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Prologue

Les Poteaux Carrés


In the early summer of 1987, The Farmer’s Boy in Kidderminster acquired an unusual architectural feature. The pub stood on the corner of Comberton Hill and Comberton Place, to the east of the town centre, a short walk from Kidderminster Harriers’ Aggborough Stadium and just around the corner from the train station. A two-storey brick building with a gable roof, it hosted live bands, staged regular disco nights and occasionally served as a meeting point for local Birmingham City fans travelling to matches at St Andrew’s. Led Zeppelin frontman Robert Plant, who lived locally, sometimes popped in for a pint. On top of its flat-roofed porch, in front of two windows on the building’s gabled end, a set of goalposts stood on display: posts, crossbar, goal net and all. In a previous life, they had stood at the eastern end of the pitch at Hampden Park in Glasgow. And it was there, on the evening of Wednesday 12 May, 1976, that they broke the hearts of an entire nation.

Playing Bayern Munich in the European Cup final, the great Saint-Étienne team of the mid-1970s twice hit the crossbar in front of Hampden’s East Stand before going on to lose 1–0. The chief peculiarity of the Hampden goalposts was that they were square rather than cylindrical and French football fans were quick to devise a theory that if the posts had been rounded, Dominique Bathenay’s long-range shot and Jacques Santini’s flying header would have glanced off the bar and gone in, rather than bouncing out, and Saint-Étienne would have become France’s first European club champions. The legend of the poteaux carrés, or square goalposts, was born.

In its ceaseless quest for uniformity, FIFA ultimately outlawed quadrilateral goalposts and prior to gracing the Hampden pitch for one last time in a Rous Cup1 match between Scotland and Brazil in May 1987, the poteaux carrés were put up for auction. Amid rumours of interest from Sean Connery and Rod Stewart, an 11-strong consortium of investors paid £6,200 to buy the posts and obtain for themselves a physical piece of Scottish – and French – football history. ‘They actually did the bidding on the pitch before a Scotland–England game,’ says Bill Campbell, a straight-talking Scot who was the leader of the consortium. ‘I hate to think what my good lady thought of it, because I made my mind up that I wasn’t going to go over five grand and then you just get carried away. My dad said to me: “Have you lost your marbles?” I’d never been to an auction before and I’ve never been to one since.’

Campbell, now 79 and living in Worcester, was the landlord of The Farmer’s Boy (which has since been turned into a veterinary practice). He had the goalposts transported to Kidderminster and mounted upon the roof of the pub, where they became a local tourist attraction. ‘We borrowed some scaffolding to support them, but then the scaffolding guy started calling up and asking when he could have his scaffolding back!’ he says with a chuckle. Wary of their weight and warned by the local council that he would require planning permission to keep them in situ, Campbell took down the heavy crossbar a few months later and stored it on some wooden blocks in the yard of the pub, leaving the uprights to fend for themselves against the Worcestershire elements. The goalframe returned to Hampden – via a stint at the Glasgow Museum of Transport – when Campbell loaned it to the Scottish Football Museum ahead of its opening in May 2001. But its size and flea-bitten state meant that it was never put on display; when a group of journalists from Rhône-Alpes regional newspaper Le Progrès visited Hampden in the spring of 2012, they found the goalposts gathering dust on a pile of cinder blocks in an unvisited corner of the museum’s storeroom.

Saint-Étienne were preparing to open their own museum and upon hearing of the goalposts’ fate, they struck a deal with Campbell and his fellow investors to buy them for €20,000. Transported free of charge by a local haulier who regularly travelled to Scotland, the poteaux carrés made the 36-hour, 1,000-mile journey down to Saint-Étienne in October 2013, arriving in the early hours of a Saturday morning to be greeted by club co-president Roland Romeyer and emblematic former players Dominique Rocheteau and Georges Bereta, accompanied by a gaggle of journalists. After being touched up and repainted, they took pride of place at the Musée des Verts and have stood there ever since, looming large at one end of the main exhibition room in eternal tribute to French football’s flair for the agonising near miss. ‘In the first four days after the museum opened, we had 10,000 visitors,’ says museum director Philippe Gastal. ‘We had to put Plexiglas around the posts because people kept touching them – it was like they were touching the rock beside the Virgin Mary at Lourdes. Even people who aren’t football fans have heard of les poteaux carrés.’

