

[image: image]










[image: image]
















Copyright © 2021 by Michela Wrong


Cover design by Pete Garceau


Cover photograph © iStock/Getty Images


Cover copyright © 2021 by Hachette Book Group, Inc.


Hachette Book Group supports the right to free expression and the value of copyright. The purpose of copyright is to encourage writers and artists to produce the creative works that enrich our culture.


The scanning, uploading, and distribution of this book without permission is a theft of the author’s intellectual property. If you would like permission to use material from the book (other than for review purposes), please contact permissions@hbgusa.com. Thank you for your support of the author’s rights.


PublicAffairs


Hachette Book Group


1290 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10104


www.publicaffairsbooks.com


@Public_Affairs


First Edition: March 2021


Published by PublicAffairs, an imprint of Perseus Books, LLC, a subsidiary of Hachette Book Group, Inc. The PublicAffairs name and logo is a trademark of the Hachette Book Group.


The Hachette Speakers Bureau provides a wide range of authors for speaking events. To find out more, go to www.hachettespeakersbureau.com or call (866) 376-6591.


The publisher is not responsible for websites (or their content) that are not owned by the publisher.


Library of Congress Control Number: 2020952178


ISBNs: 978-1-61039-842-8 (hardcover), 978-1-61039-843-5 (e-book)


E3-20210227-JV-NF-ORI














To Marilda Wrong (née Musacchio), who made me what I am.














Explore book giveaways, sneak peeks, deals, and more.









Tap here to learn more.







[image: PublicAffairs logo]
















He believes in killing his opponents, that is the problem I have with them.


There is a long list of people that have died politically.


I was in a position to know.


—Patrick Karegeya

















PRINCIPALS



Ugandans


Amin, Idi (Gen)—former army chief of staff, toppled Obote, president 1971–1979, died in exile in Saudi Arabia in 2003.


Besigye, Kizza—former National Resistance Army (NRA) rebel, Museveni’s doctor during Bush War, opposition leader.


Byanyima, Winnie—former National Resistance Movement (NRM) cadre, UNAIDS executive director, married to Kizza Besigye.


Kayihura, Kale (Gen)—former NRA rebel and chief of police.


Kazini, James (Gen)—commander of Uganda People’s Defence Force (UPDF), took part in Operation Kitona and Kisangani wars.


Museveni, Yoweri—founder of NRM, president of Uganda since 1986, married to Janet Kataaha.


Obote, Milton—prime minister, then twice president, 1966–1971 and 1980–1985, died in 2005.


Otafiire, Kahinda (Gen)—NRM stalwart, minister of justice.


Mbabazi, Amama—NRM stalwart, former prime minister.


Saleh, Salim (Gen)—Museveni’s younger brother, former NRA and then army commander, businessman.


Rwandans


Batenga, David—Patrick Karegeya’s nephew, in exile.


Bayingana, Peter—doctor in NRA, founding member of Rwandan Patriotic Front (RPF), killed in 1990.


Bizimungu, Pasteur—fifth president of Rwanda, 1994–2000.


Gafaranga, Apollo Kiririsi—businessman and intelligence informant, wanted for Patrick Karegeya’s murder.


Gahima, Gerald—former attorney general, founding member of Rwanda National Congress (RNC) opposition group, in exile.


Gisa, Jeanette, née Urujeni—businesswoman, widow of Fred Rwigyema.


Habyarimana, Emmanuel (Gen)—army officer under Juvénal Habyarimana, joined post-genocide army, former defence minister, in exile.


Habyarimana, Juvénal—third president of Rwanda, 1973–1994, killed in plane crash in 1994.


Himbara, David—economist, former adviser to Paul Kagame, professor of international development, founder of human rights group, in exile.


Higiro, Robert—former RPA rebel, major in Rwanda Defence Force (RDF), UN peacekeeper, human rights activist, in exile.


Kabarebe, James (Gen)—former RPA rebel, Democratic Republic of Congo (DRC) army chief, former Rwandan army chief and defence minister, presidential adviser.


Kagame, Paul—former NRA rebel, sixth president of Rwanda, since 2000.


Kagame, Jeannette, née Nyiramongi—businesswoman, first lady, wife of Paul Kagame.


Kanyarengwe, Alexis—army colonel who helped install Juvénal Habyarimana, vice-chairman and then chairman RPF, died 2006 from an “abrupt paralysing ailment.”


Karake, Karenzi (Gen)—former head of Directorate of Military Information (DMI) and National Intelligence and Security Service (NISS), known as “KK.”


Karegeya, Patrick—assistant director in Ugandan military intelligence, Rwandan head of external security (ESO) 1994–2004, killed by strangulation in Johannesburg in 2014.


Karegeya, Leah, née Umuganwa—businesswoman, widow of Patrick Karegeya, in exile.


Kayibanda, Gregoire—second president of Rwanda, 1962–1973, killed by starvation in 1973.


Kayonga, Charles (Gen)—former army chief of staff.


Micombero, Jean-Marie—former secretary general at Ministry of Defence, prominent RNC member, in exile.


Munyuza, Dan—former head of DMI and ESO, current chief of police.


Ndahiro, Emmanuel (Dr.)—Kagame’s former doctor and adviser, former head of ESO and NISS.


Ntabana, Aime—one of Patrick Karegeya’s informants, missing since 2013.


Nyamvumba, Patrick (Gen)—former chief of defence, AU/UN mission to Darfur commander, former minister of internal security.


Nyamwasa, Kayumba (Gen)—former RPF head of military intelligence, commander of gendarmerie, army chief of staff, head of NISS, ambassador to India, founding member of RNC, in exile.


Ndagijimana, Jean-Marie Vianney—foreign minister in first post-genocide Rwandan government, in exile.


Nziza, Jack (Gen)—former director DMI, permanent secretary ministry of defence, now inspector-general of armed forces, known as “The Terminator.”


Rudasingwa, Theogene—former RPF general secretary, Kagame’s chief of staff, founding member of RNC, in exile.


Rutagengwa, Emile—former RPA rebel and DMI operative, Patrick Karegeya’s assistant, in exile.


Rwigyema, Fred (Gen)—former NRA commander, Ugandan army chief, inspirational head of RPF, killed in 1990.


Sebarenzi, Joseph—former parliamentary speaker, in exile.


Sendashonga, Seth—interior minister in first post-genocide government, assassinated in exile in 1998.


Twagiramungu, Faustin—prime minister in first post-genocide government, later opposition leader, in exile.


Zaireans/Congolese


Kabila, Joseph—son of Laurent, president of DRC, 2001–2018.


Kabila, Laurent—revolutionary, leader of Alliance of Democratic Forces for the Liberation of Congo-Zaire, president of DRC, 1997–2001, assassinated in 2001.


Mobutu, Seko Sese—known as “the Leopard,” president, 1965–1997, died in 1997.


Tanzanians


Nyerere, Julius—first prime minister of Tanganyika, president of Tanzania, retired in 1985 while remaining hugely influential, died in 1999.
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INTRODUCTION



Throughout the writing of this book, I kept thinking about the Epimenides paradox. The one that runs: “‘All Cretans are liars,’ says Epimenides, the Cretan.” It came to mind because Rwandans kept telling me that deceiving others, being economical with the truth, was something their community reveled in, positively prided itself upon.


Especially when dealing with Western outsiders. A proof of superiority, not shame, when successfully achieved. So much so, that the practice had worked itself into the language. Naïf comme les blancs (Naive as the white folk), Rwandans will say of someone, in the same way that other cultures will say “as thick as two short planks,” or “as dumb as a post.”


One of Rwanda’s prime ministers, Agathe Uwilingiyimana, shocked the head of a UN peacekeeping force by telling him: “Rwandans are liars and it is a part of their culture. From childhood they are taught to not tell the truth, especially if it can hurt them.”1 She was one of the first victims of the 1994 genocide, murdered by interahamwe thugs.


A successor told me the same thing over coffee in a Brussels hotel lobby many years later: “In Rwanda, lying is an art form. When you, as a white journalist, leave a meeting, they will be congratulating themselves: ‘We took her for a ride.’ Lying is the rule, rather than the exception.”


It was an accusation tossed into conversations with Tutsis and Hutus, Rwandans and Ugandans, diplomats and military men, lawyers and journalists. “You spoke to so-and-so? Oh, he’s the most terrible liar.”


It was not, it seemed, a recent practice. Dip into the history and you quickly stumble upon gleeful deceits. One is the story of German explorer and naturalist Dr. Richard Kandt, who arrived at the gates of the Rwandan royal court in 1898.2 When Dr. Kandt asked to see the Mwami, King Yuhi Musinga, the courtiers did what they always did when presumptuous white men ventured into this land of misty volcanos and rolling green hills: they presented him with a kinsman and awaited his reaction, laughing among themselves at the German’s anticipated stupidity.


Dr. Kandt, however, had not only bothered to learn the local language, he had done some research. He knew that the Mwami was a teenager. Expressions changed as he shifted into Kinyarwanda, pointing out that this fully grown “Mwami” must be a fake and asking to see the real king. His eventual reward was to be made Resident in Rwanda, a mediator between the Rwandan Tutsi court and a renascent Germany hungry for an African empire. His house in Kigali is now a national museum, a fitting tribute to one of the first westerners to beat a Rwandan at his own game.


English adventurer Ewart Grogan, a contemporary of Kandt’s, after an 1899 trip to “Ruanda-Urundi,” as it was then known, railed bitterly against the mendacity of local guides, who would deny the existence of a mountain, he claimed, even when it virtually stared him in the face. “Lies, lies, lies, I was sick to death of them,” he wrote. “Of all the liars in Africa, I believe the people of Ruanda are by far the most thorough.”3


It’s not surprising, perhaps, that historically, dissimulation and secrecy became prized in an incestuous court beset with intrigue, where nobles lived in constant fear for their lives. Ritualists relayed messages from a Supreme Being only they could decipher, earthly power rested with a Queen Mother who sat invisible behind a screen, and the aristocracy exerted feudal dominion over the peasantry, obliging each hamlet to spy on its own inhabitants and report back to the throne.


Around the personage of the Mwami, who was never publicly seen to eat or drink, swirled a haze of euphemistic terminology. “The King is seated” indicated he was performing bodily functions; “The King has given his person” was the closest a courtier came to indicating the Mwami might have died. To be elliptical, layered, intellectually opaque—these were signs of good breeding. The crudeness of direct speech was reserved for peasants.


Kinyarwanda itself is a language infused with subtle wisps of meaning, hidden references its intended audience immediately picks up but foreigners miss. “Oh, if only you spoke Kinyarwanda you’d understand, it’s as clear as day,” a Rwandan will often exclaim in frustration, after translating a politician’s content-packed speech, which, when converted into English, appears, disappointingly, to say nothing terribly significant. To the Rwandan’s ears, the threats are direct, the promises crystal clear.


