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Full moon in Ouistreham 

 

Robert 
 

It was on a sunny afternoon that John and Ann decided to go for a stroll on the seashore of 

Ouistreham. The storm of the night had faded and the wind had vanished, sweeping along 

the last clouds.The beach ordinarily so clean, was littered with rubbish, pieces of wood and 

seaweeds.  

The whole lot carried by the previous strong waves. 

A man quite far away was waving at them desperately. John and Ann hurried forward and 

caught up with him. 

“What happened?” said John to the old fellow. 

“Have a look! There!” A corpse was wrapped in a canvas cover with a strong rope. 

A puffy blue left arm appeared. The ring finger had been cut sharply. 

“A police officer is on the way, for I called the police station few minutes ago,” added the 

old man. 

 

Luc 
 

As soon as the police arrived, they began to unwind a yellow ribbon all around the 

perimeter, while the forensic team was unfolding the canvas cover. 

They discovered a young man inside, mid-thirties, but he didn't seem European. 

He could possibly be Iraqi or Syrian, so all the people around thought at the same time that 

for sure, he was a refugee. 

Everybody jumped when John shouted: 

“I recognize that guy. I saw him yesterday evening waiting in front of the supermarket with 

other people like him. I mean people with warm clothes to stand the cold night coming.” 

Suddenly the mood had changed on the beach because the man wasn't a John Doe anymore. 

Maybe he had papers in his jacket, so the police would investigate to find out who he was. 

The seashore was still peaceful with the waves rolling away and the seagulls flying silently 

over those people, except one. 

That bird was standing close to John and Ann, crying and trying to grab something in the 

sand  between its legs. 

John got closer so the bird flew not far away with a golden ring in its beak. 

 

Françoise 
 

Sergeant Jack Lewis was a young man coming from Paris. He had been transferred to 

Ouistreham for one year now. He had to admit that that small city was very quiet and his job 

not very interesting, only thefts. But he was pleased to live near the sea. When he received 

the call of one of the policemen telling him that they had found a corpse on the beach, his 

heart made a jump. At last something was happening and perhaps a good occasion to boost 

his career. He immediately drove to the beach and looked carefully at the corpse without 

touching him to avoid destroying clues. It seemed to him that the man was not a refugee as 

everybody around him had said because he was too good looking for  a man living in the 

street. 
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He made his way to a forensic specialist and asked him what his first opinion was.  

“Is it an accident or a murder?” The forensic answered that he had to examine the corpse 

before telling anything serious, but his first observations made him think it was not a 

refugee even if he was probably Syrian or Iraqi. 

 

Monique 
 

Sergeant Jack Lewis looked at the sea. After a stormy night, it became calm again, blue and 

grey. The sky, still a little misty was foretelling a sunny day. 

“This stillness,” says a policeman, “contrasts with the violence of the previous nights.” 

Some twelve-or-fifteen year old refugees without any family, trying to flee to England, 

unlucky returned to the jungle of Calais and were stolen all their belongings and raped by 

older men. 

In the meantime, the Sergeant wondered if the cutting of a finger had a particular meaning 

in those agitated countries that we didn't know well. 

“Go and search the beach before the mussels spread by the storm rot and the tide covers all 

the evidence.” 

Another policeman turned up, “My Lieutenant, yesterday evening, there was a fair in the 

carpark close to Ouistreham harbour. It ended in a fight with bottles. When the police 

arrived there was nobody at all but many blood marks.” 

 

Gisèle 
 

After these first observations, Sergeant Jack Lewis called the attorney and the laboratory of 

scientific investigations. 

 

“They will be here in about half an hour,” said Sergeant Lewis to the other policeman. 

“Take care, nobody is allowed to touch or move anything in the security area.” 

Twenty five minutes later, three people arrived in their white coveralls, holding some bags 

with instruments and cameras. 