Les poteaux carrés will always be part of the furniture in Saint-Étienne, where, among other things, they have lent their name to a restaurant, a popular fan website and multiple books. And still the question remains: what if? What if the posts had not been square? What if one of those two cursed attempts at goal had gone in? What if Saint-Étienne had won? What might that have meant for the players, for the club, for the city, for football in France as a whole? To mark the 30th anniversary of the match, So Foot magazine commissioned a ballistics study in 2006 that found that had the Hampden crossbar been cylindrical, Bathenay and Santini’s efforts would have bounced down on to the goal-line and into the back of the net. Proof, at long last? Or scientifically assisted nostalgic fantasy? Either way, it did not change much in the eyes of the players. ‘The ball didn’t go in and I think, quite simply, that it wasn’t supposed to go in,’ says Jean-Michel Larqué, who captained Saint-Étienne in Glasgow. ‘I’m pretty fatalistic. People look at them and take photos of them. I’ve seen them [at the museum] and I think it’s just one of those things. Maybe if the ball had been slightly less inflated, it would have gone in! I don’t know. But it’s part of the legend of Les Verts. And I think that maintaining the legend, maintaining the story, gives life to the club.’
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When the mythological structure of post-war European football was being hewn into shape in the 1950s, French hands were frequently at the chisel. France invented the competitions that would provide a framework for the European game in the second half of the 20th century – and beyond – and to begin with, French teams played a leading role within them. The European Cup (later to become the Champions League) was the brainchild of a Frenchman, L’Équipe editor Gabriel Hanot, and the leading French club side of the time, Stade de Reims, reached two of the competition’s first four finals, going down to Real Madrid in the inaugural decider in Paris in 1956 and again in Stuttgart in 1959. Reims lent both their celebrated coach, Albert Batteux, and many of the era’s most famous players – Raymond Kopa, Just Fontaine, Roger Piantoni, Robert Jonquet – to the French national team. Les Bleus finished third at the World Cup (another French creation) in Sweden in 1958 and fourth as hosts of the first European Championship (invented by, you guessed it, a Frenchman) in 1960.2 But over the following decade, French football vanished from the map. 

Hamstrung by small crowds, sparse television coverage and competition from other popular sports such as cycling and rugby union, French clubs remained small-town outfits, typically owned by provincial businessmen who had no means of competing financially with the giants of the continental game. Between 1959 and Saint-Étienne’s run to the last four in 1975, France failed to produce a single European Cup semi-finalist. As the stars of the late 1950s bowed out, the national team slumped too, making only a single World Cup appearance between 1958 and 1978 and going 24 years without qualifying for the European Championship finals. ‘Since 1958 and the great France team of Just Fontaine and Raymond Kopa, there had been nothing,’ said Saint-Étienne goalkeeper Ivan Ćurković. ‘And then, in the middle of the 1970s, a team from a little mining town came along and woke up a whole country.’

Saint-Étienne’s domination of the French domestic game began in the 1960s under the presidency of Roger Rocher, a permanently pipe-smoking former miner turned civil engineering boss, who took charge in 1961. The club from the Loire won five league championships and two Coupes de France between 1963 and 1970 with Jean Snella and then Batteux as coach. The path to continental renown began to truly take shape in July 1972 with the appointment as coach of the club’s 33-year-old midfielder Robert Herbin, an intense, tracksuit-clad figure with a shock of frizzy ginger hair whose tight-lipped personality earned him the nickname Le Sphinx. Drawing inspiration from Johan Cruyff’s Ajax, Herbin dramatically ramped up his players’ fitness work and set them out on the pitch in a muscular 4-3-3 system. The bulk of his squad came from a gilded generation of players recruited by sporting director Pierre Garonnaire, whose job as a leather goods salesman, driving around France in a white Peugeot 404, enabled him to scout the best young talent in the country. Including goalscoring brothers Hervé and Patrick Revelli, attacking midfielder Santini, imposing sweeper Christian Lopez and loping left-winger Christian Sarramagna, they lived together, trained together, socialised together and even did their compulsory military service together, giving the first indication of their footballing potential by winning the Coupe Gambardella – France’s equivalent of the FA Youth Cup – in 1970. Together with Serbian shot-stopper Ćurković, skipper Larqué and wing wonder Rocheteau, they would capture the hearts of the nation.

