












Ce travail cherche à définir le rapport particulier que le genre policier instaure entre son lecteur
et la lettre du texte, à travers l’étude des auteurs de la période fondatrice du genre, c’est-à-dire les
deux derniers tiers du XIXe siècle. Les oeuvres d’Edgar Allan Poe, Wilkie Collins, Charles
Dickens et sir Arthur Conan Doyle sont ainsi abordées à travers la typologie narratologique
développée par Gérard Genette de façon à cerner tout d’abord leurs spécificités narratives, ce qui
nous permet de montrer que le récit policier de l’enquête cherche en vain à coïncider avec
l’histoire passée du crime. C’est cette notion d’un indicible de l’histoire — et du réel —
qu’explore ensuite notre étude psycho-critique, qui analyse les représentations formelles du récit
impossible. Ainsi, les configurations récurrentes dessinées par les textes peuvent se rattacher à
une problématique oedipienne qui met en jeu la question de l’identité, question que le récit ne
résout jamais définitivement. L’origine profonde de cette faille dans le récit s’avère ensuite
résider dans un système langagier que le genre présente lui-même comme aliénant et inapte à
retranscrire le réel. Mais le lecteur peut néanmoins « sortir » de ce système par le biais d’une
ouverture du texte policier — ouverture programmée par sa structure générique — sur un jeu
avec le signifiant et la lettre du texte, jeu qui permet au lecteur de trouver son véritable « plaisir
du texte » et de réaliser pleinement les potentialités du genre.

Mots-clés : Edgar Allan Poe / Wilkie Collins / Charles Dickens / Arthur Conan Doyle /
Umberto Eco / narratologie / psycho-critique / psychanalyse / poétique / genre littéraire / rôle du
lecteur





This work is an investigation into the specific relationship created by the detective novel as a
genre between the reader and the letter of the text. We focus on the founding period concerning
the genre, namely the last sixty years of the 19th century, and we study the works of Edgar Allan
Poe, Wilkie Collins, Charles Dickens and Sir Arthur Conan Doyle through an analysis of their
narrative structure according to Gérard Genette’s theory of narratology. This study enables us to
show that detective narratives are centred on the search for an impossible coincidence between
the narrative of the investigation and the past story of the crime. The inexpressible story—that
inexpressible real—is then examined through a psycho-critical approach designed to define the
formal representations found in the flawed narrative. The recurring shapes created by the texts
can thus be interpreted according to the problematic of the Oedipus situation, in so far as the
texts raise the question of identity which the narrative can never solve conclusively. That flaw in
the narrative is then shown to originate from a language system which the genre depicts as
alienating and unable to represent the real. However, the reader can “leave” that system through
an opening in the text which is planned by its generic structure, and thus the reader may play on
the signifier, on the letter of the text so as to experience a true enjoyment of the text and to
realise the potentialities of the genre fully.

Key-words: Edgar Allan Poe / Wilkie Collins / Charles Dickens / Arthur Conan Doyle /
Umberto Eco / narrative analysis / psycho-critical analysis / psychoanalysis / poetics / theory of
the genre / reader-response theory
Le plaisir du texte, c’est ça : la valeur passée au rang somptueux de signifiant
(Roland Barthes, Le Plaisir du texte, p. 88)
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Une difficulté supplémentaire vient s’ajouter à l’étude des genres, qui tient au
caractère spécifique de toute norme esthétique. La grande oeuvre crée, d’une
certaine façon, un nouveau genre, et en même temps elle transgresse les règles
du genre, valables auparavant. [...] On pourrait dire que tout grand livre établit
l’existence de deux genres, la réalité de deux normes : celle du genre qu’il
transgresse, qui dominait la littérature précédente ; et celle du genre qu’il crée.
(p. 56)4

[...] « tout roman policier est bâti sur deux meurtres dont le premier, commis par
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l’assassin, n’est que l’occasion du second dans lequel il est la victime du
meurtrier pur et impunissable, du détective qui le met à mort [...] par l’explosion
de la vérité. (p. 191) [...] le roman policier [...] superpose deux séries temporelles :
les jours de l’enquête qui commencent au crime, et les jours du drame qui
mènent à lui [...]. (p. 225)6 A la base du roman à énigme nous trouvons une
dualité, et c’est elle qui va nous guider pour le décrire. Ce roman ne contient pas
une mais deux histoires : l’histoire du crime et l’histoire de l’enquête. Dans leur
forme la plus pure, ces deux histoires n’ont aucun point commun. (T. Todorov,
loc. cit., p. 57) On peut encore caractériser ces deux histoires en disant que la
première, celle du crime, raconte « ce qui s’est effectivement passé », alors que la
seconde, celle de l’enquête, explique « comment le lecteur (ou le narrateur) en a
pris connaissance ». (ibid., p. 58)
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Ce que l’évaluation trouve, c’est cette valeur-ci : ce qui peut être aujourd’hui écrit
(ré-écrit) : le scriptible. Pourquoi le scriptible est-il notre valeur ? Parce que
l’enjeu du travail littéraire (de la littérature comme travail), c’est de faire du
lecteur, non plus un consommateur, mais un producteur du texte. (p. 10)7









“You must get over these fancies,” said the guide, “for I have brought you here
that you might have the best possible view of the scene of that event I
mentioned—and to tell you the whole story with the spot just under your eye.”
(p. 127)

“This,” said I at length to the old man—“this can be nothing else than the great
whirlpool of the Maelström.” (p. 129) I placed myself as desired, and he
proceeded. (p. 131)

“[...] I told them my story—they did not believe it. I now tell it to you—and I can
scarcely expect you to put more faith in it than did the merry fishermen of
Lofoden.” (p. 140)



La lecture n’offre pas une transitivité interpersonnelle mais une conscience
subjective du texte. Définition extrême, sans doute, et dont la justesse est plus
immédiatement sensible s’agissant de la lecture de la poésie, mais définition qui
induit une dynamique repérable dans toute oeuvre : ce peut être une des
définitions de la littérarité. Dans cette “situation littéraire,” pas de “je”
s’adressant à un “tu” mais un sujet invité à une expérience imaginaire de
soi-même et du monde, un “je” face à un “Soi” L’espace imaginaire, le texte
comme tel, Psyché, l’âme, le Soi — tous ces termes et d’autres désignent
diverses manifestations d’une même réalité dont les formes vont s’élaborer dans
cette étude. Et parce que le face-à-face du “je” et du “Soi” aura lieu sur le mode
de la fascination, je dirai souvent, pour désigner cette réalité du point de vue du
sujet : “la structure fascinante”.



The château into which my valet had ventured to make forcible entrance, rather
than permit me, in my desperately wounded condition, to pass a night in the open
air [...]. (p. 290)



The earliest indication I had of this was a low moaning cry from the depth of the
recess. (The Cask of Amontillado, p. 278) A succession of loud and shrill
screams, bursting suddenly from the throat of the chained form, seemed to thrust
me violently back. (id.) But now there came from out the niche a low laugh that
erected the hairs upon my head. (id.)



I had swooned ; but still will not say that all consciousness was lost. (p. 247)
Upon awakening, and stretching forth an arm, I found beside me a loaf and a
pitcher of water. (p. 249) Upon arousing, I found by my side, as before, a loaf and
a pitcher of water. (p. 250) An outstretched arm caught my own as I fell, fainting,
into the abyss. (p. 257, nous soulignons)

I had swooned ; but still will not say that all consciousness was lost. [...] In the
deepest slumber—no ! In delirium—no ! In a swoon—no ! In death—no ! even in
the grave all is not lost. (p. 247)

It seems probable that if, upon reaching the second stage, we could recall the
impressions of the first, we should find these impressions eloquent in memories
of the gulf beyond. And that gulf is—what ? How at least shall we distinguish its
shadows from those of the tomb ? (p. 247)

Amid frequent and thoughtful endeavors to remember, amid earnest struggles to
regather some token of the state of seeming nothingness into which my soul had
lapsed, there have been moments when I have dreamed of success ; there have
been brief, very brief periods when I have conjured up remembrances which the
lucid reason of a later epoch assures me could have had reference only to that
condition of seeming unconsciousness.(p. 247)





When I first beheld this apparition—for I could scarcely regard it as less—my
wonder and my terror were extreme. But at length reflection came to my aid. [...]
The falling of other walls had compressed the victim of my cruelty into the
substance of the freshly-spread plaster ; the lime of which, with the flames, and



the ammonia from the carcass, had then accomplished the portraiture as I saw it.
(pp. 225-226)

Upon its head, with red extended mouth and solitary eye of fire, sat the hideous
beast whose craft had seduced me into murder, and whose informing voice had
consigned me to the hangman. I had walled the monster up within the tomb.
(p. 230)

[...] it appeared to me that [...] there came [...] the echo of the very cracking and
ripping sound which Sir Launcelot had so particularly described. It was, beyond
doubt, the coincidence alone which had arrested my attention ; for, amid [...] the
ordinary commingled noise of the still increasing storm, the sound, in itself, had
nothing, surely, which should have interested or disturbed me. (p. 243) [...] there
could be no doubt that, in this instance, I did actually hear [...]. (p. 244) I became
aware of a distinct, hollow, metallic, clangorous, yet apparently muffled,
reverberation. (p. 244)

Celui qui perçoit l’événement [fantastique] doit opter pour l’une des deux
solutions possibles : ou bien il s’agit d’une illusion des sens, d’un produit de
l’imagination et les lois du monde restent alors ce qu’elles sont ; ou bien
l’événement a véritablement eu lieu, il est partie intégrante de la réalité , mais
alors cette réalité est régie par des lois inconnues de nous. [...] Le fantastique
occupe le temps de cette incertitude ; dès qu’on choisit l’une ou l’autre réponse,
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on quitte le fantastique pour entrer dans un genre voisin, l’étrange ou le
merveilleux. Le fantastique, c’est l’hésitation éprouvée par un être qui ne connaît
que les lois naturelles, face à un événement en apparence surnaturel.19

Dix jours durant, au moins, le narrateur va s’exposer à cette contamination, à la
contamination de ce que je nommerai maintenant « l’idéologie perverse du
double » dont Roderick est, sans doute, le plus malfaisant des représentants. [...]
ce sont les actants qui croient au double et déploient les séductions de l’art qui
persuaderont le destinataire ou le lecteur — l’un étant une image de l’autre — de
la réalité objective du double.21





I know not how it was—but, with the first glimpse of the building, a sense of
insufferable gloom pervaded my spirit. (p. 231) What was it—I paused to
think—what was it that so unnerved me in the contemplation of the House of
Usher ? (p. 231) It was possible, I reflected, that a mere different arrangement of
the particulars of the scene, of the details of the picture, would be sufficient to
modify, or perhaps to annihilate its capacity for sorrowful impression [...]. (p .
231)

It was this deficiency, I considered, while running over in thought the perfect
keeping of the character of the premises with the accredited character of the
people, and while speculating upon the possible influence which the one, in the
long lapse of centuries, might have exercised upon the other—it was this
deficiency, perhaps, of collateral issue, and the consequent undeviating
transmission, from sire to son, of the patrimony with the name, which had, at
length, so identified the two as to merge the original title of the estate in the
quaint and equivocal appellation of the "House of Usher"—an appellation which
seemed to include, in the minds of the peasantry who used it, both the family and
the family mansion. (p. 232)

Beyond this indication of extensive decay, however, the fabric gave little token of
instability. Perhaps the eye of a scrutinizing observer might have discovered a
barely perceptible fissure, which, extending from the roof of the building in front,
made its way down the wall in a zigzag direction, until it became lost in the sullen
waters of the tarn. (p. 233)



A feeling, for which I have no name, has taken possession of my soul. (p. 122) An
incident has occurred which has given me new room for meditation. (p. 123)
When I look around me, I feel ashamed of my former apprehension. (p. 125) The
circles rapidly grow small—we are plunging madly within the grasp of the
whirlpool—and amid a roaring, and bellowing, and thundering of ocean and
tempest, the ship is quivering—oh God ! and—going down ! (p. 126)



To conceive the horror of my situation is, I presume, utterly impossible ; yet a
curiosity to penetrate the mysteries of these awful regions regions, predominates
even over my despair, and will reconcile me to the most hideous aspect of death.
It is evident that we are hurrying onward to some exciting knowledge—some
never-to-be-imparted secret, whose attainment is destruction. Perhaps this
current leads us to the southern pole itself. It must be confessed that a
supposition apparently so wild has every probability in its favor. (p. 125)



It may look like boasting—but what I tell you is truth—I began to reflect how
magnificent a thing it was to die in such a manner, and how foolish it was in me
to think of so paltry a consideration as my own individual life, in view of so
wonderful a manifestation of God’s power. (p. 135)
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L’idée qui se fait jour, et à laquelle ne manque qu’une confirmation textuelle
probante, est celle du solipsisme total de « l’histoire », hypothèse d’autant plus
intéressante que, si elle est vérifiée, elle signifie que le « conte » posé en axiome,
dès le premier paragraphe, comme distinct de « l’histoire » n’existe en réalité que
comme contre-voix [...] de « l’histoire ».28
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Les seuls événements concevables, pour un récit de détection hypothétiquement
conforme aux normes prescrites, sont ceux, par définition périphériques, sinon
même (idéalement) extratextuels, qui concernent le crime et la prise (arrestation,
mort) du coupable.30

His manner at these moments was frigid and abstract ; his eyes were vacant in
expression ; while his voice, usually a rich tenor, rose into a treble which would
have sounded petulant but for the deliberateness and entire distinctness of the
enunciation.(p. 144)



Before going in we walked up the street, turned down an alley, and then, again
turning, passed in the rear of the building—Dupin, meanwhile, examining the
whole neighborhood, as well as the house, with a minuteness of attention for
which I could see no possible object. (p. 153). Dupin scrutinized every thing—not
excepting the bodies of the victims. (p. 153).



“Read now,” replied Dupin, “this passage from Cuvier.” It was a minute
anatomical and generally descriptive account of the large fulvous Ourang-Outang
of the East Indian Islands. The gigantic stature, the prodigious strength and
activity, the wild ferocity, and the imitative propensities of these mamalia are
sufficiently well known to all. I understood the full horrors of the murders at once.
(p. 162)

Had the routine of our life at this place been known to the world, we should have
been regarded as madmen—although, perhaps, as madmen of a harmless nature.
Our seclusion was perfect. We admitted no visitors. Indeed the locality of our
retirement had been carefully kept a secret from my own former associates ; and



it had been many years since Dupin had ceased to know or be known in Paris. We
existed within ourselves alone. (p. 144) At the first dawn of the morning we closed
all the massy shutters of our old building ; lighted a couple of tapers which,
strongly perfumed, threw out only the ghastliest and feeblest of rays. By the aid
of these we then busied our souls in dreams—reading, writing or conversing,
until warned by the clock of the advent of the true Darkness. Then we sallied forth
into the streets, arm in arm, continuing the topics of the day, or roaming far and
wide until a late hour, seeking, amid the wild lights and shadows of the populous
city, that infinity of mental excitement which quiet observation can afford. (p. 144)
All at once Dupin broke forth with these words : “He is a very little fellow, that’s
true, and would do better for the Théâtre des Variétés.” (p. 145)



At such times I could not help remarking and admiring [...] a peculiar analytic
ability in Dupin. He seemed, too, to take an eager delight in its exercise—if not
exactly in its display—and did not hesitate to confess the pleasure thus derived.
(p. 144, nous soulignons). Before going in we walked up the street, turned down
an alley, and then, again turning, passed in the rear of the building—Dupin,
meanwhile, examining the whole neighborhood, as well as the house, with a
minuteness of attention for which I could see no possible object. (p. 153).

Our first meeting was at an obscure library in the Rue Montmartre, where the
accident of our both being in search of the same very rare and very remarkable
volume, brought us into closer communion. We saw each other again and again.
(p. 143). [...] as my worldly circumstances were somewhat less embarrassed than
his own, I was permitted to be at the expense of renting, and furnishing in a style
which suited the rather fantastic gloom of our common temper, a time-eaten and
grotesque mansion. (p. 144, nous soulignons).



“Not altogether a fool,” said G., “but then he is a poet, which I take to be only one
remove from a fool.” “True,” said Dupin, after a long and thoughtful whiff from his
meerschaum, “although I have been guilty of certain doggerel myself.” (p. 211).

“[...] I found D— at home, yawning, lounging, and dawdling, as usual, and
pretending to be in the last extremity of ennui. He is, perhaps, the most really
energetic human being now alive—but that is only when nobody sees him. “To be
even with him, I complained of my weak eyes, and lamented the necessity of the
spectacles, under cover of which I cautiously and thoroughly surveyed the whole
apartment, while seemingly intent only upon the conversation of my host. (p.
220).

We gave him [the Prefect of Police] a hearty welcome ; for there was nearly half
as much of the entertaining as of the contemptible about the man, and we had not
seen him for several years. (p. 208) “The thief,” said G, “is the Minister D—, who
dares all things, those unbecoming as those becoming a man. [...].” (p. 209) “You
are mistaken ; I know him [D—] well ; he is both. As poet and mathematician, he
would reason well ; as mere mathematician, he could not have reasoned at all,
and thus would have been at the mercy of the Prefect.” (p. 217) “[...] I knew him,
however, as both mathematician and poet [...].” (p. 218) Observing him in these
moods, I often dwelt meditatively upon the old philosophy of the Bi-Part Soul, and
amused myself with the fancy of a double Dupin—the creative and the resolvent.
(p. 144)



At length, in taking leave, he takes also from the table the letter to which he had
no claim. Its rightful owner saw, but, of course, dared not call attention to the act,
in the presence of the third personage who stood at her elbow. (p. 210).

