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"When we allow violent thoughts to turn


into violent words, we open the door to


the birth of violent acts."




- Jon Chu -
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The sun was just rising on Brooklyn Heights and the light filtered gently through acacias and other flowering lime blossoms. Everything seemed so quiet on this side of the East River, only a few joggers crossed my path treading the Promenade. The view always amazed me a little more every day, and that day, the colors came straight out right of a Turner or a Renouf before the appearance of the Skyline. It was like a selfish morning privilege fixing a moment out of time, while listening to Feeling Good, before walk the 1825 meters that separated me from Center Street.


Making the decision to return to the United States after my grandfather’s death had not been easy. Four years had passed since then, but I always felt like it was all yesterday. Yesterday I left Europe. Yesterday, we buried him. Yesterday, my Uncle Bobby gave me this letter.




	
The legacy writings, he told me. Transmission of the memory of a committed man that History has muzzled.





Then he added:




	Jackson is yours. You'll find everything he talks about. Everything he wanted you to know. He loved you very much, he loved you more than anything.







“ Peeters,


What a joy that you are here, and how sad that I am not there, for if you read this letter, it’s because I would have gone to join those who have missed me so much all these years.


I’m so proud of the man you have become, whom I have seen grow by proxy, not by choice but by obligation.


The documents I left for you will explain why. I hope that in this way, you’ll understand and continue to try to finally let the truth, the truth for which so much blood has flowed, the truth that has cost me so much, since they have me to control me, taken everything away.


He had a dream, I had a dream, we had a dream ...


It is, now, I think, high time to let it exist.


I love you.


Grand’Pa”





I often think of these words when, as I do today, I have to attend the end of depositions before taking my oath to be able to excel in my art. Put words on the inexplicable, me, the false American because too European, an expert in mass crime and other forms of barbarism related to racial terrorism.
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The euphoria that was camped out in court since a week reached its peak. The omnipresence of the media on the forecourt to cover the trial of Steven Garret and three other members of the White Nation, the perpetrators of the killing of Harlem kept it on. However, they had been well missing on event coverage during the two years investigations, infiltrations and collaborations between Departments that were necessary to succeed in charging Garret. He, the thinking head of the most violent and radical group of White supremacists claiming direct heirs of the founding members of the Klan.


The army had been called in as reinforcements to secure the area around the court. This part of the Big Apple seemed straight out of a bad Hollywood disaster movie with, in the background the fear not hidden by the authorities, that everything degenerates and riots break out.


The climate was electric and we were all aware, at the Prosecutor's office, that the slightest provocation, the slightest gesture, or misinterpreted word would implode everything, especially with the testimony today of one of the last key witnesses.


Nevertheless, it was very complicated for me, despite all this security, to pass as if nothing had happened, front the representatives of these racist groups squatting day and night at the bottom of the steps, clamoring without restraint under the cover of the First Amendment, their ideology derived from the Nazi schemes. Also complicated to see the swastika and the Confederate flag float by the wind, while hearing them sing “Blood and Soil” before freezing the Heil. Sad feeling of déjà vu.


I believe, however, that in the absolute, most destabilizing, it is not the pseudo-demonstration of strength of those who work for White nationalism and racial supremacy, we have, since the dawn of time, unfortunately the habit, but rather the silence of those who face them. The dignity they show in the face of this outpouring of hatred is a real lesson. No songs, slogans, flags, or other identity representations. They are just dressed in black and hold, in a silence to ice your blood, a portrait of each of the twelve victims of Saint Cecilia.


When the murders took place, everyone first thought of an act related to a gang settling account, before the first testimonies clearly indicate three young Whites armed to the teeth who, before firing, had shouted:


"The White Nation salutes you dirty Negroes."


The crime scene was a slaughterhouse. The church was bathed in blood. Some bodies had been partially shredded by the impressive number of bullet impacts used by the AK47. Others, certainly those who had not the chance to die immediately, had received a bullet in the head as a finishing touch. Their identification had been difficult and often made possible only by their dental prints. It was the most barbaric racial mass crime I have ever seen on American soil.