Saint-Étienne was a dark, grimy place; its buildings blackened by soot from the city’s slag heaps and the smoke belched out by the narrow brick factory chimneys that towered over Stade Geoffroy-Guichard. When shaggy-haired centre-back Osvaldo Piazza first arrived from Argentinian club Lanús in 1972, he made sure that his wife got her first look at the city at night so that she would not be dismayed by what she saw. As the mid-1970s approached, the town found itself in the grip of economic decline. The last mine closed in 1973, historic local mail order firm Manufrance was heading towards bankruptcy and the city’s state-owned arms manufacturing plant was a fading force. Amid the gloomy context, the players saw it as their duty to produce effort commensurate with the city’s working-class values and put smiles back on the faces of the ailing local population. ‘The region was losing its industrial identity,’ says Larqué. ‘You went through the same thing in England. The only standard-bearer was the football. The supporters felt pride in their club and it helped them to forget all the misfortunes that had befallen them.’

The team’s legend was born through a series of stunning fightbacks in European ties, made possible by Herbin’s exacting fitness work, which would pave the route to France’s first European Cup final appearance in 17 years. In the autumn of 1974, Saint-Étienne were soundly beaten 4–1 by Hajduk Split in the away leg of a European Cup second-round tie, only to roar back and win 5–1 in the return leg courtesy of a late brace from substitute Yves Triantafilos. The furious din created by the 26,381 fans packed inside Geoffroy-Guichard, Saint-Étienne’s boxy, boisterous, English-style stadium, earned the ground a new nickname: Le Chaudron (The Cauldron). The following season, Herbin’s men lost 2–0 away to the mighty Dynamo Kyiv in the first leg of their European Cup quarter-final and were being held 0–0 in the return fixture when Oleg Blokhin, the reigning Ballon d’Or, found himself clean through on goal. But he hesitated, allowing Lopez to tackle, and after Piazza had carried the ball out of defence with a characteristic surge, Patrick Revelli flicked on for his brother, Hervé, to score. In an atmosphere of wild-eyed delirium, Larqué levelled the tie from a free-kick before Patrick Revelli cut the ball back for Rocheteau – reduced to the role of spectator by cramp for the previous half an hour – to sweep home a famous extra-time winner.

Ćurković’s acrobatics helped Herbin’s men to overcome PSV Eindhoven in the semi-finals and when the Saint-Étienne squad advanced upon Glasgow for the final a month later, it was with a green-clad horde of 25,000 supporters in tow. In a phenomenon that France had never previously experienced, green fever gripped the country. Singer-songwriter Jacques Monty penned a song called ‘Allez les Verts’, which sold four million copies and stayed at number one in France for 10 months. Rocheteau said that he received fan mail ‘worthy of a rock star’. Les Verts’ European adventure dominated the national press and when TV viewers switched on TF1 to watch Yves Mourousi deliver his lunchtime news bulletin on the day of the game, they discovered that the camera had been fitted with a filter that bathed the studio in a green glow.

Obliged by broadcasters to play in unfamiliar black shorts, which some players saw as a bad omen, Saint-Étienne had a lucky escape inside the first two minutes at Hampden when Gerd Müller had a goal incorrectly ruled out for offside. The fateful encounters with the woodwork came within six minutes of each other towards the end of the first half, Bathenay crashing a shot against the bar from 25 yards and Santini seeing a header come back off the frame of the goal after flinging himself at a cross from Sarramagna (Hervé Revelli tamely heading the rebound straight at Sepp Maier). Franz Roth drilled Bayern in front from a free-kick shortly before the hour and despite a sparkling late cameo from the patched-up Rocheteau, who had been unable to start due to a thigh injury, Saint-Étienne’s legendary powers of recovery finally deserted them. Carried for so long by a sense of purpose and momentum that had seemed irresistible, Herbin’s players were bereft. ‘I shed every tear in my body,’ said Santini. It was only upon returning to Paris that the squad could appreciate the true extent of their new nationwide popularity. Thousands flocked to see them paraded down the Champs-Élysées in a fleet of cars (Rocher and Herbin leading the way in a green Renault 5), after which they were received at the Élysée Palace by President Valéry Giscard d’Estaing. ‘It was incredible how many people were there on the Champs-Élysées,’ says moustachioed wide forward Patrick Revelli, the younger of the two Revelli brothers. ‘It was unimaginable, especially as we’d lost.’

