc aujourd'hui. 

 

Madame Hudson eut quelque réticence à m'introduire 

dans le bureau de Sherlock Holmes en son absence. 

Comme mon vieil ami n'avait pas laissé de message, je 

ne m'inquiétai pas et, effectivement, il arriva peu 

après, apparemment de très bonne humeur et 

fredonnant même en français la chanson d'Aznavour : 

 

- J'aime Paris au mois de mai... Avec ses 

bouquinistes... Et ses aquarellistes... 

 

- Alors Holmes, était-ce si important que cela cette 

enquête ? 
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- Pour mon client oui ; il était par ailleurs vexé, non 

seulement que la police française ait classé cette 

affaire sans avoir vraiment enquêté, mais encore que 

ces mêmes policiers aient l'air de se moquer de lui à 

chaque fois. La dernière fois même, ils s'étaient 

permis dé parler à voix basse entre eux en le désignant 

et en haussant les épaules. C'est donc aussi pour cela 

qu'il avait fait appel à mes services. 

 

Holmes allait-il me donner la solution ? Non, il sortit 

sa pipe en bruyère comme s'il voulait méditer. 

 

- Voyez-vous, Watson, j'ai résolu plein de mystères, 

mais il me faudra sans doute toute ma vie pour 

résoudre le plus important : comment se fait-il que, 

face à n'importe quelle situation, votre raisonnement 

zappe et diverge alors que le mien est parfait. 
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Était-ce l'épisode de la baignoire que m'avait rendu 

jaloux, mais cette fois je bouillais intérieurement. 

Cependant, pour ne pas faire de la peine à mon vieil 

ami qui avait l'air d'excellente humeur, je m'abstins de 

lui rappeler ses échecs les plus cuisants ; je le laissais 

donc poursuivre. 

 

- Dites-moi quelle piste auriez-vous suivie, Watson ? 

 

- Je connais le centre de Paris où j'ai même découvert 

récemment "Paris Plage" mais le seizième 

arrondissement, c'est où ? 

- C'est là, dit-il, me montrant un minuscule plan de 

métro. 

 

- Cela ne m'avance guère. Ah ! cette tache verte, ce 

n'est pas le Bois de Boulogne ? 

 

- Certes, auriez-vous une piste ? 
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- Cet industriel du Sud ne serait-il pas tout simplement 

un Marseillais ? 

 

- Ah ah, Watson, depuis toutes ces années, je me 

disais bien que mon influence finirait par porter ses 

fruits ; vous pensez à quoi ? 

 

Tel un coq, je me rengorgeais tout à coup. 

 

- Si sa voiture était garée près du Bois du Boulogne, 

j'en aurais déduit que cela doit avoir un rapport 

quelconque avec la faune qui y règne ; il me semble 

bien que le milieu marseillais la contrôle. 

 

- Autrefois sans doute, mais depuis il s'agit d'une 

mafia nettement plus orientale que les Russes 

également hors course ; d'ailleurs, avec votre 
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hypothèse, comment auriez-vous expliqué qu'il soit 

vandalisé seulement une fois par an. 

 

- Je ne vois pas. 

 

- Moi non plus, je ne voyais pas ; seulement j'ai agi ; 

j'ai enquêté auprès de la personne responsable des 

sinistres à sa compagnie d'assurance ; je me suis alors 

rendu avec ma carte optique dans un cybercafé et j'en 

ai soumis les trois dates les plus récentes à mon 

nouveau moteur de recherche basé sur la corrélation 

psycho-historique. 

 

- Je suppose qu'ils le vendent deux fois plus cher avec 

un nom pareil !!! 

 

- Riez, riez, mais pauvre citoyen britannique que je 

suis il me fallait cela ; en fait, je gage que les lecteurs 



17 

des traductions en français de nos aventures auront 

trouvé depuis longtemps. 

 

- Qu'on en finisse ! Venons-en à cette solution... et ne 

rallumez pas cette pipe, cela m'énerve. 

 

  

- Hélas ! Vous ne serez jamais persévérant dans vos 

efforts de déductions ; vous savez que je vous aime 

bien. 

 

- Vous devriez être content d'avoir un biographe aussi 

patient ; alors cette solution ? 

 

- Chacun des trois soirs où cette voiture a été 

saccagée, c'était justement le jour du match annuel de 

football de Ligue 1 où l'équipe locale reçoit 

Marseille ; c'est alors une sorte de tradition pour les 

hooligans de tirer sur tout ce qui bouge ou les agace... 
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a fortiori s'il s'agit si près du Parc des Princes d'une 

voiture immatriculée dans les Bouches-du-Rhône. 

 

 

« Aucun film au monde, aucune pièce ne saurait 

transmettre autant de courants contradictoires, autant 

d'émotions que la demi-finale de Séville. » (Michel 

Platini) 

 

Le 8 juillet 1982, au stade Sánchez Pizjuán de Séville 

(Espagne), devant 70 000 spectateurs, la demi-finale 

de la Coupe du monde de football de 1982 oppose la 

France à la RFA. 

 

Dès le coup d'envoi, les Allemands mettent la pression 

sur des Français timorés, voire complexés. Aux 

montées puissantes de Paul Breitner, succèdent les 

séries de dribble de leur intenable ailier de poche 

Pierre Littbarski, tantôt à gauche, tantôt à droite. 
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Auteur d'un coup-franc qui s'écrase sur la barre 

transversale de Jean-Luc Ettori (17e minute), 

Littbarski ouvre logiquement la marque quelques 

instants plus tard en reprenant de loin un ballon 

repoussé par Ettori qui était préalablement sorti dans 

les pieds de Klaus Fischer, lancé de loin par Breitner. 

1-0 pour l'Allemagne 

 

Nullement troublés par l'ouverture du score 

allemande, les Français réagissent et commencent à 

hausser leur niveau de jeu. Jouant de plus en plus bas, 

les Allemands multiplient les fautes. Un coup franc 

tiré plein axe par Giresse trouve la tête de Platini, qui 

remise sur Rocheteau, lequel est grossièrement retenu 

par la taille par Bernhardt Forster dans les 16 mètres. 

L'arbitre, Monsieur Corver, indique sans hésiter le 

point de penalty. Michel Platini embrasse le ballon, le 

pose sur le point de penalty et égalise d'une frappe 
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puissante tirée à ras de terre comme à son habitude 

(27e). 1-1 

 

De plus en plus pressants, les Français font le siège de 

la surface de réparation allemande, sans parvenir à 

véritablement inquiéter le portier allemand Harald 

Toni Schumacher, lequel, très agressif, se distingue en 

multipliant les fautes sur les joueurs français. 

 

De retour des vestiaires, les Français prennent les 

choses en mains marquant un but par Dominique 

Rocheteau, refusé pour une faute peu évidente sur 

Bernd Förster. Puis ils subissent une grosse 

déconvenue avec la sortie sur blessure de Bernard 

Genghini, touché à la cheville suite à un contact avec 

le libero allemand Stielike. Evoluant au milieu de 

terrain, Genghini est remplacé par Patrick Battiston, 

arrière latéral de nature, mais replacé pour la 

circonstance au milieu. 
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Cette rentrée de Battiston n'est pas loin d'être décisive. 

Dès son entrée en jeu, il se distingue par une frappe 

lointaine. Puis, quelques minutes plus tard, 

parfaitement lancé par une ouverture lumineuse de 

Michel Platini, Battiston se présente seul face au 

gardien allemand Harald Schumacher, sorti à sa 

rencontre. Le tir lobé de Battiston manque de peu le 

cadre, mais Schumacher poursuit sa course, et vient 

percuter Battiston avec une rare violence. Gisant 

inconscient sur la pelouse, Battiston est évacué hors 

du terrain sur une civière accompagné par son ami 

Michel Platini. Pendant ce temps l'arbitre se contente 

d'ordonner une remise en jeu en faveur de l'équipe 

allemande se rendant en partie responsable d'une des 

plus grandes injustices de l'histoire de la Coupe du 

Monde. 
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Les Français, révoltés, haussent encore d'un ton leur 

niveau de jeu, dominant outrageusement une équipe 

d'Allemagne, de plus en plus fébrile tandis que le 

public du stade Sánchez Pizjuán, qui hue Schumacher 

à chacune de ses interventions, prend fait et cause 

pour le football offensif des Bleus. La dernière minute 

du temps réglementaire est marquée par la violente 

frappe lointaine du latéral français Manuel Amoros 

qui s'écrase sur la barre transversale de Schumacher. 

Mais dans les arrêts de jeu, les Allemands se 

rappellent au bon souvenir de tous par un tir croisé qui 

oblige Ettori à réaliser une spectaculaire parade en 

deux temps. 

 

La prolongation débute parfaitement pour la France. 

En position d'avant-centre, le stoppeur français Marius 

Trésor reprend de volée un coup franc excentré et 

donne l'avantage aux Bleus (93e). Toujours aussi 

offensifs, les Bleus continuent de déferler par vagues 
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sur la défense allemande. À la 99e minute, Dominique 

Rocheteau remonte la balle sur l'aile droite, transmet à 

Platini qui renverse vers Didier Six sur la gauche. 

L'ailier gauche français temporise un peu et sert en 

retrait Alain Giresse qui décoche une frappe à la limite 

de la surface. La balle frappe le poteau avant de 

rentrer dans la cage allemande. L'image de la joie de 

Giresse courant ivre de bonheur tel un pantin 

désarticulé restera à jamais figée comme un grand 

moment du football français. 