We object to it as a mere theory assumed in the first place, and to which
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circumstances are afterwards made to adapt themselves. ( Maelzel’s Chessplayer,
p. 429) A certain set of highly ingenious ressources are, with the Prefect, a sort of
Procustean bed, to which he forcibly adapts his designs. (The Purloined Letter,
p. 215) Yet it is obviously from such prominent discrepancies or incongruities as
this that deductions are to be made (if made at all) which shall lead us to the
truth. (Maelzel’s Chessplayer, p. 438) But it is by these deviations from the plane
of the ordinary, that reason feels its way, if at all, in its search for the true. (The
Murders in the Rue Morgue, p. 154)

It will of course be understood that when a move is made at his own table, by the
antagonist, the corresponding move is made at the box of the Automaton, by
Maelzel himself, who then acts as the representative of the antagonist. On the
other hand, when the Turk moves, the corresponding move is made at the table of
the antagonist, also by M. Maelzel, who then acts as the representative of the
Automaton. (p. 427).40



I could merely agree with all Paris in considering them an insoluble mystery. I
saw no means by which it would be possible to trace the murderer. (p. 152). I
remarked that, while all the witnesses agreed in supposing the gruff voice to be
that of a Frenchman, there was much disagreement in regard to the shrill, or, as
one individual termed it, the harsh voice. (p. 155).



I stared at the speaker in mute astonishment. (p. 154, The Murders in the Rue
Morgue). I was astounded. The Prefect appeared absolutely thunder-stricken. For
some minutes he remained speechless and motionless, looking incredulously at
my friend with open mouth, and eyes that seemed starting from their sockets ;
then apparently recovering himself in some measure, he seized a pen, and after
several pauses and vacant stares, finally filled up and signed a check for fifty
thousand francs, and handed it across the table to Dupin. The latter examined it
carefully and deposited it in his pocket-book ; then, unlocking an escritoire, took
thence a letter and gave it to the Prefect. This functionary grasped it in a perfect
agony of joy, opened it with a trembling hand, cast a rapid glance at its contents,
and then, scrambling and struggling to the door, rushed at length
unceremoniously from the door and from the house, without having uttered a
syllable since Dupin had requested him to fill up the check. (p. 214, The Purloined
Letter).



It was noticeable, indeed, that, in no one of the multiplied instances in which he
had of late crossed my path, had he so crossed it except to frustrate those
schemes, or to disturb those actions ; which, if fully carried out, might have
resulted in bitter mischief. (p. 639) I do not wish, however, to trace the course of
my miserable profligacy here—a profligacy which set at defiance the laws, while it
eluded the vigilance of the institution. (p. 634)



When he had gone, my friend entered into some explanations. (The Purloined
Letter, p. 214). It was his humor, now, to decline all conversation on the subject of
the murder, until about noon the next day. (The Murders in the Rue Morgue, p.
154) [...]Legrand, who saw that I was dying with impatience for a solution of this
most extraordinary riddle, entered into a full detail of all the circumstances
connected with it. (The Gold Bug, p. 58)











[Le mystère] se manifeste au sein du récit comme l’impossibilité apparente de
raconter un (autre) récit, celui du crime — et corrélativement, la « solution »
consiste, d’une manière ou d’une autre, en une narration de ce récit. (p. 53).
L’absence d’événements est le corrélat direct du rapport hypothétiquement
cohérent entre la solution et l’ensemble des indices mentionnés par le texte, lors
de la présentation du « problème » : celle-là devant alors reposer sur celle-ci, rien



de nouveau, de différent, ne doit plus, ne peut plus se produire (sauf les
déductions, réflexions, reconstitutions du détective). Or, cette cohérence étant
impossible, l’événement ne peut pas ne pas surgir (si l’on veut qu’il y ait solution)
afin de produire un nouvel indice, celui dont l’absence préalable avait
précisément permis le mystère. (p. 74)

Ce qui mettra l’enquêteur sur la voie de la solution, ce sera la double découverte
des cheveux trouvés dans la main de Mme L’Espanaye et des marques d’ongles,
laissées sur le cou de sa fille. Une découverte, c’est-à-dire un événement, et non
une déduction. (p. 75).



En tout état de cause, c’est incontestablement au moment des difficultés
grandissantes de la narration occidentale du réel qu’émerge et se constitue,
historiquement, l’idée d’un genre dont toute la raison d’être thématique tourne
précisément autour de l’impossibilité de raconter la vérité. (Le Récit impossible,
p. 29).



The witnesses, as you remarked, agreed about the gruff voice; they were here
unanimous. But in regard to the shrill voice, the peculiarity is—not that they
disagreed—but that, while an Italian, an Englishman, a Spaniard, a Hollander, and
a Frenchman attempted to describe it, each one spoke of it as that of a foreigner.
(p. 155)



Our first meeting was at an obscure library in the Rue Montmartre, where the
accident of our both being in search of the same very rare and very remarkable
volume brought us into closer communion. (The Murders in the Rue Morgue,
p. 143)

“[...] What are we to make of the skeletons found in the hole?” “That is a question
I am no more able to answer than yourself. [...] But this labor concluded, he [Kidd]
may have thought it expedient to remove all participants in his secret. Perhaps a
couple of blows with a mattock were sufficient, while his coadjutors were busy in
the pit; perhaps it required a dozen—who shall tell?” (pp. 69-70)

In this rack, which had three or four compartments, were five or six visiting cards
and a solitary letter. This last was much soiled and crumpled. It was torn nearly in
two, across the middle—as if in a design, in the first instance, to tear it entirely up
as worthless, had been altered, or stayed, in the second. It had a large black seal,
bearing the D— cipher very conspicuously, and was addressed, in a diminutive
female hand, to D—, the minister, himself. It was thrust carelessly, and even, as it
seemed, contemptuously, into one of the uppermost divisions of the rack. (p. 220)



I made no doubt that the latter [Legrand] had been infected with some of the
innumerable Southern superstitions about money buried, and that his phantasy
had received confirmation by the finding of the scaraboeus, or, perhaps, by
Jupiter’s obstinacy in maintaining it to be “a bug of real gold.” (p. 54) [...] I called
to mind the poor fellow’s [Legrand’s] speech about the beetle being “the index of
his fortune.” (p. 54)



The wild disorder of the room; the corpse thrust, with the head downward, up the
chimney; the frightful mutilation of the body of the old lady; these considerations,
with those just mentioned, and others which I need not mention, have sufficed to
paralyse the powers, by putting completely at fault the boasted acumen, of the
government agents. They have fallen into the gross but common error of
confounding the unusual with the abstruse. But it is by these deviations from the
plane of the ordinary, that reason feels its way, if at all, in its search for the true.
In investigations such as we are now pursuing, it should not be so much asked
‘what has occurred,’ as ‘what has occurred that has never occurred before.’ In
fact, the facility with which I shall arrive, or have arrived, at the solution of this
mystery, is in the direct ratio of its apparent insolubility in the eyes of the police.
(The Murders in the rue Morgue, p. 154) “I need scarcely tell you,” said Dupin as
he finished the perusal of my notes, “that this is a far more intricate case than
that of the Rue Morgue; from which it differs in one important respect. That is an
ordinary, although an atrocious, instance of crime. There is nothing peculiarly
outré about it. You will observe that, for this reason, the mystery has been
considered easy, when, for this reason, it should have been considered difficult,
of solution. (The Mystery of Marie Roget, p. 180) A certain set of highly ingenious
ressources are, with the Prefect, a sort of Procustean bed, to which he forcibly
adapts his designs. (The Purloined Letter, p. 215)



“[...] many a school-boy is a better reasoner than he [the Prefect]. I knew one
about eight years of age, whose success at guessing in the game of ‘even and
odd’ attracted universal admiration. [...] Of course he had some principle of
guessing; and this lay in mere observation and admeasurement of the astuteness
of his opponents. [...]” “It is merely,” I said, “an identification of the reasoner’s
intellect with that of his opponent. ” “It is,” said Dupin. (The Purloined Letter, p.
215)

They consider only their own ideas of ingenuity; and, in searching for anything
hidden advert only to the modes in which they would have hidden it. They are
right in this much—that their own ingenuity is a faithful representative of that of
the mass; but when the cunning of the individual felon is diverse in character
from their own, the felon foils them, of course. (p. 216)

The pun upon the word ‘Kidd’ is appreciable in no other language than the
English. But for this consideration I should have begun my attempts with the
Spanish and French, as the tongues in which a secret of this kind would most
naturally have been written by a pirate of the Spanish main. As it was, I assumed
the cryptograph to be English. (p. 64) “I reflected that it had been a point with the
writer to run his words together without division, so as to increase the difficulty
of solution. Now, a not over-acute man, in pursuing such an object, would be
nearly certain to overdo the matter. When, in the course of his composition, he
arrived at a break in his subject which would naturally require a pause, or a point,
he would be exceedingly apt to run his characters, at this place, more than
usually close together. If you will observe the MS., in the present instance, you
will easily detect five such cases of unusual crowding. Acting upon this hint, I
made the division thus: [...]” (p. 67)



We object to it as a mere theory assumed in the first place, and to which
circumstances are afterward made to adapt themselves. (p. 429) Yet it is
obviously from such prominent discrepancies or incongruities as this that
deductions are to be made (if made at all) which shall lead us to the truth. (p. 438)

“There is a game of puzzles,” he resumed, “which is played upon a map. One
party playing requires another to find a given word—the name of town, river,
state, or empire—any word, in short, upon the motley and perplexed surface of
the chart. A novice in the game generally seeks to embarrass his opponents by
giving them the most minutely lettered names; but the adept selects such words
as stretch, in large characters, from one end of the chart to the other. These, like
the over-largely lettered signs and placards of the street, escape observation by
dint of being excessively obvious; and here the physical oversight is precisely
analogous with the moral inapprehension by which the intellect suffers to pass
unnoticed those considerations which are too obtrusively and too palpably
self-evident. But this is a point, it appears, somewhat above or beneath the
understanding of the Prefect. He never once thought it probable, or possible, that
the minister had deposited the letter immediately beneath the nose of the whole
world, by way of best preventing any portion of that world from perceiving it. (The
Purloined Letter, p. 219)



Vidocq, for example, was a good guesser, and a persevering man. But, without
educated thought, he erred continually by the very intensity of his investigations.
He impaired his vision by holding the object too close. He might see, perhaps,
one or two points with unusual clearness, but in so doing he, necessarily, lost
sight of the matter as a whole. Thus there is such a thing as being too profound.
Truth is not always in a well. In fact, as regards the most important knowledge, I
do believe that she is invariably superficial. The depth lies in the valleys where we
seek her, and not upon the mountain-tops where she is found. (The Murders in
the Rue Morgue, pp. 152-153)

Nous retrouvons ici un principe déjà énoncé : jamais le système n’est modifié
directement ; en lui-même il est immuable ; seuls certains éléments sont altérés
sans égards à la solidarité qui les lie au tout. C’est comme si une de ces planètes
qui gravitent autour du soleil changeait de dimensions et de poids : ce fait isolé
entrainerait des conséquences générales et déplacerait l’équilibre du système
solaire tout entier. Pour exprimer le pluriel, il faut l’opposition de deux termes
[...] ; [on trouve] deux procédés également possibles, mais on a passé de l’un à
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l’autre pour ainsi dire sans y toucher ; ce n’est pas l’ensemble qui a été déplacé
ni un système qui en a engendré un autre, mais un élément du premier a été
changé, et cela a suffi pour faire naître un autre système.61
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Or, c’est sur ce point que le Double Assassinat exhibe d’une manière exemplaire
la contradiction interne d’un texte narratif qui veut à la fois poser et résoudre le
mystère : une des fenêtres se révèlera n’avoir été ni tout à fait fermée ni vraiment
ouverte. (p. 283)62



Car si aucun texte ne peut éviter la contrainte paratextuelle, ce qui singularise le
roman à énigme, c’est de n’exister, en tant que tel, que dans le discours social
qui l’entoure. (Le Récit impossible, p. 9)





[...] Les Contes du Club de l’In-Folio nous offrent la manifestation d’un drame
personnel et déjà l’exploration d’un univers imaginaire. Poe laisse monter
l’obscur en lui, et regarde. On comprendra que l’expression “le retour du refoulé”
est à prendre et à ne pas prendre au sens freudien. Le refoulé, c’est d’abord
Edgar Allan Poe lui-même, qui lutte pour faire surface sur la scène littéraire sans
perdre contact avec son centre de vulnérabilité intime, sans perdre l’âme ; et pour
cela prend le parti d’un volume orienté comme un champ de forces entre son
centre mortel et sa périphérie triomphante. La structure d’un tel espace pourrait
bien être la structure impossible de l’inconscient — et non pas au sens d’un
refoulé clairement repérable par analyse et totalement récupérable, mais
véritablement au sens de ce qui reste transconscientiel par nature et conditionne
la possibilité même du refoulement : le Silence, l’espace total, le désir, l’idée de



Dieu. (p. 84)

Les lourdes tapisseries d’or, aux vastes plis roulant sous l’effet d’un vent
artificiel, animent les motifs arabesques comme autant de nids de flammes noires
où projeter les fantasmes de désir et de crainte : les figurations du chaos sont
maintenant entièrement recomposées par l’art et intériorisées. (p. 169).

La perfection de la chambre de “Ligeia” tient à ce que ces remarquables
reproductions d’un chaos sont ramenées à l’unité d’un seul brûle-parfums, [...]
structurant l’espace imaginaire de la chambre entre deux chaos enfin totalement
symétriques et opératoires. (p. 171) Au point où nous en sommes, la figure
essentielle dessine une correspondance statique ou un échange dynamique entre
une périphérie et un centre. Elle informait déjà l’ensemble des Contes du Club de
l’In-Folio puisque “Disraeli” semblait diriger toute l’opération et donc occuper un
extérieur très en vue, tandis que “l’impuissant”, au centre des contes, doublait
les textes de silence, leur donnait leur sens caché, avec l’aide active du diable —
et finalement signait le volume “Edgar A. Poe,” bouclant la boucle des deux
polarités. Elle domine aussi “Ligeia” dont le sujet le plus général (lisible au seul
niveau du “texte”) est le dessin du champ psychique total, la recherche d’une
figuration de “l’âme.” En ce sens précis, ces chambres sont métatextuelles, et
“Ligeia” peut être appelée une métafiction. (p. 174)



D’abord “le fond même,” le centre idéel est défini, nous l’avons vu, comme le
point où se rassemblent et s’annulent “les grands murs de l’entonnoir” et une
lecture en imagination peut y voir la pointe théorique, mathématique, irréalisable,
d’un vortex. Se répondent alors parfaitement le regard transcendant de la lune et
le centre nul du cosmos. Pouvoir tendre ce fil à double sens du point nul de
l’abîme au vertigineux regard divin, ce serait atteindre “l’Eternité” — première
expression d’une réalité dont nous comprendrons mieux la nature avec la lecture
d’EUREKA. Ici le mot est emprunté au vocabulaire religieux traditionnel, comme
toute cette image de la fragile passerelle, image qui pourrait sembler introduire
une note trop pittoresque dans les sévères équilibres structuraux mais qui aussi
nous invite à rapprocher ce conte des grandes constructions mythiques de
l’humanité : tout le texte fait explicitement de son narrateur un “homo religiosus,”
et nous allons bientôt remonter plus loin que le Coran pour comparer ce faisceau
cosmique à l’axe du monde des peuples primitifs. Poe, je crois, nous conduit vers
ces structures archaïques de la psyché. (pp. 236-237)

Toute cette longue scène où le narrateur s’évertue à ranimer Rowena à chaque
signe du retour incertain de la vie m’avait toujours paru d’un grotesque gratuit.
Le contexte alchimique n’était ici d’aucun secours. Je crains maintenant de
savoir. Rowena a été achetée comme un objet, en vue d’une opération précise
sinon consciente. L’enveloppe de la chambre est la représentation d’un
fantasmatique utérus, et la cadavre de Rowena, inerte, raide et plombé, est un de
ces “instruments” que nous avons déjà rencontrés dans “Bérénice” ou “Ps.
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Zénobie.” Or l’instrument va prendre vie, devenir organe, faire érection dans la
chambre et émettre des “flots” de cheveux noirs. Les dimensions aveuglantes du
symbole n’ont d’égal que l’audace de son détail et l’on se prend à douter.67



“It may look like boasting—but what I tell you is truth—I began to reflect how
magnificent a thing it was to die in such a manner, and how foolish it was in me
to think of so paltry a consideration as my own individual life, in view of so
wonderful a manifestation of God’s power. I do believe that I blushed with shame
when this idea crossed my mind. After a little while I became possessed with the
keenest curiosity about the whirl itself. I positively felt a wish to explore its
depths, even at the sacrifice I was going to make; and my principal grief was that
I should never be able to tell my old companions on shore about the mysteries I
should see. (p. 135) “The rays of the moon seemed to search the very bottom of
the profound gulf [...]. “Looking about me upon the wide waste of liquid ebony on
which we were thus borne, I perceived that our boat was not the only object in the
embrace of the whirl. Both above and below us were visible fragments of vessels,
large masses of building-timber and trunks of trees, with many smaller articles,
such as pieces of house furniture, broken boxes, barrels and staves. I have
already described the unnatural curiosity which had taken the place of my
original terrors. It appeared to grow upon me as I drew nearer and nearer to my



dreadful doom. (p. 137) “It was not a new terror that thus affected me, but the
dawn of a more exciting hope. This hope arose partly from memory, and partly
from present observation. I called to mind the great variety of buoyant matter that
strewed the coast of Lofoden, having been absorbed and then thrown forth by the
Moskoe-ström. By far the greater number of the articles were shattered in the
most extraordinary way—so chafed and roughened as to have the appearance of
being stuck full of splinters—but then I distinctly recollected that there were
some of them which were not disfigured at all. (p. 138)