Look up the word ubwenge in a Kinyarwanda dictionary and the translation reads “wisdom,” or “sense.” But it can also be translated as “cunning,” “deception,” a quality Rwandan children are encouraged to develop, seen as the ultimate sign of maturity. It goes hand in hand with the concept of intwari, which French historian Gérard Prunier defines as “the quality of impassivity, aloofness, being beyond and above events, implacable.” Intwari was expected of young Tutsi boys destined to become warriors. Dignity before spontaneity: “In this respect,” adds Prunier, “the culture the Rwandans most resemble are the Japanese.” But what he is describing also echoes the “stiff upper lip” made famous by English aristocrats, a characteristic associated in both countries with an upper class groomed from birth for leadership and military service in defense of the nation.4


As a Rwandan psychologist once told me: “To show emotional reserve is considered a sign of high standing. You do not just pour out your heart in Rwanda. You do not cry. It’s the opposite of Western oversharing, a form of stoicism.”


A culture that glories in its impenetrability, that sees virtue in misleading: to someone proposing to write a nonfiction account embracing many of the most controversial episodes in Rwandan history, it posed a bit of a challenge.


Two deadly secrets squat at the base of Rwanda’s modern history: the circumstances in which the charismatic commander of the rebel Rwandan Patriotic Front (RPF) met his end in 1990; and the question of who shot down the plane carrying the Rwandan president and his Burundian counterpart, a double presidential assassination that set the 1994 genocide in motion. Few contemporary histories are so thoroughly contested. With the passage of the years, a variety of analysts, commissions of inquiry, and investigating magistrates have changed their minds on key points, angrily contradicted one another, or simply given up on the attempt to establish the truth, opting for a bland: “No one will ever know.”


The conflicting narratives would be understandable if the events in question dated back thousands of years. The fact that they concern episodes that took place in the last quarter of a century, involving players often still available for interview, highlights the problem posed by the calculated unreliability of key witnesses.


When it came to embroidering the truth, Patrick Karegeya, Rwanda’s former head of external intelligence, knew more than most. During one of our most intriguing conversations, he explained some of the characteristics of the political lie. We’d been talking about Muammar Gaddafi, whom Patrick (almost everyone referred to him by his first name) had met several times. For decades, African rebel groups routinely turned to the Libyan leader for arms and funding—and he often obliged. Like many despots, Patrick said, Gaddafi possessed an elephantine memory for faces and names. “He was like a library, he knew everything about Africa, about every African leader. He was not good at analysis, but he knew everything about everyone.”5


I mentioned that both Mobutu Sese Seko and Haile Selassie possessed similar memories: contemporaries and biographers remarked upon it. What explained that prodigious retention of detail?


“Because he had evil intentions,” was Patrick’s simple answer. “When you are lying, you focus on the lie you are telling, because you know you need to remember it when you next meet that person. You remember the encounter, because you were lying all that time. Whereas if I try in a year’s time to remember this coffee with you, I won’t be able to recall when exactly it took place or what we said or did. Because I was just being myself.” Deceit, if it is to be sustained, requires focus.


It was said with rueful self-knowledge. In his latter years, Patrick—like many of those interviewed for this book—was trying to undo a knot of his own tying. He and his closest colleagues in the RPF were responsible for a compelling narrative peddled to journalists, diplomats, human rights workers, Western officials, and ordinary Rwandans throughout the 1990s and aughts. They had sold that story with passionate energy, driving aggression, and a sophisticated understanding of their respective audiences’ guilt complexes and pressure points.


These were men supremely skilled at seduction, intellectual, emotional, or sexual. American diplomats weary of negotiating with sleazy Great Lakes politicians thrilled at the puritanism of these thin, driven young men in camouflage. NGO workers who were new to Africa’s Great Lakes listened to their tales, hearts pounding with sympathy and outrage—initially, at least. Reporters, photographers, and filmmakers became lifelong friends or ended up jumping into bed with them. Intensity, along with imminent danger—and the Great Lakes has always been a dangerous place to live and work—is one of the great aphrodisiacs.


One journalist I know, working for a mainstream news agency, covertly joined the RPF’s intelligence payroll; another confessed, many years later, to carrying a top-secret message for the movement to a Congolese minister in Kinshasa: the conflict of interest this represented never crossed his mind. After the genocide, Rwanda could so easily be viewed through the prism of the Holocaust and the pledge of “Never Again.” And to the Anglo-Saxon world, at least, it seemed clear who the Good Guys were: the insurgent RPF.


It was a story line that required careful curation by officials like Patrick, and the history of the period is littered with deliberately leaked memos, suppressed reports, and many a daring forgery. The men I spoke to went on to challenge and undermine the account, only to discover—irony of ironies—that they had done their original work rather too well. Having superbly marketed the narrative of the underdog turned moral crusader returning home, they found, when they tried denouncing it, that their listeners preferred the lie to its teller. When Cretan Epimenides tells you not to believe the Cretans, why would a sane person listen?


The debate over the Rwandan narrative has always been polarized between those—often Francophones—who saw the RPF as invaders willing to sacrifice millions in their ruthless quest to return Tutsis to power in Rwanda, and those—usually Anglophones—who saw them as warrior-liberators who, tracing a giant geographical and historical boomerang, overturned one of Africa’s most evil regimes.


The level of hatred and contempt felt by each side for the other is astonishing. Perhaps only the Israel-Palestine debate can equal it for venom. The vitriol is in part explained by the stakes involved, the extraordinary amount of blood shed at every stage. Who can contemplate all those hundreds of thousands of dead—not just in Rwanda, but in neighboring Democratic Republic of Congo (DRC)—and remain coolheaded?


As Paul Kagame gradually emerged as one of Africa’s uncontestable autocrats, damning evidence kept surfacing of RPF atrocities. At first it could be brushed aside, using the classic justifications of realpolitik: Rwanda was situated in a rough neighborhood, the argument went; its government, trying to restore peace and security to a traumatized society, could not be held to the standards of Sweden or Switzerland.


Then the movement that had seemed to outsiders so united began splintering, and key members quit and ran. The RPF’s self-imposed oath of Omertà, rigidly observed up till then, began to crack, and as it did so, people like me who had seen the RPF as implacable, certainly, but a disciplined, highly effective movement with a farsighted leadership and a progressive agenda, felt our certainties begin to tremble.


As examples of RPF human rights abuses and unaccountability accumulated, I was not the only previously supportive journalist who winced, frowned, and was quietly grateful to be writing about other things. My career had taken me elsewhere, Rwanda was no longer my beat. Still, it was painful to accept that I might have unwittingly misled my readers.


On the few occasions when I met up with Patrick Karegeya during these years, I avoided asking him certain questions. Of course, I kick myself for that now. I told myself it was out of politeness. Reminding an exiled spy chief that he had once told the media the exact opposite of what he was now saying seemed, well, rude. The guy was down on his luck, beleaguered in every sense of the word, why rub salt into his wounds? But my concern was also for myself: I didn’t want to confront the truth of just how thoroughly I might have got it wrong.


Political philosopher Frantz Fanon captured that disinclination perfectly: “Sometimes people hold a core belief that is very strong. When they are presented with evidence that works against that belief, the new evidence cannot be accepted. It would create a feeling that is extremely uncomfortable, called cognitive dissonance. And because it is so important to protect the core belief, they will rationalise, ignore and even deny anything that doesn’t fit in with the core belief.”6


The greater the effort that goes into forming a belief, the more reluctant those who hold it are to adjust their lenses. The investment a shamefaced outside world poured into Rwanda after the genocide—financial, emotional, intellectual—was enormous, given the country’s tiny size and population. No wonder so many are reluctant to reassess.


What I discovered, however, was that whatever the conscious mind decides to engage with—or bypass—one’s cognitive process continues to churn heedlessly along in the background. There came a day when, with a near-audible mental ping, I realized I no longer believed most of the key “truths” upon which the RPF had built its account, and hadn’t for ages. It felt like a relief. Shibboleths can weigh heavy on the soul.


One thing I never doubted, not for a second, was that a genocide had occurred in Rwanda in April 1994. I’d seen the bodies, gagged at the unmistakable aroma that comes off a hurriedly buried mass grave, registered the bloody handprints left on the walls of classrooms and church buildings by Tutsi men, women, and children scrabbling to escape their executioners. Images of that kind are hard to forget.


What I no longer believed was the RPF’s explanation of how the country had come to reach that terrible point, or the movement’s depiction of itself as not just a morally blameless actor during the buildup to that episode, but the rebel equivalent of a knight in shining armor, cantering in to lance the dragon of ethnic slaughter.


So how do you write Rwanda’s contemporary history when so many key sources now readily admit they lied at the time? In theory, the answer is: by interviewing all and sundry without fear or favor, comparing and contrasting the various perspectives, and eliminating contradictions in order to come up with something roughly approaching an objective truth.


But that’s just not possible in Rwanda. Had I spent months in Kigali interviewing those in power and getting their version of events, I would have struggled to win interviews with leading members of the exiled opposition, understandably wary of government infiltration. And each interview with an exile—meetings I was confident Kigali’s intelligence services would swiftly hear about—meant I was less likely to be allowed into Rwanda again. On this story, crossing the battlefront was not going to be possible.


So I chose the side less written about and that seemed to me the most obviously intriguing: the side of those who had once been stalwarts of the RPF, Kagame’s closest aides and confidants, who had lost faith in the man and the project and found themselves out in the freezing cold, struggling to make sense of their own personal trajectories.


Their testimonies had had surprisingly little impact by the time I got to them. “They would say that, wouldn’t they?”—the dismissive Mandy Rice-Davies line—hovered silently in the air when their allegations came up. To me, it didn’t hold much logical water. Were we to assume that men and women who currently depended on Kagame for their livelihoods and security were more likely to be honest than these players, who knew so much and now had so little to lose?


What about their often openly acknowledged track record of deceit? In a trial, a defense team feels it has scored a triumph when it manages to demonstrate a prosecution witness has lied in the past, no matter how trivial the fib. “They lied once,” the argument goes, “so they must be lying now.”


It’s a simplistic view of human nature. People lie for a reason. Discerning the motive—something copious interviewing, comparing what was said then and now, along with plenty of background reading, can yield—surely allows some of the falsehoods to be disentangled from the truth. I spent more than four years attempting to do just that and when I’ve failed—there are many points of the story when I honestly don’t know what happened—I admit to it in the text.


Fear proved to be the biggest hurdle in conducting my research. I’ve always been a reporter who attributed talk of assassination plots and state monitoring to an exaggerated sense of self-importance on the part of the person concerned. The longer I spent researching this book, however, the more I began to feel that in this case, the worry was entirely logical. As the saying goes: “Just because you’re paranoid, doesn’t mean they aren’t after you.”


I might have brushed off warnings that the Kigali government was an enthusiastic practitioner of computer hacking, for example—“Don’t ever say anything that matters over email or on your mobile phone,” was a mantra among those I spoke to—if I hadn’t had a jaw-dropping early experience of my own.


In early 2015, I received an email from Rwanda’s high commissioner to London, inviting me to click on a Dropbox link. I cocked my head: the email looked more than a little suspicious. But this was the Rwandan ambassador, I told myself, a man with standing in the community, not some West African con man offering a share in the Prince of Togo’s missing fortune. Perhaps the high commissioner had joined the stream of Rwandan diplomats and generals parting ways with his government, I thought, and the link would lead to a leaked revelation, or a confidential appeal for help.