 

À 3-1, les Bleus semblent s'ouvrir la route vers la 

première finale de leur histoire, mais seulement quatre 

minutes après le but de Giresse, alors que les Bleus 

continuent toujours de camper dans les 16 mètres 

allemands, une première faute de Forster sur Giresse 

non sifflée puis une deuxième sur Platini, permet aux 

joueurs allemands de contre-attaquer : l'attaquant 

allemand Rummenigge, tout juste rentré en jeu, réduit 
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le score (103e) en reprenant d'un revers du pied 

gauche un centre devant le but. La rentrée en jeu de 

Rummenigge pose visiblement un véritable problème 

aux Bleus, incapables d'adapter leur organisation au 

renfort offensif des Allemands. Le match change 

soudain d'âme. Désormais, ce sont les offensives 

allemandes qui se multiplient tandis que les Français 

apparaissent débordés. Confirmation dès l'entame de 

la seconde période des prolongations lorsque Fischer, 

démarqué dans la surface de réparation française, 

arrache l'égalisation d'un superbe retourné acrobatique 

(108e). La fin de la prolongation tourne au calvaire 

pour les Bleus, mais le score ne change plus. Pour la 

première fois de l'histoire de la Coupe du monde de 

football, un match va se jouer aux tirs au but. 

 

Giresse, qui tourne ostensiblement le dos à 

Schumacher avant de s'élancer, est le premier joueur à 

tirer… et à marquer. Le capitaine Manfred Kaltz lui 
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répond. Amoros mâchonne son chewing gum, prend 

deux pas d'élan et de sang-froid trouve la lucarne de 

Schumacher. C'est ensuite au tour du vétéran Breitner 

de ne pas trembler. Rocheteau inscrit le troisième tir 

français, avant que Stielike n'échoue face à Ettori. 

L'allemand est alors effondré et se recroqueville sur 

lui même. Le réalisateur de la télévision espagnole est 

encore fixé sur Stielike, en larmes dans les bras de 

Littbarski, lorsque Six échoue à son tour. Six s'écroule 

de la même façon que le fit Stielieke. En inscrivant 

son tir, Littbarski remet donc les deux équipes à 

égalité. Après Platini et Rummenigge, c'est au tour de 

Maxime Bossis de s'élancer. Sa frappe, repoussée par 

Schumacher, offre une balle de match à l'Allemagne, 

balle de match que Horst Hrubesch se charge de 

transformer en victoire, envoyant la Mannschaft en 

finale 
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Quelques jours plus tard, les Français s'inclinent 3-2 

contre la Pologne pour la 3e place tandis que les 

Allemands sont dominés 3-1 par l'Italie. 
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classement ELO adapté au football 

 

Le système ELO, qui classe depuis très longtemps les 

joueurs d'échecs du monde entier, ne s'est appliqué 

que récemment au football. Cependant, les 

ordinateurs, à partir de bases de données constituées 

de longue date, ont été capables de remonter le temps 

pour déterminer quelle aurait été la hiérarchie à telle 

ou telle époque. La première nation non-européenne à 

avoir disputé un match officiel n'est pas le Brésil mais 

l'Afrique du Sud... justement l'organisatrice en 2010 

du prochain Mondial. Cela fait quelques dizaines 

d'années que toutes les régions du monde comptent 

des équipes de football nationales. Plus de deux cents 

pays s'échelonnent à ce classement ELO qui donne 

donc encore plus de valeur aux périodes où la France 

était première, essentiellement durant les ères de 

Platini et de Zidane. 
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N'oublions pas cependant que, dans les années 

cinquante, nous avions déjà pu lancer un cocorico 

grâce à Fontaine qui a vu, mais bien longtemps après, 

son nombre de buts en Mondial battu à deux reprises ; 

"Justo" conserve le RECORD de buts marqués dans 

UNE SEULE Coupe Jules Rimet. C'est d'ailleurs au 

cours de cette même année 1958 que les Bleus 

emmenés par Kopa se sont retrouvés en octobre pour 

la première fois seconds et surtout meilleurs 

Européens à ce classement ELO... bien loin derrière le 

Brésil.  

 

27 juin 1984 France 2 Espagne (1836) 0 1988 

 

13 octobre 1984 Luxembourg 0 France 4 1989 

 

21 novembre 1984 France 1 Bulgarie 0 1993 

 

8 décembre 1984 France 2 Allemagne de l'Est 0 2003 
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3 avril 1985 Yougoslavie 0 France 0 1997 

 

2 mai 1985 Bulgarie 2 France 0 1954 

 

21 août 1985 France 2 Uruguay (1838) 0 1972 

 

11 septembre 1985 Allemagne de l'Est (1826) 2 

France 0 1935 

 

.../... 

 

16 novembre 1885 France 2 Yougoslavie 0 1947 

 

26 février 1886 France 0 Irlande du Nord 0 1941 

 

26 mars 1986 France 2 Argentine (1840) 0 1948 

 

1 juin 1986 France 1 Canada 0 1955 
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5 juin 1986 France 1 Union Soviétique (1956) 1 1955 

 

9 juin 1986 France 3 Hongrie 0 1988 

 

17 juin 1986 France 2 Italie (1818) 0 2016 

 

21 juin 1986 Brésil (1980) 1 France 1 2013 

 

25 juin 1986 Allemagne de l'Ouest (1950) 2 France 0 

1953 

 

.../... 

 

8 juillet 1998 France 2 (ah la double réaction de 

Thuram...) Croatie 1 2007 

 

12 juillet 1998 France 3 Brésil (2017) 0 2053 
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19 août 1998 Autriche 2 France 2 2046 

 

5 septembre 1998 Islande 1 France 1 2028 

 

10 octobre 1998 Russie 2 France 3 2040 

 

14 octobre 1998 France 2 Andorre (1054 !) 0 2040 

 

20 janvier 1999 France 1 Maroc 0 2042 

 

10 février 1999 Angleterre (1897) 0 France 2 2056 

 

27 mars 1999 France 0 Ukraine 0 2039 

 

31 mars 1999 France 2 Arménie 0 2040 

 

5 juin 1999 France 2 Russie 3 2004 

 

.../... 
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28 juin 2000 France 2 Portugal (1949) 1 2078 

 

2 juillet 2000 France 2 Italie (1977) 1 2097 

 

2 septembre 2000 France 1 Angleterre 1 2089 

 

4 octobre 2000 France 1 Cameroun 1 2080 

 

7 octobre 2000 Afrique du Sud 0 France 0 2069 

 

15 novembre 2000 Turquie 0 France 4 2076 

 

27 février 2001 France 1 Allemagne (1844) 0 2079 

 

24 mars 2001 France 5 Japon 0 2083 

 

28 Mars 2001 Espagne (1919) 2 France 1 2071 
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25 avril 2001 France 4 Portugal (1967) O 2080 

 

30 mai 2001 Corée du Sud 0 France 5 2104 

 

1 juin 2001 Australie 1 France 0 2062 

 

3 juin 2001 France 4 Mexique 0 2073 

 

7 juin 2001 France 2 Brésil (1929)1 2089 

 

10 juin 2001 Japon 0 France 1 2104 

 

.../... 

  

15 août 2001 France 1 Danemark 0 2106 

 

1 septembre 2001 Chili 2 France 1 2088 

 

6 octobre 2001 France 4 Algérie 1 2089 
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11 novembre 2001 Australie 1 France 1 2085 

 

13 février 2002 France 2 Roumanie 1 2087 

 

27 mars 2002 France 5 Écosse 0 2089 

 

17 avril 2002 France 0 Russie 0 2081 

 

18 mai 2002 France 1 Belgique 2 2063 

 

26 mai 2002 Corée du Sud 2 France 3 2067 

 

31 mai 2002 Sénégal 1 France 0 2014 

 

6 juin 2002 Uruguay 0 France 0 1995 

 

.../... 
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6 septembre 2003 France 5 Chypre 0 1991 

 

10 septembre 2003 Slovénie 0 France 2 2003 

 

11 octobre 2003 France 3 Israël 0 2007 

 

15 novembre 2003 Allemagne (1852) 0 France 3 2023 

 

18 février 2004 Belgique 0 France 2 2032 

 

31 mars 2004 Pays-Bas (1958) 0 France 0 2033 

 

20 mai 2004 France 0 Brésil (1967) 0 2028 

 

6 juin 2004 France 1 Ukraine 0 2029 

 

13 juin 2004 France 2 Angleterre (1891) 1 2046 

 

17 juin 2004 Croatie 2 France 2 2031 
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21 juin 2004 France 3 Suisse 1 2039 

 

25 juin 2004 Grèce (1820) 1 France 0 1998 

 

18 août 2004 France 1 Bosnie 1 1989 

 

.../... 

 

09 juillet 2006 Italie (2050) 1 France 1 2040 

 

16 août 2006 Bosnie 1 France 2 2043 

 

2 septembre 2006 Géorgie 0 France 3 2048 

 

6 septembre 2006 France 3 Italie 1 2066 

 

7 octobre 2006 Écosse 1 France 0 2033 
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Note de Michel Alençon : avant d'introduire le long 

texte victorien, deux précisions concernant cette étude 

sur le classement ELO : pour chaque série de matches 

successifs, j'ai ajouté au début et à la fin de chaque 

période un match supplémentaire où la France, n'était 

pas (ou n'était plus) numéro un mondial ; d'autre part, 

si l'essentiel de cette compilation provient du tome 

Sherlock Holmes et l'ELO au football, je l'ai depuis 

relue à partir d'autres sources, mais plus partielles, et 

cela m'a notamment permis de voir que je m'étais 

trompé sur le score du tout dernier match de la liste. 

 

Après tant de volumes consacrés à Sherlock, je 

m'étonne moi-même de ne pas avoir songé plus tôt à 

publier ne serait-ce qu'une nouvelle signée de Conan 

Doyle et mettant en valeur le grand détective. Après 

tout, n'est-il pas dans le domaine public ? La raison 

dictée par mon subconscient est très simple : les 
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éditeurs n'ont pas attendu que soit lancée la collection 

Watson pour se livrer à cette activité rémunératrice et, 

surtout, leurs gros tirages en rendent le prix de revient 

ridiculement faible par rapport à mon édition sur 

demande, donc, quasiment, à l'unité. 