He was of an ancient Huguenot family, and he had once been wealthy; but a
series of misfortunes had reduced him to want. (p. 42) By this time what little
doubt I might have entertained of my poor friend’s sanity was put finally at rest. I
had no alternative but to conclude him stricken with lunacy, and I became
seriously anxious about getting him home. (p. 51)

The ‘good glass’, I knew could have reference to nothing but a telescope; for the
word ‘glass’ is rarely employed in any other sense by seamen. Now here, I at
once saw, was a telescope to be used, and a definite point of view, admitting no
variation, from which to use it. (p. 68) What seems to me the chief ingenuity in
this whole business, is the fact (for repeated experiment has convinced me it is a
fact) that the circular opening in question is visible from no other attainable point
of view than that afforded by the narrow ledge upon the face of the rock. (p. 69)



[...] my attention was arrested by a circular rift or opening in the foliage of a large
tree that overtopped its fellows in the distance. In the centre of this rift I perceived
a white spot, but could not, at first, distinguish what it was. Adjusting the focus of
the telescope, I again looked, and now made it out to be a human skull. (p. 68)

Before proceeding further, let us consider the supposed scene of the
assassination, in the thicket at the Barrière du Roule. This thicket, although



dense, was in the close vicinity of a public road. Within were three or four large
stones, forming a kind of seat with a back and a footstool. (p. 196) This thicket
was a singular—an exceedingly singular one. It was unusually dense. Within its
naturally walled enclosure were three extraordinary stones, forming a seat with a
back and a footstool. And this thicket, so full of art, was in the immediate vicinity,
within a few rods, of the dwelling of Madame Deluc, whose boys were in the habit
of closely examining the shrubberies about them in search of the bark of
sassafras. Would it be a rash wager—a wager of one thousand to one—that a day
never passed over the heads of these boys without finding at least one of them
ensconced in the umbrageous hall, and enthroned upon its natural throne? Those
who would hesitate at such a wager, have either never been boys themselves, or
have forgotten the boyish nature. (p. 198)

But for my deep-seated impressions that treasure was here somewhere actually
buried, we might have had all our labor in vain. (p. 69, nous soulignons)



It was a freak of fancy in my friend (for what else shall I call it?) to be enamored of
the night for her own sake; and into this bizarrerie, as into all his others, I quietly
fell; giving myself up to his wild whims with a perfect abandon. The sable divinity
would not herself dwell with us always; but we could counterfeit her presence. At
the first dawn of the morning we closed all the massy shutters of our old
building; lighted a couple of tapers which, strongly perfumed, threw out only the
ghasliest and feeblest of rays. By the aid of these we then busied our souls in
dreams—reading, writing or conversing, until warned by the clock of the advent
of the true Darkness. Then we sallied forth into the streets, arm in arm, continuing
the topics of the day, or roaming far and wide until a late hour, seeking, amid the
wild lights and shadows of the populous city, that infinity of mental excitement
which quiet observation can afford. (The Murders in the Rue Morgue, p. 144)
Engaged in researches which had absorbed our whole attention, it had been
nearly a month since either of us had gone abroad, or received a visitor, or more
than glanced at the leading political articles in one of the daily papers. (The
Mystery of Marie Roget, p. 172) We had been sitting in the dark, and Dupin now
arose for the purpose of lighting a lamp, but sat down again, without doing so,
upon G.’s saying that he had called to consult us, or rather to ask the opinion of
my friend, about some official business which had occasioned a great deal of
trouble. “If it is any point requiring reflexion,” observed Dupin, as he forbore to
enkindle the wick, “we shall examine it to better purpose in the dark.” (The
Purloined Letter, p. 208) In about a month afterward he paid us another visit, and
found us occupied very nearly as before. (The Purloined Letter, p. 213)



76

La construction obtenue au terme de la recherche n’a pas seulement une fonction
d’explication, qui est sa fonction avouée et manifeste, elle a aussi une fonction
sublimante : en même temps qu’elle maintient un rapport rationnel avec le réel,
qu’elle accomplit l’intégration des traces dans un système (résolution de
l’énigme), elle détache d’une certaine façon l’esprit des traces qu’il a repérées et
du système qu’il a construit, elle effectue une sorte de déliaison d’avec le réel
[...], elle préserve ou elle introduit la dimension érotique et la jouissance à
l’intérieur de la machinerie textuelle ex-altée. (pp. 74-75)76



I have already spoken of his abstract manner at such times. His discourse was
addressed to myself; but his voice, although by no means loud, had that
intonation which is commonly employed in speaking to some one at a great
distance. His eyes, vacant in expression, regarded only the wall. (The Murders in
the Rue Morgue, p. 155)





“A madman,” I said, “has done this deed—some raving maniac, escaped from a
neighboring Maison de Santé” “In some respects,” he replied, “your idea is not
irrelevant. But the voices of madmen, even in their wildest paroxysms, are never
found to tally with that peculiar voice heard upon the stairs. Madmen are of some
nation, and their language, however incoherent in its words, has always the
coherence of syllabification. [...]” (p. 161)



I stared at the speaker in mute astonishment. (p. 154) I took the pistols, scarcely
knowing what I did, or believing what I heard, while Dupin went on, very much as
if in a soliloquy. (p. 155) I was astounded. The Prefect appeared absolutely
thunder-stricken. For some minutes he remained speechless and motionless [...]
This functionary grasped it [the letter] in a perfect agony of joy, opened it with a
trembling hand, cast a rapid glance at its contents, and then, scrambling and
struggling to the door, rushed at length unceremoniously from the room and from
the house, without having uttered a syllable since Dupin had requested him to fill
up the check. (p. 214)
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L’initiative du lecteur consiste à émettre une conjecture sur l’intentio operis.
L’ensemble du texte — pris comme un tout organique — doit approuver cette
conjecture interprétative, mais cela ne signifie pas que, sur un texte, il ne faille en
émettre qu’une seule. Elles sont en principe infinies, mais à la fin, elles devront
être testées sur la cohérence textuelle, laquelle désapprouvera les conjectures
hasardeuses. [...] Plus qu’un paramètre servant à valider l’interprétation, le texte
est un objet que l’interprétation construit dans la tentative circulaire de se valider
en se fondant sur ce qu’il construit.86







[...] I hold that a long poem does not exist. I maintain that the phrase, “a long
poem,” is simply a flat contradiction in terms. I need scarcely observe that a
poem deserves its title only inasmuch as it excites, by elevating the soul. The
value of the poem is in the ratio of this elevating sentiment. But all excitements
are, through a psychal necessity, transient. That degree of excitement which
would entitle a poem to be so called at all, cannot be sustained throughout a
composition of any great length. After the lapse of half an hour, at the very
utmost, it flags—fails—a revulsion ensues—and then the poem is, in effect, and
in fact, no longer such. (p. 889).

It is to be hoped that common-sense, in the time to come, will prefer deciding
upon a work of Art, rather by the impression it makes—by the effect it
produces—than by the time it took to impress the effect, or by the amount of
“sustained effort” which had been found necessary in effecting the impression.
(p. 890) [...] I make Beauty the province of the poem, simply because it is an
obvious rule of Art that effects should be made to spring as directly as possible
from their causes—no one as yet having been weak enough to deny that the
peculiar elevation in question is at least most readily attainable in the poem. (p.
895)







Lorsque, à la fin du paragraphe, le je/narrateur pose le temps de la narration
comme le moment de la capacité du dire (« I can tell ») [par opposition à un passé
dans lequel le je/protagoniste, jamais désigné comme locuteur, était au contraire



placé sous le signe de l’entendre (« I heard »)], un autre dire, s’inscrivant dans un
temps non précisé, plane depuis le titre, sur l’ensemble du paragraphe, comme
une menace, chassée de l’esprit du narrateur, mais souverainement présente par
son privilège de titre. (p. 132)

Now this is the point. You fancy me mad. Madmen know nothing. But you should
have seen me. You should have seen how wisely I proceeded—with what
caution—with what foresight—with what dissimulation I went to work! (p. 303)
And now have I not told you that what you mistake for madness is but
over-acuteness of the senses? (p. 305) If still you think me mad, you will think so
no longer when I describe the wise precautions I took for the concealment. (p.
305)

I heard all things in the heaven and in the earth ...many things in hell.

Therefore God has highly exalted him and bestowed on him the name which is
above every name, that at the name of Jesus every knee should bow, in heaven
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and on earth, and under the earth, and every tongue confess that Jesus Christ is
Lord, to the glory of God the Father. [...] Toutefois, c’est dans l’ordre des
connotations indirectes que le surgissement du texte préalable se révèle le plus
riche ; la distortion de l’épître de Paul et les lignes de déformation trahissent,
d’abord, la suppression du nom de Jésus, ensuite, l’exacte inversion de l’activité
demandée par Paul au chrétien, par la substitution du mot « heard » au mot
« confess ». Le discours du je/narrateur révèle, à ce moment-là, que, dans le
système de référence idéologique du je/protagoniste, le chrétien qui prétend
avoir entendu le contenu de toutes choses (« all ») s’est substitué à l’humble
chrétien (Paul, 2 : 3-7) qui proclame Jésus et son mystère, tout en conservant le
système référentiel de la mythologie chrétienne. (pp. 129-130).97



Cette confession d’un mégalomane a valeur de fable didactique : c’est le
contraire même d’un texte prométhéen véhiculant les valeurs romantiques du défi
aux Dieux. Il s’y lit au contraire une invitation à assumer sa propre temporalité, et
à se soumettre à la toute-puissance du Temps. Il s’y lit aussi l’humilité de
l’écrivain devant l’écriture et la créativité autonome du langage. Encore une fois,
sous l’apparence du conte d’horreur facile, s’inscrit la fable théologique de Poe
qui, encore une fois, écrit un conte de la lecture dans lequel il demande au
tu/vous/moi/toi d’apprendre à lire. (loc. cit., p. 149)
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To one entering the room, they [the tapestries] bore the appearance of simple
monstrosities; but upon a farther advance, this appearance gradually departed;
and, step by step, as the visitor moved his station in the chamber, he saw himself
surrounded by an endless succession of the ghastly forms which belong to the
superstition of the Norman, or arise in the guilty slumbers of the monk. (p. 661)

Perhaps the eye of a scrutinizing observer might have discovered a barely
perceptible fissure [...]. (p. 233) [...] each, to any casual observer, might have
seemed intently and exclusively occupied with the curling eddies of smoke that
oppressed the atmosphere of the chamber. (p. 208)

Ce pourrait être un Persan, un Malais, un paysan, un enfant, une personne à qui
l’on va dire que le Quijote est un roman policier ; nous supposerons que cet
hypothétique personnage a déjà lu des romans policiers et qu’il commence à lire
le Quijote. Eh bien ! Qu’est-ce qu’il lit ? « En un lugar de la Mancha de cuyo
nombre no quiero acordame, no hace mucho tiempo vivia un hidalgo... »,100 et
aussitôt notre lecteur se gonfle de suspicion, parce que le lecteur de romans
policiers est un lecteur incrédule, soupçonneux d’un soupçon très spécial. Par
exemple, s’il lit : « En un lugar de la Mancha... », il suppose évidemment que cela
ne s’est pas passé du tout dans la Manche. Puis : « ...de cuyo nombre no quiero
acordame... » ; pourquoi Cervantès refusait-il de se souvenir ? Parce que, sans
doute, ce Cervantès était l’assassin, le coupable. Puis : « ...no hace mucho
tiempo... », effroyable, peut-être, mais pas autant que ce qui se prépare. Le
roman policier a créé un type spécial de lecteur. On l’oublie toujours quand on
juge l’oeuvre de Poe ; Poe a créé le policier, d’une part et après, le type du lecteur
de roman policier.101



101



Le texte est donc un tissu d’espaces blancs, d’interstices à remplir, et celui qui l’a
émis prévoyait qu’ils seraient remplis et les a laissées en blanc pour deux
raisons. D’abord parce qu’un texte est un mécanisme paresseux (ou économique)
qui vit sur la plus-value de sens qu’il y est introduite par le destinataire ; et ce
n’est qu’en des cas d’extrême pinaillerie, d’extrême préoccupation didactique ou
d’extrême répression que le texte se complique de redondances et de
spécifications ultérieures — jusqu’au cas limite où sont violées les règles
conversationnelles normales. Ensuite parce que, au fur et à mesure qu’il passe
de la fonction didactique à la fonction esthétique, un texte veut laisser au lecteur
l’initiative interprétative, même si en général il désire être interprété avec une
marge suffisante d’univocité. Un texte veut que quelqu’un l’aide à fonctionner.
(op. cit., p. 63-64).

Nous avons dit que le texte postule la coopération du lecteur comme condition
d’actualisation. Nous pouvons dire cela d’une façon plus précise : un texte est un
produit dont le sort interprétatif doit faire partie de son propre mécanisme
génératif ; générer un texte signifie mettre en oeuvre une stratégie dont font
partie les prévisions des mouvements de l’autre — comme dans toute stratégie.
(p. 65) Donc, prévoir son Lecteur Modèle ne signifie pas uniquement “espérer”
qu’il existe, cela signifie aussi agir sur le texte de façon à le construire. Un texte
repose donc sur une compétence, mais, de plus, il contribue à la produire. (p. 69)



D’un côté, comme on l’a dit jusqu’à présent, l’auteur empirique en tant que sujet
de l’énonciation textuelle formule une hypothèse de Lecteur Modèle, et en la
traduisant en termes d’une stratégie qui lui est propre, il se dessine lui-même,
auteur en tant que sujet de l’énoncé, comme mode d’opération textuelle en des
termes tout autant « stratégiques ». Mais d’un autre côté, le lecteur empirique, en
tant que sujet concret des actes de coopération, doit lui aussi se dessiner une
hypothèse d’Auteur en la déduisant justement des données de stratégie textuelle.
(p. 77)

Supposons un texte où l’auteur, de toute évidence, ne pouvait pas être au
courant des données encyclopédiques selon lesquelles une série d’actions ou de
relations exprime des contenus psychiques donnés, et où pourtant il est
manifeste que toute la stratégie textuelle amène fatalement à y investir des
contenus de ce genre. L’Oedipe roi de Sophocle pourrait être un cas typique, du
moins de la façon dont l’a lu Freud. [...] Nous dirons alors que, dans ce cas,
l’auteur était en train d’instituer de nouvelles données d’encyclopédie. Le texte
comme acte d’invention [...] institue un nouveau code, pose pour la première fois
une corrélation entre des éléments expressifs et des données de contenu que le
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système sémantique, jusqu’alors, n’avait pas encore définis et organisés. (pp.
233-234)

En même temps, dans l’univers policier, la réalité de l’écrivain est inévitablement
et profondément subvertie. C’est qu’il doit être évident qu’un auteur policier ne
peut être autre chose que le protagoniste privilégié du lecteur dans
l’hypothétique compétition que constitue chacun de ses récits de détection.
Ainsi, qui est Agatha Christie sinon, exclusivement, la partenaire de jeu de ses
lecteurs ? Exclusivement, en effet, parlant de tel ou tel de ses récits de détection
ou n’en parlant pas, Agatha Christie joue encore et toujours un rôle au sein de la
compétition imaginaire qu’elle entretient avec ses lecteurs dans chacun de ses
romans policiers — n’en eût-elle écrit qu’un seul. D’une certaine manière, le récit
de détection comprend la réalité de son auteur comme une de ses composantes
premières. [...] Avec la problématisation de la figure de l’auteur, et à travers elle
celle de la distinction traditionnelle entre texte et hors-texte, c’est l’ensemble de
l’univers romanesque spécifiquement policier qui s’indique comme n’existant
que dans la mesure même où il est investi par ce qui n’est pas lui, par son
paratexte.107



Le Lecteur Modèle est appelé à collaborer au développement de la fabula en en
anticipant les stades successifs. L’anticipation du lecteur constitue une portion
de fabula qui devrait correspondre à celle qu’il va lire. Une fois qu’il aura lu, il se
rendra compte si le texte a confirmé ou non sa prévision. [...] Comme nous le
verrons au chapitre suivant, le lecteur, en faisant ces prévisions, assume une
attitude proportionnelle (il croit, il désire, il souhaite, il espère, il pense) quant à
l’évolution des choses. Ce faisant, il configure un cours d’événements possible
ou un état de choses possible — comme on l’a dit plus haut, il hasarde des
hypothèses sur des structures de mondes. L’usage est maintenant établi dans la
majeure partie des écrits courants sur la sémiotique textuelle de parler, à propos
de ces états de choses prévus par le lecteur, de mondes possibles. (pp. 145-146)

“A madman,” I said, “has done this deed—some raving maniac, escaped from a
neighboring Maison de Santé.” (p. 161)

[dans un roman policier] les structures discursives induisent en erreur le lecteur
(en lui présentant un personnage ambigu et réticent) pour le pousser à avancer
des prévisions irréfléchies ; l’état final de la fabula interviendra ensuite pour
obliger le lecteur à se “débarrasser” de sa prévision. Ainsi, il s’établit une
dialectique entre tromperie et vérité à deux niveaux textuels différents. Le texte
“sait” que son Lecteur Modèle se trompera de prévision (et il l’aide à formuler ces
prévisions erronées), mais le texte, dans son ensemble, n’est pas un monde
possible : c’est une portion de monde réel et c’est, tout au plus, une machine à
produire des mondes possibles, celui de la fabula, ceux des personnages de la
fabula et ceux des prévisions du lecteur. (p. 221).