“Dear High Commissioner,” I emailed back. “I just received an email that professes to come from you, encouraging me to go to a Dropbox. Could you confirm this is a genuine message? There are various things about it that suggest a possible Nigerian scam.” Williams Nkurunziza’s answer was immediate and reassuring: “Yes the email is from me. Please check it and revert.”


I did, and was rewarded with a steady stream of viruses over the following months. When I showed a computer analyst what I’d downloaded, he examined its particulars and ran an antivirus scan. “That’s a phishing email. I’m not even going to click on that website, it looks so dodgy.” When I mentioned this incident to a US State Department contact with decades of Great Lakes experience, he shook his head in wonder: “The high commissioner did that? They really are completely shameless.”


No Rwandan would have been as trusting—as naïf—as I’d just been. Those who leave expect to be tracked and take appropriate steps. Hence the laborious protocol dictating how to communicate and meet up with Rwandan exiles.


The standard response to an email sent to a Rwandan you don’t already know is silence. Suspicion runs so high, a mutual Rwandan acquaintance must first provide your bona fides. Future communications won’t be by email, that’s far too easy to track. Since the Rwandan government is on excellent terms with Israel, the United States, and the United Kingdom, it’s best to assume not only that Kigali has the equipment for sophisticated cybertracking but also benefits from monitoring by its Western friends. Skype was once popular but is now deemed unsafe. WhatsApp replaced it for a while, only to be abandoned in turn for Signal and Telegram. Text messages are good, but keep the wording vague.


One of my regular correspondents avoids all forms of digital communication and relies on old-fashioned methods, sending me envelopes in the post. Others will never say anything of interest unless speaking face-to-face.


Meetings will always be in a public place. You’ll be sent instructions to get to a particular subway or railway station only to receive a last-minute text changing these arrangements. You’ll settle at the restaurant indicated and be about to order a coffee when you will receive one more message, telling you the contact is actually in the café next door, sizing you up from a distance, or, unnervingly, sitting right behind you.


“I hope you’re being careful,” was a refrain I constantly heard. “I hope you’re taking precautions,” another. “Don’t trust him/her/them,” the third.


All this does not lend itself to relaxed conversation. I’ve shared coffees with jittery, uptight Rwandans whose eyes scoured my face, clearly asking themselves if they could trust me or whether I was on Kigali’s payroll, even as I, in turn, wondered if they were the personification of a phishing virus, trying to flush out opinions dutifully reported back to HQ. I became wearily accustomed to a “don’t use my name and don’t say anything that could get me identified” instruction at the end of the encounter.


A relative of Patrick’s kindly acted as a guide when I toured western Uganda researching this book. After I’d left the country, he received two anonymous phone calls, one asking him why he was driving white journalists around, the other telling him his life was in danger and he should go underground. Petrified, he did so.


“We all feel monitored, all the time,” another relative told me in the Ugandan capital, Kampala. “As far as we’re concerned, there’s no difference between the Uganda and Rwanda intelligence services, they work so closely together. So I never say anything important over the phone now, just chitchat inanely about makeup and nail varnish, silly girly things like that. My friends must think I’ve gone insane.”


Yet another female relative spotted me by chance at a restaurant and chased me across its parking lot in the dark, clapping her hands to attract my attention, not daring to call out my name. “I’m so sorry I haven’t answered your phone calls,” she said when she caught up with me. “But we are being watched.”


The fear extends well beyond Africa. One evening I was walking alongside a visiting Rwandan student down Great Portland Street in Central London when I noticed a large black man with an expensive camera taking pictures. My reaction was to vaguely wonder whether there was enough light for the camera to focus. My companion’s was convulsive and immediate: he bounced away from me, establishing enough distance between us to ensure we couldn’t appear in the same shot. He automatically assumed the photographer had been hired by the Rwanda High Commission to capture evidence of him consorting with a controversial writer. We sat together for ten awkward minutes in the glare of a café before he asked if we could move somewhere less exposed, and ended up exchanging our most private views in the darkness of an archway.


I spoke to a Western economist, a man who kept challenging Rwanda’s impressive development record but insisted on publishing his articles anonymously. When I urged him to go on the record, he refused. “You have to understand, I have a wife, I have children,” he explained. I stared at him, marveling at a level of anxiety that would have seemed in order if he’d been a member of the Mafia turning state’s evidence.


It was particularly striking as a few weeks earlier I’d met another development expert specializing in the Great Lakes who felt obliged to avoid the region in which he had built his reputation because he’d been declared persona non grata by the Rwandan government following a disagreement over statistics. “I wouldn’t feel safe anywhere in the Great Lakes now,” he said.


These conversations took place in London, not downtown Kigali. No one doubts the regime’s Mossad-style ability to efficiently reach out and locate its enemies—whether real or suspected—halfway across the world. And as this book makes clear, such fears are justified.


In Boston, I met a Rwandan who planned to change his name by deed poll, so that he could masquerade in the future as African American. Most Rwandans routinely adopt Twitter, Facebook, and Skype handles that give no clue as to their nationality. In the United Kingdom, one of my interviewees confessed he was getting psychiatric help for post-traumatic stress disorder; another’s emails, sent from Sweden, showed clear signs of paranoid delusion. If any group has won the right to its nightmares, it is the Rwandan diaspora.


Fear is as infectious as any virus. I’ve written books before that annoyed ruling regimes, but have never felt quite so personally at risk. If something happened to me, I decided at a certain point, I would at least make sure my material survived. I took to religiously backing up every interview and set of notes, then storing the key USB stick with a friend, in case my apartment was broken into. To prevent cybersnooping, I kept the laptop on which I wrote this manuscript permanently offline, hiding it at the end of each working day under the dirty clothes in a laundry basket.


While I decided early on I would not be able to conduct any useful interviews inside Rwanda, I played briefly, before publication, with the idea of flying to Kigali on a tourist visa, simply to soak up recent sights and sounds. Everyone has a tipping point, and mine came when I learned of the experience of Shaun Abrahams, chief prosecutor in the case brought in South Africa against six men accused of trying to kill General Kayumba Nyamwasa, Rwanda’s former army chief of staff, in 2010.


When he was acting director of a Priority Crimes Unit at the National Prosecuting Authority, Abrahams was booked to address a workshop on counterterrorism in the Cape. He’s a lively speaker, but the South African think tank organizing the event, at the Erinvale Estate Hotel, was still surprised by the number of Rwandans—both embassy staff and students at the University of Cape Town—signing up for the event. They hadn’t expected such enthusiasm.


Then Abrahams received a visit from South African intelligence. “Cancel your attendance,” he was told. “You’re on Kagame’s hit list and they’re out to get you at that event.” The official could not tell him what exactly was being planned—a beating, a poisoning, a shooting?—but with the seminar scheduled to last three days, all options were open. Abrahams dropped out.7


That did it, as far as my own plans were concerned. If one of the most senior officials in the South African judicial system didn’t feel safe in his own country, what chances would a solo journalist venturing inside Rwanda itself stand?


The end result of all this surveillance, monitoring, and threat is to lock Rwandan citizens inside individual ghettos, self-censoring every utterance, wary of contact with the outside world. Despite the enormous amount of information already in the public domain, the diaspora—whether Hutu, Tutsi, or Twa—has long stopped expecting outsiders to understand. Rwanda’s is a private grief.


In many cases, an awareness of guilt forms part of that introversion, which dovetails so neatly with Rwandans’ famous impenetrability. A possible génocidaire label—a routine accusation by the Kigali government—hangs over every Hutu by mere dint of their ethnicity. As for the Tutsis who belonged to the RPF during the long march from the Luwero Triangle via Kampala to Kigali and then on to Kinshasa and Kisangani, they know that copious crimes were committed along the way. I took it as read that many of those I spoke to had blood on their hands. To denounce Kagame means admitting what was done and what one was. As the international clamor for universal justice grows in the West and the International Criminal Court spreads its feelers across Africa, exiled RPF members find themselves hog-tied.


Given a landscape as distorted by disinformation, propaganda, and wishful thinking as this one, no one who writes a book about Rwanda can claim to have told the truth and nothing but the truth. All a writer can say is that they made a valiant investigative effort, they did their best. Had I waited another decade, no doubt I could have been more certain of my findings, as time tends to flush out the most egregious inventions. But given the extraordinary attrition rate among members of the RPF elite, I feared that by that stage, there might be few left to comment.


Most of the books published to date on Rwanda have rightly focused on the 1994 genocide, that pivotal, hallucinatory moment in twentieth-century history. But this is not a book about the genocide. It’s a book about a small, tight-knit elite, but an elite whose vaunting, Shakespearean ambitions happened to shape the destiny of Africa’s Great Lakes region. The personality clashes, foibles, and vendettas of that group of men and women have had a vastly disproportionate impact on not only the continent itself, but the way the West views and interacts with modern Africa. This is their story, whether they like it or not.
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General Kayumba Nyamwasa in South Africa in 2016.
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Rwandan president Paul Kagame.
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CHAPTER ONE



AN INCIDENT AT THE MICHELANGELO




A large eye does not mean keen vision.


—Rwandan proverb




The Michelangelo Towers hotel has always been a favorite with Johannesburg’s movers and shakers. It’s an ugly building, with more than a touch of the ridiculous. South African architects have long been fixated with Renaissance Italy, and the Michelangelo, which gazes across a courtyard to a giant bronze statue of a dancing Nelson Mandela, the Sandton City mall’s distinguishing feature, is modeled on a Florentine palazzo. Only this palazzo has the grim solidity and restricted views of a dungeon.


No matter. South African government ministers are regularly spotted being shown into their chauffeur-driven cars by the top-hatted doormen, and the tables in the café restaurant, where a piano lugubriously tinkles, are usually occupied by at least one of the “tenderpreneur” millionaires who benefited from Black Economic Empowerment, whose eyes make the briefest of contacts with those of a well-known newspaper columnist before moving discreetly on.


Visiting African dignitaries, in particular, remain loyal. Back in the days when many were still fresh from guerrilla life, with its forced marches, camp beds, and military rations, the Michelangelo offered them a first taste of the capitalistic indulgences that could be theirs. A certain affection endures.


On the afternoon of January 1, 2014, a customer stood at reception, giving the staff a hard time. Tense and overwrought, David Batenga, a young Rwandan who had made South Africa his home, was trying to cajole the Michelangelo’s employees into yielding up the secrets of the guest register.


He was growing increasingly frantic at his inability to contact his uncle, Patrick Karegeya, whom he knew had checked a guest into the Michelangelo three days earlier. Patrick was the kind of man who constantly worked his phones, pinging texts, messages, and emails in relentless succession his nephew’s way. Since New Year’s Eve, though, there had been only silence. It was out of character. It felt wrong.