 

Si je fais une exception pour cette version en anglais 

d'une nouvelle tirée de wikisource, c'est juste pour 

réparer une injustice involontaire : la collection 

Omnibus, sorte de Pléiade du pauvre, a commencé à 

publier, au milieu de la présente décennie, les 

aventures holmésiennes en présentation bilingue et, à 

la surprise des fans, sans y inclure la boîte en carton ni 

à son emplacement chronologique, ni, deux ou trois 

ans après, dans le dernier tome. 

 

Je rappelle que j'avais déjà adapté des textes non-

doyliens, tel celui mettant Lupin et Holmes face à 

face, mais nous avons ici affaire à un texte 
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apparemment signé Conan. Je dis apparemment, car 

j'ai aussitôt cherché à recouper mes sources ; je me 

disais qu'il pouvait s'agir, un peu comme pour les 

évangiles apocryphes, d'une œuvre reniée par Conan 

Doyle, voire découverte miraculeusement par 

quelqu'un de sa famille au fond d'une armoire. Il n'en 

est rien. La boîte en carton fait vraiment partie du 

"Canon". C'est un simple "oubli" d'ailleurs reconnu 

par Omnibus lui-même qui n'a rien fait, depuis déjà un 

an, pour y remédier. 
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the Adventure of the Cardboard Box 

 

In choosing a few typical cases which illustrate the 

remarkable mental qualities of my friend, Sherlock 

Holmes, I have endeavoured, as far as possible, to 

select those which presented the minimum of 

sensationalism, while offering a fair field for his 

talents. It is, however, unfortunately impossible 

entirely to separate the sensational from the criminal, 

and a chronicler is left in the dilemma that he must 

either sacrifice details which are essential to his 

statement and so give a false impression of the 

problem, or he must use matter which chance, and not 

choice, has provided him with. With this short preface 

I shall turn to my notes of what proved to be a strange, 

though a peculiarly terrible, chain of events.  

 

It was a blazing hot day in August. Baker Street was 

like an oven, and the glare of the sunlight upon the 
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yellow brickwork of the house across the road was 

painful to the eye. It was hard to believe that these 

were the same walls which loomed so gloomily 

through the fogs of winter. Our blinds were half-

drawn, and Holmes lay curled upon the sofa, reading 

and re-reading a letter which he had received by the 

morning post. For myself, my term of service in India 

had trained me to stand heat better than cold, and a 

thermometer at ninety was no hardship. But the 

morning paper was uninteresting. Parliament had 

risen. Everybody was out of town, and I yearned for 

the glades of the New Forest or the shingle of 

Southsea. A depleted bank account had caused me to 

postpone my holiday, and as to my companion, neither 

the country nor the sea presented the slightest 

attraction to him. He loved to lie in the very centre of 

five millions of people, with his filaments stretching 

out and running through them, responsive to every 

little rumour or suspicion of unsolved crime. 
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Appreciation of nature found no place among his 

many gifts, and his only change was when he turned 

his mind from the evil-doer of the town to track down 

his brother of the country.  

 

Finding that Holmes was too absorbed for 

conversation I had tossed aside the barren paper, and 

leaning back in my chair I fell into a brown study. 

Suddenly my companion's voice broke in upon my 

thoughts:  

 

"You are right, Watson," said he. "It does seem a most 

preposterous way of settling a dispute."  

 

"Most preposterous!" I exclaimed, and then suddenly 

realizing how he had echoed the inmost thought of my 

soul, I sat up in my chair and stared at him in blank 

amazement.  
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"What is this, Holmes?" I cried. "This is beyond 

anything which I could have imagined."  

 

He laughed heartily at my perplexity.  

 

"You remember," said he, "that some little time ago 

when I read you the passage in one of Poe's sketches 

in which a close reasoner follows the unspoken 

thoughts of his companion, you were inclined to treat 

the matter as a mere tour-de-force of the author. On 

my remarking that I was constantly in the habit of 

doing the same thing you expressed incredulity."  

 

"Oh, no!"  

 

"Perhaps not with your tongue, my dear Watson, but 

certainly with your eyebrows. So when I saw you 

throw down your paper and enter upon a train of 

thought, I was very happy to have the opportunity of 
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reading it off, and eventually of breaking into it, as a 

proof that I had been in rapport with you."  

 

But I was still far from satisfied. "In the example 

which you read to me," said I, "the reasoner drew his 

conclusions from the actions of the man whom he 

observed. If I remember right, he stumbled over a 

heap of stones, looked up at the stars, and so on. But I 

have been seated quietly in my chair, and what clues 

can I have given you?"  

 

"You do yourself an injustice. The features are given 

to man as the means by which he shall express his 

emotions, and yours are faithful servants."  

 

"Do you mean to say that you read my train of 

thoughts from my features?"  
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"Your features and especially your eyes. Perhaps you 

cannot yourself recall how your reverie commenced?"  

 

"No, I cannot."  

 

"Then I will tell you. After throwing down your paper, 

which was the action which drew my attention to you, 

you sat for half a minute with a vacant expression. 

Then your eyes fixed themselves upon your newly 

framed picture of General Gordon, and I saw by the 

alteration in your face that a train of thought had been 

started. But it did not lead very far. Your eyes flashed 

across to the unframed portrait of Henry Ward 

Beecher which stands upon the top of your books. 

Then you glanced up at the wall, and of course your 

meaning was obvious. You were thinking that if the 

portrait were framed it would just cover that bare 

space and correspond with Gordon's picture over 

there."  
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"You have followed me wonderfully!" I exclaimed.  

 

"So far I could hardly have gone astray. But now your 

thoughts went back to Beecher, and you looked hard 

across as if you were studying the character in his 

features. Then your eyes ceased to pucker, but you 

continued to look across, and your face was 

thoughtful. You were recalling the incidents of 

Beecher's career. I was well aware that you could not 

do this without thinking of the mission which he 

undertook on behalf of the North at the time of the 

Civil War, for I remember your expressing your 

passionate indignation at the way in which he was 

received by the more turbulent of our people. You felt 

so strongly about it that I knew you could not think of 

Beecher without thinking of that also. When a moment 

later I saw your eyes wander away from the picture, I 

suspected that your mind had now turned to the Civil 
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War, and when I observed that your lips set, your eyes 

sparkled, and your hands clenched I was positive that 

you were indeed thinking of the gallantry which was 

shown by both sides in that desperate struggle. But 

then, again, your face grew sadder; you shook your 

head. You were dwelling upon the sadness and horror 

and useless waste of life. Your hand stole towards 

your own old wound and a smile quivered on your 

lips, which showed me that the ridiculous side of this 

method of settling international questions had forced 

itself upon your mind. At this point I agreed with you 

that it was preposterous and was glad to find that all 

my deductions had been correct."  

 

"Absolutely!" said I. "And now that you have 

explained it, I confess that I am as amazed as before."  

 

"It was very superficial, my dear Watson, I assure you. 

I should not have intruded it upon your attention had 
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you not shown some incredulity the other day. But I 

have in my hands here a little problem which may 

prove to be more difficult of solution than my small 

essay in thought reading. Have you observed in the 

paper a short paragraph referring to the remarkable 

contents of a packet sent through the post to Miss 

Cushing, of Cross Street, Croydon?"  

 

"No, I saw nothing."  

 

"Ah! then you must have overlooked it. Just toss it 

over to me. Here it is, under the financial column. 

Perhaps you would be good enough to read it aloud."  

 

I picked up the paper which he had thrown back to me 

and read the paragraph indicated. It was headed "A 

Gruesome Packet."  
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"Miss Susan Cushing, living at Cross Street, Croydon, 

has been made the victim of what must be regarded as 

a peculiarly revolting practical joke unless some more 

sinister 

meaning should prove to be attached to the incident. 

At two o'clock yesterday afternoon a small packet, 

wrapped in brown paper, was handed in by the 

postman. A cardboard 

box was inside, which was filled with coarse salt. On 

emptying this, Miss Cushing was horrified to find two 

human ears, apparently quite freshly severed. The box 

had been sent by parcel post from Belfast upon the 

morning 

before. There is no indication as to the sender, and the 

matter is the more mysterious as Miss Cushing, who is 

a maiden lady of fifty, has led a most retired life, and 

has so few acquaintances or correspondents that it is a 

rare event for her to receive anything through the post. 

Some years ago, however, when she resided at Penge, 
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she let apartments in her house to three young medical 

students, whom she was obliged to get rid of on 

account of their noisy and irregular habits. The police 

are of opinion that this outrage may have been 

perpetrated upon Miss Cushing by these youths, who 

owed her a grudge and who hoped to frighten her by 

sending her these relics of the dissecting-rooms. Some 

probability is lent to the theory by the fact that one of 

these students came from the north of Ireland, and, to 

the best of Miss Cushing's belief, from Belfast. In the 

meantime, the matter is being actively investigated, 

Mr. Lestrade, one of the very smartest of our detective 

officers, being in charge of the case." 

 

- So much for the Daily Chronicle, said Holmes as I 

finished reading. Now for our friend Lestrade. I had a 

note from him this morning, in which he says: 

 



51 

"I think that this case is very much in your line. We 

have every hope of clearing the matter up, but we find 

a little difficulty in getting anything to work upon. We 

have, of course, wired to the Belfast post-office, but a 

large number of parcels were handed in upon that day, 

and they have no means of identifying this particular 

one, or of remembering the sender. The box is a half-

pound box of honeydew tobacco and does not help us 

in any way. The medical student theory still appears to 

me to be the most feasible, but if you should have a 

few hours to spare I should be very happy to see you 

out here. I shall be either at the house or in the police-

station all day. 

 

- What say you, Watson? Can you raise superior to the 

heat and run down to Croydon with me on the off 

chance of a case for your annals?  