“How was it possible,” I asked, “that you should know the man to be a sailor, and
belonging to a Maltese vessel?” “I do not know it,” said Dupin. “I am not sure of
it. Here, however, is a small piece of ribbon, which from its form, and from its
greasy appearance, has evidently been used in tying the hair in one of those long
queues of which sailors are so fond. Moreover, this knot is one which few
besides sailors can tie, and is peculiar to the Maltese. I picked the ribbon up at
the foot of the lightning-rod. It could not have belonged to either of the deceased.
[...]” (p. 163)
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Reste à savoir si ce procédé111 ne tient pas plus de l’interprétation critique que de
la coopération interprétative. Mais la frontière entre ces deux activités est très
mince et on doit l’établir en termes d’intensité coopérative, de clarté et de lucidité
dans l’exposition des résultats d’une coopération accomplie. Le critique, dans ce
cas, est un lecteur coopérant qui, après avoir actualisé le texte, raconte ses
propres mouvements coopératifs et met en évidence la façon dont l’auteur, par sa
stratégie textuelle, l’a amené à coopérer ainsi. Ou encore, il évalue en termes de
réussite esthétique (quelle que soit la définition théorique qu’il en donne) les
modalités de la stratégie textuelle. (p. 238)











But in that bitter tirade upon Chantilly, which appeared in yesterday’s ‘Musée,’
the satirist, making some disgraceful allusions to the cobbler’s change of name
upon assuming the buskin, quoted a Latin line about which we have often
conversed. I mean the line Perdidit antiquum litera prima sonum. I had told you
that this was in reference to Orion, formerly written Urion; and, from certain
pungencies connected with this explanation, I was aware that you could not have
forgotten it. It was clear, therefore, that you would not fail to combine the two
ideas of Orion and Chantilly. (The Murders in the Rue Morgue, pp. 146-147)

“[...] if a term is of any importance—if words derive any value from
applicability—then ‘analysis’ conveys ‘algebra’ about as much as, in Latin,
‘ambitus’ implies ‘ambition,’ ‘religio’ ‘religion,’ or ‘homines honesti’ a set of
honorable men.” (The Purloined Letter, p. 217)



[...] Et le voici à des remarques philologiques à combler d’aise les amoureux du
latin : qu’il leur rappelle sans daigner plus en dire qu’ « ambitus ne signifie pas
ambition, religio, religion, homines honesti, les honnêtes gens », qui parmi vous
ne se plairait à se souvenir... de ce que veulent dire ces mots pour qui pratique
Cicéron et Lucrèce. Sans doute Poe s’amuse-t-il... Mais un soupçon nous vient :
cette parade d’érudition n’est-elle pas destinée à nous faire entendre les
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maîtres-mots de notre drame ? Le prestidigitateur ne répète-t-il pas devant nous
son tour, sans nous leurrer cette fois de nous en livrer le secret, mais en
poussant ici sa gageure à nous l’éclairer réellement sans que nous y voyions
goutte. Ce serait bien là le comble où pût atteindre l’illusioniste que de nous faire
par un être de sa fiction véritablement tromper. (pp. 30-31).127

But the trick does not end there. For has Lacan himself not slipped into the
paragraph on the quantification of the letter a parade of “key words” for his
reading of the situation ? “Full of meaning,” “intention,” “hatred,” “love,”
“infatuation,” “devotion,” “ass for sale,” and “brawling among men”—all of these
words occur as the possible “signifieds” of “The Purloined Letter” in the
Seminar. But if the key words of a reading of a story thus occur only in the mode
of a play of the signifier, the difference between “signifier” and “signified” in
Lacan’s text, as well as in Poe’s, has been effectively subverted. What the reader
finally reads when he deciphers the signifying surface of the map of his
misreading is: “You have been fooled.” And in this discussion of “being fooled”
Lacan, far from excluding the narrator, situates him in the dynamic functioning of
the text, as a reader en abyme duped by Dupin’s trick explanations of his
technique; a reader who, however, unconscious of the nonsequiturs he is
repeating, is so much in awe of his subject that his admiration blinds us to the
tricky functioning of what he so faithfully transmits. To be fooled by a text
implies that the text is not constative but performative, and that the reader is in
fact one of its effects. The text’s “truth” puts the status of the reader in question,
“performs” him as its “address”. (pp. 246-247)128



[...] Donc trois temps, ordonnant trois regards, supportés par trois sujets, à
chaque fois incarnés par des personnes différentes. Le premier est d’un regard
qui ne voit rien : c’est le Roi, et c’est la police. Le second d’un regard qui voit que
le premier ne voit rien et se leurre d’en voir couvert ce qu’il cache : c’est la Reine,
puis c’est le ministre. Le troisième qui de ces deux regards voit qu’ils laissent ce
qui est à cacher à découvert pour qui voudra s’en emparer : c’est le ministre, et
c’est Dupin enfin. (p. 24).

Si ce que Freud a découvert et redécouvre dans un abrupt toujours accru, a un
sens, c’est que le déplacement du signifiant détermine les sujets dans leurs
actes, dans leur destin, dans leurs refus, dans leurs aveuglements, dans leur
succès et dans leur sort, nonobstant leurs dons innés et leur acquis social, sans
égard pour le caractère ou le sexe, et que bon gré mal gré suivra le train du
signifiant comme armes et bagages, tout ce qui est du donné psychologique. (p.
40).

[...] Dupin tient déjà la lettre autant que de s’en être emparé, sans pourtant être
encore en état de s’en défaire. Il est donc bien partie prenante dans la triade
intersubjective, et comme tel dans la position médiane qu’ont occupée
précédemment la Reine et le Ministre. Va-t-il en s’y montrant supérieur, nous
révéler en même temps les intentions de l’auteur ? (p. 49)
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[...] Elle [la stratégie de Dupin] était déjà contenue et facile à dégager du titre de
notre conte, et selon la formule même, que nous avons dès longtemps soumise à
votre discrétion, de la communication intersubjective : où l’émetteur, vous
disons-nous, reçoit du récepteur son propre message sous une forme inversée.
C’est ainsi que ce que veut dire « la lettre volée », voire « en souffrance », c’est
qu’une lettre arrive toujours à destination. (p. 53)

The sentence “a letter always arrives at its destination” can thus either be simply
pleonastic or variously paradoxical; it can mean “the only message I can read is
the one I send,” “wherever the letter is, is its destination,” “when a letter is read,
it reads the reader,” “the repressed always returns,” “I exist only as a reader of
the other,” “the letter has no destination,” and “we all die.” It is not any of these
readings, but all of them and others in their incompatibility, which repeat the
reader in his way of reading the act of reading. Far from giving us the Seminar’s
final truth, these last words enact the impossibility of any ultimate analytical
metalanguage.132



But it is in matters beyond the limits of mere rule that the skill of the analyst is
evinced. He makes, in silence, a host of observations and inferences. So,
perhaps, do his companions; and the difference in the extent of the information
obtained, lies not so much in the validity of the inference as in the quality of the
observation. The necessary knowledge is that of what to observe. Our player
confines himself not at all; nor, because the game is the object, does he reject
deductions from things external to the game. He examines the countenance of his
partner, comparing it carefully with that of each of his opponents. (p. 142)
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There are ideal series of events which run parallel with the real ones. They rarely
coincide. Men and circumstances generally modify the ideal train of events, so
that it seems imperfect, and its consequences are equally imperfect. Thus with
the Reformation; instead of Protestantism came Lutheranism.—Novalis. Morale
Ansichten. (p. 169)136



Lors de l’expédition nocturne, progressant peu à peu dans la résolution du
problème, Legrand, par son emphase, ses attitudes solennelles, les



balancements du scarabée au bout du fil, se livre à une nouvelle cryptographie.
C’est en chiffrant qu’il décrypte, en écrivant qu’il lit. D’ailleurs, en cette histoire,
avec une insistance singulière, n’est-il pas le seul qui écrive ? N’est-ce pas lui
qui, sur le parchemin de Kidd, trace les lignes du scarabée ? N’est-ce pas lui,
encore, qui sur son ardoise forme des chiffres avec des signes ? Et si une
missive surgit dans le conte, n’est-ce pas sa main qui en a inscrit le texte ? La
lecture se donne ici comme labeur, sans cesse repris, d’une écriture sur une
autre. (p. 56)

Apparu diverses fois dans le texte, l’adjectif « old » révèle ainsi la fonction d’un
nom énigmatique, celui du lieutenant de fort Moultrie : G. + old = Gold. En ce
texte anglais, on ne sera guère surpris que le pays des richesses soit non
l’Eldorado mais « Golconda ». Désormais notre lecture ne peut entendre
l’anagramme approchée « god », ou son anacyclique « dog » (qui permet de
mieux comprendre le rôle du chien) sans souligner les l environnants : « (good
God) settled » et, naturellement inversé, « the violent howlings of the
dog ». Voudrait-on susciter, non sans un léger vertige, des recherches plus
fouillées, qu’il suffirait d’ajouter, au hasard du texte : « right holding » et « good
glass, I knew, could have reference to nothing but a telescope ». (p. 53).



“[...] In fine, driven to despair, she [the Queen] has committed the matter to
me.” “Than whom,” said Dupin, amid a perfect whirlwind of smoke, “no more
sagacious agent could, I suppose, be desired or even imagined.” (p. 210)



[...] “You have, of course, an accurate description of the letter?” “Oh, yes!”—And
here the Prefect, producing a memorandum-book, proceeded to read aloud a
minute account of the internal, and especially of the external, appearance of the
missing document. (p. 213)

“ [...] The French are the originators of this particular deception; but if a term is of
any importance—if words derive any value from applicability—then ‘analysis’
conveys ‘algebra’ about as much as, in Latin, ‘ambitus’ implies ‘ambition,’
‘religio’ ‘religion,’ or ‘homines honesti’ a set of honorable men.”



It was torn nearly in two, across the middle—as if a design, in the first instance,
to tear it entirely up as worthless, had been altered or stayed in the second.
[...] Here the seal was large and black, with the D— cipher [...]. (p. 220)



In the present instance I have no sympathy—at least no pity—for him who
descends. He is that monstrum horrendum, an unprincipled man of genius.
(p. 222)

[the word “affaire” has not yet, in France, that levity of import which it conveys
with us] (p. 148) “[...] An inquiry will afford us amusement [I thought this an odd
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term, so applied, but said nothing] [...]” (p. 153) I have said that the whims of my
friend were manifold, and that Je les ménageais:—for this phrase there is no
English equivalent. (p. 154)

Nous avons appris que le rêve représente un désir comme accompli. [...] Ce
caractère des rêves est si souvent apparent que l’on se demande comment le
langage des rêves n’a pas été compris dès longtemps. Prenons comme exemple
un rêve que je puis provoquer à volonté, qui est en quelque sorte une expérience.
Quand j’ai mangé le soir les sardines, des olives ou quelque autre hors-d’oeuvre
salé, j’ai soif la nuit et je me réveille. Mais j’ai d’abord un rêve, toujours le même :
je bois. J’aspire l’eau à grands traits, elle a un goût exquis, je la savoure comme
un homme épuisé, je me réveille et dois réellement boire. La raison de ce rêve si
simple est la soif que je sens bien au réveil. (p. 114)143

Je veux parler des deux propositions selon lesquelles, d’une part, le mot d’esprit
a pu produire de telles condensations créatrices de plaisir durant son
développement, au stade du jeu, c’est-à-dire pendant l’enfance de la raison,
d’autre part, parvenu à des stades supérieurs, il accomplit la même opération en
immergeant la pensée dans l’insconscient. L’infantile est en effet la source de
l’insconscient, les processus de pensée insconscients ne sont rien d’autre que
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ceux qui se trouvent mis en place dans la prime enfance, à l’exclusion de tout
autre. La pensée qui s’immerge dans l’inconscient en ayant pour fin de former le
mot d’esprit ne fait que se rendre dans l’ancien lieu familier de son jeu d’autrefois
avec les mots. L’acte de penser se trouve reporté pour un temps au stade
infantile, afin qu’il puisse ainsi s’approprier à nouveau cette source infantile de
plaisir. (pp. 306-307).144

Ainsi, Derrida part de la fabula (sélectionnée selon ses propres tendances
idéologiques qui l’amènent à déterminer ce qui selon lui est le topic de toute
l’affaire, une histoire de castration) pour aller vers les structures actantielles, en
montrant comment elles se manifestent aux niveaux profonds du texte. Bonne ou
mauvaise, l’opération est en tout cas légitime.145

For one hour at least we had maintained a profound silence; while each, to any
casual observer, might have seemed intently and exclusively occupied with the
curling eddies of smoke that oppressed the atmosphere of the chamber. For
myself, however, I was mentally discussing certain topics which had formed
matter for conversation between us at an earlier period of the evening; I mean the
affair of the Rue Morgue, and the mystery attending the murder of Marie Rogêt.
(The Purloined Letter, p. 208).









Now I'll tell you, at parting, of three things which will happen in the future. (Cuff,
p. 220). In a year from the time when the Moonstone was pledged, the Indians will
be on the watch for their third chance. (Murthwaite, p. 337).



I have omitted to mention in its place, that there was some one else at the family
dinner party. It was not a lady. It was a gentleman. It was a gentleman of a dark
complexion—a young surgeon. He was rather reserved, but I thought him very
sensible and agreeable. At least, Ada asked me if I did not, and I said yes.



Innumerable children have been born into the cause; innumerable young people
have married into it; innumerable old people have died out of it. [...] The little
plaintiff or defendant, who was promised a new rocking-horse when Jarndyce
and Jarndyce should be settled, has grown up, possessed himself of a real horse,
and trotted away into the other world. [...] there are not three Jarndyces left upon
the earth, perhaps, since old Tom Jarndyce in despair blew his brains out at a
coffee-house in Chancery Lane; but Jarndyce and Jarndyce still drags its dreary
length before the Court, perennially hopeless. (p. 52).

presently great bundles of papers began to be carried out—bundles in bags,
bundles too large to be got into any bags, immense masses of paper of all shapes
and no shapes, which the bearers staggered under, and threw down for the time
being, anyhow, on the Hall pavement, while they went back to bring out
more. (p. 922).





But the fire of the sun is dying. Even now the floor is dusky, and shadow slowly
mounts the walls, bringing the Dedlocks down like age and death. And now, upon
my Lady's picture over the great chimney-piece, a weird shade falls from some
old tree, that turns it pale, and flutters it, and as if a great arm held a veil or hood,
watching an opportunity to draw it over her. Higher and darker rises shadow on
the wall—now a red gloom on the ceiling—now the fire is out. (p. 621)

What connexion can there be, between the place in Lincolnshire, the house in
town, the Mercury in powder, and the whereabout of Jo the outlaw with the
broom, who had that distant ray of light upon him when he swept the
churchyard-step? What connexion can there have been between many people in
the innumerable histories of this world, who, from opposite sides of great gulfs,
have, nevertheless, been very curiously brought together! (p. 272).



166

What is striking in The Moonstone is that the focalization is both variable and
multiple: Franklin Blake and Betteredge appear twice as narrators of different
events, but the same event can also be viewed several times like in epistolary
novels—and letters indeed are extremely important here, especially Rosanna's
long posthumous letter to Franklin Blake.166



I hear you are likely to be turned over to Miss Clack, after parting with me. In that
case, just do me the favour of not believing a word she says, if she speaks of
your humble servant (p. 231).







If Volumnia have a fault, it is the fault of being a trifle too innocent; seeing that
the innocence which would go extremely well with a sash and tucker, is a little
out of keeping with the rouge and pearl necklace. Howbeit, impelled by
innocence, she asks, “What for?” “Volumnia,” remonstrates Sir Leicester, with
his utmost severity. “Volumnia!” (p. 624).







Miss Verinder has been in secret possession of the Moonstone from first to last;
and she has taken Rosanna Spearman into her confidence, because she has
calculated on our suspecting Rosanna Spearman of the theft. There is the whole
case in a nutshell. Collar me again, Mr Betteredge. If it's any vent to your feelings,
collar me again. (p. 173)

While we were waiting, Sergeant Cuff looked through the evergreen arch on our
left, spied out our rosery, and walked straight in, with the first appearance of
anything like interest that he had shown yet. To the gardener's astonishment, and
to my disgust, this celebrated policeman proved to be quite a mine of learning on



the trumpery subject of rose-gardens. (p. 134)

“I can't tear you of my heart,” she said, “even now!” [...] “any other woman living
would shrink from the disgrace of touching him!” she exclaimed. “Oh, God! I
despise myself even more than I despise him!” (p. 403)
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all at once, a something sudden in his manner, and a pleasant expression in his
eyes, recalled the gentleman in the stage-coach, six years ago, on the memorable
day of my journey to Reading. (p. 113)

It is not necessary here to demonstrate that the theft of the Moonstone is a
symbolic representation of the as yet prohibited intercourse between Franklin
and Rachel and the loss of Rachel's virginity, nor to point out the symbolism of
the Moonstone itself with its central flaw and lunar changes in luster, of the
drawer in the Indian cabinet, of the decorative painting and the stain on the
nightshirt, nor of the fact that Franklin gave up cigar smoking during his
courtship of Rachel. Nor need I analyse the reasons underlying the mother’s
concern for the safety of the Moonstone and Rachel’s angry silence after the theft
she could so easily have prevented.177



In short, I was in a flutter for a little while; and felt as if an old chord had been
more coarsely touched than it had ever been since the days of the dear old doll,
long buried in the garden. (p. 178)

(Is the bluntness of moral feeling which could ask such a question as that, after
what had just happened, to be pitied or condemned? I like to lean towards mercy.
Let us pity it.) (p. 254)
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“You will lose the disinterested part of your Don Quixote character,” said Lady
Dedlock to Mr Jarndyce, over her shoulder again, “if you only redress the wrongs
of beauty like this. [...]” (p. 310)

Richard, Jarndyce, and the inheritance thus comprise a triangle as emotionally
charged as any in the novel, and their situation creates a family romance of the
most unusual kind: Richard as the passionate child, Jarndyce as prohibiting
father, and the settlement (I will tentatively urge) filling the void left by the absent
mother.(p. 124)181



I felt, through all my tumult of emotion, a burst of gratitude to the providence of
God that I was so changed as that I never could disgrace her by any trace of
likeness. (p. 565).