More and more people were coming around the area to see what had happened. The forensic 

scientist took the temperature of the corpse to estimate the time of death. At the same time, 

one of the scientists took a wallet from the jacket and opened it. There was only some 

money and a small piece of paper on which were written a name and a phone number were 

written with the instructions: “number to call in case of accident.” 

 

Colette 
 

What a surprise! The name written on the piece of paper was a Japanese name, 

MITSUYAKE, and the phone number was foreign. 

One of the scientists, who had remained silent since his arrival, approached the corpse more 

closely and said: “I'm not sure this man is Syrian or Iraqi. We are all influenced by the 

current events but I think he could be a Mexican. You know that in Japan there is a powerful 

organization of crime whose members, when they are punished for their misdeeds, have one 

finger cut. This organization has ramifications in Mexico. So this man could be a Yakuza 

and normally, they also have tattoes on the body.” 
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Sergeant Jack Lewis was perplexed after this speech but he knew the scientist had spent 

several years in Japan. So he decided that it was time to take the corpse away to the forensic 

institute to carry out the autopsy, check the presence of tattoes and analyse the scar of the 

missing finger to know if it was recent. 

People were asked to leave and Sergeant Jack Lewis headed towards the Police Station to 

begin his enquiry and phone Mitsuyake. 

 

Régine 
 

After the corpse had been carried to the Forensic Institute, Sergeant Jack Lewis decided to 

call Japan. 

He first checked the time difference. Then he asked Mac Arthur, who lived several years ago 

in Tokyo, to help him call Mitsuyake, the name found in the dead man's wallet. 

Mac Arthur knew enough Japanese to have a chat. 

“In fact, Mitsuyake is a woman. Her name is Maria Emilia Mitsuyake. She is a Columbian. 

She is married to a Japanese man. Her husband is the manager of an import-export 

company, officially specialized in mining production. She seemed very upset and very 

surprised by the discovery on Ouistreham beach. She burst into tears.” 

 

Mac Arthur had to shorten the communication because the connection was too bad. 

Several questions remained unsettled: 

 What was Maria Emilia crying about? 

 Was the dead man a relative or a lover? 

 Was he Columbian too? 

 Was he a member of a well known criminal organization in connection with the drug 

trafficking and Mr. Mitsuyake? 

 Was he a victim of the settling of scores between rival gangs? 

 Where did he die? 

 Why was the body so far from Japan or from Columbia? 

This business was not finished for Sergeant Jack Lewis. He, who was beginning to be bored 

in this small city where bad nothing ever happened. He was waiting for post-mortem results. 

He would know more about the cut finger and  about possible tattoos. Many investigations 

would be carried out. Maybe he would know if the golden ring that was taken by a seagull 

and found again by a policeman some meters further away, was Maria Emilia's gift? 

Sergeant Jack Lewis was a romantic at heart. 

 

Annick 
 

The next day, Sergeant Jack Lewis got up early. Having thought of the case all night long, 

he had not slept well. 

It was for him an opportunity to earn a good reputation. He had dreamt about it many times 

and decided to go immediately to the police station to have some news. 

His assistant, Aude Lancel, a very pretty but married woman, had already arrived. She gave 

him the file from the Forensic Institute. The first and only conclusion was a very disturbing 

one. There was only one sentence: 
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“The results of the DNA are directing us back to the Secret Services.” Good luck! wrote the 

forensic scientist. 

Sergeant Lewis remained motionless, petrified. Could the victim be an undercover agent?  

His brain was very busy trying to put the pieces together. If he asked Secret Services in 

Paris, the case would slip through his fingers. He had to manage to keep it as long as he 

could to receive recognition. 

First, he had to interview some refugees. If the Secret Services were involved and if the 

undercover agent came from Japan, it was probably to break up a network but which 

network? And before Japan, where had he been? He knew he could trust Mac Arthur, so he 

decided to call him again. 