The hunt for suspects, who were only identified several months later, had made headlines and everything was up forbid. Every day the script was repeated in countless talkshows. Then the soufflé had fallen overnight almost nobody talked about it. The subject had become of no great interest since the members of the killer commando had been arrested, thus allowing the feeling that the world had already forgotten the killings perpetrated. But everything was brought up with the opening of the trial and was in full swing more than ever today with the testimony of one of the murderers.
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Judge Nicolson presided the session. His appointment to the case had sparked controversy because he was known to be close to some White House councillors, those who during the campaign had made not hidden of their support or membership of the Alt-Right. The request for revocation requested by the Office had been rejected, so it was difficult to imagine that justice would actually be done. Strange feeling to know, in appearance, the game rigged and the diced. Maybe that's why the prosecution had bet on Mongomery, a prosecutor described by many as a genius. An old-fashioned man who had never lost a single trial against gang leaders and other New York godfathers. He knew the mechanics of organized crime and the various articulations of these business to pyramidal organization as well as the implications or political protections they received. His career spoke for him and naturally imposed respect.


We entered the ninth day, the hammer sounded. The session was opened. Mongomery headed towards the accused.




	
Would you please state your identity?


	My name is John Lester Junior, I was born on April 19, 1989, in Terre Haute, Indiana.


	Do you belong to the White Nation movement?


	Yes.


	For how long?


	I've always felt that way. I joined when I was 15. My father was a member of the Klan, and so was my grandfather. I think my whole family has always been part of the Klan. I normally should have followed in their footsteps but I found that the Klan was not really what it was. They had become too sweet. I wanted to be part of a real armed militia that was not afraid to take action to impose the White race as a unique and supreme race.


	So, if I understand correctly, Mr. Lester, racism, for you, is just a simple family story. An ideology that is transmitted from father to son. A legacy. Maybe we should shed our little tears right now which will avoid to your lawyer to play the card of "poor little guy who had no choice"


	Objection, defamatory comments, your Honor!


	Granted. Mr. Mongomery, I won't tell you again.


	Let's continue Mr. Lester. But may I call you John?


	Yes, Sir. No worries.


	All right, John. So, you joined that militia, to use your words, at the age of 15.


	Yes, Sir, that's right.


	Can you explain what happened next?


	I rose through the ranks, followed military training in shooting and fighting, courses in strategy and war logistics. I was a recruiter as well, and I became a 21-years-old lieutenant. I was given responsibility for the Indiana sector.


	You describe to us a very organized secret militia, John, so there is the military wing, of which you apparently belong, but what can you tell us about the links with the political circles that the White Nation have?


	Objection!


	Overruled! Please answer the question.


	Frankly, I don't know. I received my orders from the main office in Arkansas, which received them directly from Garret.


	Had you met Steven Garret before November 2015?


	No, never. I met him for the first time at that time in Harrison. We could only see him if he called us.


	And what happened?


	Garret had gathered at the office about ten guys. He did this when he organized black ops.


	What are black ops, John?


	I don't know, Sir. I think the government is doing that.


	What does that have to do with the White Nation?


	Nothing, that's just what they called the raids.


	Okay, John. Who were the other people at Harrison with you?


	In addition to the senior lieutenants?


	Yes.


	They were neo-Nazis I think, and then I immediately realized that something big was going to happen.


	
You are therefore of the chief lieutenants of Garret, but can you explain to us, John, what this points system you talked about is?


	Objection your Honor. There is no evidence that this points system exists and Prosecutor knows it. It’s all speculation!


	Overruled. But come to the facts, Mr. Mongomery.


	I come to it, your Honor. I repeat my question, John, what is the points system you're talking about?