Miss Verinder joined me with a glass jug of cold water, which she had taken from
a side-table. “Let me pour out the water,” she whispered. “I must have a hand in
it!” (p. 472)

“[...] To make short of a long story, I am afraid I have wanted an object; but I have
an object now—or it has me—and it is too late to discuss it. Take me as I am, and
make the best of me.” (p. 748)
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Ce qui définit semblable fratrie, c'est moins l'inceste — qui reste toujours ici
feutré ou bon enfant — que sa valeur de société des égaux entre lesquels la
substitution est possible.186
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A ce point, le secret peut être ramené à la crise d'identité du sujet, qui est une
donnée générique essentielle. Mais elle ne l'est qu'à condition de voir que la crise
d'identité engage tout le texte et sa forme dans un mouvement de signification
qu'aucune définition ne peut fixer. La crise du sujet, encore une fois, est une
crise du texte comme clôture. Elle rejoint sans retard une pluralisation du sens
qui a déjà fait l'objet de nos observations.188



“It would have been far better, little Esther, that you had had no birthday; that you
had never been born!” (p. 64) Many and many a time, in the day and in the night,
with my head upon the pillow by her that my whispers might be plainer to her, I
kissed her, thanked her, prayed for her, asked her for her blessing and
forgiveness, entreated her to give me the least sign that she knew or heard me.
(p. 67)

“Don't you remember, my plain dear,” I asked myself, looking at the glass, “what
Mrs Woodcourt said before those scars were there, about your
marrying—” Perhaps the name brought them to my remembrance. The dried
remains of the flowers. It would be better not to keep them now. They had only
been preserved in memory of something wholly past and gone, but it would be
better not to keep them now. (pp. 668-669)

At any rate, Miss Rachel was reported to have said some severe things to Mr
Franklin, at the piano that evening, about the people he had lived among, and the
principles he had adopted in foreign parts. The next day, for the first time,
nothing was done towards the decoration of the door. I suspect some
imprudence of Mr Franklin’s on the Continent—with a woman or a debt at the
bottom of it—had followed him to England. But that is all guesswork. (p. 91)

The lady at the Villa, had heard of his contemplated marriage. A superb woman,
Mr Blake, of the sort that are not to be trifled with—the sort with the light
complexion and the Roman nose. She felt the utmost contempt for Mr Godfrey
Ablewhite. It would be a silent contempt, if he made a handsome provision for
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her. Otherwise, it would be contempt with a tongue to it. (p. 513)

Taxation may be the consequence of a mission; riots may be the consequence of
a mission; wars may be the consequence of a mission: we go on with our work,
irrespective of every human consideration which moves the world outside us.
(pp. 272-273) She [Rachel] had my forgiveness at the time when she insulted me.
(p. 311)

This being beaten is now a convergence of the sense of guilt and sexual love. It is
not only the punishment for the forbidden genital relation, but also the regressive
substitute for that relation. (p. 189)190



She answered in a low tone, with a sullen submission of manner which was quite
new in my experience of her. [...] The apology was more unendurable than the
insult. The most degraded man living would have felt humiliated by it. (p. 391)

I enjoyed the triumph—the unholy triumph, I fear, I must admit—of seeing Mr
Bruff utterly confounded and overthrown by a few plain words from Me. He
started to his feet, and stared at me in silence. (p. 263)

The Lord Chancellor of that Court, true to his title in his last act, has died the



death of all Lord Chancellors in all Courts, and of all authorities in all places
under all names soever, where false pretences are made, and where injustice is
done. (p. 511)

“I am to drag my present life on, holding its pains at your pleasure, day by day?”
she asks, still looking at the distant sky. “Yes, I am afraid so, Lady Dedlock.” (p.
637)



But on Mr Tulkinghorn’s coming into the room, the veil is raised, and a
sufficiently good-looking Frenchwoman is revealed, though her expression is
something of the intensest. (p. 370)

He made no complaint, however, and was strangely unconcerned about himself,
if I may say so strange a thing. (p. 488) [...] wearily looking on at what was done,
as if it were for somebody else. (p. 491)



200

I had for a moment an undefinable impression of myself as being something
different from what I then was. I know it was then, and there, that I had it. I have
ever since connected the feeling with that spot and time, and with everything
associated with that spot and time, to the distant voices in the town, the barking
of a dog, and the sound of wheels coming down the miry hill. (pp. 484-485)

L’assomption jubilatoire de son image spéculaire par l’être encore plongé dans
l’impuissance motrice et la dépendance du nourrissage qu’est le petit homme à
ce stade infans, nous paraîtra dès lors manifester en une situation exemplaire la
matrice symbolique où le je se précipite en une forme primordiale [...] cette forme
situe l'instance du moi, dès avant sa détermination sociale, dans une ligne de
fiction, à jamais irréductible pour le seul individu, — ou plutôt qui ne rejoindra
qu'asymptotiquement le devenir du sujet, quel que soit le succès des synthèses
dialectiques par quoi il doit résoudre en tant que je sa discordance d'avec sa
propre réalité.200



There was something so hideous in the boy's enjoyment of the horror of the
scene, that I took him by the two shoulders and put him out of the room. (p. 501)

Let me only say, that I tried to close my eyes before it happened, and that I was
just one moment too late. I had calculated, you see, on her resisting. She
submitted. (p. 283)

Ce qu'il s'agit de cerner, par les voies du chemin qu'il [l'oeil] nous indique, c'est
la préexistence d'un regard — je ne vois que d'un point, mais dans mon existence
je suis regardé de partout. (p. 69)

Le regard ne se présente à nous que sous la forme d'une étrange contingence,
symbolique de ce que nous trouvons à l'horizon et comme butée de notre
expérience, à savoir le manque constitutif de l'angoisse de la castration. L'oeil et
le regard, telle est pour nous la schize dans laquelle se manifeste la pulsion au
niveau du champ scopique. (pp. 69-70).



Ce en quoi la conscience peut se retourner sur elle-même — se saisir, telle la
Jeune Parque de Valéry, comme se voyant se voir — représente un escamotage.
Un évitement s'y opère de la fonction du regard. (p. 71) Dès le premier abord,
nous voyons, dans la dialectique de l'oeil et du regard, qu'il n'y a point
coïncidence, mais foncièrement leurre. Quand, dans l'amour, je demande un
regard, ce qu'il y a de foncièrement insatisfaisant et de toujours manqué, c'est
que — Jamais tu ne me regardes là où je te vois. Inversement, ce que je regarde
n'est jamais ce que je veux voir. (pp. 94-95)



“[...] I know from his lips, that he long ago suspected Lady Dedlock of having
discovered, through the sight of some handwriting—in this very house, and when
you yourself, Sir Leicester Dedlock, were present—the existence, in great
poverty, of a certain person, who had been her lover before you courted her, and
who ought to have been her husband [...]” (p. 783).





[...] I cannot prevail upon myself to become his accuser [...] I have not only no
proof that he killed the two men at the door; I cannot even declare that he killed
the third man inside [...]. (p. 38)

People this lovely scene with tens of thousands of human creatures, all dressed
in white, stretching down the sides of the hill, overflowing into the plain, and
fringing the nearer banks of the winding rivers. Light this halt of the pilgrims by



the wild red flames of cressets and torches, streaming up at intervals from every
part of the innumerable throng. Imagine the moonlight of the East, pouring in
unclouded glory over all—and you will form some idea of the view that met me
when I looked forth from the summit of the hill. (p. 525)

How it has found its way back to its wild native land—by what accident, or by
what crime, the Indians regained possession of their sacred gem, may be in your
knowledge, but is not in mine. (p. 526)

The last entry on one page recorded the marriage of a man with my Christian
name. Below it there was a blank space—a space evidently left because it was too
narrow to contain the entry of the marriages of the two brothers, which in the
copy, as in the original, occupied the top of the next page. That space told the
whole story! [...] The idea that he was not Sir Percival Glyde at all, that he had no
more claim to the baronetcy and to Blackwater Park than the poorest labourer
who worked on the estate, had never once occurred to my mind. (p. 529)
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Les seuls événements concevables, pour un récit de détection hypothétiquement
conforme aux normes prescrites, sont ceux, par définition périphériques, sinon
même (idéalement) extratextuels, qui concernent le crime et la prise (arrestation,
mort) du coupable.210

“[...] Would you mind sitting quiet—on the family account—while I reckon ’em
up? And would you just throw in a nod, when I seem to ask you for it?” (p. 785)
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“The day will come when you will know why I am careless about being suspected,
and why I am silent even to you. [...]” (p. 218) My mistress’s letter had proved, to
his mind, that Miss Rachel was hardened enough to resist the strongest appeal
that could be addressed to her, and that she had deceived her own mother (good
God, under what circumstances!) by a series of abominable lies. (p. 218)

Brève rencontre cependant que celle-là [entre le détective et le coupable] et
grosse de déception puisque le coupable n'est identifié, en une brève
désignation, que pour être renvoyé, presque sur le champ, aux limbes de
l'après-texte.211
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We have arrngd for your being forded, carriage free, p r eight o’ clock coach from
Reading, on Monday morning next, to White Horse Cellar, Piccadilly, London,
where one of our clks will be in waiting to convey you to our offe as above. (p. 74)

It is because the characters have endured processes of socialization with the
middle missing that they are telescoped into the letters of their own names,
showing them, old and young, enslaved by the system that has grown old without
growing up.213
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Gooseberry had followed us into the room. His loose eyes rolled frightfully—not
in terror, but in exultation. He had made a detective-discovery on his own
account. “Look here, sir,” he repeated—and led me to a table in the corner of the
room. (p. 500)

The villain is the act of interpretation itself, the naming which assimilates the
particular into a system, giving it a definition and a value, incorporating it into a
whole.214
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The assembly of personages in Bleak House subject to phonetic shrinkage is
also subject to the reductiveness of society's academic exercises, such as
taxonomic authority.217
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“That is what you heard at his bed-side?” I said. “Literally and exactly what I
heard,” he answered—“except that the repetitions are not transferred here from
my short-hand notes. He reiterated certain words and phrases a dozen times
over, fifty times over, just as he attached more or less importance to the idea
which they represented. The repetitions, in this sense, were of some assistance
to me in putting together those fragments. [...]” (p. 437)

Les éléments ne répondent pas là où on les interroge. Plus exactement, si on les
interroge quelque part, il est impossible de les saisir dans l'ensemble.219

En langage simple, [dans l'art contemporain] le poète créé un système
linguistique qui n'est plus celui de la langue dans laquelle il s'exprime, mais qui
n'est pas non plus celui d'une langue inexistante : il introduit des modules de
désordre organisé à l'intérieur d'un système, pour en accroître la possibilité
d'information.220
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[...] “she went out walking the very night of this business.” “To be sure she did! I
let her into the garden over the way.” (p. 779)

Ce jeu, on sait qu'y participent, d'une part, l'auteur, qui présente l'énigme, ou plus
exactement le problème, et, d'autre part, le lecteur, qui est invité à parvenir à la
solution avant que celle-ci ne soit exposée par le détective. Le principe
consistant pour l'un à se baser sur les seules données (les « indices »)
distribuées de diverses manières au cours du récit et, pour l'autre, à fournir ces
données, justement, tout en rendant leur perception problématique.221

Entre la suggestion d'une pluralité de mondes formels et le chaos différencié, qui
supprimerait toute possibilité de jouissance esthétique, il n'y a qu'un pas : pour
le compositeur d'une oeuvre « ouverte », la solution est dans une dialectique
pendulaire.222



We will take a new sheet of paper, if you please, and begin over again, with my
best respects to you. (p. 41) I beg a thousand pardons. I have fallen insensibly
into my Sunday-school style. Most inappropriate in such a record as this. (p. 238)

they can very well do without much beauty in me—even supposing— (Bleak
House, p. 935) So the years pass, and repeat each other; so the same events
revolve in the cycles of time. What will be the next adventures of the Moonstone?
Who can tell! (The Moonstone, p. 526)









“But why keep me in the dark?” “For you to know could not have helped us and
might possibly have led to my discovery. You would have wished to tell me



something, or in your kindness you would have brought me out some comfort or
other, and so an unnecessary risk would be run. I brought Cartwright down with
me—you remember the little chap at the express office—and he has seen after my
simple wants: a loaf of bread and a clean collar. What does man want more? He
has given me an extra pair of eyes upon a very active pair of feet, and both have
been invaluable.” (p. 741)

Holmes said little more, but the picture of the old roysterer seemed to have a
fascination for him, and his eyes were continually fixed upon it during supper. It
was not until later, when Sir Henry had gone to his room, that I was able to follow
the trend of his thoughts. He led me back into the banqueting-hall, his bedroom
candle in his hand, and he held it up against the time-stained portrait on the wall.
(p. 750)

“[...] Halloa! Halloa! What’s this?” He was carefully examining the foolscap, upon
which the words were pasted, holding it only an inch or two from his
eyes. “Well?” “Nothing,” said he, throwing it down. “It is a blank half-sheet of
paper, without even a water-mark upon it. [...]” (p. 688) “[...] It may possibly recur
to your memory that when I examined the paper upon which the printed words
were fastened I made a close inspection for the water-mark. In doing so I held it
within a few inches of my eyes, and was conscious of a faint smell of a scent
known as white jessamine. There are seventy-five perfumes, which it is very
necessary that a criminal expert should be able to distinguish from each other,
and cases have more than once within my own experience depended upon their
prompt recognition. The scent suggested the presence of a lady, and already my
thoughts began to turn towards the Stapletons. [...]” (p. 765)



“Dr. Watson, Mr. Sherlock Holmes,” said Stamford, introducing us. “How are
you?” he said cordially, gripping my hand with a strength for which I should
hardly have given him credit. “You have been in Afghanistan, I perceive.” “How
on earth did you know that?” I asked in astonishment. (pp. 17-18)

“There has been murder done, and the murderer was a man. He was more than
six feet high, was in the prime of life, had small feet for his height, wore coarse,
square-toed boots and smoked a Trichinopoly cigar. He came here with his victim
in a four-wheeled cab, which was drawn by a horse with three old shoes and one
new one on his off fore-leg. In all probability the murderer had a florid face, and
the finger-nails of his right hand were remarkably long. These are only a few
indications, but they may assist you.” (p. 32)







“What shall we do now?” whispered Sir Henry. “Wait here. He must be near his
light. Let us see if we can get a glimpse of him.” [...] Any instant he might dash
out the light and vanish in the darkness. I sprang forward therefore, and Sir Henry
did the same. (p. 725, nous soulignons)

The words were hardly out of my mouth when we both saw him. Over the rocks,
in the crevice of which the candle burned, there was thrust out an evil yellow
face, a terrible animal face, all seamed and scored with vile passions. Foul with
mire, with a bristling beard, and hung with matted hair, it might well have
belonged to one of those old savages who dwelt in the burrows on the hillsides.
The light beneath him was reflected in his small, cunning eyes which peered
fiercely to right and left through the darkness like a crafty and savage animal who
has heard the steps of the hunters. (p. 725)

So far I have been able to quote from the reports which I have forwarded during
these early days to Sherlock Holmes. Now, however, I have arrived at a point in
my narrative where I am compelled to abandon this method and to trust to my
recollections, aided by the diary which I kept at the time. (pp. 726-727, nous
soulignons).



If you have not had any report within the last few days it is because up to to-day
there was nothing of importance to relate. (p. 713) If I was compelled to leave you
without much news during the early days of my mission you must acknowledge
that I am making up for lost time, and that events are now crowding thick and fast
upon us. (p. 716)

Much of what I tell you is no doubt quite irrelevant, but still I feel that it is best
that I should let you have all the facts and leave you to select for yourself those
which will be of most service to you in helping you to your conclusions. (p. 726,



chapitre 9) The incidents of the next few days are indelibly graven upon my
recollection, and I can tell them without referring to the notes made at the time.
(p. 732, chapitre 11).

One of Sherlock Holmes’s defects—if, indeed, one may call it a defect—was that
he was exceedingly loath to communicate his full plans to any other person until
the instant of their fulfilment. Partly it came no doubt from his own masterful
nature, which loved to dominate and surprise those who were around him. Partly
also from his professional caution, which urged him never to take any chances.
The result, however, was very trying for those who were acting as his assistants.
(p. 754)

“[...] Sir Henry has, I suppose, no superstitious fears in the matter?” (p. 706) “It is
extraordinary how credulous the peasants are about here! Any number of them
are ready to swear that they have seen such a creature upon the moor.” He spoke
with a smile, but I seemed to read in his eyes that he took the matter more
seriously. “The story took a great hold upon the imagination of Sir Charles, and I
have no doubt that it led to his tragic end.” (ibid.) “Have you any better
explanation?” “I have not come to any conclusion.” “Has Mr. Sherlock Holmes?”
(ibid.)