Mac Arthur whistled when Lewis told him about the Secret Services and said: “I knew 

Mitsuyake was being watched and I heard a code name 'Pegasus' but I didn't know who the 

undercover man was. I have been pursuing my investigations since yesterday. Maria Emilia 

seemed to have had a lover, who actually disappeared for a month. I was able to get myself 

a photo, I'm sending it to you now.” 

 

Corinne 
 

After this very busy morning, Sergeant Jack Lewis decided to go for a walk. He bought a 

sandwich in the main street of Ouistreham and walked along the beach. He needed to think 

about the case.  

When he had finished his sandwich, he sat down on a bench and took out his notes to plan 

his afternoon: 

 Phone Mac Arthur to have more information concerning Mitsuyake and the Yakuza. 

He had worked with Mac Arthur for several years in Paris. Mac Arthur was 

specialized in narcotics. 

 Go or phone the Forensic Institute to have the autopsy results. 

 Go to the supermarket to interview some refugees 

 

He went back to the police station. While he was preparing his coffee, Aude came into the 

office with the autopsy results. He began reading the document: 

 

Case N°2016 04 528 

Man aged mid-thirties 

Presumed date of death: between April 6, 2016, 11 pm, and April 7, 2016, 2 am 

Temperature of the corpse: 31° at 9 am 

Temperature of the air: 8° at 9 am 

Visible injury: finger ring cut, mark of injection on the left forearm, laceration on the wrists 

and ankles 

Blood type: A+ 

Distinguishing marks: A tattoo all around the left biceps showing a black ring 

Laboratory analysis: death was caused by an overdose 

Observations: the finger had been cut with a Katana (a Japanese sabre) before the death of 

the man. A memory card was found in the stomach. The card is being analysed. 

Sergeant Jack Lewis immediately phoned Mac Arthur to inform him of the results of the 

autopsy. Mac Arthur, for his part, had discreetly led his own investigation.  
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He explained that the dead man was Juan Diego Los Mellos, leader of the Colombian 

branch of Interpol.  

 

He was the lover of Maria Emilia Mitsuyake. They decided to call Maria Emilia to question 

her. 

 

Jannick 
 

After all, they put off calling. It would be more decent to wait for tomorrow morning 

because of the 7-hour time difference. Each returned to his own task. That of Mac Arthur 

was to obtain as much information as possible about the corpse. That of Sergeant Jack 

Lewis was to answer 3 questions: 

 Which were exactly the circumstances of the death? 

 What was the motive?  

 Eventually, who was most likely to commit the crime? So that the case could be solved. 

While he was collecting his notes, thoughtful and serious-minded, Aude Lancel knocked at 

the open door of his office. 

“Argh!” was the unique word he pronounced with a look of annoyance. 

She didn't seem to mind and sneaked into the room.  

 

 “Sir, don't you think that someone is trying to confuse us in this case?” 

“You're very perceptive. I think the time has come to think about that. There is something 

wrong somewhere.” 

“So what is it?” 

“First of all, if the Yakusa were involved in this murder, not only would they have cut off 

the finger ring but also, they would have thrown the hands and the feet away northwards 

and southwards to stop us from identifying this guy and then put an anchor on his belly to 

go for a paddle. No one the wiser. 

Then, what baffles me the most is the wallet. Even in bad novels, you would never met a 

secret agent keeping his address book in his pocket. And a phone number? It sounds weird, 

doesn't it? I am firmly convinced that he was not killed at sea but near the beach. According 

to the forensic's conclusions, he was drugged and tied down. He was confined somewhere 

and something unexpected happened. A sand grain. Aude, go take a squad and enlarge the 

search area: the first-aid posts, the public toilets and the beach booths. I am going to deal 

with the wallet.” 

 

To complete his theory, the corpse had probably been moved to the seashore at about two or 

three o'clock on April 7. Could anybody had been strolling the beach at that precise 

moment? Maybe refugees. He tried to remind himself who first told him about refugees and 

he went through his notes for a while. Then, he scribbled down: “Summon John and Ann to 

complete their first declarations.” 