Herbin’s tenure would yield a total of four league titles and three Coupes de France (to go with the five league titles and three Coupes de France he had previously won with the club as a player), earning him a place in the pantheon of France’s greatest coaches. But the Saint-Étienne story would not conclude with a happy ending. In the early 1980s, Rocher was found to have creamed off around 20 million francs from the club’s coffers to make illicit under-the-table payments to players in a scandal that became known as L’affaire de la caisse noire (The Slush Fund Affair). Disgraced, he spent four months in prison, while Saint-Étienne sank into the second tier. Having fallen agonisingly short in pursuit of European glory, only to overreach and be consumed by scandal, Les Verts had unwittingly established a template that a succession of leading French clubs would find irresistible.

[image: ]

Saint-Étienne’s European Cup heroics in 1976 placed them firmly within a well-established French sporting tradition: that of the gallant runner-up. There had been middleweight boxer Marcel Cerdan, fighting valiantly with a dislocated left shoulder against Jake LaMotta throughout a June 1949 world title fight in Detroit before being forced to retire in the 10th round.3 There had been distance runner Michel Jazy, who led the men’s 5,000m final with 100 metres remaining on a rain-soaked dirt track at the 1964 Olympics in Tokyo, only to run out of steam in the home straight and finish fourth. Most famously of all, there had been Raymond Poulidor, the Limousin cyclist whose long, fruitless quest for Tour de France glory against his rival Jacques Anquetil earned him the nickname L’Éternel Second. Anquetil was an imperious rider who won the Tour five times, often dominating the race from start to finish, but French cycling fans overwhelmingly preferred Poulidor, fondly known as ‘Poupou’, for his modest, slightly bumbling demeanour and courageous attacking approach. French historian Michel Winock dubbed the phenomenon le complexe Poulidor, positing that in the lean-faced Anquetil, with his textbook bike posture and machine-like efficiency in time trials, the French glimpsed a troubling harbinger of the country’s industrialised future, whereas in Poulidor’s weather-beaten features and ragged riding style, they saw reminders of a simple bucolic past that was vanishing before their eyes.

As a population, in a wider sense, the French were not accustomed to celebrating victory. France had emerged on the winning side from the hell of World War II, but carrying the deep pain of four years of occupation by Nazi Germany and the complicated shame of collaboration. Although France bounced back in economic terms after the war, experiencing a 30-year period of continuous growth that came to be known as Les Trente Glorieuses (The Glorious Thirty), the country found itself diminished culturally and politically on the global stage, swamped at home by the arrival of American consumer culture and mass media, weakened abroad by the collapse of its colonial empire.

Sport in France had long taken its cue from the credo of Pierre de Coubertin, the French aristocrat who founded (there they are again) the Modern Olympic Games: ‘The important thing in life is not the triumph, but the fight. The essential thing is not to have won, but to have fought well.’ French football resisted the arrival of professionalism for longer than most other major European nations, not taking the plunge until 1932, and its clubs continued to be run according to amateur ideals – the kindly paternal chairman, the supportive local mayor, the cheerful Corinthian players – for decades. The advancement of the sport was not helped by certain factors particular to France. The late onset of urbanisation, which did not take off until the 1950s, meant that relatively few cities possessed the kind of large populations needed to support thriving professional clubs (hence the complete absence of French towns or cities with more than one major team). High tax rates, meanwhile, made it significantly more complicated for French clubs to offer the kind of salaries available in Europe’s other leading football countries. When the Bosman ruling4 was passed in 1995, France’s leading talents left the league in droves. France also regulated its football clubs more strictly than its continental neighbours, having in 1990 become the first country to set up an independent financial watchdog – the Direction Nationale du Contrôle de Gestion (National Directorate of Management Control), known as the DNCG. It was arguably not until the 1980s and the arrival of ambitious, business-minded presidents such as Bordeaux’s Claude Bez, Marseille’s Bernard Tapie and Lyon’s Jean-Michel Aulas that the French club game truly shifted to a professional footing, bringing with it a ruthlessness in pursuit of victory that meant any notions of ‘fighting well’ went out of the window. That ruthlessness often came accompanied by an impatience, a chafing against France’s burdensome taxes and tight regulatory guidelines, which would leave several high-profile club directors the wrong side of the law.