Tourists from the Northern Hemisphere tend to flock to South Africa over Christmas and New Year’s, hungry for its warmth and light. As schools let out, businesses close, and families head for Durban and Cape Town’s endless beaches, Johannesburg and Pretoria fall quiet. The high veldt sits baking in the heat; the jacarandas, jasmine, and bougainvillea lining suburban streets fill the air with sweetness; and each afternoon, clouds clump like cottage cheese on the horizon until a sudden wind whips through the trees. Then rain sluices the gated communities with gelatin-thick sheets of water.


It’s a testing time for the divorced, the single, and the exiled. So many parties, so many family get-togethers, each festivity underlining one’s solitude. Patrick, born extrovert, joker, and socialite, was on his own again that year. His wife, Leah, who had moved to Knoxville, Tennessee, with their sons, Elvis and Richard, was visiting friends in Washington; his daughter, Portia, was in Montreal. So when he heard that Apollo Kiririsi Gafaranga, a young Rwandan businessman and playboy friend, was flying in, it felt like a relief.


Usually, Apollo went to stay at Patrick’s house in Ruimsig, a modern suburb on the outskirts of Johannesburg. But this time, Apollo had made an unprecedented request: he asked his friend to book him a suite at the Michelangelo, explaining that he had a series of meetings planned with Russian, Zimbabwean, and Qatari businessmen. Money was no object, he said. Patrick obliged, and when Apollo flew in on the morning of December 28, Patrick went to meet him.


Patrick had every reason to be careful. Rwanda’s former head of external intelligence, he had fled the Central African country in 2007 after a high-profile falling-out with President Paul Kagame and set up an opposition movement. Kagame was widely assumed to be behind the botched assassination attempt on one of Patrick’s political allies in South Africa in 2010. It was logical to assume Patrick was on the same hit list, but he refused to take the level of care David Batenga thought appropriate. “Uncle used to say, ‘Relax. We’re just too paranoid. Start living.’”1


But David did worry, intensely. His relationship with Patrick was unusually close. The ex–spy chief had been the man who insisted he attend school, in the teeth of bitter resistance from David’s father, an old-fashioned Tutsi pastoralist who believed in the prime importance of “cows and land, cows and land—he had plenty of both.” Patrick had paid for David’s schooling and played a pivotal role in getting him to Durban to study accountancy.


When Patrick fled to South Africa he had initially lived with his nephew, who had unquestioningly taken on the role of chauffeur, fixer, de facto bodyguard, secretary, and confidant. “I literally knew everything about the guy. He was more than an uncle, he was my father, my guardian, my best friend. He was everything to me.”


The two men even physically resembled one another. Discount the three-decade gap and David could be a younger version of his uncle; they shared the same surprisingly pale skin—el-Arabi, mwarabu (the Arab), or muzungu (white man), comrades dubbed Patrick—the same mobile, sardonic mouth and knowing, mischievous eyes.


When David talks about those days, he starts and does not stop. He could be giving evidence to the South African police—as he has done so many, many times—or testifying in court, as he longs to do. Dates, times, appointments, the wheres and whens of meetings and BlackBerry message exchanges—there’s a relentlessness to the detail that betrays a brain turning over traumatizing material, trying to sift the significant from the trivial, wondering what could have been done differently.


At lunchtime on the 28th, David drove over to join Apollo and Patrick and together they watched the English Premier League soccer match at the Garden Court Hotel, just off Nelson Mandela Square. Patrick was a Liverpool fan, David supported Arsenal, Apollo wasn’t bothered either way. “Uncle said, ‘This Hutu guy, he wants to go for a massage.’” David ferried the two to a Chinese massage parlor outside the mall and left them to it.


Truth was, David never felt at ease in Apollo’s presence. “I took an instant dislike to him. I didn’t like him from day one, and it only grew. If you sit with someone for hours over several days, their character slowly emerges. You could see he loved money.” David noted, in particular, the intermittent quality of communications with Apollo when he was in Rwanda. “He’d vanish. Switch off his phone and be off Skype for three, four months in a row. Everything would go dead. And then he would suddenly show his face in South Africa.” It made him wonder what exactly Apollo had been up to during the break.


David had shared his doubts with Patrick, but his uncle brushed them off, and if you’re a young African man you don’t tell an elder he’s talking rubbish. Counterintuitively for a former head of intelligence, personal suspicion had never been part of Patrick’s emotional makeup. He based his relationships with people on split-second assessments, gut instinct, and once an individual entered the inner circle, they stayed there.


It was a peculiarly un-Rwandan characteristic, but then, Patrick was the least typical of Rwandans. He’d always opened his home, his heart, and his wallet to emotionally damaged, questing young men in need of surrogate father figures, and Apollo, for all his flashy bravado, fitted that category.


There were self-serving reasons for the friendship, too. Apollo was in business with Jeannette Kagame, the president’s wife. He regularly shared beers with members of the Rwandan Patriotic Front in the officers’ mess in Kigali, where he soaked up political gossip: “What kind of gossip? Oh, the state of the nation,” explains David. “Who’s in agreement with who. Who’s not happy with Kagame. Which investors are in the country. Who is in and out of favor. Which foreign officials are arriving, what RPF relations are like with various rebel movements. He didn’t say much but he seemed to know a lot.” For an intelligence expert in exile and in opposition, Apollo’s chitchat was gold dust.


So David left the two men and returned to the soccer. He spoke to his uncle by phone that afternoon. “‘Are you still in the massage?’ I asked. Patrick said, ‘Yes, we have our feet up, we’re drinking coffee.’ I said, ‘OK, I’ll see you guys tomorrow.’” By evening Patrick was safely back at home.


Patrick and Apollo spent the 29th together, and that evening the three men met up again to watch soccer at the News Café in Randburg, an unashamedly macho sports bar. Leaving his uncle to wend his way home, David ran Apollo back to the Michelangelo at 11 p.m.


The 30th was much the same. David, who was juggling his self-appointed role as fixer and fallback driver with his job as an accountant, attended a meeting with some asset managers at the Michelangelo’s restaurant. He joined Patrick and Apollo afterward, leaving them there for another business meeting at 3 p.m.: “I called Uncle at 6 p.m. and he said, ‘I’m going home and he’s going to the hotel.’ I checked up on him later: ‘Have you reached home?’ ‘Yes.’”


On the 31st, David called his uncle to tell him he was going to see Kennedy Gihana, the secretary-general of the Rwanda National Congress (RNC), the opposition group Patrick had cofounded. Gihana had survived a mysterious car accident, but had been discharged from the hospital on crutches. David wanted to visit him at home.


Patrick told his nephew he was going to see Apollo at the Michelangelo. “I was invited to a Black-and-White New Year’s Eve party that evening, which started at 8 p.m. I rang Uncle and said, ‘Are you sharp?’”—South African slang for “cool”—“He said, ‘Yes, everything is okay.’” It would be their last exchange.


At a quarter to midnight, David rang his uncle from the party to wish him a Happy New Year. “I phoned all three of his phones. Only two were working, but he didn’t pick up.” This was unusual. Those who have worked in intelligence rarely go incommunicado. “He was always someone who responded very quickly, within five minutes. But I thought, ‘These guys are having fun,’” remembers David. “Patrick loved social events. And there was nothing to indicate anything was wrong.”


In Montreal, Patrick’s twenty-four-year-old daughter, Portia, seven hours behind, was also watching the clock. The thousands of miles separating father and daughter were never allowed to interrupt a constant conversation. Her WhatsApp account sports a photo of her graduation: Portia, in black gown, has her head on her father’s shoulder, while Patrick, arms wrapped around her, is beaming with pride. She was waiting for midnight to strike in South Africa so she could surprise him.


Like David, Portia has near-photographic recall of that period. The day before, father and daughter had chatted via Skype. They had talked about a miniskirt ban in Uganda, and the irony of German race-car driver Michael Schumacher being plunged into a coma after a skiing accident. “I asked him what he had been up to and he said he had come from dinner with a guy from Kigali”—Apollo. Portia cracked a joke, asking, “Do you really trust those guys?” “Argh, I know, but sometimes you have to,” Patrick replied.2


With her family scattered across two continents, the young law student had been feeling beleaguered. “My dad was stuck in South Africa, my mum and brothers were in the States, I was the only one able to move between any of them. My great fear was that something might happen to someone in the family and we wouldn’t be able to get to them.”


But Portia had the optimism of youth. “I had decided to write a letter to myself reviewing each year, setting goals. And since this was the first one, I’d decided to do a whole life review. I’d written about the past decade, everything that had gone wrong, stuff that had happened to me. It was so hopeful and happy: isn’t that insane? I was telling myself, ‘You know, you’ve been through so much, but things are looking up now.’


“I remember telling Dad, ‘2014 is going to be the year of the Karegeyas. Things are going to be great. We definitely all have to focus and get our shit together.’ And he agreed.”


But when midnight struck in South Africa and she sent a message on Skype, Patrick didn’t answer. “I always got paranoid when he didn’t reply. I’d always send another message immediately afterward.” Nothing. She rang David. “Are you sure he’s OK?” she asked him. David sought to reassure her, but Portia was not convinced. “I was so uncomfortable that whole time.” David himself only half believed his own words. At 1 a.m., he tried ringing Patrick. “My wife was saying, ‘Why are you ringing him so much?’” He felt angry with Patrick now, annoyed at the anxiety his uncle was causing those he loved.


Also uneasy was Leah Karegeya, Patrick’s wife. She was by nature a worrier, but whenever she shared her fears of the Rwandan regime with her husband, he would shrug and say, “Doesn’t Kagame die, too? Do you want to live forever?”


Money was tight that year. The job this upper-class Rwandan had taken to make ends meet—working for a Knoxville agency offering care to America’s elderly—yielded nothing like enough. When a relative in Delaware invited her to explore possibilities in the area, she had agreed, flying out after a Christmas Day shift. She had been preparing for a road trip to Washington, where she planned to join her sons for New Year’s Day. “I’d been talking to Patrick by Skype, telling him I was scared because I had a two-hour drive to do on my own, through the rain. He never trusted my driving, so he told me, ‘Use the GPS and text me when you get there.’ And I did, but there was no answer.3


“I went to church with my friends to at least see in the New Year in a spiritual mood. I kept checking my phones, but there were no messages. I was getting a bad feeling. We were so used to communicating all the time. Portia called and said, ‘Something’s strange. Daddy hasn’t been in touch.’”


The following morning in Johannesburg, David was distracted. January 1 was his brother-in-law’s birthday and a family get-together had been organized. But at 9 a.m. he tried his uncle’s phones again. “All his phones were off. I thought he had a hangover, but decided to go round to his house and check.” That was when David became seriously alarmed. Patrick was not at home. The bed was made up and the car was not in the parking lot.


He drove to the Michelangelo, left his car in the giant parking lot, and went to reception. The realization that he didn’t actually know Apollo’s surname made him feel suddenly foolish. “I said, ‘I’m here to see a guest. I don’t know his last name, but he’s a Rwandan.’” The reaction from the receptionist was predictable, but David, like his uncle, knew how to charm.


“They searched the entire computer system, but there was no trace of ‘Apollo.’” At a loss, David walked through the Michelangelo’s restaurant—nothing—hung around for an hour, then went to the parking lot to leave. “And that’s when I see Uncle’s car. I tried to open it, but it was locked. That meant either they’d been picked up, or they’re in the mall, or they’re in the room—so at least I know they’re there.”