 

- I was longing for something to do. 
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- You shall have it then. Ring for our boots and tell 

them to order a cab. I'll be back in a moment when I 

have changed my dressing-gown and filled my cigar-

case.  

 

A shower of rain fell while we were in the train, and 

the heat was far less oppressive in Croydon than in 

town. Holmes had sent on a wire, so that Lestrade, as 

wiry, as dapper, and as ferret-like as ever, was waiting 

for us at the station. A walk of five minutes took us to 

Cross Street, where Miss Cushing resided.  

 

It was a very long street of two-story brick houses, 

neat and prim, with whitened stone steps and little 

groups of aproned women gossiping at the doors. 

Halfway down, Lestrade stopped and tapped at a door, 

which was opened by a small servant girl. Miss 

Cushing was sitting in the front room, into which we 
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were ushered. She was a placid-faced woman, with 

large, gentle eyes, and grizzled hair curving down 

over her temples on each side. A worked antimacassar 

lay upon her lap and a basket of coloured silks stood 

upon a stool beside her.  

 

"They are in the outhouse, those dreadful things," said 

she as Lestrade entered. "I wish that you would take 

them away altogether."  

 

"So I shall, Miss Cushing. I only kept them here until 

my friend, Mr. Holmes, should have seen them in your 

presence."  

 

"Why in my presence, sir?"  

 

"In case he wished to ask any questions."  
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"What is the use of asking me questions when I tell 

you I know nothing whatever about it?"  

 

"Quite so, madam," said Holmes in his soothing way. 

"I have no doubt that you have been annoyed more 

than enough already over this business."  

 

"Indeed, I have, sir. I am a quiet woman and live a 

retired life. It is something new for me to see my name 

in the papers and to find the police in my house. I 

won't have those things in here, Mr. Lestrade. If you 

wish to see them you must go to the outhouse."  

 

It was a small shed in the narrow garden which ran 

behind the house. Lestrade went in and brought out a 

yellow cardboard box, with a piece of brown paper 

and some string. There was a bench at the end of the 

path, and we all sat down while Holmes examined, 
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one by one, the articles which Lestrade had handed to 

him.  

 

"The string is exceedingly interesting," he remarked, 

holding it up to the light and sniffing at it. "What do 

you make of this string, Lestrade?"  

 

"It has been tarred."  

 

"Precisely. It is a piece of tarred twine. You have also, 

no doubt, remarked that Miss Cushing has cut the cord 

with a scissors, as can be seen by the double fray on 

each side. This is of importance."  

 

"I cannot see the importance," said Lestrade.  

 

"The importance lies in the fact that the knot is left 

intact, and that this knot is of a peculiar character."  
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"It is very neatly tied. I had already made a note to 

that effect," said Lestrade complacently.  

 

"So much for the string, then," said Holmes, smiling, 

"now for the box wrapper. Brown paper, with a 

distinct smell of coffee. What, did you not observe it? 

I think there can be no doubt of it. Address printed in 

rather straggling characters: 'Miss S. Cushing, Cross 

Street, Croydon.' Done with a broad-pointed pen, 

probably a J, and with very inferior ink. The word 

'Croydon' has been originally spelled with an 'i,' which 

has been changed to 'y.' The parcel was directed, then, 

by a man -- the printing is distinctly masculine -- of 

limited education and unacquainted with the town of 

Croydon. So far, so good! The box is a yellow half-

pound honeydew box, with nothing distinctive save 

two thumb marks at the left bottom corner. It is filled 

with rough salt of the quality used for preserving hides 
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and other of the coarser commercial purposes. And 

embedded in it are these very singular enclosures."  

 

He took out the two ears as he spoke, and laying a 

board across his knee he examined them minutely, 

while Lestrade and I, bending forward on each side of 

him, glanced alternately at these dreadful relics and at 

the thoughtful, eager face of our companion. Finally 

he returned them to the box once more and sat for a 

while in deep meditation.  

 

"You have observed, of course," said he at last, "that 

the ears are not a pair."  

 

"Yes, I have noticed that. But if this were the practical 

joke of some students from the dissecting-rooms, it 

would be as easy for them to send two odd ears as a 

pair."  
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"Precisely. But this is not a practical joke."  

 

"You are sure of it?"  

 

"The presumption is strongly against it. Bodies in the 

dissecting-rooms are injected with preservative fluid. 

These ears bear no signs of this. They are fresh, too. 

They have been cut off with a blunt instrument, which 

would hardly happen if a student had done it. Again, 

carbolic or rectified spirits would be the preservatives 

which would suggest themselves to the medical mind, 

certainly not rough salt. I repeat that there is no 

practical joke here, but that we are investigating a 

serious crime."  

 

A vague thrill ran through me as I listened to my 

companion's words and saw the stern gravity which 

had hardened his features. This brutal preliminary 

seemed to shadow forth some strange and inexplicable 
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horror in the background. Lestrade, however, shook 

his head like a man who is only half convinced.  

 

"There are objections to the joke theory, no doubt," 

said he, "but there are much stronger reasons against 

the other. We know that this woman has led a most 

quiet and respectable life at Penge and here for the last 

twenty years. She has hardly been away from her 

home for a day during that time. Why on earth, then, 

should any criminal send her the proofs of his guilt, 

especially as, unless she is a most consummate 

actress, she understands quite as little of the matter as 

we do?"  

 

"That is the problem which we have to solve," Holmes 

answered, "and for my part I shall set about it by 

presuming that my reasoning is correct, and that a 

double murder has been committed. One of these ears 

is a woman's, small, finely formed, and pierced for an 
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earring. The other is a man's, sun-burned, discoloured, 

and also pierced for an earring. These two people are 

presumably dead, or we should have heard their story 

before now. To-day is Friday. The packet was posted 

on Thursday morning. The tragedy, then, occurred on 

Wednesday or Tuesday or earlier. If the two people 

were murdered, who but their murderer would have 

sent this sign of his work to Miss Cushing? We may 

take it that the sender of the packet is the man whom 

we want. But he must have some strong reason for 

sending Miss Cushing this packet. What reason then? 

 

It must have been to tell her that the deed was done... 

or to pain her, perhaps. But in that case she knows 

who it is. Does she know? I doubt it. If she knew, why 

should she call the police in? She might have buried 

the ears, and no one would have been the wiser. That 

is what she would have done if she had wished to 

shield the criminal. But if she does not wish to shield 
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him she would give his name. There is a tangle here 

which needs straightening out." He had been talking in 

a high, quick voice, staring blankly up over the garden 

fence, but now he sprang briskly to his feet and 

walked towards the house.  

 

"I have a few questions to ask Miss Cushing," said he.  

 

"In that case I may leave you here," said Lestrade, "for 

I have another small business on hand. I think that I 

have nothing further to learn from Miss Cushing. You 

will find me at the police-station."  

 

"We shall look in on our way to the train," answered 

Holmes. A moment later he and I were back in the 

front room, where the impassive lady was still quietly 

working away at her antimacassar. She put it down on 

her lap as we entered and looked at us with her frank, 

searching blue eyes.  

62 

 

"I am convinced, sir," she said, "that this matter is a 

mistake, and that the parcel was never meant for me at 

all. I have said this several times to the gentleman 

from Scotland Yard, but he simply laughs at me. I 

have not an enemy in the world, as far as I know, so 

why should anyone play me such a trick?"  

 

"I am coming to be of the same opinion, Miss 

Cushing," said Holmes, taking a seat beside her. "I 

think that it is more than probable " he paused, and I 

was surprised, on glancing round to see that he was 

staring with singular intentness at the lady's profile. 

Surprise and satisfaction were both for an instant to be 

read upon his eager face, though when she glanced 

round to find out the cause of his silence he had 

become as demure as ever. I stared hard myself at her 

flat, grizzled hair, her trim cap, her little gilt earrings, 
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her placid features; but I could see nothing which 

could account for my companion's evident excitement.  

 

"There were one or two questions --"  

 

"Oh, I am weary of questions!" cried Miss Cushing 

impatiently.  

 

"You have two sisters, I believe."  

 

"How could you know that?"  

 

"I observed the very instant that I entered the room 

that you have a portrait group of three ladies upon the 

mantelpiece, one of whom is undoubtedly yourself, 

while the others are so exceedingly like you that there 

could be no doubt of the relationship."  
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"Yes, you are quite right. Those are my sisters, Sarah 

and Mary."  

 

"And here at my elbow is another portrait, taken at 

Liverpool, of your younger sister, in the company of a 

man who appears to be a steward by his uniform. I 

observe that she was unmarried at the time."  

 

"You are very quick at observing."  

 

"That is my trade."  

 

"Well, you are quite right. But she was married to Mr. 

Browner a few days afterwards. He was on the South 

American line when that was taken, but he was so 

fond of her that he couldn't abide to leave her for so 

long, and he got into the Liverpool and London 

boats."  
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"Ah, the Conqueror, perhaps?"  

 

"No, the May Day, when last I heard. Jim came down 

here to see me once. That was before he broke the 

pledge; but afterwards he would always take drink 

when he was ashore, and a little drink would send him 

stark, staring mad. Ah! it was a bad day that ever he 

took a glass in his hand again. First he dropped me, 

then he quarreled with Sarah, and now that Mary has 

stopped writing we don't know how things are going 

with them."  

 

It was evident that Miss Cushing had come upon a 

subject on which she felt very deeply. Like most 

people who lead a lonely life, she was shy at first, but 

ended by becoming extremely communicative. She 

told us many details about her brother-in-law the 

steward, and then wandering off on the subject of her 

former lodgers, the medical students, she gave us a 
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long account of their delinquencies, with their names 

and those of their hospitals. Holmes listened 

attentively to everything, throwing in a question from 

time to time.  

 

"About your second sister, Sarah," said he. "I wonder, 

since you are both maiden ladies, that you do not keep 

house together."  