The French men’s national team underwent its own mindset shift in the 1980s and 1990s, spurred by the influence of players like Michel Platini, Didier Deschamps and Zinédine Zidane who left the country to play in Italy. When they returned to France on international duty, they came equipped with a newly acquired win-at-all-costs mentality that would ultimately enable Les Bleus to shake off their tag as international football’s nearly men. It was as if, for France to finally prevail on the international stage, something fundamentally French needed to be discarded first. ‘The French mentality obliges you to diminish yourself, almost to self-flagellate,’ said Youri Djorkaeff, who triumphed with France at the 1998 World Cup while on the books at Italian giants Internazionale. ‘Culturally, we weren’t used to winning. We were programmed to think that success must belong to others. Why not to us?’ The national team’s triumphs around the turn of the millennium revealed the Bosman ruling to have been a double-edged sword: French clubs lost their best players, rendering the national league weaker and less attractive, but those players made the national team stronger with the experience and professionalism that they had acquired overseas.

Where the national team led, however, the club sides did not follow. At the start of the 2025–26 season, of the 167 major UEFA trophies that had been up for grabs in men’s football since the launch of the European Cup in 1955, only three – remarkably – had found their way into French hands.5 It means that French clubs trail not just their counterparts in Spain, England, Italy and Germany in terms of continental silverware, but also clubs from the Netherlands, Portugal and Belgium – all of which have populations that are less than a third of France’s. Collectively, the entire country has won as many European Cups in men’s football as Nottingham Forest. For a nation that has produced footballers as incontrovertibly brilliant as Platini, Zidane, Jean-Pierre Papin, Éric Cantona, Thierry Henry, Karim Benzema and Kylian Mbappé, it is an extraordinary state of affairs.

If French football has traditionally struggled with the notion of how to win, at least in the club game, it has also long been deeply conflicted regarding the question of how to play. Batteux’s great Reims team of the late 1950s were renowned for the vibrant quality of their football, known as the jeu à la rémoise, which relied upon rapid passing exchanges and individual expression. Michel Hidalgo, who played under Batteux at Reims, embraced the same principles during his time as national coach in the late 1970s and early 1980s. Built around the fabled carré magique (magic square) midfield of Platini, Alain Giresse, Jean Tigana and Bernard Genghini, his dashing team won the admiration and sympathy of the entire footballing world when they lost to West Germany in cruel fashion in the semi-finals of the 1982 World Cup. Hidalgo’s side were known as ‘The Brazilians of Europe’ and they turned French football into a byword for technical brilliance, creative ingenuity and courageous, front-foot play. But the influence of the players schooled in Italy meant that when France durably took up residence among the world’s leading national sides from the late 1990s onwards, it was with teams in which defensive solidity was prioritised over attacking flair. Embodied by Deschamps, who led France to World Cup glory as captain in 1998 and then as coach in 2018, the modern French style is an altogether more pragmatic, reactive affair. And for all that it has turned France into one of the most successful teams in the international game, with appearances in four of the last seven men’s World Cup finals, it has not been enough to spare Deschamps from reproaches that he could – or should – have done more with the talent at his disposal.

These days, France are criticised for winning ugly. They used to be celebrated for losing beautifully. Saint-Étienne’s bruising encounter with the Hampden goalposts created a blueprint for valiant defeat. And there was no defeat more beautiful, more bewitching and more brutal than the one that befell Les Bleus in Seville.


1 Running from 1985 to 1989, the Rous Cup – named after former FIFA president Sir Stanley Rous – was an international tournament contested by England, Scotland and, from 1987 onwards, a guest team from South America.
2 FIFA’s French president Jules Rimet was the driving force behind the organisation of the first World Cup in Uruguay in 1930. The idea for the European Championship (initially known as the European Nations’ Cup) came from former French Football Federation general secretary Henri Delaunay.
3 Cerdan was renowned French singer Édith Piaf’s lover. He died in a plane crash in the Azores four months after the LaMotta fight, while flying from Paris to New York to visit her.
4 In a case brought by Belgian footballer Jean-Marc Bosman, the European Court of Justice abolished restrictions on the number of foreign players from EU countries allowed to play in European leagues and enabled players to move clubs without a transfer fee at the end of their contracts.
5 The competitions are the European Cup/UEFA Champions League, the UEFA Cup Winners’ Cup (now defunct), the UEFA Cup/UEFA Europa League and the UEFA Conference League. Marseille won the Champions League in 1992–93 and Paris Saint-Germain won the Cup Winners’ Cup in 1995–96.
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LES BLEUS