He returned to reception. “I thought, ‘Let me check under Patrick’s name.’ Now that was not sharp, he never booked under his own name.” But his uncle, astonishingly, had this time done exactly that.


“They checked—Room 905. I said, ‘Now we know, so phone the room.’ They called, but no one picked up.” The two must be walking around, David concluded. “So I sit down. And I wait and wait and wait. Occasionally I say, ‘Can you check?’ and they say, ‘We can’t bother the guest.’”


A “Do Not Disturb” sign dangled from the door handle, and in top hotels, that sign casts something like a spell. Whether they suspect rows of coke are being snorted on the other side of the door, that mini-orgies are being staged, or that professional poker games are in progress, staff are trained never to violate the instruction. Privacy is the top-tier client’s prerogative, and entering would mean breaking a professional taboo.


“I become an asshole,” remembers David. “I am literally there the entire day, until the evening.” By this time, he was consumed by anxiety.


A female member of the staff finally agreed to go up to Room 905 and knock on the door. Once again, there was no answer. “I say, ‘Please go in the room.’” But that “Do Not Disturb” sign kept working its magic.


Eventually the hotel manager relented, taking the elevator to the ninth floor with a security guard in tow. They returned to the front desk with a bizarre, partial report. They could see the bed from the door and the legs of someone lying on the bed. The television was on, very loud.


“The guest is sleeping, sir.”


“Did you talk to him?”


“No.”


“I need to speak to the person who is sleeping.”


“We would need to call the police.”


“Please do that.”


When the police arrived, they went directly to Room 905. “Maybe they thought it was a drugs-related crime. I wait and wait. I get tired. I start standing. All I get from the desk is, ‘The police are here. They are working on your case.’ I go and watch TV in the restaurant. Finally a woman taps me on the shoulder and I stand up.”


Asking David to sit, the hotel employee made what must have been the most unusual announcement of her career:


“Your guest is dead, sir.”


“My mind,” remembers David, “was revving so fast. I thought it was Apollo who was dead—maybe that was more hope than anything else. I was thinking, ‘Could he be a traitor?’”


Then she took David up to Room 905, a hotel room whose bland elegance—the stained wood, the muffling Persian rugs and heavy drapes, the polished mirrors and throw cushions—was designed to convey unobtrusive luxury. Jarringly, inappropriately, the room was crowded with uniformed men, its atmosphere charged with testosterone and shock.


“There must have been twenty cops in there. ‘Don’t touch anything,’ they said. I saw his jeans and socks, and I think I really knew then.”


At moments of great drama, events slow down. Flooded with adrenaline, the brain uses the extra time it has somehow been granted to meander, picking up on the quirky and the curious. A man lay on his back on the made bed, David saw, sheets pulled halfway across him. His hands were on either side of his head, suggesting he had been fending off an attacker. The victim’s blue-and-white-checked shirt had ridden high above his bare stomach in the struggle, revealing a huge weal across his chest where his skin, normally pale by African standards, had turned livid, deprived of oxygen.


“He was the color of charcoal,” says David. “Remember that he had been there twelve hours by then, and the blood had dried.” Blood from the victim’s eyes, nose, and ears was streaked across his face and had coagulated in the mattress. It had soaked all the way through to the other side, the police found when they flipped it over.


Below the dead man’s nose, bloody froth had dried to form a small, pink mustache. David looked at his face, not wanting to believe what he was seeing. “His eyes were closed. For a moment I was thinking, ‘It looks like him, but it’s not him.’” Finally forced to register that the victim on the bed was not Apollo but his surrogate father, the man he respected above all others, David broke down.


The duvet was on the floor. Patrick’s three smartphones had all been taken, but Apollo’s travel bag was still there, half-packed with torn and bloodied shirts. Inside the room’s safe, a bloodstained towel and a curtain rope were discovered. After turning the volume on the room’s television up high, one assailant had probably leaned on Patrick’s chest and strangled him with the curtain rope, while another held a towel over his face to muffle any cries. The deed done, the duvet had been thrown over the body, the towel and curtain rope stowed in the safe, and the “Do Not Disturb” sign hooked on the door as the killers left the room.


It had all done the trick. The combination of small touches had bought them more than enough time to reach the airport and make their getaway.


A bottle of wine sat on a table uncorked, with a full glass next to it. Patrick’s folded spectacles lay neatly on one of the bedside tables. These were details that would later fuel a theory that Patrick had been drugged—poison is traditionally a Rwandan weapon of choice—before being strangled. A Muslim, Apollo did not touch alcohol, so he would have had the perfect excuse for refusing a glass, leaving Patrick, known to be a man who enjoyed a drink, to serve himself. The spectacles’ position suggested that, feeling either suddenly dizzy or unwell, he had taken them off to lie down, a moment of vulnerability his attackers had exploited.


In Montreal, Portia was frantically checking her phone, aware that her life was slipping disastrously out of kilter. “I’d spoken to my mom: ‘Why haven’t you heard from him?’ and she had said, ‘Oh, Elvis says he has heard from him’”—but that was a misunderstanding.


“So I was texting David and no one was replying, and then a group message began on WhatsApp with the headline: ‘Loss.’” It was being written by David in South Africa.


“I immediately knew. I picked up the landline and called David directly, before he had finished writing. I said, ‘What are you saying?’”


Leah learned she was a widow from Jolie, David’s wife, almost physically unable to articulate the words. “Portia was calling from Canada while Jolie, in South Africa, kept dropping the phone. She did that once, and again a second time, and the third time I said, ‘Is Patrick dead?’ just like that. And she burst into tears. After that it was darkness.”


During the night, one by one, shocked members of the RNC gathered at the Michelangelo and filed into the room, crammed with armed cops and forensic experts snapping photographs and collecting evidence, to pay their last respects. Some of the Rwandans quietly saluted the corpse. It was always easy to forget with Patrick, but he had been an army colonel, after all, and many were former comrades-in-arms. The impromptu vigil lasted till 4 a.m. In the dissidents’ wake trailed reporters and TV crews. “It was a case of everyone who knows a journalist, call a journalist,” remembers David.


In this surreal five-star setting, a trap—so carefully prepared that the smart former intelligence chief had never once caught a glimpse of its contours—had been sprung. The pieces of the puzzle now slotted neatly into place. Apollo’s request for a hotel room—supposedly for meetings with foreign businessmen—had in fact been designed to extract Patrick from his well-guarded gated community.


“There were three of them—Apollo was number four,” says David. “The guys they sent were specialized, army commandos. They were booked into the room across the corridor.” Booking that second room—Room 911—was a prerequisite, as only guests with room cards could work the elevators at the Michelangelo. In the process the perpetrators had helpfully provided future investigators with their passport details. “They flew in on Kenya Airways just before midnight the previous day and spent the day patrolling the area, setting things up.”


Playing the role of Judas, Apollo, David believes, probably lured Patrick up to the room with the suggestion of a drink. Either the killers were hiding inside Room 905’s bathroom, or Apollo and Patrick had gone up to the room alone and then Apollo had let the killers in. The attack’s precise details will probably never be known, because while the Michelangelo has CCTV in its lobby, cameras are not installed in either the elevators or the corridors.


The body’s location on the bed prompted a rumor that Patrick, always a ladies’ man, had gone to Room 905 because Apollo had dangled the possibility of a sexual encounter: a classic honeytrap. But David had detected no suggestion of a woman’s presence in the buildup to the murder. It’s more likely the bed was simply the natural place on which to pinion a struggling man. Bodies roll off sofas, armchairs topple with a thud.


Had Apollo himself wound the curtain rope around Patrick’s throat and held the garrote tight for the agonizingly long minutes it must have taken Patrick to die? Most of those I’ve spoken to don’t believe so. Apollo, by most accounts, was one of those soft boys who never quite achieve true manhood, a spoiled socialite with no military experience, and this was too important a job for an amateur to be allowed to botch. Apollo, Patrick’s friends and family agree, was no more than the decoy. It’s a chilling image, but most likely Apollo stood and watched as Patrick was overpowered.


He had delivered his side of the deal, which was to get Patrick away from public eyes, out of sight. Patrick, who should have known better, who would usually insist on meeting in cafés and restaurants for precisely this reason, had gone up to that room with all the trusting naivete of a drunk ingenue about to be date raped. Why? Well, because he liked Apollo. The boy was always good for a laugh. The personal trumped the professional every time. Those who plotted the assassination had known Patrick well enough to understand that.


Before they stopped answering David’s phone calls, the Hawks, South Africa’s police team specializing in organized crime, told David what they suspected. “They killed him between 8:30 and 9:00 p.m.” After carrying out the murder, the team was driven away in a car with Burundian diplomatic plates; the professionals flew out that evening, while Apollo boarded a RwandAir flight the following morning. “He took a risk, staying on for that early flight.”


The press would later report that the hit squad had flown to Mozambique, where they had been arrested, and that extradition was being sought by the South African authorities. It was all nonsense, disinformation, David believes, fed into the thresher to muddy the perpetrators’ tracks. He puts it on a par with the reports—never sourced—that CCTV tapes from the Michelangelo had gone missing, and that someone had tampered with the forensic samples that would have indicated whether Patrick was poisoned. It all went to make a convenient muddle. Convenient for the killers.


What was beyond dispute was that Patrick’s watch had been ripped off his wrist, presumably both as trophy and proof of a job well done. In a final lurid and—by its nature—unverifiable detail, RNC members would later hear from their contacts within Rwanda’s military elite that the attack had been both photographed and filmed. The first thing the perpetrators had done on landing in Kigali, the contacts said, was to head for the presidential palace to share the footage, an event President Kagame had celebrated by cracking open a bottle of champagne.


The entire incident bore a marked resemblance to the assassination of Hamas military leader Mahmoud al-Mabhouh in a Dubai hotel room in 2010 by a team of Mossad agents. Al-Mabhouh was injected with a muscle relaxant, given a massive electric shock to the head, then suffocated. “The formative influence on Rwandan intelligence is Mossad and this was standard Israeli MO,” commented a South African security expert I interviewed. “First you drug them, then you strangle them: the whole incident is totally silent.”


David felt crippled by guilt: for allowing Patrick out of his sight, for not heeding his own suspicions regarding Apollo, for not raising the alarm earlier. But with all these regrets came the shocking realization that he himself had narrowly avoided death. Had he stayed with his uncle, the hit squad would have got two for the price of one. “They wanted us together. If I’d gone into the room I’d have died too.”


The reaction from the Rwandan government had the schizophrenic quality characteristic of a self-confident regime that doesn’t give a fig what outsiders think, while conscious certain public positions need to be adopted for diplomacy’s sake.


Hearing the news in London, I rang Rwanda’s high commissioner to the United Kingdom, Williams Nkurunziza, for comment. He blandly assured me that any claims of government involvement were “irresponsible and without a basis in fact.”


