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			Since 2008, the Fourniret affair has been shrouding France and Belgium. The serial killer Michel Fourniret was sentenced to life imprisonment for a series of kidnappings, rapes and murders, and his wife, Monique Olivier, to life imprisonment with a security measure of twenty-eight years. Their shadows continue to hover over thirty unsolved murders.

			In 2014, journalist Oli Porri Santoro invites himself into the investigation and befriends Selim, the only son of the evil couple, who has since rebuilt his life in the south of France under a new identity.

			The day after their meeting, fate intervenes. Selim receives a letter from his father, of whom he had no news for ten years. The journalist and Selim begin a friendship that will allow them to correspond with the serial killer for several years (more than a hundred letters) and to meet him in prison, at the central house of Ensisheim, in Alsace.

			A true story told nowhere else: unpublished confessions of murders never obtained by investigators, the unveiling of the name of a potential accomplice, evidence of Michel Fourniret’s presence at the Ranucci trial in 1976, the truth about the fate of the remains of the Postiches gang treasure...

			 

			Oli Porri Santoro, born in Nice to a Sicilian family, is a journalist for national titles such as VSD, Capital, Valeurs actuelles, Closer or Soir Mag.

			 

			 

		

	
		
			Copyright

			Max Milo Editions, Paris, 2023

			www.maxmilo.com

			ISBN : 978 231501 161 2

		

	
		
			Dedication

			To Francesco “Cicciù” Santoro,

			Nunziata Carla,

			and Kyann, in memoriam

			 

			 

			I dedicate this book to a dear friend who died at the age of twenty-four. 

			On May 28, 2011, Kyann took his own life under the inert gaze of his parents, whose antidepressants he had to make sure they took every day to the point of forgetting to live. How many times did he find them, in turn, lying on the floor of their shabby suburban apartment, after a drug overdose? 

			And what about him? With his oily jet hair, he looked like he had just come out of the swamp of melancholy. 

			Kyann has been a faithful support for me. Without her help, this book would not have been possible. 

			 

			 

		

	
		
			Quotes

			You put me to shame thinking about what happened there! 

			You have shamed me! The dead listen to you. 

			Do you think they listen to this? 

			I only ask for the silence that the dead call for.

			Robert Badinter

			 

			The most important thing in life, 

			is not to waste his talent.

			Calogero “Chazz” Palminteri

			 

			 

		

	
		
			1. Awakening

			“For whoever wants to save his soul, will lose it.”

			Gospel according to Mark

			 

			 

			May 28, 2013

			 

			This afternoon, I am at my grandmother Giuseppa’s house. I come across a rerun of Faites entrer l’accusé, the program brilliantly presented by Christophe Hondelatte. I’ve just gobbled up a hill of spaghetti with a wine-red sandstone, raised like a snow-capped peak of parmesan.

			Michel Fourniret, and Monique Olivier...,” the presenter begins, “together they went hunting, as they used to say, hunting for young virgins.

			Michel Fourniret, better known under the nickname of “the ogre of the Ardennes”, was known to me only by vague hearsay, or by press clippings, served by a few flashes of the pen. The names of Monique Olivier and Michel Fourniret sounded like the archetype of absolute evil. For me, they were of the same ilk as Emile Louis, Marc Dutroux, and a whole host of other criminals guilty of the most shameful of crimes, pedophilia... I was completely wrong, because according to Christophe Hondelatte, “Michel Fourniret and Monique Olivier form the most incredible couple of serial killers in criminal history.

			At the end of a trial that began on March 27, 2008, the Ardennes Assize Court sentenced Michel Fourniret to life imprisonment with a measure of incompressibility for the kidnapping, rape and murder of seven young girls between 1987 and 2003. Among them, Isabelle Laville in December 1987 in Auxerre in the Yonne, Fabienne Leroy in August 1988 near Mourmelon in the Marne, Jeanne-Marie Desramault in March 1989 near Charleville-Mézières, Élisabeth Brichet in December 1989 in Namur in Belgium, Natacha Danais, in November 1990 near Nantes, Céline Saison in May 2000 in Charleville-Mézières, and Mananya Thumpong in May 2001 in Sedan, in the Ardennes.

			“The youngest was twelve years old, the oldest twenty-one. And that’s without counting the attempted kidnapping and rape of three other girls ... The companion of the “ogre of the Ardennes”, Monique Olivier, was sentenced to life imprisonment with a security sentence of twenty-eight years for complicity in four of these crimes, and non-indictment of murders. “By her reassuring presence, she would bring down the game, always in a car. She would sometimes clean them, before he raped them, and strangled them.” The investigators discover that in prison already, in the years 1980, Michel Fourniret had revealed his criminal projects to Monique Olivier.