 

"Ah! you don't know Sarah's temper or you would 

wonder no more. I tried it when I came to Croydon, 

and we kept on until about two months ago, when we 

had to part. I don't want to say a word against my own 

sister, but she was always meddlesome and hard to 

please, was Sarah."  

 

"You say that she quarreled with your Liverpool 

relations."  
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"Yes, and they were the best of friends at one time. 

Why, she went up there to live in order to be near 

them. And now she has no word hard enough for Jim 

Browner. The last six months that she was here she 

would speak of nothing but his drinking and his ways. 

He had caught her meddling, I suspect, and given her 

a bit of his mind, and that was the start of it."  

 

"Thank you, Miss Cushing," said Holmes, rising and 

bowing. "Your sister Sarah lives, I think you said, at 

New Street Wallington? Good-bye, and I am very 

sorry that you should have been troubled over a case 

with which, as you say, you have nothing whatever to 

do."  

 

There was a cab passing as we came out, and Holmes 

hailed it.  

 

"How far to Wallington?" he asked.  
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"Only about a mile, sir."  

 

"Very good. Jump in, Watson. We must strike while 

the iron is hot. Simple as the case is, there have been 

one or two very instructive details in connection with 

it. Just pull up at a telegraph office as you pass, 

cabby."  

 

Holmes sent off a short wire and for the rest of the 

drive lay back in the cab, with his hat tilted over his 

nose to keep the sun from his face. Our driver pulled 

up at a house which was not unlike the one which we 

had just quitted. My companion ordered him to wait, 

and had his hand upon the knocker, when the door 

opened and a grave young gentleman in black, with a 

very shiny hat, appeared on the step.  

 

"Is Miss Cushing at home?" asked Holmes.  
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"Miss Sarah Cushing is extremely ill," said he. "She 

has been suffering since yesterday from brain 

symptoms of great severity. As her medical adviser, I 

cannot possibly take the responsibility of allowing 

anyone to see her. I should recommend you to call 

again in ten days." He drew on his gloves, closed the 

door, and marched off down the street.  

 

"Well, if we can't we can't," said Holmes, cheerfully.  

 

"Perhaps she could not or would not have told you 

much."  

 

"I did not wish her to tell me anything. I only wanted 

to look at her. However, I think that I have got all that 

I want. Drive us to some decent hotel, cabby, where 

we may have some lunch, and afterwards we shall 

drop down upon friend Lestrade at the police-station."  
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We had a pleasant little meal together, during which 

Holmes would talk about nothing but violins, 

narrating with great exultation how he had purchased 

his own Stradivarius, which was worth at least five 

hundred guineas, at a Jew broker's in Tottenham Court 

Road for fifty-five shillings. This led him to Paganini, 

and we sat for an hour over a bottle of claret while he 

told me anecdote after anecdote of that extraordinary 

man. The afternoon was far advanced and the hot 

glare had softened into a mellow glow before we 

found ourselves at the police-station. Lestrade was 

waiting for us at the door.  

 

"A telegram for you, Mr. Holmes," said he.  

 

"Ha! It is the answer!" He tore it open, glanced his 

eyes over it, and crumpled it into his pocket. "That's 

all right," said he.  
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"Have you found out anything?"  

 

"I have found out everything!"  

 

"What!" Lestrade stared at him in amazement. "You 

are joking."  

 

"I was never more serious in my life. A shocking 

crime has been committed, and I think I have now laid 

bare every detail of it."  

 

"And the criminal?"  

 

Holmes scribbled a few words upon the back of one of 

his visiting cards and threw it over to Lestrade.  

 

"That is the name," he said. "You cannot effect an 

arrest until tomorrow night at the earliest. I should 
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prefer that you do not mention my name at all in 

connection with the case, as I choose to be only 

associated with those crimes which present some 

difficulty in their solution. Come on, Watson." We 

strode off together to the station, leaving Lestrade still 

staring with a delighted face at the card which Holmes 

had thrown him.  

 

"The case," said Sherlock Holmes as we chatted over 

our cigars that night in our rooms at Baker Street, "is 

one where, as in the investigations which you have 

chronicled under the names of 'A Study in Scarlet' and 

of 'The Sign of Four,' we have been compelled to 

reason backward from effects to causes. I have written 

to Lestrade asking him to supply us with the details 

which are now wanting, and which he will only get 

after he has secured his man. That he may be safely 

trusted to do, for although he is absolutely devoid of 

reason, he is as tenacious as a bulldog when he once 



73 

understands what he has to do, and, indeed, it is just 

this tenacity which has brought him to the top at 

Scotland Yard."  

 

"Your case is not complete, then?" I asked.  

 

"It is fairly complete in essentials. We know who the 

author of the revolting business is, although one of the 

victims still escapes us. Of course, you have formed 

your own conclusions."  

 

"I presume that this Jim Browner, the steward of a 

Liverpool boat, is the man whom you suspect?"  

 

"Oh! it is more than a suspicion."  

 

"And yet I cannot see anything save very vague 

indications."  
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"On the contrary, to my mind nothing could be more 

clear. Let me run over the principal steps. We 

approached the case, you remember, with an 

absolutely blank mind, which is always an advantage. 

We had formed no theories. We were simply there to 

observe and to draw inferences from our observations. 

What did we see first? A very placid and respectable 

lady, who seemed quite innocent of any secret, and a 

portrait which showed me that she had two younger 

sisters. It instantly flashed across my mind that the 

box might have been meant for one of these. I set the 

idea aside as one which could be disproved or 

confirmed at our leisure. Then we went to the garden, 

as you remember, and we saw the very singular 

contents of the little yellow box.  

 

"The string was of the quality which is used by 

sailmakers aboard ship, and at once a whiff of the sea 

was perceptible in our investigation. When I observed 
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that the knot was one which is popular with sailors, 

that the parcel had been posted at a port, and that the 

male ear was pierced for an earring which is so much 

more common among sailors than landsmen, I was 

quite certain that all the actors in the tragedy were to 

be found among our seafaring classes.  

 

"When I came to examine the address of the packet I 

observed that it was to Miss S. Cushing. Now, the 

oldest sister would, of course, be Miss Cushing, and 

although her initial was 'S' it might belong to one of 

the others as well. In that case we should have to 

commence our investigation from a fresh basis 

altogether. I therefore went into the house with the 

intention of clearing up this point. I was about to 

assure Miss Cushing that I was convinced that a 

mistake had been made when you may remember that 

I came suddenly to a stop. The fact was that I had just 

seen something which filled me with surprise and at 
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the same time narrowed the field of our inquiry 

immensely.  

 

"As a medical man, you are aware, Watson, that there 

is no part of the body which varies so much as the 

human ear. Each ear is as a rule quite distinctive and 

differs from all other ones. In last year's 

Anthropological Journal you will find two short 

monographs from my pen upon the subject. I had, 

therefore, examined the ears in the box with the eyes 

of an expert and had carefully noted their anatomical 

peculiarities. Imagine my surprise, then, when on 

looking at Miss Cushing I perceived that her ear 

corresponded exactly with the female ear which I had 

just inspected. The matter was entirely beyond 

coincidence. There was the same shortening of the 

pinna, the same broad curve of the upper lobe, the 

same convolution of the inner cartilage. In all 

essentials it was the same ear.  
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"Of course I at once saw the enormous importance of 

the observation. It was evident that the victim was a 

blood relation and probably a very close one. I began 

to talk to her about her family, and you remember that 

she at once gave us some exceedingly valuable details  

 

"In the first place, her sister's name was Sarah, and her 

address had until recently been the same, so that it was 

quite obvious how the mistake had occurred and for 

whom the packet was meant. Then we heard of this 

steward, married to the third sister, and learned that he 

had at one time been so intimate with Miss Sarah that 

she had actually gone up to Liverpool to be near the 

Browners, but a quarrel had afterwards divided them. 

This quarrel had put a stop to all communications for 

some months, so that if Browner had occasion to 

address a packet to Miss Sarah, he would undoubtedly 

have done so to her old address.  
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"And now the matter had begun to straighten itself out 

wonderfully. We had learned of the existence of this 

steward, an impulsive man, of strong passions -- you 

remember that he threw up what must have been a 

very superior berth in order to be nearer to his wife -- 

subject, too, to occasional fits of hard drinking. We 

had reason to believe that his wife had been murdered, 

and that a man -- presumably a seafaring man -- had 

been murdered at the same time. Jealousy, of course, 

at once suggests itself as the motive for the crime. And 

why should these proofs of the deed be sent to Miss 

Sarah Cushing? Probably because during her 

residence in Liverpool she had some hand in bringing 

about the events which led to the tragedy. You will 

observe that this line of boats calls at Belfast, Dublin, 

and Waterford; so that, presuming that Browner had 

committed the deed and had embarked at once upon 
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his steamer, the May Day, Belfast would be the first 

place at which he could post his terrible packet.  

 

"A second solution was at this stage obviously 

possible, and although I thought it exceedingly 

unlikely, I was determined to elucidate it before going 

further. An unsuccessful lover might have killed Mr. 

and Mrs. Browner, and the male ear might have 

belonged to the husband. There were many grave 

objections to this theory, but it was conceivable. I 

therefore sent off a telegram to my friend Algar, of the 

Liverpool force, and asked him to find out if Mrs. 

Browner were at home, and if Browner had departed 

in the May Day. Then we went on to Wallington to 

visit Miss Sarah.  

 

"I was curious, in the first place, to see how far the 

family ear had been reproduced in her. Then, of 

course, she might give us very important information, 
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but I was not sanguine that she would. She must have 

heard of the business the day before, since all Croydon 

was ringing with it, and she alone could have 

understood for whom the packet was meant. If she had 

been willing to help justice she would probably have 

communicated with the police already. However, it 

was clearly our duty to see her, so we went. We found 

that the news of the arrival of the packet -- for her 

illness dated from that time -- had such an effect upon 

her as to bring on brain fever. It was clearer than ever 

that she understood its full significance, but equally 

clear that we should have to wait some time for any 

assistance from her.  