When you are once out upon its [the moor’s] bosom you have left all traces of
modern England behind you, but, on the other hand, you are conscious
everywhere of the homes and the work of the prehistoric people. On all sides of
you as you walk are the houses of these forgotten folk, with their graves and the
huge monoliths which are supposed to have marked their temples. As you look at
their grey stone huts against the scarred hillsides you leave your own age behind
you, and if you were to see a skin-clad, hairy man crawl out from the low door,
fitting a flint-tipped arrow onto the string of his bow, you would feel that his
presence there was more natural than your own. (p. 712).

Foul with mire, with a bristling beard, and hung with matted hair, it [Selden’s face]
might well have belonged to one of those old savages who dwelt in the burrows
on the hillsides. (p. 725)

We are four able-bodied men in this household, so that we could take good care



of ourselves, but I confess that I have had uneasy moments when I have thought
of the Stapletons. They live miles from any help. There are one maid, an old
manservant, the sister, and the brother, the latter not a very strong man. They
would be helpless in the hands of a desperate fellow like this Notting Hill criminal
if he could once effect an entrance. Both Sir Henry and I were concerned at their
situation, and it was suggested that Perkins the groom should go over to sleep
there, but Stapleton would not hear of it. (p. 713)

And always, apart from the hound, there is the fact of the human agency in
London, the man in the cab, and the letter which warned Sir Henry against the
moor. This at least was real, but it might have been the work of a protecting friend
as easily as of an enemy. Where is that friend or enemy now? Has he remained in
London, or has he followed us down here? Could he—could he be the stranger
whom I saw upon the tor? (p. 727).



I was on the point of asking him what that work might be, but something in his
manner showed me that the question would be an unwelcome one. I pondered
over our short conversation, however, and endeavoured to draw my deductions
from it. He said that he would acquire no knowledge which did not bear upon his
object. Therefore all the knowledge which he possessed was such as would be
useful to him. I enumerated in my own mind all the various points upon which he
had shown me that he was exceptionally well informed. I even took a pencil and
jotted them down. I could not help smiling at the document when I had completed
it. It ran in this way : [...] When I had got so far in my list I threw it into the fire in
despair. “If I can only find what the fellow is driving at by reconciling all these
accomplishments, and discovering a calling which needs them all,” I said to
myself, “I may as well give up the attempt at once.” (pp. 21-22)



Best of all would it be if you would come down to us. (p. 726, lettre adressée à
Holmes) I am conscious myself of a weight at my heart and a feeling of impending
danger—ever-present danger, which is the more terrible because I am unable to
define it. (p. 727).





All my unspoken instincts, my vague suspicions, suddenly took shape and
centred upon the naturalist. In that impassive, colourless man, with his straw hat
and his butterfly-net, I seemed to see something terrible—a creature of infinite
patience and craft, with a smiling face and a murderous heart. (p. 742)

I went at once to my room and drew up my report of the morning’s conversation
for Holmes. It was evident to me that he had been very busy of late, for the notes
which I had from Baker Street were few and short, with no comments upon the



information which I had supplied and hardly any reference to my mission. No
doubt his blackmailing case is absorbing all his faculties. And yet this new factor
must surely arrest his attention and renew his interest. I wish that he were here.
(p. 730)

“What do you make of it, Dr. Mortimer? You must allow that there is nothing
supernatural about this, at any rate?” “No, sir, but it might very well come from
someone who was convinced that the business is supernatural.” (p. 686)



Congratulate me, my dear Holmes, and tell me that I have not disappointed you as
an agent—that you do not regret the confidence which you showed in me when
you sent me down. (p. 721) “I say, Watson,” said the baronet, what would Holmes
say to this? How about that hour of darkness in which the power of evil is
exalted?” (p. 724)247 Best of all would it be if you could come down to us. (p. 726) I
wish that he [Holmes] were here. (p. 730).
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Alors qu’un détective est censé n’utiliser son intelligence qu’aux fins du
problème à résoudre, Sherlock Holmes s’en sert de façon réflexive, afin de mettre
en valeur ses facultés au moment même où elles fonctionnent. Comme le sphinx,
Sherlock Holmes ne parle que par énigmes. Non content de déduire, il veut
séduire aussi. (loc. cit., p. 451). Une fois impressionné, le lecteur sera prêt à tout
accepter, même son ignorance. Ce plaisir du spectacle, qui semble superflu,
devient bientôt nécessaire : c’est lui qui invite à une relecture, car le plaisir de lire
ne se réduit pas à l’attente d’une solution. (loc. cit., p. 453)





But it was not the sight of her body, nor yet was it that of the body of Hugo
Baskerville lying near her, which raised the hair upon the heads of these three
dare-devil roisterers, but it was that, standing over Hugo, and plucking at his
throat, there stood a foul thing, a great, black beast, shaped like a hound yet
larger than any hound that ever mortal eye has rested upon. And even as they
looked the thing tore the throat out of Hugo Baskerville, on which, as it turned its
blazing eyes and dripping jaws, upon them, the three shrieked with fear and rode
for dear life, still screaming, across the moor. (chapitre 2, p. 675).



“[...] We have him, Watson, we have him, and I dare swear that before tomorrow
night he will be fluttering in our net as helpless as one of his own butterflies. A
pin, a cork, a card, and we add him to the Baker Street collection!” (p. 750)

Already I seemed to see our nets drawing close round that lean-jawed pike.
(p. 752). The nets are all in place, and the drag is about to begin. We’ll know
before the day is out whether we have caught our big, lean-jawed pike, or whether
he has got through the meshes.” (p. 750).

[...] A skeleton with a tangle of brown hair adhering to it lay among the debris. “A
dog!” said Holmes. “By Jove, a curly-haired spaniel. Poor mortimer will never see
his pet again. [...]” (p. 760)



Only yesterday I saw one of the moor ponies wander into it. He never came out. I
saw his head for a long time craning out of the bog-hole, but it sucked him down
at last. (p. 707, nous soulignons)

On all sides of you as you walk are the houses of these forgotten folk, with their
graves and the huge monoliths which are supposed to have marked their
temples. As you look at their grey stone huts against the scarred hillsides you
leave your own age behind you, and if you were to see a skin-clad, hairy man
crawl out from the low door, fitting a flint-tipped arrow on to the string of his bow,
you would feel that his presence there was more natural than your own. The
strange thing is that they should have lived so thickly on what must always have
been most unfruitful soil. I am no antiquarian, but I could imagine that they were
some unwarlike and harried race who were forced to accept that which none
other would occupy. (p. 712-713)



Life has become like that Grimpen Mire, with little green patches everywhere into
which one may sink, and with no guide to point the track. (p. 711)

La motivation la plus élevée du cannibalisme des primitifs repose sur une
déduction analogue. En absorbant par l’acte de manger des parties du corps
d’une personne, on s’approprie également les qualités qui ont appartenu à cette
personne. (p. 198) En nous fondant sur la cérémonie du repas totémique, nous
pouvons apporter une réponse à ces questions : un jour, les frères qui avaient
été chassés se coalisèrent, tuèrent et mangèrent le père, mettant ainsi fin à la
horde paternelle. Unis, ils osèrent entreprendre et réalisèrent ce qu’il leur aurait
peut-être été impossible de faire isolément. (Peut-être qu’un progrès de la
civilisation, l’usage d’une arme nouvelle leur avait donné le sentiment de leur
supériorité). Qu’ils aient également mangé le cadavre va de soi pour le sauvage
cannibale. Le père originaire tyrannique avait certainement été le modèle envié et
redouté de chacun des membres de la troupe des frères. Dès lors, dans l’acte de
le manger, ils parvenaient à réaliser l’identification avec lui, s’appropriaient
chacun une partie de sa force. Le repas totémique, peut-être la première fête de
l’humanité, serait la répétition et la commémoration de ce geste criminel
mémorable qui a été au commencement de tant de choses, organisations
sociales, restrictions morales et religions. (p. 289-290)

“[...] Only just as he was leaving he turned round and said: “It might interest you
to know that you have been driving Mr Sherlock Holmes.” That’s how I came to
know the name.” (p. 698)



C’est ici le lieu d’avancer deux remarques dans lesquelles je voudrais déposer
l’essentiel du contenu de cette petite investigation. Premièrement, si la théorie
psychanalytique a raison quand elle affirme que tout affect qui s’attache à un
mouvement émotionnel, de quelque nature qu’il soit, est transformé par le
refoulement en angoisse, alors, il faut que se détache parmi les cas de
l’angoissant un groupe dont on puisse démontrer que cet angoissant-là est
quelque chose de refoulé qui fait retour. Cette espèce de l’angoissant serait
justement l’étrangement inquiétant, et dans ce cas, il doit être indifférent qu’il ait



été lui-même angoissant à l’origine ou qu’il ait été porté par un autre affect.
Deuxièmement, si là est réellement la nature secrète [geheim] de l’étrangement
inquiétant, nous comprenons que l’usage linguistique fasse passer le Heimlich
en son contraire, le Unheimlich [...], puisque ce Unheimlich n’est en réalité rien de
nouveau ou d’étranger, mais quelque chose qui est pour la vie psychique familier
de tout temps, et qui ne lui est devenu étranger que par le processus du
refoulement. La mise en relation avec le refoulement éclaire aussi maintenant
pour nous la définition de Schelling selon laquelle l’étrangement inquiétant serait
quelque chose qui aurait dû rester dans l’ombre et qui en est sorti. (p. 245-246)
Nombre de personnes décerneraient le prix de l’étrangement inquiétant à l’idée
d’être enterré en état de léthargie. Simplement, la psychanalyse nous a enseigné
que ce fantasme effrayant n’est que la transmutation d’un autre qui n’avait à
l’origine rien d’effrayant, mais se soutenait au contraire d’une certaine volupté, à
savoir le fantasme de vivre dans le sein maternel. (p. 250)



“I cannot explain.” She spoke in a low, eager voice, with a curious lisp in her
utterance. “But for God’s sake do what I ask you. Go back, and never set foot
upon the moor again.” (p. 709)

The first impression left by Mrs Lyon was one of extreme beauty. Her eyes and
hair were of the same rich hazel colour, and her cheeks, though considerably
freckled, were flushed with the exquisite bloom of the brunette, the dainty pink
which lurks at the heart of the sulphur rose. Admiration was, I repeat, the first
impression. But the second was criticism. There was something subtly wrong
with the face, some coarseness of expression, some hardness, perhaps, of eye,
some looseness of lip which marred its perfect beauty. But these, of course, are
afterthoughts. At the moment I was simply conscious that I was in the presence
of a very handsome woman, and that she was asking me the reasons for my visit.
(p. 733)



She laughed and clapped her hands. Her eyes and teeth gleamed with fierce
merriment. “He may find his way in, but never out,” she cried. “How can he see
the guiding wands to-night? We planted them together, he and I, to mark the
pathway through the Mire. Oh, if I could only have plucked them out to-day! Then
indeed you would have had him at you mercy.” (p. 759)

“And then after you had sent the letter he dissuaded you from keeping the
appointment? ” “He told me that it would hurt his self-respect that any other man
should find the money for such an object, and that though he was a poor man
himself he would devote his last penny to removing the obstacles which divided
us.” (p. 753) [...] Next moment I saw them spring apart and turn hurriedly round.
Stapleton was the cause of the interruption. He was running wildly towards them,
his absurd net dangling behind him. (p. 718-719)

“Queer spot to choose, is it not?” said he, as if in answer to my thought. “And yet
we manage to make ourselves fairly happy, do we not , Beryl?” “Quite happy,”
said she, but there was no ring of conviction in her words. (p. 710)



“It seems to me that all you gentlemen know a great deal more than I do about my
own affairs.” (p. 686) “[...] It is time that you kept your promise, and gave me a full
account of what we are all driving at.” (p. 688)

“Well, you know what my instructions are. I am sorry to intrude, but you heard
how earnestly Holmes insisted that I should not leave you, and especially that
you should not go alone upon the moor.” (p. 718)

As we came round the top of the stairs we had run up against Sir Henry
Baskerville himself. His face was flushed with anger, and he held an old and
dusty boot in one of his hands. So furious was he that he was hardly articulate,
and when he did speak it was in a much broader and more Western dialect than
any which we had heard from him in the morning. “Seems to me they are playing
me for a sucker in this hotel,” he cried. “They’ll find they’ve started in to monkey
with the wrong man unless they are careful. By thunder, if that chap can’t find my
missing boot there will be trouble. I can take a joke with the best, Mr Holmes, but
they’ve got a bit over the mark this time.” (p. 693)
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“He can’t object to my worldly position, so it must be myself that he has this
down on. What has he against me? I never hurt man or woman in my life that I
know of. And yet he would not so much as let me touch the tip of her fingers.”
(p. 719)257

“And then after you had sent the letter he dissuaded you from keeping the
appointment?” [...] “He appears to be a very consistent character. [...]” (p. 753)

From the first moment that he saw her he appeared to be strongly attracted by



her, and I am much mistaken if the feeling was not mutual. (p. 714) I have seldom
seen a man more infatuated with a woman than he is with our beautiful
neighbour, Miss Stapleton. (p. 717) “[...] I tell you, Watson, I’ve only known her
these few weeks, but from the first I just felt that she was made for me, and she,
too—she was happy when she was with me, and that I’ll swear. There’s a light in a
woman’s eyes that speaks louder than words. [...]” (p. 719)

The two of them [Sir Henry and Dr Mortimer] were destined to travel together
round the world before sir Henry had become once more the hale, hearty man
that he had been before he became master of that ill-omened estate. (p. 759) A
long journey may enable our friend to recover not only from his shattered nerves
but also from his wounded feelings. His love for the lady was deep and sincere,
and to him the saddest part of all this black business was that he should have
been deceived by her. (p. 765)

“Exactly. She married an artist named Lyons, who came sketching on the moor.
He proved to be a blackguard and deserted her. The fault, from what I hear, may
not have been entirely on one side. Her father refused to have anything to do with
her, because she had married without her consent, and perhaps for one or two
other reasons as well. So, between the old sinner and the young one the girl has
had a pretty bad time.” (pp. 730-731)





Mr Sherlock Holmes, who was usually very late in the mornings, save upon those
not infrequent occasions when he stayed up all night, was seated at the breakfast
table. (p. 669)

One of Sherlock Holmes’s defects—if, indeed, one may call it a defect—was that
he was exceedingly loath to communicate his full plans to any other person until
the instant of their fulfilment. (p. 754)

Sherlock Holmes had, in a very remarkable degree, the power of detaching his
mind at will. For two hours the strange business in which we had been involved
appeared to be forgotten, and he was entirely absorbed in the pictures of the
modern Belgian masters. He would talk of nothing but art, of which he had the
crudest ideas, from our leaving the gallery until we found ourselves at the
Nortumberland Hotel. (p. 692)

He had uttered a cry and bent over the body. Now he was dancing and laughing
and wringing my hand. Could this be my stern, self-contained friend? These were
hidden fires, indeed! (p. 745)



“[...]Halloa! Halloa! What’s this?” He was carefully examining the foolscap, upon
which the words were pasted, holding it only an inch or two from his
eyes. “Well?” “Nothing,” said he, throwing it down. “It is a blank half-sheet of
paper, without even a watermark upon it. [...]” (p. 688) It may possibly recur to
your memory that when I examined the paper upon which the printed words were
fastened I made a close inspection for the watermark. In doing so I held it within a
few inches of my eyes, and was conscious of a faint smell of the scent known as
white jessamine. There are seventy-five perfumes, which it is very necessary that
the criminal expert should be able to distinguish from each other, and cases have
more than once within my own experience depended upon their prompt
recognition. The scent suggested the presence of a lady, and already my
thoughts began to turn towards the Stapletons. (p. 765) “[...] Might I ask you to
hand me my violin, and we will postpone all further thought upon this business
until we have had the advantage of meeting Dr Mortimer and Sir Henry Baskerville
in the morning.” (p. 685) “[...] And now, my dear Watson, we have had some
weeks of severe work, and for one evening, I think, we may turn our thoughts into
more pleasant channels. I have a box for Les Huguenots. Have you heard the De
Reszkes? Might I trouble you then to be ready in half an hour, and we can stop at
Marcini’s for a little dinner on the way?” (p. 766)

Intense mental concentration has a curious way of blotting out what has passed.
The barrister who has his case at his fingers’end, and is able to argue with an
expert upon his own subject, finds that a week or two of the courts will drive it all
out of his head once more. So each of my cases displaces the last, and Mlle
Carrère has blurred my recollection of Baskerville Hall. Tomorrow some other
little problem may be submitted to my notice, which will in turn dispossess the
fair French lady and the infamous Upwood. (p. 761)



Life has become like that great Grimpen Mire, with little green patches
everywhere, into which one may sink and with no guide to point the track. (p. 711)
It is melancholy outside and in. The baronet is in a black reaction after the
excitements of the night. I am conscious myself of a weight at my heart and a
feeling of impending danger—ever present danger, which is the more terrible
because I am unable to define it. (p. 727) [...] with my soul full of vague fears [...]
(p. 712)
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There, outlined as black as an ebony statue on that shining background, I saw the
figure of a man upon the tor. Do not think that it was a delusion. I assure you that
I have never in my life seen anything more clearly. (pp. 726)262



Had I been with sir Henry and you it is evident that my point of view would have
been the same as yours, and my presence would have warned our very
formidable opponents to be on their guards. (p. 741)

His plan of campaign was beginning to be evident. He would use the baronet in
order to convince the Stapletons that we were really gone, while we would
actually return at the instant when we were likely to be needed. (p. 752).