But in Rwanda itself the tone from top officials was one of pure triumphalism. Asked on Twitter about the murder, Foreign Minister Louise Mushikiwabo tweeted, “This man was a self-declared enemy of Gov & my country, U expect pity?” When Patrick’s son Elvis angrily intervened, asking if any enemy of the state deserved to be strangled, the minister was unabashed: “It’s my Government position: what happens to its enemies should not make it lose sleep.”4


General James Kabarebe, the defence minister, was the next to pile on. “When you choose to be a dog, you die like a dog, and the cleaners will wipe away the trash so that it does not stink,” he told a meeting in Kigali.5 In Rwanda, villagers dispatch feral dogs, regarded as vermin, by hanging them. A former friend and colleague had been reduced to a thing, an animal, an item of garbage.


As for President Paul Kagame, he chose a National Prayer Breakfast, of all places, to drum home an implacable “you can run but you can’t hide” message. Available on YouTube, the speech is quietly bloodcurdling.6 Kagame, speaking in the Kinyarwanda he knows most diplomats and Western development officials neither understand nor have time to have translated, cannot suppress a triumphant smile. His voice descends to a near whisper as he addresses his quailing audience. “Whoever is against our country will not escape our wrath. The person will face consequences. Even those who are still alive, they will face them.”


His delivery slows to the thumping pace of someone reading a horror story to a terrified child. He leans over the podium, hawk face as taut as a fist, bony forefinger extended, pausing strategically and giving a strange, sibilant sigh. “Whoever he or she is, it is a matter of time.” The government ministers, dog-collared church men and their well-dressed wives, sycophantically applaud.


Kagame later made a limp attempt to reconcile the two positions—celebratory crowing versus adamant denial of responsibility—telling the Wall Street Journal, “Rwanda did not kill this person—and it’s a big ‘no.’ But I add that, I actually wish Rwanda did it. I really wish it.”7 It was a case of having your cake and eating it. Kagame wanted his coterie to know exactly who was responsible, since the murder was in part a warning directed at anyone thinking of following Patrick’s example. But glorying publicly in an assassination does not translate well on the international stage: lip service had to be paid to the rule of law.


Over the years, I’ve never met a Rwandan, a foreign diplomat, or a Western politician who didn’t believe Kigali was responsible—the only debate was how high up the administrative chain responsibility went. Many episodes in the RPF’s narrative may be bitterly contested, but Patrick Karegeya’s murder is not one of them.
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The following days were full of tumult. In the United States and Canada, the Karegeyas struggled to work out how to get to South Africa. “Oh my God, I can’t forget that period,” says Leah. “It was such a bad time.” Nothing was easy, for—with the exception of Portia, who had a valid Ugandan passport—the family’s immigration status was undecided at the time. Leah, Richard, and Elvis had originally flown into the United States on Rwandan passports, but Kigali had then canceled their citizenship, leaving them marooned while a judge decided their status. If they left, they might never be able to return.


Perhaps out of pity for a grief-stricken family, perhaps out of respect for the dead man, with whom many of them had once hobnobbed, officials at the State Department and the South African Foreign Ministry worked together to solve the problem. Leah and the boys were given temporary South African passports and issued with “advance parole” US documents, a one-time-only arrangement allowing individuals without permanent residency to leave and return. It took two weeks of bureaucratic string-pulling, but the miraculous was achieved.


From Kigali, in the meantime, came small, chilling indications that Patrick’s killers were making the most of the haul netted during the assassination: the contacts stored on Patrick’s smartphones.


A few days after Patrick’s death, Portia suddenly saw his name pop up on Skype, showing his phone had been switched on and whoever now possessed it was online. “Someone was using his account, and that could only be the people who had killed him,” she said. A distant relative received a call from Patrick’s smartphone: picking up, he could have sworn it was Kagame’s distinctive, reedy voice on the line. The caller abruptly hung up. Patrick’s vast network of friends and supporters was being systematically sounded out by Kigali’s intelligence services, every drop of insight into the opposition’s membership and activities soaked up.


The family had originally wanted Patrick buried in Mbarara, western Uganda. Uganda’s state minister for foreign affairs, Henry Okello Oryem, initially agreed, but a few days later, a ministry spokesman rescinded the offer, saying that since Patrick was a citizen of Rwanda and a resident of South Africa at the time of his death, he could not be buried in Uganda. “The government will consult with the Rwandan embassy about this issue,” said spokesman Fred Opolot. “Our position is that we cannot take a unilateral decision since Col Karegeya is not an ordinary Rwandan.”8


Like Peter at the cock’s crow, a second African government, for whom Patrick had both fought as a guerrilla and worked as an intelligence official, had denied him. It felt, to Portia, like a further, malevolent turn of the screw. “I was amazed. Because I know all he wanted was to be buried in Mbarara. My reaction was, ‘He’s dead! What are you defending?’ But when I reflected on it, it all made sense.”


In Africa, high-profile funerals are never simply moments of mourning. They are carefully scrutinized get-togethers at which loyalties are broadcast, deals are done, successions prepared. Patrick’s interment would provide an opportunity for a mass demonstration of anti-Kagame sentiment, and Uganda, already on strained terms with Rwanda, was anxious not to further alienate a key regional ally.


“If the body had been buried in Mbarara, the whole of Mbarara and Kampala would have gone there to attend the funeral, and the whole of Kigali would have crossed the border to get there too,” said one of Patrick’s oldest friends. “It would have been the ultimate state funeral. So of course [Ugandan president Yoweri] Museveni refused permission.”9


On arrival in Johannesburg, Leah and the children could not face a visit to the morgue, but Patrick’s old mother, who had flown to join them from Uganda, insisted on going. In her nineties—no one was exactly sure of her age, not even her—Jane Keshoro was almost blind. But she knew how to identify her son. Karegeya means “little finger” in Kinyarwanda. Patrick was born with a vestigial sixth finger, a genetic peculiarity passed down through the family, regarded as a sign of good luck. To accept her son’s death, Jane needed to touch Patrick’s scars, the places where a surplus finger had been removed at birth.


Jolie went with her, and saw what the old woman could not as she tenderly explored her son’s hands. “He was completely blue, because he had had no oxygen,” recalls Leah. “The body was unrecognizable. That attack was obviously very violent, and they did it very quickly.”


The dispute over Patrick’s resting place ended on January 19, when he was buried on the outskirts of Johannesburg. Underfunded municipal cemeteries are running out of space in South Africa, overwhelmed by a combination of AIDS deaths and a local aversion to cremation. Alienated by the proliferating vandalism and neglect, South Africa’s moneyed elite is turning instead to the private sector to bury its dead, and private cemeteries such as Fourways Memorial Park are the result.


Even here, the long arm of Paul Kagame made itself chillingly felt, reaching out to freeze spontaneity and stifle compassion. When he had first arrived in South Africa, Patrick had known intelligence chiefs and foreign ministry officials, ambassadors and journalists, Tutsi businessmen and Hutu exiles. A natural extrovert, he had both cultivated old acquaintances and forged new relationships, partly through habit, partly professional instinct: his opposition party needed all the friends it could get. Now the presences were as significant as the absences.


Back in the day, knowing Patrick had been something to brag about; now the association had turned toxic. Every invited guest knew that any media footage recorded at the event would be pored over in Kigali by intelligence. There were certain to be informants among the guests, too, feeding Kagame’s regime vital tidbits: who had turned up, what they said, what expressions flitted across their faces during the ceremony.


The most high-profile absentee was South African president Jacob Zuma himself. During the apartheid era, the banned African National Congress (ANC) had relied on friendly heads of state in sub-Saharan Africa as it set about establishing a continent-wide network of covert offices and safe houses. President Museveni had made the exiled movement welcome in Kampala, and as a young ANC intelligence operative, Zuma had repeatedly crossed paths with Patrick at Uganda’s Directorate of Military Intelligence (DMI). The two had worked closely together in the early 2000s, when President Nelson Mandela had devised a peace plan for Burundi. Patrick had shuttled with Zuma between Kigali and Bujumbura, finessing the deal. But in these awkward new circumstances, realpolitik trumped personal loyalty.


Thembi Majola, a former South African ambassador whose friendship with Patrick stretched across the decades, remembers agreeing to give a mutual friend, a former journalist, a lift to the funeral. “‘Pick me up, we’ll go together,’ he told me. Then he disappeared for six months.” She shakes her head. “When Patrick died only two of his senior South African contacts were at his funeral—the former head of intelligence, Billy Masetlha, and me. Yet Patrick was someone who a lot of people had once called ‘my friend.’”10


The outcast’s funeral still managed to bring Johannesburg traffic grinding to a halt, as the hearse and its accompanying convoy of guests, flanked by police outriders—lights flashing, sirens wailing—made its noisy way to the cemetery, a helicopter clattering overhead.


Funerals vary in timbre, their tone dictated by how and when the individual concerned met their end. This one was marked not by serenity, or resigned acceptance, but by raw outrage and the mutual suspicions that are hallmarks of Rwandan elite society. “We knew the informants were there amongst us,” remembers a relative—“in the service, at the reception, expressing condolences, and then reporting every little bit back to Kigali.”


As the priest led the congregation through the various steps, members of the family rising one by one to speak at the podium, the key members of the RNC—former army chief of staff General Kayumba Nyamwasa and his wife, Rosette; former ambassador Theogene Rudasingwa; regional chairman Frank Ntwali; lawyer Kennedy Gihana, still on crutches—sat silently, digesting not only what their friend’s loss meant for the party, but just how likely they were to suffer the same fate.


“I’ve lost a father, I’ve lost a friend, I’ve lost a role model,” David Batenga, who could so easily have been lying in a coffin next to Patrick’s, told the congregation. Tears cascaded down Elvis’s cheeks as he choked out, “I haven’t seen my Dad for the last three years and this is what I’ve come back to.” Portia, pale and beautiful in black, found a steady voice long enough to praise her father for the character trait that—above all else—was probably responsible for his death: defiance. “You stood tall and you looked your enemies straight in the eye and you said, ‘Try me.’”


As for Leah, she used her moment to address her husband’s killers, her direct message jarringly at odds with the soothing organ music and religious pieties. “I want whoever is here and is a spy of Rwanda to go and tell them”—here she lapsed into Kinyarwanda—“‘You should be ashamed of what you did.’”


The sense of malevolent eyes tracking the mourners extended all the way to their departure. After Elvis and Richard had boarded their South African Airways flight, bound for the United States, they were approached by the airline’s staff and asked to disembark, then forced to fly the following day. A rumor, never confirmed, flickered through family ranks: someone had called the US Department of Homeland Security claiming the two boys were a terrorist threat, and it had called the airline. They could imagine who. “So vindictive,” marveled one family member. “You’ve already had your kill. What more do you want?”


It was Portia who went to the house in Ruimsig to gather her father’s few personal effects.


During the seven years in South Africa, Patrick had lived at six different addresses, and the first thing he’d done in each place was to hang a collection of huge framed photographs of his wife and children on the walls. Touring the house, registering the evidence of a life interrupted, Portia was surreally confronted by her own smiling face and those of her brothers.