 

"However, we were really independent of her help. 

Our answers were waiting for us at the police-station, 

where I had directed Algar to send them. Nothing 

could be more conclusive. Mrs. Browner's house had 

been closed for more than three days, and the 



81 

neighbours were of opinion that she had gone south to 

see her relatives. It had been ascertained at the 

shipping offices that Browner had left aboard of the 

May Day, and I calculate that she is due in the Thames 

tomorrow night. When he arrives he will be met by the 

obtuse but resolute Lestrade, and I have no doubt that 

we shall have all our details filled in."  

 

Sherlock Holmes was not disappointed in his 

expectations. Two days later he received a bulky 

envelope, which contained a short note from the 

detective, and a typewritten document, which covered 

several pages of foolscap.  

 

"Lestrade has got him all right," said Holmes, 

glancing up at me. "Perhaps it would interest you to 

hear what he says.  

 

"MY DEAR MR. HOLMES: 
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"In accordance with the scheme which we had formed 

in order to test our theories" ["the 'we' is rather fine, 

Watson, is it not?"] "I went down to the Albert Dock 

yesterday at 6 P. M., and boarded the S. S. May Day, 

belonging to the Liverpool, Dublin, and London 

Steam Packet Company. On inquiry, I found that there 

was a steward on board of the name of James Browner 

and that he had acted during the voyage in such an 

extraordinary manner that the captain had been 

compelled to relieve him of his duties. On descending 

to his berth, I found him seated upon a chest with his 

head sunk upon his hands, rocking himself to and fro. 

He is a big, powerful chap, clean-shaven, and very 

swarthy -- something like Aldridge, who helped us in 

the bogus laundry affair. He jumped up when he heard 

my business, and I had my whistle to my lips to call a 

couple of river police, who were round the corner, but 

he seemed to have no heart in him, and he held out his 

hands quietly enough for the darbies. We brought him 
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along to the cells, and his box as well, for we thought 

there might be something incriminating; but, bar a big 

sharp knife such as most sailors have, we got nothing 

for our trouble. However, we find that we shall want 

no more evidence, for on being brought before the 

inspector at the station he asked leave to make a 

statement, which was, of course, taken down, just as 

he made it, by our shorthand man. We had three 

copies typewritten, one of which I enclose. The affair 

proves, as I always thought it would, to be an 

extremely simple one, but I am obliged to you for 

assisting me in my investigation. With kind regards, 

"Yours very truly, 

"G. LESTRADE 

 

"Hum! The investigation really was a very simple 

one," remarked Holmes, "but I don't think it struck 

him in that light when he first called us in. However, 

let us see what Jim Browner has to say for himself. 
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This is his statement as made before Inspector 

Montgomery at the Shadwell Police Station, and it has 

the advantage of being verbatim."  

 

" 'Have I anything to say? Yes, I have a deal to say. I 

have to make a clean breast of it all. You can hang me, 

or you can leave me alone. I don't care a plug which 

you do. I tell you I've not shut an eye in sleep since I 

did it, and I don't believe I ever will again until I get 

past all waking. Sometimes it's his face, but most 

generally it's hers. I'm never without one or the other 

before me. He looks frowning and black-like, but she 

has a kind o' surprise upon her face. Ay, the white 

lamb, she might well be surprised when she read death 

on a face that had seldom looked anything but love 

upon her before.  

 

" 'But it was Sarah's fault, and may the curse of a 

broken man put a blight on her and set the blood 
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rotting in her veins! It's not that I want to clear myself. 

I know that I went back to drink, like the beast that I 

was. But she would have forgiven me; she would have 

stuck as close to me as a rope to a block if that woman 

had never darkened our door. For Sarah Cushing loved 

me -- that's the root of the business -- she loved me 

until all her love turned to poisonous hate when she 

knew that I thought more of my wife's footmark in the 

mud than I did of her whole body and soul.  

 

" 'There were three sisters altogether. The old one was 

just a good woman, the second was a devil, and the 

third was an angel. Sarah was thirty-three, and Mary 

was twenty-nine when I married. We were just as 

happy as the day was long when we set up house 

together, and in all Liverpool there was no better 

woman than my Mary. And then we asked Sarah up 

for a week, and the week grew into a month, and one 
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thing led to another, until she was just one of 

ourselves.  

 

" 'I was blue ribbon at that time, and we were putting a 

little money by, and all was as bright as a new dollar. 

My God, whoever would have thought that it could 

have come to this? Whoever would have dreamed it?  

 

" 'I used to be home for the week-ends very often, and 

sometimes if the ship were held back for cargo I 

would have a whole week at a time, and in this way I 

saw a deal of my sister-in-law, Sarah. She was a fine 

tall woman, black and quick and fierce, with a proud 

way of carrying her head, and a glint from her eye like 

a spark from a flint. But when little Mary was there I 

had never a thought of her, and that I swear as I hope 

for God's mercy.  
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" 'It had seemed to me sometimes that she liked to be 

alone with me, or to coax me out for a walk with her, 

but I had never thought anything of that. But one 

evening my eyes were opened. I had come up from the 

ship and found my wife out, but Sarah at home. 

"Where's Mary?" I asked. "Oh, she has gone to pay 

some accounts." I was impatient and paced up and 

down the room. "Can't you be happy for five minutes 

without Mary, Jim?" says she. "It's a bad compliment 

to me that you can't be contented with my society for 

so short a time." "That's all right, my lass," said I, 

putting out my hand towards her in a kindly way, but 

she had it in both hers in an instant, and they burned as 

if they were in a fever. I looked into her eyes and I 

read it all there. There was no need for her to speak, 

nor for me either. I frowned and drew my hand away. 

Then she stood by my side in silence for a bit, and 

then put up her hand and patted me on the shoulder. 
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"Steady old Jim!" said she, and with a kind o' mocking 

laugh, she ran out of the room.  

 

" 'Well, from that time Sarah hated me with her whole 

heart and soul, and she is a woman who can hate, too. 

I was a fool to let her go on biding with us -- a 

besotted fool -- but I never said a word to Mary, for I 

knew it would grieve her. Things went on much as 

before, but after a time I began to find that there was a 

bit of a change in Mary herself. She had always been 

so trusting and so innocent, but now she became queer 

and suspicious, wanting to know where I had been and 

what I had been doing, and whom my letters were 

from, and what I had in my pockets, and a thousand 

such follies. Day by day she grew queerer and more 

irritable, and we had ceaseless rows about nothing. I 

was fairly puzzled by it all. Sarah avoided me now, 

but she and Mary were just inseparable. I can see now 

how she was plotting and scheming and poisoning my 
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wife's mind against me, but I was such a blind beetle 

that I could not understand it at the time. Then I broke 

my blue ribbon and began to drink again, but I think I 

should not have done it if Mary had been the same as 

ever. She had some reason to be disgusted with me 

now, and the gap between us began to be wider and 

wider. And then this Alec Fairbairn chipped in, and 

things became a thousand times blacker.  

 

" 'It was to see Sarah that he came to my house first, 

but soon it was to see us, for he was a man with 

winning ways, and he made friends wherever he went. 

He was a dashing, swaggering chap, smart and curled, 

who had seen half the world and could talk of what he 

had seen. He was good company, I won't deny it, and 

he had wonderful polite ways with him for a sailor 

man, so that I think there must have been a time when 

he knew more of the poop than the forecastle. For a 

month he was in and out of my house, and never once 
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did it cross my mind that harm might come of his soft, 

tricky ways. And then at last something made me 

suspect, and from that day my peace was gone forever.  

 

" 'It was only a little thing, too. I had come into the 

parlour unexpected, and as I walked in at the door I 

saw a light of welcome on my wife's face. But as she 

saw who it was it faded again, and she turned away 

with a look of disappointment. That was enough for 

me. There was no one but Alec Fairbairn whose step 

she could have mistaken for mine. If I could have seen 

him then I should have killed him, for I have always 

been like a madman when my temper gets loose. Mary 

saw the devil's light in my eyes, and she ran forward 

with her hands on my sleeve. "Don't, Jim, don't!" says 

she. "Where's Sarah?" I asked. "In the kitchen," says 

she. "Sarah," says I as I went in, "this man Fairbairn is 

never to darken my door again." "Why not?" says she. 

"Because I order it." "Oh!" says she, "if my friends are 
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not good enough for this house, then I am not good 

enough for it either." "You can do what you like," says 

I, "but if Fairbairn shows his face here again I'll send 

you one of his ears for a keepsake." She was 

frightened by my face, I think, for she never answered 

a word, and the same evening she left my house.  

 

" 'Well, I don't know now whether it was pure devilry 

on the part of this woman, or whether she thought that 

she could turn me against my wife by encouraging her 

to misbehave. Anyway, she took a house just two 

streets off and let lodgings to sailors. Fairbairn used to 

stay there, and Mary would go round to have tea with 

her sister and him. How often she went I don't know, 

but I followed her one day, and as I broke in at the 

door Fairbairn got away over the back garden wall, 

like the cowardly skunk that he was. I swore to my 

wife that I would kill her if I found her in his company 

again, and I led her back with me, sobbing and 
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trembling, and as white as a piece of paper. There was 

no trace of love between us any longer. I could see 

that she hated me and feared me, and when the 

thought of it drove me to drink, then she despised me 

as well.  

 

" 'Well, Sarah found that she could not make a living 

in Liverpool, so she went back, as I understand, to live 

with her sister in Croydon, and things jogged on much 

the same as ever at home. And then came this last 

week and all the misery and ruin.  