 

The e-mail notification rang. He was standing up behind his desk and leaning towards his 

computer to switch it off. Mac Arthur was sending him Los Mellos' identification sheet. 
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Born on 04/01/1981 in Chinchina (Columbia) 

Married at Port of Spain in 2014 (Trinidad y Tobago) to Anna Maria Alvarez born on 

08/12/1981 

“Illegible” 

 

Witnesses:  

- Esteban Justo Munoz born on 12/27/1980 in Chinchina (Columbia), first cousin of the 

groom. 

- Maria Emilia Alvarez born on 08/12/1981 in Cartago (Columbia), twin sister of the bride. 

At that moment, he sat down heavily. He couldn't go further. 

“For God's sake!” he cried out. 

 

Odette 
 

Suddenly, he had another idea... Perhaps, the murder had been committed on a ship off the 

beach... 

A crime of passion? During a trip with his wife, during the night? 

Why? He had a mistress and Anna was very jealous and she payed a killer to throw her 

husband over board! 

But the killer had cut the finger beforehand to cover his tracks. 

It's a good idea, he thought. 

 

Martine 
 

Sergeant Jack Lewis wandered along the beach. The red sun was diving into the sea.  

The atmosphere was dark and mysterious. 

Many assumptions ran through his brain. 

Was Maria Emilia Mitsuyake, Anna Maria Alvarez's twin sister? 

Was it a crime of passion or a drug-related crime? 

Los Mellos was in charge of the Columbian Interpol. It was easy for him to spy on Mr. 

Mitsuyake by charming Maria Emilia who he knew closely. She was his sister-in-law. Both 

of them had tried to implicate Mitsuyake in the drug connection but they had failed. 

Unfortunately, Mitsuyake was probably told about the role of Juan Diego los Mellos. 

He had ordered Juan Diego Los Mellos' kidnapping. The killers had tried to make him 

confess, but he hadn't. 

Previously, he swallowed the memory card where secret data was gathered. They cut his 

finger and injected his body with drugs, but he had a heart attack and killer had had to throw 

his body into the sea. 

The killers, on Mitsuyake's order, slipped Maria Emilia's phone number into his waller , so 

everything would seem like a crime of passion, as though his jealous wife  ordered the 

murder. 

Some questions remained unanswered in Sergeant Jack Lewis' mind: 

Who had informed Mitsuyake about the implication of Juan Diego Los Mellos? 

What was the refugees's role in this murder? 
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Hélène 
 

He had to get in touch with Maria Emilia Mitsuyake. As Mac Arthur had told him the other 

day, she seemed pretty upset about the discovery of Juan Diego Los Mellos. The photo Mac 

Arthur had sent him confirmed they were lovers. Sergeant Jack Lewis couldn't speak 

Japanese like his colleague but surely she would understand English. 

The sky was getting darker so he decided to hurry back to his office. He settled comfortably 

at his desk and dialled Maria's phone number. The fragile voice which answered was 

quavering. When he asked information about Juan Diego Los Mellos, Sergeant Jack Lewis 

felt she was scared to talk: 

 

“I'm sorry I can't tell you anything.You must leave me alone!” 

“Is there anyone you know who had any connection with Juan Diego?” 

She hesitated then finally replied: “His cousin Esteban Justo Munoz could help you.  

I will give you his mobile number.” 

 

As soon as he had hung up, Sergeant Lewis checked Los Mellos' identification sheet again.  

 

Witnesses:  

- Esteban Justo Munoz born on 12/27/1980 in Chinchina (Columbia), first cousin of the 

groom. 

- Maria Emilia Alvarez born on 08/12/1981 in Cartago (Columbia), twin sister of the bride. 

 

Esteban Justo Munoz was  probably close to Juan Diego otherwise he would not have been 

his best man. Maybe he would have more luck with him, thought Sergeant Lewis as the ring 

tone echoed in his ear. Esteban Justo Munoz seemed as reluctant to talk as Maria had been. 