			Their story began on December 12, 1986, in the pages of the Catholic weekly Le Pèlerin, where Monique Olivier had noticed a small advertisement: “Prisoner would like to correspond with a person of any age to forget loneliness. The author was none other than Fourniret, who was then serving a prison sentence in Fleury-Mérogis for sexual assault. Upon his release in October 1987, he moved in with Monique before marrying her a year later. A secret pact had been made in the meantime. In one of his letters, the “ogre of the Ardennes” had outlined his program as follows: “Have enough money to forget about money, liquidate three guys, have a young slot, female company, play chess, live as an adventurer, pleasure of living, kidnapping, etc.” In exchange for young virgins, he commits to his correspondent to liquidate three men: his two former companions and the man who once took her virginity.

			“I always dreamed of knowing the immaculate”, this is what Fourniret said. Worse still, the Olivier-Fourniret couple has a little boy named Selim, who was used as bait, as a baby, to put his victims in confidence. A child described as an “accident” by his mother and little loved by his father. He is the third son of Monique Olivier and the fifth child of the “Ogre of the Ardennes”.

			Seven victims, at least,” continues Christophe Hondelatte, “maybe more! The investigation is not over.”

			At the time of writing, the investigation is not closed. Every six months, Fourniret’s name resurfaces in unsolved cases of murders of young girls and adolescents. There are about fifty unsolved criminal cases on which his shadow hangs, including that of Joanna Parrish, a twenty-year-old British girl, strangled in May 1990 in Auxerre, or that of Marie-Angèle Domèce.

			In short, Justice has disconnected the counter of the victims on the number seven. It should be noted that the police found about thirty unknown DNAs on the four thousand hairs that were in the back of his white van, the same one he used to trap his prey.

			On October 22, 1987, Michel Fourniret was released from Fleury-Mérogis, despite his profile as a predator with a huge potential for recidivism,” warns Christophe Hondelatte. And besides, it will not take long.

			In 1989, the ogre and his wife, accompanied by their son Selim, left their dilapidated cottage in Floing in the Ardennes, where they were so miserably entrenched, and took up residence in the sumptuous Château du Sautou, in Donchery, deep in a forest. A castle, nothing less! 

			The ogre and his wife, with eyes like fried whiting, have taken up residence under the golden panelling of the Château du Sautou, a nineteenth-century manor house flanked by two corner turrets with pointed roofs, located on the Belgian border, in the heart of a property with 15 hectares of forest. The amount spent for its acquisition is 1.2 million francs in cash, the equivalent of 183,000 euros. How did a man described as a simple earth-bound ass succeed in adorning himself with such superb finery?

			“It wasn’t just the neighbors who were intrigued,” the host warns. “In 1990, the anti-terrorist section in Paris and the judicial police in Reims also began to take an interest in Michel Fourniret. How could an ex-convict who lives only on odd jobs buy such a property? The police know that Michel Fourniret knew in prison, in Fleury-Mérogis, Jean-Pierre Hellegouarch, whom they suspect of having links with the extreme left-wing armed movement Action directe. As a result, they wondered whether the Sautou castle might not be a hideout for terrorists. They set up a discreet surveillance of the castle... In 1990, the Justice ordered a search. As a result, Michel Fourniret will have to pay a tax adjustment of forty-three thousand euros. That was all. A year later, in 1992, the Fourniret family abandoned their castle and suddenly moved to Belgium to settle in the village of Sart-Custinne.

			According to Christophe Hondelatte, there is another murder, that of a certain Farida Hammiche that the ogre admitted having killed with a bayonet with the help of Monique Olivier, on April 12, 1988. This Farida is none other than the wife of Jean-Pierre Hellegouarch, known as “the Breton”, an ex-braker having been the neighbor of cell of Michel Fourniret, in the house of arrest of Fleury-Mérogis, between 1984 and 1987. Relying on surprising revelations published in the newspaper Libération, on July 24, 2004, under the pen of Patricia Tourancheau, Christophe Hondelatte pronounces this sentence that I will not soon forget: “Fourniret would have embezzled a part of the Postiches gang’s loot.”

			The Postiches gang? This legendary gang that made headlines by robbing banks around Paris from 1981 to 1986, wearing fake noses, wigs, and masks of the illustrious Georges Marchais? Rather than getting lost in useless paraphrases, here is the famous article in question, soberly entitled “ Fourniret a braqué le butin des Postiches “, that my colleague authorized me to reproduce here :

			 

			Patricia Tourancheau in Libération - Once upon a time, there was a golden hoard, stolen several times from highwaymen, then fell into the dirty hands of Michel Fourniret. The serial killer made a fortune and even bought a castle. It was wrongly mentioned that it was the loot of the terrorist group Action directe (AD) or the proceeds of the robberies of a Breton far left, Jean-Pierre Hellegouarch.