	Well it’s simple. It's like at school. We teach us theory during training and then we move on to practical work. Each exercise brings back a certain number of points. And points allow us to rise in rank. That's why I quickly became Lieutenant. I'm a particularly find addition. That's because I have it in my blood.


	We believe you, John, we believe you. Can you give us an example? How many points does an assault earn?


	It depends. If it's just a beating, it's 50 points. Beatings with acts torture, it’s more, it’s worth 100 points. Humiliations doesn't pay much, just 10 points. So, we don't get tired of it. We break Nigger directly. Rape is just a bonus to have fun. Hear these screams bitches while we show them who the entertains us. We usually do this in group so that they keep more memories.


	And the murder, John, how much is the murder?


	Old people, those over 60, that's 200 points. The others, the ones younger than that, it’s 500 points. If the Negresses are pregnant at that time, we take a bonus of 100 points because we prevented their race from spreading ...


	What about the children, John?


	These are the big bucks! 1000 points for males and 1500 points for females. It's rare to be able to shoot a kid, which is why it pays the maximum.


	So, John, if my calculations are correct, you have collected almost 9000 points that day in Harlem. Is that correct?


	I don't know, I didn't count, but if you say so. I just finished the job. I shot the survivors in the head. But frankly, we didn’t care, it wasn’t the same. We were going into History like everyone else who had done it before. Earl Ray, Oswald, Beckwith and many others. These guys are real American heroes. Now I'm just like them. I became a hero too. I did my country proud.


	One last question, John. Did Steven Garret order you to commit the murders at St Cecilia's Church?


	Yes, Sir.


	I have no further questions, your Honor. But the prosecution reserves the right to recall this witness if necessary.


	The session is recess for lunch till 2:00 p.m.
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I had met Mongomery in 2005 in Paris. I had just turned 20 and was just beginning my studies in forensic criminology. He was very close to my father. Their paths had crossed during the trial of McVeigh eight years earlier. Mongomery represented the accusation for what remains to this day the worst act of terrorism ever perpetrated on American soil by an American. The largest criminal investigation in the history of the United States.


When McVeigh was convicted, Mongomery personally called him. I was only 12 years old, and yet, this moment still resonates with me.




"Jack, I wanted to tell you in person, the verdict just came down. McVeigh is found guilty on all eleven counts of murder and conspiracy. The death penalty has been sought. The deliberation lasted twenty-three hours but the jurors finally did justice ...”





My father, moments after resting the phone’s handset, had turned to me. I had seen for the first time the tears on his face. He, the man that nothing and no one had ever shaken, a former CIA operative and now head of close security at the American Embassy in Paris, was crying. He then took me in his arms tenderly and whispered to me:




"They killed your mother, nothing will change that, especially not the killing of McVeigh. He cannot be the only one guilty. It does not have the scope. The American Constitution has always been tainted by blood. A believe that it will never be otherwise ...”





Mongomery had remained in regular contact with my father since that day. They had become real friends over time and after our first meeting, closer and closer to me too. He had followed with great interest my university course and had given me valuable advice at the beginning of my professional career and especially during my first steps, from the height of my 26 years old, to Interpol. It was a well of knowledge, an inexhaustible source of judicial wisdom and had become, at the whim of our exchanges, a bit like a mentor.


When my father died the following year, Mongomery insisted that I return to New York and integrate his team as an expert. At that time, I was consulting on a major organ trafficking investigation, whose money was financing groups of fanatics in direct connection with several active branches of international terrorism, already responsible for a dozen attacks across the world. I had naturally declined his offer and ended up accepting it a year later and had come to settle in Brooklyn.


We have been working together for five years now, and we liked, when time allowed us to meet at Maman, little French restaurant on Lafayette Street. It was at two steps from the court and I must confess that after the morning we had just passed, aware that the trial came from take a real turn, land in a small quiet corner made in France, that would be great.