 

They finally decided not to speak over the phone but to meet at the Pointe du Siege where it 

would be safer. Fortunately Esteban had flown over from Columbia as soon as he heard of 

his cousin's death and was now staying in a hotel in Ouistreham.  

 

The heavy rain had turned into a drizzle, and it was slightly warmer. Sergeant Jack Lewis 

was waiting near the observation house looking for any signs of Esteban. A latin figure 

eventually emerged from the trees.  

 

“Hi, are you Sergeant Jack Lewis?” said the man. 

“Yes, that's me. You must be Mr Munoz.” 

“Yes, is this place safe enough to speak?” 

“If we keep our voices down, it will be. So what can you tell me about your cousin?” 

“You've probably discovered by now that he was working for the Colombian branch of 

Interpol.” 

Sergeant Jack Lewis couldn't quite believe his ears: «How do you know all that??” 

“I was his colleague. My real name is David Marin and his was Diego Martin.  

We had worked together for 4 years in Columbia trying to break up the drug cartel run by 

Mitsuyake's men. He had succeeded in getting closer to the organization by marrying 

Mitsuyake's sister-in-law Anna Maria Alvarez in 2014. 
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It took us 2 years to blend in but we did it. We even had our left biceps tattooed with a black 

ring to join the cartel. After having spent three years with them, we had gathered enough 

evidence to arrest them all. Unfortunately, Juan Diego got involved with Maria Emilia, his 

sister-in-law. She often visited her family in Chinchina and Juan had fallen for her. 

She was abused and beaten by Mitsuyake and hoped Juan could help her get away. 

He saw her as an asset to get even more information on the cartel. I told him it was a bad 

idea, but I think he was doing it because he loved her.” 

 

“She is Anna Maria's twin sister, isn't she?” 

 

“Yes, but they are very different and they didn't get along at all. Anna Maria was the head of 

the cartel when Mitsuyake was in Japan. She ran all the operations and I felt she started 

realizing at the end that Juan was having an affair with her sister.” 

“Do you think she had him killed and tortured because of jealousy?” 

 

“No, it's very unlikely. Maria was only interested in power and money. She didn't much care 

for Juan. However, if she had discovered that he was an undercover agent, she probably 

would have contacted Mitsuyake and his men would have done away with him.” 

 

“My men found a golden ring with the names Anna Maria and Juan Diego engraved on it 

and the date 2014 which confirmed what you have been telling me.  

Juan Diego, I mean Diego Martin was found on Ouistreham's beach, his ring finger cut off 

with a Katana, and Maria Emilia's phone number in his wallet.” 

 

“Maria Emilia would never have left her phone number in Diego's wallet. She was too 

scared of her husband. He would have killed her or worse, if he knew.  As for the finger, if it 

was Mitsuyake's men who tortured and drugged him, they could have used a Katana. A 

couple months ago, Diego told me he was worried that Anna Maria had discovered who he 

was. But how could she have figured it out unless there was a mole working at Interpol.” 

 

“What about the memory card that Diego swallowed before he died. Do you know anything 

about that?” 

“Of course! We stored all the evidence to break up the cartel on that card. That must have 

been why he swallowed it, to protect it!” 

“We still haven't recovered the card, but we should have it by Monday.” 

“Tomorrow then. You'd better start looking for the mole and make sure it is in good hands!” 

 

Robert 
 

Sergeant Jack Lewis arrived quite early at his office that Monday morning. He was really 

happy, enjoying himself while reading his last notes. He tried to call Aude Lancel, his 

assistant. He heard her mobile phone in the next room but Aude apparently wasn't there yet 

and she had probably forgotten it the previous evening. 

Usually, he wouldn't have been so curious, but there... He rushed on the mobile phone and 

inspected the recent calls she had received and perused the contain of several messages. 
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He left the ultra modern smartphone at the same place and hurried in his own office as 

ashamed as a child who would have been caught in the jam pot! 

 

Not so long after, Aude entered the room where Sergeant Lewis was. 