			The “serial killer” confessed to having stolen in 1988 “about fifty kilos of gold” buried in a cemetery in the Paris region and killed the girlfriend of Hellegouarch, his former cellmate, who had asked him to transport them to a new hiding place. Questioned two weeks ago, Hellegouarch declared that this “stock of gold” belonged to an Italian convict who, in the process of being extradited, wanted “to get his stock of gold out of its hiding place”.

			We found the name of this Italian, then incarcerated at Fleury-Mérogis: Gian Luigi Esposito. And this is where his story crosses the Postiches gang. Because this Italian made off in a helicopter from the prison of Rome in company of a member of the gang and took refuge in the Parisian suburbs in the hideout of these bandits. Today we reveal that the murderer from the Ardennes has recovered, by ricochet and without knowing it, the “war chest” of the Postiches gang.

			These Robin Hood-like bank robbers, who robbed client safes in the beautiful neighborhoods of Paris, Neuilly and Passy in the 1980s, buried “thirty-four bars and thousands of gold coins next to a grave in a small, quiet cemetery in the Paris region” one night in December 1986, according to Robert Marguery, a former Postiche who became a mystic in Thailand. “There were four of them to bury him. I was already on the ball when it happened. Afterwards, my late teammate Jean-Claude Myszka wanted to give me the location of the hiding place: “I’ll tell you where the treasure is stashed in case you get out before me.” My mind was elsewhere, I was thinking of going away for life, I never wanted to know the exact location. It’s a little gloomy. I wouldn’t put my bullion in a cemetery.” His Postiches buddies thought the cops would never find their loot in a place like that. The problem is that others found it.

			When he was released from prison in 1999, Jean-Claude Myszka, who had not spent a day for thirteen years without thinking about his “treasure”, found nothing in Ali Baba’s tomb. He has dug and dug and dug, all in vain. No more the least “jaunet”. And impossible to file a complaint. “600 to 800 million gold disappeared from the tomb of this cemetery, that’s for sure”, reports his confidant Marguery. The golden years were over. Poor and desperate, living with his mother in Aubervilliers, Myszka, who was once rich, fell apart, obsessed by the loss of his gold. Did a gravedigger or a gardener “by chance” stumble upon the loot? Worse, did one of the three others who shared the secret betray it? Myszka begins to doubt the two Postiches, as well as the “Italian escapee”, Gian Luigi Esposito, who accompanied her when she buried the gold.

			They were four hidden in a house in Yerres (Essonne). At the end of the twenty-seventh robbery in five years, thousands of safes opened with a hammer and chisel, these gangsters from Belleville and Montreuil, who dressed up as bourgeois - loden and cashmere, designer suits, British hats, with wigs and fake moustaches -, fell on January 14, 1986 at the exit of the Crédit Lyonnais in the rue du Docteur-Blanche in Paris (XVIth). A shootout with the police killed a gangster and a detective. Marguery was arrested. The three survivors of the Postiches crossed the Alps on skis. They spend a peaceful retirement in Rome. But one of them, André Bellaïche, was arrested by the carabinieri on August 5, 1986 for a traffic violation and imprisoned in Rebibbia with the mafiosi, the Red Brigades and the Black Shirts.

			The faithful Myszka and a second pillar of the gang flew to his rescue with a Red Cross helicopter. On November 23, 1986, André Bellaïche, an anarchist by nature, escaped from the prison yard with a fellow inmate: Gian Luigi Esposito, a bank robber linked to the Italian extreme right. The four fugitives return to France in a “gold Lancia” and hide out in the Paris suburbs. The police tracked down the address - 28, rue des Pins in Yerres (Essonne) - and monitored the villa. The investigators identified four men who left the house on December 11, 1986 at 1:10 p.m. and got into the car: Gian Luigi Esposito, in a yellow and black striped scarf, at the wheel, and Jean-Claude Myszka in the passenger seat; André Bellaïche and Patrick Geay, another Postiche, dressed like princes, in the back. They drove to Villeneuve-Saint-Georges (Val-de-Marne), then towards Paris. The policemen “stop the tailing by measure of discretion”. The suspects return to Yerres at 22 h 35. It is probably this evening that the bandits transport the exhumed “treasure” from its hiding place, to bury it on the grave of an unknown person in a country cemetery.

			The Raid arrested the four bandits on December 13, 1986. The criminal brigade raided the walls of the house, which had been perforated like a Swiss cheese by Myszka, and found more than 6,000 gold coins and kilos of jewelry. But no gold bars!