Mr Sherlock Holmes, who was usually very late in the mornings, save upon those
not infrequent occasions when he stayed up all night, was seated at the breakfast
table. (p. 669)



“Come, sir, come!” cried Frankland, rushing upstairs. “You will see with your own
eyes and judge for yourself.” The telescope, a formidable instrument mounted
upon a tripod, stood upon the flat leads of the house. Frankland clapped his eyes
to it and gave a cry of satisfaction. (p. 737-738)

“And then after you had sent the letter he dissuaded you from keeping the
appointment?” [...] “He appears to be a very consistent character. [...]” (p. 753)

Sometimes he will shut up a right of way and defy the parish to make him open it.
At others he will with his own hands tear down some other man’s gate and
declare that a path has existed there from time immemorial, defying the owner to
prosecute him for trespass. He is learned in old manorial and communal rights,



and he applies his knowledge sometimes in favour of the villagers of Fernworthy
and sometimes against them, so that he is periodically either carried in triumph
down the village street or else burned in effigy, according to his latest exploits.
(p. 714-715)

I have said that over the great Grimpen Mire there hung a dense, white fog. It was
drifting slowly in our direction, and banked itself up like a wall on that side of us,
low, but thick and well defined. The moon shone on it, and it looked like a great
shimmering icefield, with the heads of the distant tors as rocks borne upon its
surface. Holmes’s face was turned towards it, and he muttered impatiently as he
watched its sluggish drift. “It’s moving towards us, Watson.” (p. 755-756)



In mere size and strength it was a terrible creature which was lying stretched
before us. It was not a pure bloodhound and it was not a pure mastiff; but it
appeared to be a combination of the two—gaunt, savage, and as large as a small
lioness. (p. 757).
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“[...] So your grave, middle-aged family practitioner vanishes into thin air, my
dear Watson, and there emerges a young fellow under thirty, amiable,
unambitious, absent-minded, and the possessor of a favourite dog which I should
describe roughly as being larger than a terrier and smaller than a mastiff.” (p.
670-671)

By the end of the story, the rational mind is back on its throne, and the spectral
hound is only a dead dog. But the outcome does not erase the impression of
horror and unreason that has been so powerfully built up. Nor is it easily reached.
Before it comes, Holmes must undergo an initiation by living on the moor,
actually sleeping on the stone bed of vanished prehistoric inhabitants, and Sir
Henry must confront the Hound alone, an experience that costs him a nervous
breakdown. The forces of order and civilization are pitifully weak. The soldiers
never come close to capturing the convict; indeed, they never appear again in the
story. The police are never in evidence until Holmes summons them at the end.
The local embodiment of the law is ridiculous: an eccentric landowner who
indulges in petty lawsuits as a sport. No clergyman ever calls at Baskerville Hall.
Dr. Mortimer is amiable but perenially baffled. And Stapleton, the man of science,
proves to be the trainer of the Hound, the murderer of Sir Charles, the disguised
next heir to the baronetcy, and a throwback to the most evil of the Baskervilles.
The Hound of the Baskervilles is in fact a story of throwbacks from beginning to
end. Civilization is not merely fragile; its representatives are paralysed. (p. 119)265

So each of my cases displaces the last, and Mlle. Carère has blurred my
recollection of Baskerville Hall. To-morrow some other little problem may be
submitted to my notice which will in turn dispossess the fair French lady and the



infamous Upwood. (p. 761, chapitre 15)



The more outré and grotesque an incident is the more carefully it deserves to be
examined, and the very point which appears to complicate a case is, when duly
considered and scientifically handled, the one which is most likely to elucidate it.
(p. 764).

There is as much difference to my eyes between the leaded bourgeois type of a
Times article and the slovenly print of an evening halfpenny paper as there could
be between your Negro and your Esquimaux. (p. 686-687)



“Glad to meet you, sir. I have heard your name mentioned in connection with that
of your friend. You interest me very much, Mr Holmes. I had hardly expected so
dolichocephalic a skull or such well-marked supra-orbital development. Would
you have any objection to my running my finger along your parietal fissure? A
cast of your skull, sir, until the original is available, would be an ornament to any
anthropological museum. It is not my intention to be fulsome, but I confess that I
covet your skull.” (p. 672)

“Ah, you have a right to know about him. That is the cause of all the mischief, the
wicked Hugo, who started the Hound of the Baskervilles. We’re not likely to forget
him.” (p. 749) “But this is marvellous. It might be his portrait.” “Yes, it is an
interesting instance of a throwback, which appears to be both physical and
spiritual. A study of family portraits is enough to convert a man to the doctrine of
reincarnation. The fellow is a Baskerville—that is evident.” (p. 750)



It was evident that the fiery temper of the Baskervilles was not extinct in this their
last representative. (p. 689) “It depends upon the breed of men as much as on the
county,” said Dr. Mortimer. “A glance at our friend here reveals the rounded head
of the Celt, which carries inside it the Celtic enthusiasm and power of attachment.
Poor Sir Charles’s head was of a very rare type, half Gaelic, half Ivernian in its
characteristics. [...]” (p. 700) “The man is a public danger. There are lonely
houses scattered over the moor, and he is a fellow who would stick at nothing.
You only want to get a glimpse of his face to see that [...]” (p. 728) “[...] A woman
of Spanish blood does not condone such an injury so lightly [...]” (p. 766)

Being able to reduce even the most bizarre details to their proper place in such
typologies, Holmes helps enforce the fixity and naturalness of the social ordering
that rests upon them. (loc. cit., p. 686)

Doyle’s use of such a tactic suggests that the naturalizing of class difference
wins out over his desire to submit the entire social body to a uniform degree of
coding. (loc. cit., p. 691)
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As we came round the top of the stairs we had run up against Sir Henry
Baskerville himself. His face was flushed with anger, and he held an old and
dusty boot in one of his hands. So furious was he that he was hardly articulate,
and when he did speak it was in a much broader and more Western dialect than
any which we had heard from him in the morning. (p. 693, nous soulignons)

Holmes essaie certainement d’imiter la façon dont Watson devrait avoir pensé
(ars imitatur naturam in sua operatione!), mais il est obligé de choisir, parmi les
nombreux parcours mentaux possibles de Watson (qu’il imagine probablement
tous en même temps), celui qui fait preuve de la plus grande cohérence
esthétique, ou de la plus grande « élégance ». Holmes invente une histoire. Il se
trouve tout simplement que cette histoire possible est analogue à l’histoire réelle.
(p. 279)

In short, evidential logic, whether abductive or inductive, is supposedly
abstracted from the tangled and elusive realities of life as represented by the
narrative texture and then it is shown to fit the facts. (p. 49)274



[...] si la psychanalyse mérite quelque considération, ce n’est pas en tant que
science, mais comme une forme de mythologie [...]. Ce qui renvoie au syllogisme
romantique bien connu, selon lequel les mensonges peuvent être des mythes qui
en retour peuvent représenter des formes de la vérité. (p. 21)

Dans cette perspective, la psychanalyse, en tant que mythe ou « mythode », peut
prétendre à être prise en considération par la science, mais seulement à deux
conditions : que ses métaphores ne soient reconnues que pour ce qu’elles sont,
et que l’on cesse de présenter le système en tant qu’ensemble complet. (p. 22-23)





His passion is for the British law, and he has spent a large fortune in litigation. He
fights for the mere pleasure of fighting, and is equally ready to take up either side
of a question, so that it is no wonder that he has found it a costly amusement.
(p. 714)



They have treated me shamefully—shamefully. When the facts come out in
Frankland v. Regina I venture to think that a thrill of indignation will run through
the country. Nothing would induce me to help the police in any way. For all they
cared it might have been me, instead of my effigy, which these rascals burned at
the stake. (p. 738)

Everything was working in my favour, and I swore that it should not be through
lack of energy or perseverance that I should miss the chance which Fortune had
thrown in my way. (p. 738) Was he our malignant enemy, or was he by chance our
guardian angel? I swore that I would not leave the hut until I knew. (p. 739) I swear
that another day shall not have passed before I have done all that man can do to
reach the heart of the mystery. (p. 732) If I could lay my hands upon that man,
then at last we might find ourselves at the end of all our difficulties. To this one
purpose I must now devote all my energies. (p. 727)



“The peasants say it is the Hound of the Baskervilles calling for its prey. I’ve
heard it once or twice before, but never quite so loud.” [...] “You are an educated
man. You don’t believe such nonsense as that?" said I. "What do you think is the
cause of so strange a sound?” “Bogs make queer noises sometimes. It’s the mud
settling, or the water raising, or something.” “No, no, that was a living voice.” (p.
708)

“I did a good deal of shopping. Dr Mortimer here went round with me. You see, if I
am to be squire down there I must dress the part, and it may be that I have got a
little careless in my ways out West.” (p. 688)

“That’s lucky for him - in fact it’s lucky for all of you, since you are all on the
wrong side of the law in this matter. I am not sure that as a conscientious
detective my first duty is not to arrest the whole household. Watson’s reports are
most incriminating documents.” (p. 748)



Nous enseignons suivant Freud que l’Autre est le lieu de cette mémoire qu’il a
découverte sous le nom d’inconscient, mémoire qu’il considère comme l’objet
d’une question restée ouverte en tant qu’elle conditionne l’indestructibilité de
certains désirs. A cette question nous répondrons par la conception de la chaîne
signifiante, en tant qu’une fois inaugurée par la symbolisation primordiale (que le
jeu : Fort ! Da !, mis en lumière par Freud à l’origine de l’automatisme de
répétition, rend manifeste), cette chaîne se développe selon des liaisons logiques
dont la prise sur ce qui est à signifier, à savoir l’être de l’étant, s’exerce par les
effets de signifiants, décrits par nous comme métaphore et comme
métonymie. C’est dans un accident de ce registre et de ce qui s’y accomplit, à
savoir la forclusion du Nom-du-Père à la place de l’Autre, et dans l’échec de la
métaphore paternelle que nous désignons le défaut qui donne à la psychose sa
condition essentielle, avec la structure qui la sépare de la névrose. (p. 92-93) Pour
que la psychose se déclenche, il faut que le Nom-du-Père, verworfen, forclos,
c’est-à-dire jamais venu à la place de l’Autre, y soit appelé en opposition
symbolique au sujet. C’ets le défaut du Nom-du-Père à cette place qui, par le trou
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qu’il ouvre dans le signifié amorce la cascade des remaniements du signifiant
d’où procède le désastre croissant de l’imaginaire, jusqu’à ce que le niveau soit
atteint où signifiant et signifié se stabilisent dans la métaphore délirante. (p. 95)279

“It seems to show that someone knows more than we do about what goes on
upon the moor,” said Dr Mortimer. “And also," said Holmes, "that someone is not
ill-disposed towards you, since they warn you of danger.” “Or it may be that they



wish for their own purposes to scare me away.” “Well, of course, that is possible
also. [...]” (pp. 689)

“Please, please, as you are a gentleman, burn this letter, and be at the gate by ten
o’ clock.” (p. 729) “As you value your life or your reason keep away from the
moor.” (p. 685)

For a minute I stood there with the paper in my hands thinking out the meaning of
this curt message. It was I, then, and not Sir Henry, who was being dogged by
this secret man. He had not followed me himself, but he had set an agent—the
boy, perhaps—upon my track, and this was his report. Possibly I had taken no
steps since I had been upon the moor which had not been observed and
repeated. Always there was this feeling of an unseen force, a fine net drawn
round us with infinite skill and delicacy, holding us so lightly that it was only at
some supreme moment that one realized that one was indeed entangled in its
meshes. (p. 739)



It seemed hopeless to pursue the inquiry any further, but it was clear that in spite
of Holmes’s ruse we had no proof that Barrymore had not been in London all the
time. (p. 705)

[...] The detection of types is one of the most elementary branches of knowledge
to the special expert in crime, though I confess that once when I was very young I
confused the Leeds Mercury with the Western Morning News. But a Times leader
is entirely distinctive, and these words could have been taken from nothing else.
As it was done yesterday the strong probability was that we should find the



words in yesterday’s issue. (p. 687)

“There seems to be danger.” “Do you mean danger from this family fiend or do
you mean danger from human beings?” “Well, that is what we have to find
out.” “Whichever it is, my answer is fixed. There is no devil in hell, Mr Holmes,
and there is no man upon earth who can prevent me from going to the home of
my own people, and you may take that to be my final answer.” (p. 689)



“That is in answer to mine of this morning. [...]” (p. 752) We all three shook hands,
and I saw at once from the reverential way in which Lestrade gazed at my
companion that he had learned a good deal since the days when they had first
worked together. I could well remember the scorn which the theories of the
reasoner used then to excite in the practical man. (p. 754)



The probability lies in that direction. I can only think of the obvious conclusion
that [...] I think that we might venture a little farther than this. It certainly seems
probable. (p. 670) It may have been—yes, by Jove, it is a curly-haired spaniel. (p.
671)

Holmes considered for a little time. “Put into plain words, the matter is this,” said
he. “In your opinion there is a diabolical agency which makes Dartmoor an unsafe
abode for a Baskerville—that is your opinion?” “At least I might go to the length
of saying that there is some evidence that this may be so.” (p. 682)





“Good!” said Holmes. “Excellent!” (p. 669) “Perfectly sound!” said Holmes. (p.
669) “[...] It may be that you are not yourself luminous, but you are a conductor of
light. Some people without possessing genius have a remarkable power of
stimulating it. I confess, my dear fellow, that I am very much in your debt.”
(p. 669) “I am afraid, my dear Watson, that most of your conclusions were
erroneous. When I said that you stimulated me I meant, to be frank, that in noting
your fallacies I was occasionally guided towards the truth. [...]” (p. 670)

“[...] If I hadn’t sworn not to go about alone I might have had a more lively
evening, for I had a message from Stapleton asking me over there.” “I have no
doubt that you would have had a more lively evening,” said Holmes dryly. “By the
way, I don’t suppose you appreciate that we have been mourning over you as
having broken your neck?” (p. 748)



We are four able-bodied men in this household, so that we could take good care
of ourselves, but I confess that I have had uneasy moments when I have thought
of the Stapletons. They live miles from any help. There are one maid, an old
man-servant, the sister and the brother, the latter not a very strong man. They
would be helpless in the hands of a desperate fellow like this Notting hill criminal,
if he could once effect an entrance. Both Sir Henry and I were concerned at their
situation, and it was suggested that Perkins, the groom, should go over to sleep
there, but Stapleton would not hear of it. (p. 713) Any night, for example, our
neighbours the Stapletons might be attacked by him [Selden], and it may have
been the thought of this which made Sir Henry so keen upon the adventure.
(p. 723)



The moon shone upon him, and I could distinguish the dapper shape and jaunty
walk of the naturalist. (p. 746) Stapleton turned a ghastly face upon us, but by a
supreme effort he had overcome his amazement and his disappointment. He
looked sharply from Holmes to me. (p. 746)

“I shall try my luck some day.” He looked at me with a surprised face. “For God’s
sake put such an idea out of your mind,” said he. “Your blood would be upon my
head. I assure you that there would not be the least chance of your coming back
alive. It is only by remembering certain complex landmarks that I am able to do
it.” (p. 708)

“[...] The world is wide. Why should he wish to live at the place of
danger?” “Because it is the place of danger. That is Sir Henry’s nature.[...]” (p.
712)



“Shall we turn back?” “No, by thunder; we have come out to get our man, and we
will do it. We are after the convict, and a hell-hound, as likely as not, after us.
Come on. We’ll see it through if all the fiends of the pit were loose upon the
moor.” (p. 725)

“One more direction! I wish you to drive to Merripit House. Send back your trap,
however, and let them know that you intend to walk home.” “To walk across the
moor?” “Yes.” “But that is the very thing which you have so often cautioned me
not to do.” (p. 751) It had not crossed my mind, however, that he would wish me
to go with him, nor could I understand how we could both be absent at a moment
which he himself declared to be critical. (p. 751-752)



“So far as I can follow you, then Mr Holmes,” said Sir Henry Baskerville,
“someone cut out this message with a scissors—” “Nail-scissors,” said
Holmes. [...] “That is so. Someone, then, cut out the message with a pair of
short-bladed scissors, pasted it with paste—” “Gum,” said Holmes. (p. 687)



“[...] Might I ask you to hand me my violin, and we will postpone all further
thought upon this business until we have had the advantage of meeting Dr
Mortimer and Sir Henry Baskerville in the morning.” (p. 685) Sherlock Holmes
had, in a very remarkable degree, the power of detaching his mind at will. For two
hours the strange business in which we had been involved appeared to be
forgotten, and he was entirely absorbed in the picture of the modern Belgian
masters. He would talk of nothing but art, of which he had the crudest ideas, from
our leaving the gallery until we found ourselves at the Northumberland Hotel. (p.
692) “[...] And now, my dear Watson, we have had some weeks of severe work,
and for one evening, I think, we may turn our thoughts into more pleasant
channels. I have a box for Les Huguenots. Have you heard the De Reszkes? Might
I trouble you then to be ready in half an hour, and we can stop at Marcini’s for a
little dinner on the way?” (p. 766)



A spectral hound which leaves material footmarks and fills the air with its howling
is surely not to be thought of. Stapleton may fall in with such a superstition, and
Mortimer also; but if I have one quality upon earth it is common sense, and
nothing will persuade me to believe in such a thing. To do so would be to
descend to the level of these poor peasants who are not content with a mere
fiend-dog, but must needs describe him with hell-fire shooting from his mouth
and eyes. Holmes would not listen to such fancies, and I am his agent. But facts
are facts, and I have twice heard this crying upon the moor. Suppose that there
were really some huge hound loose upon it; that would go far to explain
everything. But where could such a hound lie concealed, where did it get its food,
where did it come from, how was it that no one saw it by day? (p. 727)