“Uh! Aude. Here you are. Hope you had a nice night!” 

“Yes, I did, thanks.” 

“By the way, did you receive the results concerning the memory card?” 

“Oh yes, I've just received the conclusions of the expert. Unfortunately, the card got 

damaged and your hardware computer friend coudn't do anything about it, I'm sorry.” 

“What a pity! I was really relying on it. Have a seat, I'm going to explain you several things 

about the case.” 

At that moment, an officer entered hastily and said: 

“Sorry Jack, the man you wanted to see is here. Would you like me to show him in?” 

“No, not for the moment, Steve, keep him aside, will you?” 

The officer went away and shut the door carefully. 

“So, Aude, how long have you been working here for?” 

“Well, six months already!” 

“Where were you before?” 

“I worked in Paris for a while as a Police officer as well and travelled a lot around the world 

when I was younger.” 

“Interesting and which countries did you discover?” 

“ Japan of course as I have some relatives over there and China plus South America; 

Argentina, Brazil, Columbia.” 

“Huh, huh,” he answered thoughtfully. “Remember, Aude what you told me once:  

'Sir, don't you think that someone is trying to confuse us in that case?'” 

“Yes, I remember it,” she said blushing a little bit. 

“Do you know Mister Mitsuyake personally?” 

“ No, not at all. I heard about him because of the case, nothing more.” 

“You are a liar! You got several calls from him personally, I can testify that.” 

The blush on her face was obvious. 

“I needed another piece of evidence and you gave it to me. On purpose, I handed the 

memory card over to you. You had to send it to the expert, which is what you did. But first, 

you destroyed the card with probably a simple screwdriver. I have knocked about the world 

and I am cunning as a fox. The memory card I gave you was a pale copy of the original 

which has been scrutinized by my expert friend. The result is amazing. Mister Mitsuyake 

and many of his men plus Anna Maria Alvarez and the cartel are all under arrest. You 

committed another mistake, Aude, look at the evidence we found in the wallet of Juan 

Diego Los Mellos: 'Number to call in case of accident' 

I read it over and over again, hundred times and found the clue. Upon the 'I' a small circle 

appears, exactly the same you use every time you write on your Post-it. What about the 'f', 

isn't it the same as yours? A graphologist would easily identify your writing. You wanted to 

divert the suspicions on Mrs Mitsuyake, didn't you? Don't deny the evidence!” 

 

She just got a laugh on the other side of the face and sank into her chair. 

“It's time.” He picked the receiver and said: “Steve, bring the man right now.” 

A few seconds later, a man who could be Iraqi or Syrian entered, escorted by an officer. 
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“Do you recognize this man, Aude?” 

“No, why should I know him?” 

“Probably not but he recognized you perfectly well when he came to the police station to 

fetch papers as he is a political refugee. He certified the facts described below in his 

deposition. Living on the dunes, he saw you on April 6
th

 at 11h30 pm on the beach. The 

moon was full and he could see properly what you did. The corpse was in the boot of your 

Range Rover, you just made it slip. Did it happen like that?” 

“ Taken as a whole, yes.” 

“But why did you cut his ring finger off?” 

“Mitsuyake asked me to do it because he didn't want a spy in his family, he forced me to do 

everything otherwise I would be killed in return.” 

“Well, now it is the Court you have to convince...” 

 

 

THE END 
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L'association l'OMAC organise  

des cours d'anglais dispensés par Hélène Ricordel dans la salle 

Bellis, 71 rue Carnot de Ouistreham: 

 

 

 

   Niveau débutant: mardi 18h15-19h45 

 

   Niveau intermédiaire: lundi 18h-19h30 

 

   Niveau initié: lundi 16h45-18h15 

 

 

 

Contact téléphonique:  

 

Président de l'association: 

Bernard Guelle: 02-31-97-16-52 

 

 

 

La réunion d'information concernant les cours d'anglais aura lieu à 

la Grange aux Dîmes le 5 septembre à 18h15 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 