			Meanwhile, in Fleury-Mérogis, Jean-Pierre Hellegouarch, imprisoned for drug trafficking and armed robbery, shares his cell with a certain Michel Fourniret, a “pointer” who raped teenage girls. From 1984 to 1987, the two convicts had time to become friends. Fourniret leaves the first, in October 1987, leaves his address of Saint-Cyr-les-Colons in Yonne to his fellow prisoner, continues to write to him and to “assist him”. Then Hellegouarch discovered a good lead, “in March 1988” according to his recent statements to the judicial police in Versailles: “I met in Fleury an Italian wanted in Italy for an escape by helicopter from the Rebibbia prison belonging to an extreme right-wing movement and who had a stock of gold in a cemetery in the Paris region.” He specifies that this Italian in the process of being extradited asks him to “help him take the money out of the place” in exchange for a commission. On his report, Hellegouarch never mentions the name of the Italian. He does not remember it. The investigators do not insist, convinced that it is an invention to mask the origin of a personal booty.

			Now we have unmasked this Italian who fits the description provided by Hellegouarch. There are only two escapees from Rebibbia prison by helicopter. Gian Luigi Esposito inaugurated in 1986 with André Bellaïche this type of escape baptized in Italy a la francese and attended the burial of the “treasure” of the Postiches. This week, the Versailles Police Station verified our hypothesis: Gian Luigi Esposito was indeed held at Fleury-Mérogis from December 15, 1986 to April 12, 1988, at the same time as Jean-Pierre Hellegouarch and Michel Fourniret. Since then, the investigators have been trying to get their hands on Esposito and are considering rehearing Hellegouarch.

			According to his first hearing, Hellegouarch agrees, in March 1988, to give a hand to his Italian co-detainee, via his companion Farida Hammiche and a good friend on whom one can count, Fourniret. In the next visiting room, the Breton informs Farida of the mission to be accomplished, tells her the exact location of the ingots’ hiding place, “at the back of a grave in a marble planter”, and instructs her to contact “Michel” in the Yonne to ask him for this service, in exchange for “a bonus of five hundred thousand francs or the purchase of a farm”. So the Ardennais and Farida set off on a trip to the famous cemetery. They recovered “about fifty kilos of gold”, according to Fourniret’s confession, and then “transferred” the heavy load to the apartment of Farida and her partner (still incarcerated), in Vitry in the Val-de-Marne. Fourniret, who knows a lot about masonry and carpentry, even built a hiding place above the door of the couple’s toilet and stuffed the entire loot inside. In the two weeks that follow, Fourniret changes his mind and forms a dark plan.

			According to the minutes of his confession, he persuaded Farida to come with him to “look for weapons in Rambouillet”, a pretext to lure her to his land in Clairefontaine (Yvelines). He kills Farida, puts her body in his car and “drives around all day” before burying her “at the exit of a village in the Yvelines, at the bottom of a slope”, according to his vague and questionable statements. He did not forget to steal “half of the gold stock” from the cache he had just cobbled together. He claims that he left the other half in Hellegouarch’s apartment in Vitry. After the “disappearance” of Farida, on April 12, 1988, the day of Esposito’s extradition, Fourniret sympathized with the sorrow of his ex-cellmate, participated in the search with the family and even employed a private detective to find the young woman. Released on October 15, 1988, Hellegouarch only collected “200,000 francs in gold coins” in the cache of his house in Vitry. He suspects a little Fourniret of the theft of the loot and the death of Farida. He hurried to visit him in the Ardennes. Monique and “Michel” receive him in their house in Floing, and make him the blow of poverty. The Breton leaves, reassured. He does not suspect that Fourniret changed the ingots in Belgium, the coins at numismatists, to buy the castle of Sautou in Donchery (Ardennes), plus an apartment in Sedan and a new van. Then, in 1991, Hellegouarch learned by chance of the acquisition of the Sautou estate because of a small investigation by the Paris criminal brigade on a story of false papers. Fourniret’s castle was searched. This address appears on the procedure that reaches... Hellegouarch. Furious at having been “double-crossed”, Hellegouarch went to ask Fourniret for an explanation. Hellegouarch fires a shot at the “traitor”, threatens his wife - Monique Olivier - with a gun placed to her head. To escape Hellegouarch’s possible revenge, the Fournirets immediately sold the mansion and moved to Belgium, to Sart-Custinne. According to Monique Fourniret, who, on June 29, denounced her husband to the Belgian police for ten crimes, the murder of Farida Hammiche is similar to a “settlement of accounts” on the part of her husband, in order to “recover the gold he was supposed to share” with Hellegouarch’s companion.