One Night in Seville


Patrick Battiston lies flat on his back inside the West Germany penalty area, his head lolling limply to the left, his left hand, clenched in a grotesque spasm, mechanically lowering itself to rest on his stomach. Gérard Janvion, Dominique Rocheteau and Didier Six are the first France players on the scene. Cradling Battiston’s head and seeing his lifeless expression, Six turns towards the dug-outs and frantically indicates that medical attention is required. More blue shirts appear at Battiston’s side – Marius Trésor, Jean Tigana and Michel Platini, his roommate, whose anguish is palpable. France team doctor Maurice Vrillac races on to attend to the stricken player, now obscured behind a scrum of bodies save for his red socks and black Adidas boots. The Saint-Étienne defender’s motionless body is loaded on to a stretcher and carried from the field, Platini tenderly touching his cheek and holding his drooping right hand as he departs. All the while, the man responsible for Battiston’s condition, German goalkeeper Harald ‘Toni’ Schumacher, stands impassively chewing gum inside his six-yard box. Informed later that his victim had been left with concussion, a fractured vertebra and three missing teeth, he sneered: ‘If it really pleases him, I’ll pay his dentistry bills.’ 

Having raced on to a lofted pass from Platini, Battiston had just managed to steer a shot towards goal before Schumacher slammed into him, the goalkeeper leaping into the air and turning his body squarely to the left so that his right hip crashed into the Frenchman’s face with sickening force. Dutch referee Charles Corver neither awarded a penalty nor showed a card to Schumacher, who restarted play with a goal-kick. At the moment of impact, some of Battiston’s teammates had instinctively feared that he was dead. ‘Yes, we did think that,’ says Maxime Bossis, who had slipped the ball to Platini seconds before the fateful collision. ‘Especially because we knew Battiston wasn’t the type to make a meal of it. If he was on the ground, it was serious. And it was serious. And it could have been even more serious. When Schumacher came out, he was miles late. It was a deliberate and dangerous foul. Battiston could have lost his life. But no penalty, no card, nothing. It was incredible what happened. Crazy.’

It was a sultry July evening inside Seville’s Estadio Ramón Sánchez-Pizjuán and the score was 1–1 with half an hour remaining in the second semi-final of the 1982 World Cup. Pierre Littbarski had drilled West Germany in front in the 17th minute. France had levelled through a Platini penalty. The Germans, reigning European champions, had sought to impose themselves physically from the start. ‘You have to play hard against the French,’ former skipper Franz Beckenbauer had said before the game. ‘They hate physical play.’ Schumacher seemed keyed up from kick-off and was told by Platini to calm down after hurling himself on top of Six while claiming a cross late


































6 P15 W6 D4 L5. The Romanian left with the parting advice that French football put too much emphasis on ‘aesthetics’ and needed to adopt a more rigorous, professional approach.
7 The victory over Kuwait in Valladolid was memorably interrupted when a Kuwaiti prince, Sheikh Fahad Al-Ahmed Al-Jaber Al-Sabah, stormed down to the pitch and successfully argued for a goal by Giresse to be disallowed because the Kuwaiti defenders had been distracted by a whistle blown in the crowd.
8 Larios had a strained relationship with Platini, his Saint-Étienne clubmate, over allegations that he’d had an affair with Platini’s wife, Christèle.
9 Dino Zoff, Claudio Gentile, Gaetano Scirea, Antonio Cabrini, Marco Tardelli and Paolo Rossi.
10 Convicted of receiving illegal payments from Rocher, Platini and 10 of his Saint-Étienne teammates were given suspended four-month prison sentences that were later annulled.
11 It was also the first hat-trick of his professional career.
12 The match was overshadowed by the death of Yugoslavia team doctor Bojeda Milenović, who suffered a heart attack while attending to a player early in the second half and died in hospital.
13 Tigana was not the only person celebrating a birthday at the Vélodrome that night: Zinédine Zidane, who turned 12 the same day, was in attendance as a ball boy. His future France teammate Youri Djorkaeff watched the game from the stands.
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