I had been strolling a little while leaving the audience in Thomas Paine Park, always enjoying with ever so much pleasure permanent exhibitions of contemporary art found before joining Lafayette. Mongomery was already there, along by Ryan, the District Attorney's investigator. They had settled a little away, in the back of the room right next to the dish that brought in this little corner of paradise, a subtle touch of Provence.


Once the order was placed, Ryan left his briefcase with the latest information on Garret case.




	I saw Logan from the Financial Squad and we went through all of Garret's accounts and all the White Nation’s flagged members, says Ryan. We found links to other small groups of supremacists who apparently played a role in the Harlem killing. The problem is that many of these transactions go through shell companies located in tax havens. We're still digging.


	You confirm what we already suspected, it's no surprise, replied Mongomery. Were you able to find any offshoots with the political circles?


	Yes, they had very high-levels support. We got a Federal warrant to be able to wiretap Governor Laurens' office and some other members of the administration. Indiana Police Department officers are also involved.





Mongomery seemed thoughtful, he put hand in the neck, breathed deeply, and said:




	And for the NRA, did you find me anything?


	Not directly. Not yet. We know that the gun lobby funded part of Laurens' campaign, but we haven’t found any direct links to the White Nation. I think it might be complicated to find evidence of their involvement. They are extremely cautious.


	“Secret of Polichinelle”, dropped Mongomery with a slight smile, and then he turned to me. You're incredibly quiet, Peeters.


	Growing up in the corridors of diplomacy alongside my father would have really helped me learn about the twists and turns of power and the hidden face of political circles. But I remain perplexed at the pouring of ever more hatred and in the face of the misunderstanding of those who maintain it. I’m going to end up believing that the only goal is not to use the teachings of History to build the best, but to use them to recreate the worst. Having said that, I’ve seen some nice turnarounds, some heightened consciousness at times when everything seemed to be lost, so I remain confident. I know that we’ll eventually find something and that the trial of Garret, in the end, was only the first of a great lineage, which will burst all the truths. And thinking about it, I think what Grand'Pa left for me at Jackson will also help us. I let go a lot of time because I didn't necessarily feel ready to go back to face my past but, I think it's high time now to stop apprehending, to put my fears aside and to take a closer look at it, when you don't need me here anymore.





The rest of the lunch passed quietly and I put myself gently in condition for my time on the stand earlier. We knew my testimony was crucial to drive the point home, but we also knew that the cross-examination of the defense, remained very calm until now, might be a little heated.
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	Mr. Prosecutor, please call your next witness.





Mongomery stood up and adjusted his tie and said:




	Your Honor, the State calls Dr. Peeters McFinley.





I had already been called on many trials despite my young career and also collaborated in many investigations but I must admit that every time I was summoned to appear, I always had the same nerves, I had even become fun.




	Dr. McFinley, began Mongomery, you are an expert in forensic criminology and a specialist in mass crime and racial terrorism. Is that correct?


	Yes, that’s right.


	Before going into more detail about the case, can you explain to us, to the jury, what exactly the definition of mass crime?


	
Of course. The notion of mass crime refers to the killing of several people in a short period of time. The FBI defines it as "four or more murders that occur during a particular event, without respite between murders, at a same place, where victims may be killed by one or more individuals."



	Is it reasonable, then, to say that the murders perpetrated in the church of Saint Cecilia on that day fall within this definition?


	Yes, absolutely.


	Can you tell us, Doctor, how the killer, or killers, are positioned in the context of mass crimes?


	As is generally the case with any murderer in the act of taking another’s life, they often evoke the principle of the hand of God. The power of life or death.


	Do we still have the possibility of distinguishing them from other murderers?


	Absolutely not. Unfortunately. Not on an individual basis until they act. However, once the crimes are committed, yes. They thus fit into a very particular profile. There are two main ones, the author of a family killing and the pseudo commando. But it’s a proven fact that this type of murderer is often characterized by rigid obsessive and narcissistic traits.


	What are the motives of these mass murderers?