			Of the Postiches’ treasure, betrayed by Esposito who used Hellegouarch, himself robbed by the Ardennes serial killer, only the equivalent of 25,000 euros in Spanish, Canadian and Mexican coins and gold louis remain, found at the beginning of July in a washing machine buried by Fourniret in Belgium.

			Le Postiche Jean-Claude Myszka died at the age of forty-seven on February 11, 2003, penniless and insane, sick of this lost “treasure” that he tracked down without ever finding a trace. 

			 

			***

			 

			In short, the “ogre of the Ardennes” stole a pirate treasure and then celebrated his achievement by taking the crown of the Sautou. I can only bow to such mafia genius... More importantly, if he hadn’t touched any children, this miserable jerk might still be on the throne. There are, indeed, all the signs of a romantic predisposition, which distinguishes, in my opinion, the Fourniret case from all the other tragedies in five acts. Obviously, it is not only a vile being who throws himself wholeheartedly into the practice of pedophilia. He is first and foremost a thunderbolt of formidable intelligence.

			As the program drew to a close, Christophe Hondelatte walked past a red Genoese wall with portraits of the two suspects and concluded, “Their son has, since the affair, changed his name. He now lives with the two older sons of Monique Olivier, in the south of France.”

			Taking a coffee as black as a bottomless pit, I realize the content of the information that has just been given to me. Selim Fourniret, the son of the ogre - who has never given a single interview - would live close to me. I jump up and start to search on the Web. In five minutes, the trick is done. Five minutes! That’s how long it took me to find the Fourniret son on a famous social network. In addition to the new name to which he answers, all the information agrees with those contained in his family booklet, which I could consult in a hurry by a diverted way: 

			“On the ninth of September nineteen hundred and eighty-eight at eleven o’clock, Selim Gwenaël Jean-Pierre was born, 45, avenue de Manchester in Charleville-Mézières, of the male sex, to Michel Paul Fourniret, born on the 4th of April 1942 in Sedan, in the Ardennes, a draughtsman by profession, and Monique Pierrette Olivier, born on the 31st of October 1948 in Tours, in the Indre-et-Loire region, of no profession, domiciled in Floing, rue du Rossignol, who declare that they recognise him. Drawn up on September tenth, nineteen hundred and eighty-eight at ten hours and forty minutes, on the declaration of the father and mother.”

			As further proof of his identity, I have just found the portrait of a young man of twenty-five years of age who corresponds in every way to the profile sought. I have the impression of having the emaciated face of the “ogre” in front of me, covered with the facial graft of Monique Olivier. He poses next to a man wearing a small medallion on his shirt in the shape of a red iron cross, widely used by the Third Reich. This is a symbol of Nazi Germany. What should we expect from the son of a pedophile murderer, who made the news? Who knows, if I were him, I might have fallen into extremism myself...

			 

			At 3:39 p.m., I send this email to his attention:

			 

			Me, to Selim Fourniret - Hello, my name is Oli. I understand that you live in the Alpes-Maritimes. I would like to know if you would agree to meet me in order to offer you a platform in the press. Of course, your new identity will remain confidential, and you will have, moreover, a right of control on the contents before publication. I think it will be important to emphasize your achievement of having made it through a difficult childhood. What do you think about it?

			 

			 

		

	
		
			2. Selim

			January 29, 2014

			 

			My message will remain a dead letter until January 29, 2014, when I stay at a friend’s house in Geneva. I’m staying at his place. Straight down from heaven at the sound of noon, the son of the ogre sends me the following text message:

			 

			Selim. - Sorry to respond so late to your gracious request. The feat of getting away with it? Let’s just say it’s all a facade. I didn’t really have a choice. I owe my life only to my fear of suicide. I’m just a coward.

			Me. - Not everyone can find the courage to survive, believe me. I speak from experience. By the way, we are neighbors. I live in Nice. What day of the week could we meet to discuss all this in person?

			Selim. - We can meet, no problem. I work at night. I am available every day, at your convenience.

			Me. - I guess I’m not the first System Guy to ask you. Why me?

			Selim. - We are almost the same age. You are the youngest journalist to have contacted me, that’s all.

			Me. - In that case, let’s be on first-name terms! Would next Tuesday suit you?

			Selim. - Okay, no worries.

			 

			I leave Switzerland, without giving myself the time to share with my worthy friend a final plate of penne alla carbonara, at the mythical Café de la Presse, located fifty meters from the Cemetery of the Kings, where the eminent Jorge Luis Borges lies.