“[...] You don’t seem quite to have made up your mind whether it’s a case for a
policeman or a clergyman.” “Precisely.” (p. 689) “[...] But now we have to prove



the connection between the man and the beast. [...]” (p. 744)

Quand cela devient-il facile d’attribuer une existence réelle à un personnage
fictif ? [...] Eh bien, selon moi, cette vie extratextuelle et intratextuelle des
personnages coïncide avec le phénomène du culte. Pourquoi un film devient-il un
cult movie, pourquoi un roman ou un poème deviennent-il un cult book ? Il y a
longtemps, essayant d’expliquer la raison pour laquelle Casablanca était devenu
un objet de culte, j’ai émis l’hypothèse qu’une condition du succès et du culte
était la « dissociation » de l’oeuvre. Mais dissociation implique « dissociabilité ».
Je m’explique. On sait aujourd’hui que Casablanca a été construit au jour le jour,
sans savoir comment l’histoire finirait ; si Ingrid Bergman s’y montre tellement
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fascinante et mystérieuse, c’est qu’en tournant, elle ignorait encore lequel des
deux hommes elle devrait choisir à la fin et elle leur souriait donc avec ambiguïté
et une égale tendresse. En outre, nous savons que, ayant à mener à bien une
histoire indéterminée, scénaristes et metteur en scène ont convoqué tous les
clichés de l’histoire du cinéma et de la narrativité, transformant le film en une
sorte de musée pour les cinéphiles. Et c’est pourquoi le film peut être
saucissonné en autant de petits bouts dissociés, chacun devenant une citation,
un archétype. [...] Dans un célèbre essai, Eliot a émis l’hypothèse que telle était
peut-être la raison du succès de Hamlet.294

“Ah, Wilson, I see you have not forgotten the little case in which I had the good
fortune to help you?” “No, sir, indeed I have not. You saved my good name, and
perhaps my life.” (p. 691)

Chaque texte produit comme fiction, sans nécessiter d’acte critique, sa propre
transcendance lorsqu’il affirme relever d’une série complète aperçue, malgré ou
contre l’évidence du réel empirique, dans sa discontinuité, et avec une
profondeur ou, pour mieux dire, une épaisseur qu’elle doit à son caractère virtuel
tel qu’il est posé par la fiction. [...] Lorsque Holmes ou Watson évoquent l’une ou
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l’autre affaire qui ne fait l’objet d’aucun récit, ils indiquent par là l’un des modes
d’emploi de la série, qui n’impose pas la connaissance d’un récit antérieur pour
comprendre un récit ultérieur : le mouvement de la série ne se fait pas à partir
d’un récit précédent et en direction du récit suivant, mais depuis l’intérieur de
chaque texte en direction de la série comme ensemble virtuel.296



“[...] Now is the dramatic moment of fate, Watson, when you hear a step upon the
stair which is walking into your life, and you know not whether for good or ill.
[...]” (p. 671) “[...] This, then, is the stage upon which tragedy has been played,



and upon which we may help to play it again.” (p. 684)

“[...] When taken in conjunction with your uncle’s death I am not sure that of all
the five hundred cases of capital importance which I have handled there is one
which cuts so deep. [...]” (p. 693) Holmes himself had said that no more complex
case had come to him in all the long series of his sensational investigations. (p.
705) “[...] I told you in London, Watson, and I will tell you now again, that we have
never had a foeman more worthy of our steel.” (p. 747)

“I seem to have walked right into the thick of a dime novel,” said our visitor. (p.
688) “There now!” said Holmes, bitterly, as he emerged panting and white with
vexation from the tide of vehicles. “Was ever such bad luck and such bad
management, too? Watson, Watson, if you are an honest man you will record this
also and set it against my successes!” (p. 690)

Le fait de prendre au sérieux les personnages fictifs produit en outre une
narrativité intertextuelle, où l’intervention — dans un roman ou un drame — du
personnage d’un autre roman va jusqu’à fonctionner comme signal de véridicité
[...] Quand les personnages fictifs peuvent émigrer de texte en texte, cela signifie
qu’ils ont acquis un droit de citoyenneté dans le monde réel, s’affranchissant du
récit qui les a créés. (p. 136)



Always there was this feeling of an unseen force, a fine net drawn round us with
infinite skill and delicacy, holding us so lightly that it was only at some supreme
moment that one realized that one was indeed entangled in its meshes. (p. 739)
Every stride of the horses and every turn of the wheels was taking us nearer to
our supreme adventure. (p. 754)

“[...] when I see the stub of a cigarette marked Bradley, Oxford Street, I know that
my friend Watson is in the neighbourhood. You will see it there beside the path.
You threw it down, no doubt, at that supreme moment when you charged into the
empty hut.”





Puisque le détective semble un mauvais lecteur du cas dont il s’occupe, c’est le
lecteur qui a envie d’en savoir un peu plus, de devenir lui-même détective.
Dernière inversion des rôles, qui n’est pas la moins périlleuse, puisque le rôle du
lecteur a semble-t-il été prévu par l’auteur (le détail du client est trop important
pour ne pas être remarqué), sans avoir été écrit. Cette prévision est trop belle
pour ne pas être suspecte : en condamnant le lecteur à échafauder des
hypothèses, l’auteur l’oblige à se dévoiler comme lecteur, à exhiber les
présupposés de sa lecture, à exposer ses méthodes. Prévue, organisée par le
texte, la lecture du texte devient alors critique, à tous les sens du terme, si elle
s’aventure à résoudre l’énigme du mystérieux client du Dr Lowenstein. (p. 89)

Le manque ou l’allusion, dans le texte de départ, transforme alors le rôle du
lecteur en celui d’écrivain potentiel : c’est le cas de Reouven, qui d’évidence a
beaucoup lu Conan Doyle et connaît le cycle par coeur, mais ce pourrait être
aussi celui d’un lecteur qui fantasmerait à partir de ces allusions ou de ces
manques. (p. 93)

La lettre de Holmes à Lowenstein, qui fait écho à celle du comte von Kramm à
Holmes une vingtaine d’années plus tôt, peut alors être lue comme le bouclage
d’une longue boucle si l’on considère qu’elle aborde les mêmes motifs sensibles
que la première : Prague, le dédoublement, le désir sexuel impossible, en un mot,
la femme. (p. 102)





He tied her up, therefore, that she might have no chance of warning Sir Henry,
and he hoped, no doubt, that when the whole countryside put down the baronet’s
death to the curse of his family, as they certainly would do, he could win his wife
back to accept an accomplished fact, and to keep silent upon what she knew. In
this I fancy that in any case he made a miscalculation, and that, if we had not
been there, his doom would none the less have been sealed. A woman of Spanish
blood does not condone such an injury so lightly. (p. 766).

Texte veut dire Tissu ; mais alors que jusqu’ici on a toujours pris ce tissu pour un
produit, un voile tout fait, derrière lequel se tient, plus ou moins caché, le sens (la
vérité), nous accentuons maintenant, dans le tissu, l’idée générative que le texte
se fait, se travaille à travers un entrelacs perpétuel ; perdu dans ce tissu — dans
cette texture — le sujet s’y défait, telle une araignée qui se dissoudrait elle-même
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dans les sécrétions constructives de sa toile. Si nous aimions les néo-logismes,
nous pourrions définir la théorie du texte comme une hyphologie (hyphos, c’est
le tissu et la toile d’araignée).307
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La logique du contrat de lecture policier veut que l’on ait le sentiment à la fois de
l’existence (réelle ou possible) d’une série textuelle du même type que le texte
qu’on est en train de consommer et du fait que cette série est dépassée par lui.
(p. 171) Dans l’univers romanesque policier, la parodie n’est finalement qu’une
forme indirecte de la référence intertextuelle négative : c’est le texte qui génère le
modèle, pour mieux s’en distinguer. (p. 174)314

Sherlock Holmes rose and lit his pipe. “No doubt you think that you are
complimenting me in comparing me to Dupin,” he observed. “Now, in my opinion,
Dupin was a very inferior fellow. That trick of his of breaking in on his friend’s
thoughts with an apropos remark after a quarter of an hour’s silence is really very
showy and superficial. He had some analytical genius, no doubt; but he was by
no means such a phenomenon as Poe appeared to imagine.” (p. 24)







Now, first of all, I should like to know what you mean by a story? You mean what
other people do? And pray what is that? You know, but you can’t exactly tell. I
thought so! In the course of a pretty long legal experience, I have never yet met
with a party out of my late profession, who was capable of giving a correct
definition of anything. (p. 21)

feel as certain as you please that all the letters in the world can’t stop your being
married on Wednesday. (p. 29) Now, I absolutely decline to tell you a story. But
though I won’t tell a story, I am ready to make a statement. A statement is a
matter of fact; therefore the exact opposite of a story, which is a matter of fiction.
What I am now going to tell you really happened to me. (p. 21)



Stop a bit! You man in the corner there; you needn’t perk up and look knowing.
You won’t trace any particulars by the name of Gatliffe. I’m not bound to commit
myself or anybody else by mentioning names. I have given you the first name that
came into my head. (p. 22)



“It is clear,” said I, “as you observe, that the letter is still in the possession of the
minister; since it is this possession, and not any employment of the letter, which
bestows the power. With the employment the power departs.” (p. 210)

To Sherlock Holmes she is always the woman. (p. 161) And when he speaks of
Irene Adler, or when he refers to her photograph, it is always under the
honourable title of the woman. (p. 175)
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Poetics deal primarily with the question, what makes a verbal message a work of
art? Because the main subject of poetics is the differentia specifica of verbal art
in relation to other arts and in relation to other kinds of verbal behavior, poetics is
entitled to the leading place in literary studies. (p. 350)323

The set (Einstellung) toward the MESSAGE as such, focus on the message for its
own sake, is the POETIC function of language. This function cannot be
productively studied out of touch with the general problems of language, and, on
the other hand, the scrutiny of language requires a thorough consideration of its
poetic function. Any attempt to reduce the sphere of poetic function to poetry or
to confine poetry to poetic function would be a delusive oversimplification.
(p. 356)



[...] il existe une incompatibilité fondamentale entre les structures logiques
impliquées par la notion de jeu — ou plus précisément par celle du problème qui
le fonde — et celles, linguistico-linéaires, d’un récit. [...] il y a incompatibilité
profonde entre énigme et narration. (p. 51)

Car si aucun texte ne peut éviter la contrainte paratextuelle, ce qui singularise le
roman à énigme, c’est de n’exister, en tant que tel, que dans le discours social
qui l’entoure. (p. 9) Qu’est-ce qu’analyser la démarche du Grand Détective sinon



délinéer l’impuissance de son narrateur ? Bref, comment aborder le récit d’une
détection qui n’existe pas vraiment, sans prendre position par rapport à
l’incompréhension caractérisant le discours qui affirme, au contraire, qu’elle
existe bel et bien ? On le voit, c’est la nature même de l’objet romanesque policier
que de détourner l’analyse — y compris celle qui se veut la plus immanente au
texte — de son cours premier. Visant directement le texte lui-même, c’est
toujours d’autre chose que l’on se verra inexorablement amené à parler. (p. 12)



To judge by your looks, I suspect you are amused at my talking of any such thing
ever having belonged to me as a profession. Ha! Ha! Here I am, with my toes out
of my boots, without a shirt to my back or a rap in my pocket, except the four
pence I get out of this charity (against the present administration of which I
protest—but that’s not the point), and yet not two years ago I was an attorney in
large practice in a bursting big country town. [...] I decline to answer your
questions if you ask me any. How I got into trouble, and dropped down to where I
am now, is my secret. (p. 21)



L’analyse narratologique du genre impossible nous dit ainsi que le déploiement
du texte qui en relève passe par une opération discursive fondamentale, qui
concerne ce qui n’est pas lui, ce qui est hors de lui. (Le Récit impossible, p. 181)



Brève rencontre cependant que celle-là [entre le détective et le coupable] et
grosse de déception puisque le coupable n’est identifié, en une brève
désignation, que pour être renvoyé, presque sur le champ, aux limbes de
l’après-texte. (Jacques Dubois, Le Roman policier ou la modernité, p. 91) Or,
narration du texte au sein du texte, signifiant du signifiant premier, la version des
événements présentée par le détective crée une dislocation du récit, de la
continuité narrative toute entière en ce qu’elle se pose comme une alternative à
celle-ci plutôt que comme son double spéculaire. [...] L’élucidation de l’énigme se
fait dans un récit qui ne suit pas, mais alterne avec l’exposition initiale du
mystère. (Uri Eisenzweig, Le Récit impossible, p. 151)
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The secret thus left unveiled might be thought of as the starting trigger of
modernism, at least in so far as modernism resituates the reader as an active
participant writing or constructing the text himself, here necessarily taking the
role of the missing detective. (p. 142)330
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En effet, pour que l’intérêt du lecteur soit éveillé, il faut et il suffit que Watson
tienne la plume et se mette à raconter l’histoire : la règle fondamentale de tout
roman policier est que le lecteur ne sache rien au commencement, et lorsque
Watson est narrateur le lecteur sait qu’il ne saura rien. Watson est par définition
le témoin qui n’a rien vu ni rien entendu, il est le suspens incarné : Holmes sait
qu’au cours de l’enquête il peut compter sur la totale médiocrité de son associé.
Et c’est bien pour cela qu’il se trouve au commencement de l’énigme : pour qu’il
y ait énigme, il faut qu’il y ait mystère, ce voile d’ignorance qui recouvre la vérité.
(p. 448)332

L’enjeu de la confrontation, de l’enquête, ce n’est pas simplement de pouvoir
raconter ce qui s’est passé (et ce qui se passe) — mais bien le statut
spécifiquement extra narratif de celui qui raconte. (Le Récit impossible, p. 124)
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Toutes ces aventures sont racontées par le docteur Watson, à cinq exceptions
près. La Pierre de Mazarin et Son dernier coup d’archet sont rédigés à la
troisième personne. Le Soldat blanchi et La Crinière du lion sont racontés par
Sherlock Holmes lui-même. On peut y ajouter Le Rituel des Musgrave : Watson en
amorce le récit, mais passe la parole à Holmes dès la seconde page. (p. 69)334



Dès lors, en l’absence de Watson comme écran privilégié entre le lecteur et le
savoir du détective, Conan Doyle va transposer le mystère de l’histoire au récit,
compensant la perte de suspens entraînée par la première personne du détective
par une mise en abyme de l’espace du récit, sorte de trompe-l’oeil auquel le
lecteur est obligé de se laisser prendre. (p. 53)

Impossible en effet de ne pas superposer les deux descriptions, qui font du
détective un double archéologue, une première fois de ses propres récits avec la
malle comme cave aux trésors (les récits), une seconde fois de l’histoire des
Musgrave avec la cave du manoir comme cache du trésor (la couronne de
Charles Ier). [...] Avec le passage de la surface du jardin à la profondeur de la
cave, puis de la cave au réduit sous la dalle, l’on retrouve trait pour trait la
progression initiale, avec le salon, la malle, et le fond de la malle qui recèle les
« reliques » de l’histoire. (p. 56)



The ideas of my friend Watson, though limited, are extremely pertinacious. For a
long time he has worried me to write an experience of my own. Perhaps I have
rather invited this persecution, since I have often had occasion to point out to
him how superficial are his own accounts and to accuse him of pandering to
popular taste instead of confining himself rigidly to facts and figures. “Try it
yourself, Holmes!” he has retorted, and I am compelled to admit that, having
taken my pen in my hand, I do begin to realize that the matter must be presented
in such a way as may interest the reader. (The Adventure of the Blanched Soldier,
p. 1000) At this period of my life the good Watson had passed almost beyond my
ken. An occasional week-end visit was the most that I ever saw of him. Thus I
must act as my own chronicler. Ah! Had he but been with me, how much he might
have made of so wonderful a happening and of my eventual triumph against
every difficulty! As it is, however, I must needs tell my tale in my own plain way,
showing by my words each step upon the difficult road which lay before me as I
searched for the mystery of the Lion’s Mane. (The Adventure of the Lion’s Mane,
p. 1083)





After my own eyes had satisfied me that there was a parchment licence in the
clergyman’s hand, and that it was consequently useless to come forward and
forbid the marriage,—after I had seen this, and after I had discovered that the man
‘Jack’ was the bridegroom, and that the man Jay acted the part of father and gave
away the bride, I left the church, followed by my man, and joined the other
subordinate outside the vestry door. Some people in my position would now have
felt rather crestfallen, and would have begun to think that they had made a very
foolish mistake. Not the faintest misgiving of any kind troubled me. I did not feel
in the slightest degree depreciated in my own estimation. And even now, after a
lapse of three hours, my mind remains, I am happy to say, in the same calm and
hopeful condition. (p. 237)



[...] l’insistance de la narration sur sa valeur de vérité [renvoie] ainsi directement
à la perception du récit tout entier comme jeu, comme non sérieux. Pourtant, il ne
faut pas qu’en soit masqué le caractère inéluctable d’un tel rapport ambigu du
texte romanesque à sa propre prétention documentaire. C’est que l’ironie est la
forme la moins naïve de ce qui n’est finalement qu’une soumission aux règles
naturelles d’un roman qui se veut jeu, précisément, c’est-à-dire qui se voudrait
réellement de détection. (Le Récit impossible, pp. 160-161)
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