When you walk into the space of someone who has recently died, humdrum objects become imbued with significance, from the fingerprint smudge on a pair of spectacles to the butter-smeared knife on a draining board. These prosaic items were recently touched by someone who can never touch again, they possess magical powers now, for they have outlived their owner.


“It was very difficult to compute,” said Portia. “This was a man who thought he was coming home, that he was coming back. I was walking into his room and seeing the laundry basket with his shirt in it, the toothbrushes, the cupboard full of food.”


Next to Patrick’s bed, she found a copy of From Dictatorship to Democracy, a pragmatic, pocket-book-sized guide to effective nonviolent struggle, written by Professor Gene Sharp, an American political scientist.11 Hailed as “a treatise on toppling tyrants,” it has been consulted by dissidents in Burma and Indonesia, Tibet and Ukraine.


We are not seen by others as we see ourselves. If many regarded Patrick in his prime as a sinister cross between Machiavelli and Talleyrand, he had always viewed himself as a man on an ideological trajectory. The spine of Patrick’s copy of From Dictatorship to Democracy is cracked, and pen markings—so deep in some places they nearly go through the paper—highlight the passages that struck him as relevant to the regime he had once worked for, believed in, and now opposed.


Citing Aristotle and political scientists such as Karl Deutsch and John Austin, Sharp argues that totalitarianism has a shorter life than other forms of rule and that seemingly impregnable dictatorships in fact depend on a population’s tacit acceptance.


Perhaps the most poignant underlinings involve the passages where Sharp considers the risks of standing up to absolutist rule: “None of this means that weakening and destroying dictatorships is easy, nor that every attempt will succeed. It certainly does not mean that the struggle will be free of casualties, for those still serving the dictators are likely to fight back in an effort to force the populace to resume cooperation and obedience.” Choking to death on the bed in the Michelangelo, Patrick had become one of those casualties.


A few Bible citations are scrawled on the inside of the book’s back cover. An intellectual iconoclast, Patrick had long been that rare thing in Africa: an unabashed atheist. The savagery of the genocide, deposited on a bedrock of existing skepticism, had left its mark. “If God exists, he can’t locate Rwanda on a map,” he would bitterly quip. His lack of faith disappointed the devout Leah and shocked more conventional African friends. “He told me he thought that when you died, that was it, game over, no afterlife, nothing,” one of them told me in wonderment. “How can you live without faith?” Yet before he died, Patrick had started occasionally attending a local church, in part, it seemed, because he had befriended a Presbyterian couple who worshiped there. Perhaps this was the result.


“Isaiah 40:31,” reads one scribble. It is the kind of exhortation preachers use to galvanize the doubting and fatigued: “But they that wait upon the LORD shall renew their strength; they shall mount up with wings as eagles; they shall run, and not be weary; and they shall walk, and not faint.”


It was a measure of the strain exile had placed on Patrick’s shoulders, that this emotionally resilient man, estranged from wife and children, carrying a huge burden of disappointment on his fifty-three-year-old shoulders, all too aware of the terrible risks he ran, should have turned to a long-rejected faith as he approached the end.















CHAPTER TWO



CHRONICLE OF A DEATH FORETOLD


COLONEL DAN MUNYUZA: There’s a thing someone could put in his food or his drink, without him noticing. It could take days or months before it has an effect.


LIAISON: Really?


MUNYUZA: It’s very effective. Doctors wouldn’t even detect it.


LIAISON: Okay. There’s noth…


MUNYUZA: You could administer it to him… like… in his favourite soup… or his favourite dish that only he likes… He’d eat it, then…


MUNYUZA: Are you saying it’s possible…?


LIAISON: Well first, I’d like to check with (my accomplice).


MUNYUZA: If he says it’s okay… let me know. I’ll give you the phone number of someone there.… You’ll meet him, he’ll hand it to you…


LIAISON: Okay.


MUNYUZA: It looks like water drops, it will go unnoticed in his food.


LIAISON: So all I’d have to do would be to dissolve a few drops and have him eat it without…


MUNYUZA: Don’t worry. We already used this technique before.… It works fine.


—Imfunsi1


Hearing of a prominent Rwandan murdered in a hotel in Johannesburg, those who only fitfully followed African affairs might well have assumed the regime in Kigali was taking revenge on an exiled génocidaire—one of the despicable men who ordered the 1994 massacres in which between 500,000 and 1 million people were killed.


One of the fastest killing sprees in human history, committed with the simplest of instruments—the hoe and the machete—the genocide is the only thing many outsiders know about Rwanda, an event ranking in horror with the Holocaust, the Hiroshima and Nagasaki bombings, and the flattening of Dresden. President Paul Kagame’s label as “the man who had halted the genocide” had accorded him near saint-like status in the West.


But this episode did not fit the Hutu-versus-Tutsi prism through which Rwandan events are routinely viewed. Not only was Patrick, a Tutsi, from the same ethnic community as the regime that killed him, but he belonged to a core group of rebel stalwarts who had saved one another’s lives, made toasts at each other’s weddings, and together toppled Juvénal Habyarimana’s extremist regime. If an aura of unchallengeable moral righteousness shimmered around Kagame during his frequent appearances on panels in Davos and at US universities, then, logically speaking, Patrick, presidential consigliere and one of the architects of his accession, should have shared that halo.


Patrick’s murder was evidence, instead, of a revolution eating its own. There are echoes of the ice axe buried in Leon Trotsky’s brain in his Mexico study at Joseph Stalin’s behest, of the burly Georges Danton mounting the steps of the guillotine on Maximilien Robespierre’s orders. It joined a list of fratricidal acts in African history that included Mobutu Sese Seko’s dispatching of Patrice Lumumba to the rebel province where he was shot, and the coup that left Thomas Sankara dead, and his best friend, Blaise Compaoré, as president of Burkina Faso. It is a story as thoroughly explored in fiction and on the stage—the astonished Caesar crying out “Et tu, Brute?” as his friend buries the knife—as it has been in real life: the tale of comrades who risk all for one another only to fall out with the bitter implacability of disappointed love.


“This was a band of brothers, who all fought alongside one another,” a grim-faced US State Department official told me one evening in a bar in Foggy Bottom. “Then one of them—the primus inter pares—separates himself from the rest and becomes leader. And now everyone I once knew in Rwanda is either in prison, dead, or in exile.”2


Perhaps the outcome itself was the least surprising thing about what happened at the Michelangelo. The truly extraordinary thing about Patrick’s death was not its climax but the prolonged buildup, in which the wily former intelligence chief and the regime for which he had once worked played a deadly cat-and-mouse game drawing in embassy officials, ambassadors, informers, lowly taxi drivers, and both double and triple agents. In the course of my research I met three people who had each been approached to kill Patrick. Had I pressed on, it was clear I could have located many more. Rarely was a death more thoroughly foretold.


On its side, the regime boasted a sophisticated military and security apparatus, an international network of embassies, and a range of compliant Western and African governments either too sold on the RPF’s post-genocide narrative or too in awe of Kagame to kick up a fuss. On his side, Patrick had only two weapons, which were rather harder to quantify: the contacts he had amassed across several continents, and his peculiar gift for friendship.


If Kigali’s attempts to eliminate Patrick were multipronged and unrelenting, they were also shockingly crude, a sloppiness that spoke volumes about how little his enemies felt they had to fear from exposure. The system and techniques Patrick had helped create would be undiscriminatingly unleashed upon him. The biter was to be well and truly bit.
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The contest began—because it was definitely that, a testing of wits—when Patrick took the subway, as it was jokingly called, out of Rwanda, crossing the frontier with Uganda by night on November 22, 2007.


He was one week out of prison, where he had spent eighteen months after being found guilty by a military tribunal of insubordination and desertion and stripped of his rank: an ironic punishment, given that he’d earlier tried to quit the army but had seen his request refused. “Amen to that!” he had told his wife and children.


On his release, he’d been driven to the Ministry of Defence in Kigali, where he’d ended up in a long and furious exchange with a panel of four top generals—James Kabarebe, then chief of general staff; Charles Muhire, air force chief of staff; Charles Kayonga, army chief of staff; and Jacques Musemakweli, head of military intelligence. By rights, since Patrick was now an ordinary civilian, these figures should have had no say over his future. But that was not how things worked in Rwanda.


“They tried to intimidate me by warning me that although I was out I had to be careful with what I said or did,” Patrick later wrote. “I asked why I had been brought to the headquarters since I was dismissed from the army, and they insisted they had come as ‘friends’ to discuss a few issues.”3 Although Kagame himself was away in Uganda, attending a Commonwealth Summit, the source of this advice was clear.


“In actuality I knew the president had put this together as some kind of warning and threat regarding how I should behave after my release. They told me to be careful whom I talk to and what I talk about, specifically my views on politics, human rights, press freedom, and foreign policy. Otherwise I would never know what might happen to me.”


“We know you are anti-government,” one of the generals said, “and that is the reason why you have been in jail all this time.”


Patrick’s reply was bitter. “I’ve been there 18 months and none of you came to visit me. I’ve resigned, I don’t belong to you, I am no longer part of you, I don’t know why you have even brought me here.”


The argument lasted several hours, and neither side backed down. Finally, Patrick was free to go home, where his anxious family was waiting.


There was clearly still some element of residual compassion among his former colleagues, however. One of the generals later telephoned the family home to warn Patrick that Kagame, briefed about the heated exchange over the phone, had said he was returning from Kampala to personally deal with his former intelligence chief “for life.”


Still, Patrick hesitated, measuring the consequences of leaving the country into which he had poured his energies, all too aware he might never return.


Three days later, the same general phoned again. “Please leave the country,” he told Patrick. “You didn’t respond the way you were meant to and they’re going to deal with you once and for all. It’s over for you.”


His informant, Patrick later wrote, “was aware of what they were planning and he could probably never have lived with it.” Leah says she doesn’t know which general warned him, but it might even have been Kabarebe, the man who crowed so publicly and so crassly when Patrick died. “I think Kabarebe in his heart of hearts knew he was doing wrong, but he was carrying out his boss’s orders.”


Portia, visiting from college in South Africa, was at home at the time. “I just bawled. I’ve never cried like that before. I remember him looking at me and looking at my mum and saying ‘This is why I can’t forgive Him.’” They both knew which “Him” was being referred to.


It is typical of Patrick’s brand of hedonistic sangfroid that at a time when anyone else would have been anxiously compiling lists and packing bags, he instead hosted a spontaneous party. As word spread that he was out of prison, friends and relatives gathered at the house without being invited. Someone put some music on, cold beers were cracked open, the surrounding streets filled with parked cars, the chatter swelled.


“We were very, very many, the house was full,” remembers a family member who was among the guests. “He was jazzing, so happy, moving from group to group, socializing, mixing drinks, making introductions.”4


At some point, she recalls noticing Patrick hunched over, talking intently to another relative in Runyankole, not Kinyarwanda—a way of keeping the exchange private.i “I think that’s when they were plotting the departure.” Always the perfect host, Patrick was not about to allow a mere flight into exile spoil a good bash. Besides, he knew he was effectively saying goodbye: to his social circle, a family home, the city of Kigali, Rwanda itself. An occasion calling to be marked.