			In Nice, at the beginning of February, on a Tuesday, I met Selim for the first time, by a beautiful sunny afternoon, at the bottom of the big crossing which gives on the Garibaldi place! It was 2:33 pm.

			“Hello, nice to meet you, Selim,” I said, grabbing his outstretched hand.

			- Very honored,” he answers, taciturn, enveloping me with his dull gaze.

			- Thank you for agreeing to the meeting.

			- Come on, it’s only natural.”

			To my astonishment, Selim claims not to be interested in the business that bears his former name. In fact, he has not mentioned it for ten years, not even with his half-brothers, Wendel and Marvin1. He ignores everything, until the divorce of his parents pronounced by the judge of the family affairs of Charleville-Mézières, on July 2, 2010. “Drinking a lot of strong coffee, he confesses, is the best way to stop dreaming about them. Caffeine causes sleep disorders that stop the memory mechanism. You see, I refuse to see them again in a dream. Never again”. The humoristic radio station Rire et Chansons remains his only source of information.

			 Selim seems at first sight to be a character closed on himself, with a slender size, reaching six feet two inches, thanks to long legs contrasting with a small bust engulfed in a blue polo shirt eliminated, and a huge noggin shaved with a serrated blade. He’s not a skinhead. “I didn’t expect to see you dressed like that, in such a classic way.” And for good reason, in 2008, a strange lisp spread in the press, claiming to be the one and only journalist who had the privilege of interviewing him, pushing the attention to detail to describe him as “a young man always wearing a rapper’s cap.”

			Pfff!”, Selim blows with a weary air, sweeping the subject away with a wave of his hand. This guy... A forger! He has never written anything but rubbish about me. He has never, ever been my confidant. And what else? All this is pure invention of his own. And, very slightly, he adds: “I hate rap.”

			Selim and I rush into the old antique district through a maze of alleys, and end up dropping anchor in a pirates’ den. It’s a small drinking establishment, which the regulars call the Almira Wobben2. Most of the customers are English-speaking thirst-quenchers. They speak so loudly that it gives the illusion of being elsewhere...

			Selim collapses on a black chair covered with leather. His voice betrays a certain fatigue. After six years as a waiter, he is now a night watchman in a perfume factory near Grasse.

			Me, softly - How do you live this cursed heritage?

			Selim. - It is very hard to bear. I think about it very often during moments of solitude. It haunts me, especially at Christmas time, when everyone gathers with their families. I never talk about it anyway, not even with my brothers. Only three or four of my friends know about my past. When people ask me what my parents do for a living, I usually answer, “They’re dead.” I know I will never see them again. My father was sentenced to life in prison and I seriously doubt that my mother will make it out alive. If she does, she will be in very bad shape anyway. Whatever happens, as I said, my parents are already dead to me.

			Me. - Ten years ago, you expressed the wish to see your mother again. What happened?

			Selim, with a big heartache - I really wanted to. Except that, at that time, the police had not yet shed any light on the details of the case. I had no idea that they had both used me as a baby to lure their victims, including Elisabeth Brichet, in 1989. Since then, my mother has become a stranger. By helping my father to commit his crimes, she clearly made her choice. She could have very well not followed him in his delirium, and left him. But she didn’t! She helped him. This is unforgivable. Therefore, I chose not to have to put up with her anymore, something I made clear to her in my very last letter. She did not insist.

			Me, lowering my head to read my notes - Do you remember the day you learned the truth about your father?

			Selim. - It was the day of his arrest, June 26, 2003. I was then fourteen years old. I had just returned from a school trip to Alsace. My mother had picked me up from school. On the way back, she said to me: “Your father is not here. He won’t be back for a while.” At the same time, I saw a row of police cars parked outside our house in Sart-Custinne, Belgium. I immediately asked my mother what was going on. “Your father is gone,” she repeated, embarrassed. It was while watching TV that I finally understood. When I heard about the robberies, I thought that maybe I was the son of a gangster. When I realized that he wasn’t coming home anytime soon, I felt joy inside. I didn’t like my father...

			Me. - In 2004, your mother, who was still free, denounced Michel Fourniret and accused him of ten murders. Did you play a role in these confessions?

			Selim. - She soon realized that I was happy that he was not there. My father has an overwhelming personality. Without him, we could finally breathe at home. It was perfect. Maybe that’s what convinced her to confess. Then he blamed me for his last kidnapping attempt, on Marie-Ascension, in Ciney, Belgium. He told the investigators, “I did this because my son had given me a bad report card that morning.” I was very bad at school. But imagine the shock! Beyond that, I think my mother, who is psychologically fragile, would have confessed everything with or without me.

			Me. - On June 28, 2004, Monique Olivier was arrested in her turn for complicity in crimes. What happened to you then?