 

" 'It was in this way. We had gone on the May Day for 

a round voyage of seven days, but a hogshead got 

loose and started one of our plates, so that we had to 

put back into port for twelve hours. I left the ship and 

came home, thinking what a surprise it would be for 

my wife, and hoping that maybe she would be glad to 

see me so soon. The thought was in my head as I 



93 

turned into my own street, and at that moment a cab 

passed me, and there she was, sitting by the side of 

Fairbairn, the two chatting and laughing, with never a 

thought for me as I stood watching them from the 

footpath.  

 

" 'I tell you, and I give you my word for it, that from 

that moment I was not my own master, and it is all 

like a dim dream when I look back on it. I had been 

drinking hard of late, and the two things together 

fairly turned my brain. There's something throbbing in 

my head now, like a docker's hammer, but that 

morning I seemed to have all Niagara whizzing and 

buzzing in my ears.  

 

" 'Well, I took to my heels, and l ran after the cab. I 

had a heavy oak stick in my hand, and I tell you I saw 

red from the first; but as I ran I got cunning, too, and 

hung back a little to see them without being seen. 
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They pulled up soon at the railway station. There was 

a good crowd round the booking-office, so I got quite 

close to them without being seen. They took tickets 

for New Brighton. So did I, but I got in three carriages 

behind them. When we reached it they walked along 

the Parade, and I was never more than a hundred yards 

from them. At last I saw them hire a boat and start for 

a row, for it was a very hot day, and they thought, no 

doubt, that it would be cooler on the water.  

 

" 'It was just as if they had been given into my hands. 

There was a bit of a haze, and you could not see more 

than a few hundred yards. I hired a boat for myself, 

and I pulled after them. I could see the blur of their 

craft, but they were going nearly as fast as I, and they 

must have been a long mile from the shore before I 

caught them up. The haze was like a curtain all round 

us, and there were we three in the middle of it. My 

God, shall I ever forget their faces when they saw who 
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was in the boat that was closing in upon them? She 

screamed out. He swore like a madman and jabbed at 

me with an oar, for he must have seen death in my 

eyes. I got past it and got one in with my stick that 

crushed his head like an egg. I would have spared her, 

perhaps, for all my madness, but she threw her arms 

round him, crying out to him, and calling him "Alec." 

I struck again, and she lay stretched beside him. I was 

like a wild beast then that had tasted blood. If Sarah 

had been there, by the Lord, she should have joined 

them. I pulled out my knife, and -- well, there! I've 

said enough. It gave me a kind of savage joy when I 

thought how Sarah would feel when she had such 

signs as these of what her meddling had brought 

about. Then I tied the bodies into the boat, stove a 

plank, and stood by until they had sunk. I knew very 

well that the owner would think that they had lost their 

bearings in the haze, and had drifted off out to sea. I 

cleaned myself up, got back to land, and joined my 
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ship without a soul having a suspicion of what had 

passed. That night I made up the packet for Sarah 

Cushing, and next day I sent it from Belfast.  

 

" 'There you have the whole truth of it. You can hang 

me, or do what you like with me, but you cannot 

punish me as I have been punished already. I cannot 

shut my eyes but I see those two faces staring at me -- 

staring at me as they stared when my boat broke 

through the haze. I killed them quick, but they are 

killing me slow; and if I have another night of it I shall 

be either mad or dead before morning. You won't put 

me alone into a cell, sir? For pity's sake don't, and may 

you be treated in your day of agony as you treat me 

now.' 

 

"What is the meaning of it, Watson?" said Holmes 

solemnly as he laid down the paper. "What object is 

served by this circle of misery and violence and fear? 
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It must tend to some end, or else our universe is ruled 

by chance, which is unthinkable. But what end? There 

is the great standing perennial problem to which 

human reason is as far from an answer as ever." 
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fin du journal intime 

 

mardi 3 juin 2008 : depuis le communiqué issu pour la 

finalisation de mon contrat avec Saint-Etienne, la 

sonnerie de mon portable me stresse moins. Ma 

famille et mes amis me soutiennent et, surtout, j'ai 

bien moins d'appels "professionnels" même si je ne 

sais pas comment prendre le "texto" reçu de VIKASH 

DHORASOO. Je vais à nouveau avoir le temps de 

"surfer" sur Internet. Le bihebdomadaire France 

Football y est devenu quotidien et six à huit pages sont 

promises gratuitement. Ils sont gentils de parler autant 

de moi... Peut-être vaudrait-il mieux qu'ils en disent 

moins. Je ne suis qu'un homme et je puis très bien me 

retrouver dans un jour "sans". Cependant, ils se 

contentent de vaguement paraphraser mon 

communiqué de presse pour conclure que je me mets « 

en règle » avec le souhait du sélectionneur de voir ses 
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joueurs débarrassés de tout souci contractuel avant le 

début de l’Euro. 

 

4 : que les matches s'enchaînent vite... trois en six 

jours... Grenoble, Toulouse et hier soir le mythique 

STADE DE FRANCE où j'ai pour la première fois 

chez les Bleus été sur la touche pendant tout un match. 

Non seulement les rencontres s'accélèrent, mais ma 

carrière aussi : cela fait seulement une semaine que les 

médias s'interrogeaient pour savoir si j'allais devenir 

ou non international sénégalais... quelques heures 

avant qu'à Grenoble je marque ces fameux deux buts 

contre l'Équateur... 

 

Beaucoup de cafouillage pour faire le trajet en avion 

entre Villacoublay et la Suisse où les bulletins météo 

étaient contradictoires. Allions-nous atterrir ou non à 

Genève ? Moi, cela m'amusait plutôt car cela me 

rappelait la dernière image du film de Belmondo : 
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l'Homme de Rio (Viroflay et Villacoublay sont assez 

proches). D'ailleurs, les "cadres" de l'équipe de France 

trouvaient ces aléas très mineurs par rapport à leur 

galère avant de jouer les ÎLES FÉROÉ en poule 

éliminatoire. En fait, je repensais surtout au match des 

"coiffeurs" de ce matin où j'ai même marqué un goal 

qui n'augmente cependant pas mon total officiel de 

deux buts en deux matches. 

 

5 : même si je m'y attendais suite à son texto, j'ai été 

très ému, dans ma nouvelle chambre d'hôtel en Suisse, 

par le long coup de fil avec Dhorasoo. Étoile d’or 

France Football 2004, il me voit bien le devenir en 

2009. Son film "Substitute" venait d'être diffusé pour 

la première fois à la télé, mais sur une chaîne du câble. 

Il savait déjà que j'avais entamé sur mon clavier la 

frappe d'un journal. Il m'a sérieusement mis en garde. 

Lui, il était en fin de carrière et pouvait se permettre 

de dépeindre les COULISSES DES BLEUS. Moi, je 
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dois être bien plus prudent. Sur son conseil, j'ai 

aussitôt gommé les petites vannes que j'avais glissées 

concernant mes partenaires. Elles demeurent plus 

savoureuses quand elles restent entre nous ! ! !  

 

6/6 : cette fois, mes lectures sortent du cadre strict des 

médias sportifs pour parcourir la presse généraliste. Je 

n'attendais pas grand chose d'original du Monde. Et 

pourtant... 

 

Avant tout, le sélectionneur a retenu et fait jouer 

Bafétimbi Gomis pour qu'il ne puisse plus jouer en 

sélection sénégalaise à l'avenir ; c'est ce qu'il avait 

déjà tenté de faire avec le fameux "franco-argentin" 

GONZALO HIGUAIN dans un passé proche, mais 

sans succès... Bravo Monsieur Domenech, vous avez 

gagné, d'autant que Bafétimbi Gomis est talentueux. 

Néanmoins, c'est Cissé qui en a fait les frais, mais 
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Djibril est un seigneur qui a du fair-play, il reviendra. 

C'est donc d'abord un pari sur l'avenir. 

 

(fin de citation d'Alain Cordier, sous le titre : 

Raymond Domenech, un stratège indiscutable) 

 

L'on est donc loin de ce qu'écrivait le journal gratuit 

20 minutes le 23 mai : Le sélectionneur du Sénégal, 

Lamine Ndiaye, voit dans la convocation de Bafétimbi 

Gomis une manœuvre de Raymond Domenech. 

Ndiaye craint que son homologue « n’ait convoqué 

Gomis que pour l’empêcher de rejoindre l’équipe du 

Sénégal », et d’ajouter: « Je connais bien Domenech et 

j’ai bien peur qu’il va le faire jouer cinq minutes avant 

de le remiser au garage ». 

 

7 : alors que l'Euro démarre aujourd'hui par deux 

matches hors de notre poule de quatre, je n'ai 

curieusement rien à mettre dans ce carnet. L'absence 
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de nouvelles n'est-elle pas une nouvelle en soit ? Il est 

en effet très anecdotique que le numéro 5 de FRANCE 

FOOTBALL, qui paraît donc gratuitement chaque jour 

pendant tout le mois, fasse très précisément sept 

pages. Très original pour un périodique ! ! ! Un tel 

"impair" ne se remarque pas puisque qu'il n'est 

disponible que sur la Toile. Autre épiphénomène : je 

n'y suis mentionné nulle part... sachant quand même 

que cette indifférence concerne la moitié de l'effectif 

de l'équipe de France. 

 

Dimanche huit juin : notre premier temps fort est fixé 

à dix heures du matin. Non ! il ne s'agit pas de la 

messe dominicale mais du départ de notre train, de 

Palézieux et non de Chexbres comme prévu, vers 

l'hôtel de Zurich pour le ROUMANIE-FRANCE de 

demain. De même que notre camp de base est un hôtel 

à nous seuls réservé, la Fédé a loué un train tellement 

exclusif que même une vieille habituée ;-))) n'a pas le 
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droit d'y monter. D'ailleurs, après les cafouillages 

aériens autour de notre départ de Villacoublay, je me 

demande bien pourquoi l'on n'a pas tout simplement 

loué un TGV dès le départ ! ! ! D'autant que la 

ponctualité suisse est légendaire. 