	In general, as with classified acts of terrorists, they’re always the same. They assert a racial and or ideological motive, often aimed at buildings or places symbolically representative of a culture. For example, a place of worship, a mall, or a concert, but in most cases the victims themselves are taken at random. They're just in the wrong place at the wrong time. The greatest mass killings known in History were attempts to exterminate entire groups or communities of people often under the pretext of their ethnicity or religion.


	Are these murderers looking for posthumous fame?


	Yes, no doubt, John Lester Junior's testimony proves it to us. This quest is often ...


	Objection Your Honor, the Prosecutor seeks to influence the jury, exclaimed one of the defense’s lawyers, who was hitherto in a surprising silence.


	Overruled. Continue Dr. McFinley.


	This quest is often augmented by the narcissism of the killer, or that of the mastermind under whose command the commando officiates. It’s above all, the positioning as a superior being, and, in the context of Harlem killings, the claim of the superiority of one race over another.


	Doctor, you mentioned the notion of terrorism, can you clarify?


	Objection Your Honor! The prosecution seeks change the classification of the crime.


	Overruled, Mr. Howard, you’ll have all the leisure to make your arguments during your cross-examination.





The Judge turned to me and said:




	Doctor, please, answer the question.





Nicolson was stuck, we knew it, and Mongomery played it. Above all, he shouldn’t let anything appear about his political orientations and the ideologies they defend. He would otherwise, risk immediate revocation and the media, who were waiting for this, would have a field day.




	In fact, the definition of terrorism itself is inherently controversial because there’s no definition identical to the different countries. The difficulty is to reach an agreement on a basis who will determine, when, by whom, against whom and why, the use of directed violence is legitimate.


	Can you clarify? followed Mongomery with a low voice.


	Terrorism is originally a claim to terror. The United Nations defines it as "the use or threat of illegal use of force or violence with intention of intimidating or coercing societies or governments to adhere to different religious or political ideologies."



	So, if I understand Dr. McFinley, if you look at that definition, the killings of Harlem could be considered a terrorist act?


	Objection Your Honor!


	Overruled!


	If we stick to the definition, I can say yes, but calling the White Nation a terrorist group would require the authority in place to alert the public to the risk. To proportionate the security measures and to enhance its action. This classification appears to be totally utopian today, which is why the slaughter of St Cecilia was qualified only as a mass crime. This reduce by the fact, too wide investigations at the level of the different implications external to the identified supremacist group.


	Thank you, Dr. McFinley. I have no further questions.





Mongomery returned to sit quietly and Howard, the lead counsel for the defense team, sat in front of me.




	Dr. McFinley, I don’t have any specific questions about your testimony, but I do want to clarify a couple of things with you. You have lived in France a large part of your life, is that correct?


	Objection Your Honor, why the past of Dr. McFinley related to this trial?


	We shall come to that, your Honor, retorted Howard.


	Overruled. But don't go too far, Mr. Howard. Let the witness answer the question.


	Yes, that is correct.


	Is it true that you were sent there after the death of your mother?


	Yes, I joined my father there at the age of 10.


	Can you tell us how your mother died?


	She was one of 168 victims of the Oklahoma City bombing.


	An attack perpetrated by a member of the Militia movement affiliated with the far right?


	Yes.


	Far right to which the White Nation are also affiliated, is that correct?


	Absolutely.


	Do you not think, in view of these elements, Dr. McFinley, is your analysis of this case necessarily tainted by your own history? That your Black-American origins have a major influence on the way you look at the accused?


	Objection Your Honor! The words of Mr. Howard seek to discredit the witness.


	Granted. I warned you not to go too far, Mr. Howard! The jury will not stand account of this last question.


	I have no further questions for this witness, Your Honor, said Howard, looking Mongomery with a corner smile, proud according to him to have discredited my testimony with some jurors.


	The witness is dismissed, said Nicolson, the session is adjourned for today. The hearing will resume tomorrow at 10:00 a.m.
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