			Selim, frowning - The police were never there for me. When officers came to arrest my mother in Waulsort, they said they had to take her to the station to ask her some questions. But she never came back. I was left alone at home. I was just a fifteen year old kid. I was terrified. The public prosecutor of Dinant had simply forgotten about me, neglecting to take care of me through the youth assistance service.

			Me. - Dinant? Well, what’s the surprise? I read somewhere that this commune was twinned with the Disneyland Paris park, in December 2013. So, what to expect from such a bunch of Mickeys? Well, what happened next?

			Selim, painfully - After a week, André, my paternal uncle, finally came to get me and took me to his house in Sedan. There, he just told me: “Your mother will not come back. He thought he would get rid of me as soon as possible, planning to enroll me in boarding school or military school. He said he did not want to take in the son of a criminal - “who is surely the same [as his father]”. At the beginning of July 2004, my half-brother on my mother’s side showed up without warning. I still don’t know how he knew where to find me, but he appeared and said, “Selim, we’re leaving! In no time at all, we were on our way to the French Riviera. He drove me to his home in Vallauris. At the age of twenty-three, he became my legal guardian. Before that, I had only seen him three or four times. The fact is that he did not get along with my father at all. He was my savior! When I arrived at his house, he immediately introduced me to sports. Thanks to him, I quickly got back into my studies by pursuing a second year of CAP catering, in Cagnes-sur-Mer. Afterwards, I even obtained a professional baccalaureate, in Menton. All this story will have at least had the merit to have made me fall into the real world.

			Me. - What came before?

			Selim. - My life with mom and dad, a fake universe where everything seemed to be fine and rosy. I lived in a lie for most of my life. To tell you the truth, for a long time I was angry at myself for having been so naive. I knew that my dad was not as cool as the dads of my classmates who always took the time to play with them. Mine was an angry man who spent most of his time working around the house. I had to accompany him in his tasks. Nevertheless, all this seemed normal to me. I had never known anything else.

			Me. - Has he ever been violent towards you?

			Selim. - No, it never went beyond the stage of a threat.

			Me. - Michel Fourniret never hid his obsession with the Virgin Mary. So why did he give you a Muslim name?

			Selim. - He called me that in homage to a robber who shared his cell at Fleury-Mérogis. I am named after a convict. And as if that wasn’t enough, he then chose as my godfather the bank robber Jean-Pierre Hellegouarch!

			Me. - In a document submitted to the trial court, your father described himself as “an evil being devoid of any human feeling, worse than Dutroux”. Does this definition fit him?

			Selim. - Everyone has feelings. As proof, when his other son, Nicolas, died on December 29, 1995 in Normandy, caught by a wood chipper, the sky fell on his head. He was devastated, even crying his eyes out. My father may have presented himself as a cold individual with a high IQ, but he was still a human being.

			Me, leaning in - Do you think, like the police, that he could still be linked to unsolved murders?

			Selim, completely baffled - It’s quite possible! I’m sure he didn’t confess everything...

			Me, then, lower - In 1989, your family acquires the castle of Sautou, in the Ardennes, a property of fifteen hectares bought in cash, thanks to the loot of the Postiches gang. Do you have any memory of it?

			Selim, thoughtful - What I remember is that there was a lot of money in the house. It was pompously displayed there... Besides, some gold louis from this booty would still be stashed underground. My mother would have hidden some after the arrest of my father...

			 

			***

			 

			To think that we still dare to complain about our little worries... Selim’s survival is a great and beautiful lesson of life, that we should all take into consideration to relativize a bit.

			The day falls. Selim and I leave it at that, but we promise to meet again soon. We had no idea that we would spend three whole years at the Almira Wobben, once or twice a week. Three years of adventure, in pursuit of the forgotten treasure of the Postiches, the gang that once taunted the socialist government.

			 

			 

			

			
				
					1. The first names were changed at Selim’s request, in the name of protecting the privacy of his relatives.

				

				
					2. Fictitious name.

				

			

		

	
		
			3. The ogre appears

			February 2, 2014

			 

			By an incredible twist of fate, I learned that the “Ogre of the Ardennes” had suddenly appeared before the prince, and in writing, the next day. Michel Fourniret regains the use of speech after a decade of profound mutism. And suddenly Selim starts to suspect me of having made a deal with his father, of working for him.

			Don’t you think it’s weird?” he says, without looking up. Nothing for nine years and bim! It resurfaces as if by magic the day after we meet.

			- Hey! What do I have to do with all this? First, tell me... Do you believe in fate, Selim?