 

9 : au téléphone, Dhorasoo est tout excité : c'est 

aujourd'hui que son film SUBSTITUTE, tourné au 

cours du Mondial allemand de 2006, sort en version 

anglaise dans plusieurs salles britanniques. Je lui avais 

"mailé" mes remarques expurgées des vannes sur mes 

coéquipiers et il a trouvé que c'était beaucoup mieux. 

Il m'a encouragé à continuer et, surtout, à me livrer un 

peu plus personnellement. De sa part, cela ne m'étonne 

pas ; je ne me vois pourtant guère m'épancher comme 

il le faisait quand il était au PSG. 

 

10 : je m'habitue à mon STATUT de remplaçant 

agrémenté de quelques minutes de jeu en fin de match. 
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11 : au moment de mon tout récent débuts en équipe 

de France, alors que je faisais aussi bien que Zidane 

pour son premier match sous le maillot bleu, l'on avait 

aussi évoqué le triplé de JUST FONTAINE pour sa 

première apparition en équipe de France. Je n'ai pas 

suivi en direct le match Espagne-Russie et son score 

fleuve de 4-1. J'ai tenu à en voir les buts : sur le 

quatrième but espagnol, j'ai eu l'impression que Villa, 

pourtant idéalement placé, s'est efforcé de l'offrir à ses 

partenaires. Il aurait sinon marqué son quatrième but 

dans le même match ! ! ! 

 

12 : une grève empêche tous les quotidiens nationaux 

français d'être diffusés aujourd'hui et personne parmi 

mon entourage n'a pu non plus se procurer le BUT! 

ST-ÉTIENNE qui sort normalement chaque jeudi. 

Pendant mon bref passage à Clairefontaine, j'avais 

découvert que ce que je croyais n'être qu'un tabloïd 
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purement local était présent dans nombre de kiosques 

à travers l'hexagone.  

 

But! n'a pas eu de mal à moucher les commentateurs, 

même parmi les plus renommés, qui avaient cru bon 

se livrer à un rappel historique approximatif. Ils 

prétendaient, depuis les épopées mythiques (je n'étais 

pas né) des "Verts" contre les clubs européens dont le 

tout aussi mythique Bayern, que l'on n'avait plus vu le 

moindre footballeur de l'ASSE sous le maillot de 

l'équipe de France. Il n'en est rien car Laurent Blanc se 

produisait encore dans le "Chaudron" de Geoffroy-

Guichard tout en étant international : le 26 avril 1995, 

l'actuel entraîneur de Bordeaux avait participé au 

réveil offensif de l'équipe d'Aimé Jacquet contre la 

Slovaquie à Nantes (4-0). 

 

Il semble qu'il ait une confusion avec le fait que nous 

nous soyons qualifiés en coupe UEFA pour la saison 
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2008-2009, vingt-six ans effectivement après nos 

dernières apparitions européennes du temps de Platini. 

En revanche, tout le monde est d'accord pour dire que 

Zidane avait inscrit deux buts lors de sa première 

sélection, en août 1994, face à la République tchèque 

(2-2).  

 

13 : DANS les meilleurs HOSPICES... Non ! ce n'est 

pas là que la direction de M6 a trouvé Thierry Roland 

pour commenter quelques matches de l'Euro. En tout 

cas, son lapsus m'a bien fait rigoler même si le câblage 

de l'hôtel ne m'a pas permis de l'entendre en direct : je 

l'ai dégusté bien après en cliquant sur l'extrait via mon 

blog de foot' préféré. Nul doute qu'il fasse partie des 

bêtisiers et autres "zappings" à la fin de l'Euro. 

Naturellement, Thierry voulait dire qu'il pensait que 

l'équipe d'Allemagne se présentait... SOUS les 

meilleurs AUSPICES pour débuter son match contre 

la Pologne. 
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14 : Il y a juste une semaine, le 7 juin 2008, je 

comptais combien de fois Google Actualités donnait 

de dépêches une fois saisi Bafétimbi dans le cadre de 

recherche. Deux seulement. J'ai donc renouvelé 

l'expérience et il y a en un peu plus mais bien loin des 

quelques centaines de dépêches journalières quand j'ai 

intégré les 23. Normal si l'on considère à la fois que 

mes problèmes de contrat ont bien progressé, et, 

surtout, que je n'étais pas au début de l'Euro considéré 

comme titulaire en équipe de France. Je m'attarde 

aujourd'hui sur l'adage qui prétend que chacun à droit 

au moins une fois dans sa vie à un QUART D'HEURE 

DE GLOIRE. 

 

Naturellement, je puis espérer en avoir d'autres mais, 

au moins, me voilà vacciné ; bizarre cette rapidité 

avec laquelle l'on passe des feux de la rampe à un 

relatif anonymat. Dans le cas de ZIDENINE ZIDANE, 
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il a connu plusieurs de ces quarts d'heure ; aucun n'a 

dépassé ses deux têtes en quelques minutes contre le 

Brésil en 1998. Moi aussi, je peux espérer avoir un 

quart d'heure meilleur que le précédent ; je parle 

naturellement des deux buts successifs pour ma 

première titularisation chez les Bleus. 

 

Dimanche quinze juin : pour ne pas perdre leur influx 

nerveux, la plupart des Bleus ont peu ou prou suivi les 

matches des autres groupes qualificatifs. Je mène 

depuis ma toute première sélection une existence 

sympathique bien au cœur du groupe. Comme tout le 

monde, j'ai aussi des moments où je m'isole... mais 

jamais très longtemps. 

 

Dans notre résidence "sur la colline", notre MAISON 

BLEUE comme l'ont baptisée les journalistes, il y a 

bien sûr le personnel de l'hôtel et la petite 

cinquantaine, en comptant le staff, de personnes de 
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l'équipe de France... mais il n'y a pas que nous. En 

effet (cf. mon allusion en date du huit juin), une 

résidente, au comportement discret, a obtenu de 

pouvoir rester alors que nous avions exigé d'être 

vraiment entre nous. Je suis tombé sur elle 

aujourd'hui. Elle avait vraiment besoin de parler. Et 

moi aussi justement mais je ne me rendais pas compte 

à quel point. Comme me l'avait conseillé Vikash, il ne 

faut pas que ce que nous nous sommes dits soit couché 

par écrit. Je signale donc simplement que l'essentiel en 

restera gravé dans ma mémoire de jeune joueur.  

 

16 : comme l'équipe ne paraît pas aujourd'hui, je 

reporte à demain ma revue de presse. 

 

17 : après avoir souffert hier de la grève, le quotidien 

sportif sort aujourd'hui en deux exemplaires... pour le 

prix d'un ; leurs journalistes ne me voient pas dans les 

onze ce soir pour FRANCE-ITALIE ; par ailleurs, 
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l'édition-papier du France Football de ce mardi me 

montre au premier plan sur la photo de sa page trois, 

celle de son éditorial ; sinon, Internet me permet de 

capter parfois les radios françaises ; j'ai ainsi écouté, à 

l'heure du déjeuner, le Président de la FFF ; il était à la 

fois rassurant et positif ; notamment lorsqu'a été 

évoquée la statistique sur le numéro un ELO qui n'a 

jamais été battu la semaine suivant son accession ; et, 

justement, depuis le faux pas du Brésil face au 

Venezuela, les Pays-Bas viennent d'accéder à la 

première place de ce classement mondial ELO. 

 

18 : le coach est sur la sellette en ce lendemain amer ; 

cela ne l'empêche pas de se justifier en se projetant sur 

le Mondial 2010 en Afrique, le continent de mes 

origines : du coup, j'espère que les journalistes me 

laisseront le temps de faire mes preuves au plus haut 

niveau. THURAM et MAKELELE avaient cette nuit 

annoncé leur retraite ; depuis le banc des remplaçants, 
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je conserve l'image de Claude repoussant le ballon sur 

la ligne alors que Grégory était battu ; j'y avais vu un 

heureux présage ; il est vrai que ce geste défensif est 

survenu avant que l'équipe ait été réduite à dix. 

 

 

bibliographie 

 

Voici, par d'ordre alphabétique, la dizaine de titres 

déjà parus cette année 2008 dans la collection Watson, 

donc en rapport avec Sherlock Holmes. Ils sont tous 

en consultation à la Bilipo (métro Cardinal-Lemoine) 

mais seuls ceux suivis d'une astérisque sont déjà 

présents sur le catalogue en ligne accessible en tapant 

sur Google les deux mots-clés journal ediscripta. Deux 

titres sont loin d'être figés et attendront sans doute 

2009 : Larousse meilleur que wikipédia (entre-temps 

sorti en wobook) et un an déjà, Alicoth au pays des 

Fischer. Deux titres sont en préparation pour être 
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diffusés avant les Fêtes, il s'agira presque certainement 

de culte du cargo au jeu de bridge et peut-être aussi 

d'un ultime (pour parvenir à la douzaine dans l'année) 

titre particulièrement immodeste, à savoir le quart 

d'heure de gloire d'Alençon. 

 

Arsène contre Sherlock et le baril d'avrich* 

Baise-off football (the Watson's diary) 

Bobby Fischer et Sherlock Holmes* 

De l'automate de cirque au poker télématique* 

Journal pseudo-intime de Bafétimbi Gomis* 

Le beau-frère de Sherlock Holmes* 

Le chevalier Du Guesclin et Sherlock Holmes* 

Nanterre, Andersen et contes de Noël 

Prélude à la sculpture du guerrier terracotta 

Sherlock Holmes et l'ELO au football* 
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Les premières pages du précédent  
ouvrage de la collection Watson 

sont consultables sur le site 

internet des Éditions Scripta : 

 

http://site.voila.fr/ediscripta/Watson.htm 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Achevé d'imprimer le 30 septembre 2008 par les 
Editions Scripta - Resmarec - 22170 Lanrodec 

N° imprimeur : 0997 
© Scripta, 2008 

 

 



115 
 

116 

 

 