			The son of the “ogre of the Ardennes” shows me an epistle full of antics addressed to him from the prison of Ensisheim, in Alsace:

			 

			Michel Fourniret, to Selim - It is never too late to do good. In this case, to help Selim Gwenaël Jean-Pierre, my youngest son, on a material level, via a monthly money order. Would it seem unwelcome, or inappropriate, this kind of reconnection after years without the slightest sign of life?

			 

			However, that the synergy can make a case that convinces you to say “Bof... O.K. to receive this!” may not be just an illusion. That’s for you, Selim, and you alone to decide. Impasse des Maisons-Blanches. Route de Paincourt. Jaws welded, guts tied, cascades of tears, on the side of the eyes. Hello the... sniffles. The emotion. The happiness. The pride!

			Subsidiary reason: I should part with a treasure. A treasure without a name that would make all the bankers on the planet die of envy! Message over.

			 

			***

			 

			A treasure? “A treasure without a name to make all the bankers on the planet die of envy. According to a source close to the case, Michel Fourniret is probably referring to the remains of the Postiches gang’s hoard. Rue de Paincourt? Impasse des Maisons-Blanches? When you think about it, it sounds like a treasure hunt. What for? And why? The more I think about it, the more I am convinced that it can only be a clever allusion to the remains of 34 ingots, and thousands of gold coins...

			An article by Marc Metdepenningen, published in the Belgian daily Le Soir on April 1, 2008, describes how the judicial police of Dinant set up a trap for the “Diaboliques” by installing bugs in the “unsupervised visit” room, with the agreement of an investigating judge. During their meetings, Monique Olivier and Michel Fourniret had “worked out a defense strategy together. They were worried about what would happen next,” says Dinant police inspector Stéphane Brasseur. The police then tried a thousand tricks, going so far as to place microphones in the private rooms of the Dinant prison. Monique Olivier, free, regularly visited her husband. These eavesdropping sessions taught them a lot, especially about the existence of a hidden booty.

			“During these interviews, Monique Olivier shared her fears with Fourniret: “I don’t know if I will still be free in June. He reassures her: “Remain evasive in your statements”, he advises her. They talk about the treasure, which they only refer to with periphrases such as “the brunos” or “the little ones”. These are the coins and gold bars from the Postiches gang’s loot, which Monique Olivier buried after her husband’s arrest [...] After Fourniret’s arrest, Monique recovered the balance of the loot: some twenty-five thousand euros in gold louis and Spanish currency.

			From that day on, Michel Fourniret will occupy a growing place in my life.

			I will be obsessed with the serial killing couple and will search for the rest of the Postiches’ loot, along with Selim, for almost three years.

			With the son of the “ogre”, we went to see The Last Gang by Ariel Zeitoun. This cinematographic work retraces the eventful itinerary of the Postiches gang in the “Belleville of the Jews and Arabs, the demonstrations of the filthy backyards”. Of course, all this is told in a very romantic way, but the facts are there.

			As indicated in the exhibition scene, “this film is, in part, freely inspired by the story of André Bellaïche, and certain facts of which he was accused, and of which he was acquitted”. I will soon have to meet him.

			All the interest of this film lies in its final scene, during which it is announced that the gang’s treasure has vanished. After leaving a bank, the character of Simon, a cheeky and inventive robber played by Vincent Elbaz, finds his wife in front of a carousel. He swears that he has retired from the business. In a sepulchral atmosphere, full of nostalgia, he concludes: “With my friends, when we got out of prison, we wanted to recover the money we had stashed away, but everything had disappeared, like in a nightmare. Even if nobody suspected anyone, we never saw each other again. There’s not a minute when I don’t think about them, the living and the dead.”

			 

			***

			 

			Fourniret, this name is never pronounced... Selim, on discovering this scene closely linked - in a way - to his own childhood, would have said: “Hey! but, it’s Mich-Mich who took everything! It’s a really good film. At the end, when it is announced that the treasure is gone, I couldn’t help but crack a mocking smile!”

			Selim can no longer feign ignorance. All these sums amassed in an overabundant way with great blows of hammer, chisel, crowbar, crowbar, and what do I know? 27 bank branches! 1,300 safety deposit boxes! Now he knows.

			My interview with Selim Fourniret will be published on March 20, 2014, in the columns of VSD. A version somewhat redacted, on the grounds that the casual tone used by the Prince of Sautou was likely to affect the Belgian authorities3. On the title page of the magazine there is a yellow band around the dislocated hips of Bernadette Chirac - presented here as “la tata flingueuse” - on which it is written: “Michel Fourniret, his son speaks for the first time: Mes parents sont morts.”

			 

			 

			

			
				
					3. VSD No. 1908, March 20-26, 2014.
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