That night, the two men set off, driving northeast. Before reaching the official border checkpoint at Kagitumba, Patrick left the road and plunged on foot into the watery marshland. He was in familiar territory on the other side, the very region of western Uganda where he’d been born and raised. His tension eased. He rested in a village, and the following morning hopped on the back of a boda boda motorbike bound for the city of Mbarara, where he arranged a lift to Kampala. His exile had begun.


The timing and route of his departure were sources of grim personal satisfaction. “He told me later,” recalls a Western ambassador friend, “that he chose to leave that particular night, going via Uganda, because Kagame was on a state visit to Kampala at the time. It showed Kagame who was the smarter of the two, who was in control of the situation.”5


He would dearly have liked to stay in Uganda. But he was quickly led to understand that his presence was creating political problems between the neighboring states. Kagame had berated Museveni for allowing him in, and Patrick was aware of being tracked by Rwandan intelligence agents, who operated with impunity across the border.


The Kigali rumor mill briefly had him in Qatar—a fact the US embassy relayed back to Washington. In fact, Patrick’s next move was to cross into Kenya, where he scouted out possible jobs only to encounter the same problem. “I had been warned that Kagame knew that I was in Kenya and I was asked for my own safety to leave.” He flew to Tanzania, where Leah and the children joined him for Christmas. The family took the ferry to Zanzibar and strolled along the beaches like ordinary tourists.


But once again, proximity proved an issue. At Dar es Salaam’s airport, he nearly walked into a disembarking Rwandan general, who, appalled, put one hand over his eyes and said, “I never saw you.” He was chatting to US writer Jason Stearns in a hotel in Oyster Bay when a Rwandan military delegation walked in. “Patrick spotted them across the room and his face lit up. With a huge grin on his face, he immediately went to greet one of the Rwandan generals involved, who didn’t know where to look.”6


Patrick was on excellent terms with Tanzanian president Jakaya Kikwete, and during his tenure Tanzanian and Rwandan intelligence officials had established close working ties. Now that proved a problem. A former MI6 officer got a swift phone call from Kigali after meeting up with his old friend one night in Dar. It was from Colonel Emmanuel Ndahiro, the toothy head of Rwanda’s National Intelligence and Security Service (NISS), Patrick’s longtime rival for the presidential ear. “He made no bones about it, immediately telling me who I’d had dinner with the night before: Patrick. I was very impressed. The message was clear: ‘We’re onto you.’”7


Patrick was clearly still too geographically close to Rwanda. Once again he was warned that Kagame had complained about his presence to the Tanzanian authorities. After two months, he felt obliged to leave.


So on February 12, 2008, Patrick flew to Johannesburg. With its humming freeways and gated communities, its giant advertising billboards and identical shopping malls, the City of Gold can taste disconcertingly bland, peculiarly un-African. But Patrick’s children were already enrolled in South African schools and colleges, and several relatives and old friends had also made the country their home. Basing himself here would allow Patrick—crucially—to remain on the African continent, while distant enough from the Great Lakes to feel safe. That, at least, was the idea.


Initially, he moved in with David Batenga in Centurion, a rapidly expanding middle-class suburb on a stretch of dry, rolling veldt where a key battle in the Anglo-Boer War was once fought. In one direction, Centurion is linked by the high-speed Gautrain, one of the ANC’s proudest national projects, to Johannesburg’s bustling business heart; in the other to the jacaranda-lined avenues of Pretoria, South Africa’s government and diplomatic center. Prices are lower than in either of those two longer-established cities, and the achingly new transport infrastructure makes the distance commutable.


It was time to recoup, to reassess. At the age of forty-seven, he was starting again. One of the issues that loomed before him was financial. As his career had foundered, the family had been forced to rely upon Leah’s import-export business and rental income from a house the couple had built on Kigali’s outskirts. Both were likely to be forfeit now, and as for Patrick’s farm in Uganda, a dozen relatives lived on the property, complicating any possible sale.


“He was saying, ‘I need a car, I need a house, I need a bank account,’” remembers David. “At first I didn’t question—he was an elder—but at a certain point, I asked him, ‘Don’t you have any insurance policies, any savings?’”


When Patrick said no, the nephew was incredulous. One of Patrick’s most controversial jobs had been running Rwanda’s Congo Desk, funneling gold, coltan, and diamonds from occupied DRC east through Rwanda. Like many of Patrick’s acquaintances, he had assumed his uncle had made the most of his position to sock something away, preparation for a rainy day that had now arrived.


“Didn’t you use your opportunities to buy units in London, Kampala?” David asked. Patrick’s reply was sardonic: “Did you want me to be corrupt, then?”


The failure to prepare a financial escape route seems extraordinary, given the precariousness of Patrick’s job and the temptations that came his way. My suspicion is that as the RPF plunged from military crisis to interventionist adventure to international peace talks, with Patrick ping-ponging from the presidential office to business-class lounge, five-star hotel, and ministry boardroom, self-enrichment seemed the least of his priorities: there was simply no time. David cites a different factor: the arrogance of hubris. “You know, these guys thought they were gods. Nothing would ever touch them. So they had no need to prepare for tomorrow.”


Busy studying for his accountancy articles, David was ill placed to deal with his clever uncle’s sudden, uncharacteristic dependency. “He was stuck in the house the entire time. He didn’t know how to get around, to drive, the location of the various malls.” So David suggested recruiting a driver and fixer.


It meant taking a risk, as it involved reaching out to the Rwandan community in South Africa, a group whose undercurrents, rifts, and mutual suspicions were a faithful reflection of the country’s recent history.


Exile is a time when a newcomer is simultaneously repelled by, and drawn to, his own kind. When political asylum seekers land in a new country, their heads tell them to steer clear of their own community, which is all too likely to include embassy spies and government informers. For a while they succeed, but as the months pass and the gray sense of alienation bites, they find themselves gravitating toward those who speak their language, eat their food, and understand their jokes.


South Africa’s Rwandan diaspora included Hutus who had left in the 1990s and were therefore suspected by Tutsi compatriots of genocidal sympathies, Tutsis who had fled the massacres and were on good terms with the Rwandan embassy in Pretoria, and, increasingly, disillusioned Tutsis like Patrick, who had once belonged to the RPF—individuals often both hated by the Hutu refugees for their role in toppling Habyarimana and avoided by Kagame loyalists who realized it was dangerous to associate with them.


They survived as South Africa’s newly arrived migrants do. After apartheid’s end, hundreds of thousands of Zimbabweans and Ethiopians, Nigerians, Congolese, and Somalis moved into the shantytowns that black South Africans were abandoning, having been offered places in new estates equipped with running water and electricity. The Rwandans joined part of a hustling urban underclass whose members wait tables, sell newspapers at traffic lights, wave cars into parking lots, and drive Ubers.


David heard about a former member of Rwanda’s Directorate of Military Intelligence, a young man who already knew Patrick, now working as a taxi driver. “So I took a gamble and suggested him.”
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Emile Rutagengwa is one of the lost boys of the genocide, part of the human flotsam and jetsam thrown up by that explosion of unparalleled brutality.8


Within seconds of our sitting down together, he calls up the WhatsApp feed on his smartphone and starts swiping through a series of photographs of his Tutsi family, who came from Kigali. A long-necked, graceful, elderly lady—“My great aunt. Killed in the genocide”—swipe—a dewy-eyed young woman, looking straight at the camera—“My younger sister. Killed in the genocide”—swipe—another beautiful girl, a smile hovering on her lips—“My younger sister. Killed in the genocide”—swipe—a serene-looking matron—“My mother. Killed in the genocide”—swipe. He shrugs and closes the phone, but clearly the swiping could go on and on. His entire family—“My father, my mother, auntie, uncle, brothers, sisters, grandmother, grandfather, grand uncle”—were all wiped out in the genocide. Transcribing my notes after our meeting, I first typed, “34 members of the extended family” onto my laptop, then realized I had missed a very clear zero. The notebook read, in fact, “340 members of the extended family.” Some things are so terrible, the mind fails to compute. Since Emile attributes the mass extermination to his decision to join the RPF rebel movement, to the agony of loss is added the torture of personal guilt.


Emile joined the RPF as a teenager and rose to the rank of captain. After the Hutu government had fallen and the RPF taken over, he had joined intelligence, where Patrick was a distant—if respected—superior.


But by 2001 he had lost faith. “I was tired of the system, I didn’t like what the RPF was doing.” Disgust at the RPF’s indiscriminate killings and its neglect of its youngest, most vulnerable soldiers had sent him first to Uganda, then Kenya, and finally South Africa. In two minds about what to do next, he had started calling Patrick in Kigali. “We used to chat. He advised me not to come back, because they’d kill me. Instead, he sent me some money.” Typical of Patrick, it was the gesture of a fellow human being, rather than an apparatchik. Its spontaneity sealed Emile’s loyalty forever.


Emile’s terrible family history ensured he was granted political asylum in South Africa. Now Patrick was also in the country and needing help. The ex–child soldier and former spy chief immediately bonded, and David was grateful for the support. “Emile really became family, more of a bodyguard than just a driver,” recalls David.


Emile, who arrives at our appointment driving Patrick’s old car, cherishes the intimacy of those early, bachelor days of Patrick’s exile. “It was our job to keep him safe. We drove him around, found him somewhere to live, picked him up, took him shopping, me and David. We were his team, with him twenty-four hours a day. Only we knew what he did. It was our secret.”


Emile prided himself on the military professionalism he brought to the role. David had no security awareness—“He’s just a fucking civilian,” Emile says with tolerant affection—“When I was with Patrick, his visitors wouldn’t even know I was there. I’d be at a nearby table. Or he’d be in one car, I’d follow behind, one white, one blue.”


Then he echoes a phrase I have already heard on David’s lips. “He was my father, my friend, my leader, and…” the coda catches me by surprise: “my comedian.” With Patrick, Emile says, you were always laughing. And then he does what every person I speak to researching this book does at the mention of Patrick’s name, even those who barely knew him. His lips curl in a fond, reminiscent smile.
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Patrick moved first to a Pretoria suburb and then to a house on the Irene View Estate in Centurion. At this stage, Leah was still flying back and forth between Johannesburg and Kigali, trying to keep her business alive, so Patrick played the unfamiliar role of homemaker for their youngest son, Richard, who was enrolled at a Pretoria school. After his high-octane globe-trotting, he reveled for a while in the humdrum. But it couldn’t last.


He needed paid work, but while undoubtedly blessed with rare skills and precious experience, it wasn’t clear how he could now put it all to good use. South African intelligence was keen to milk him for information about Rwandan-backed militias operating in DRC. American and British intelligence officials pressed him for details on the controversial Congo Desk. But neither role involved a regular salary or an office to go to.


Networking landed him one job that was right up his alley. In Somalia, the Transitional Federal Government was under constant challenge from al-Shabaab suicide bombers. UN Special Representative Ahmedou Ould Abdallah, who had met Patrick in Burundi, decided it needed an intelligence service capable of infiltrating al-Shabaab. In mid-2009 Patrick was offered a consultancy by the Somali Ministry of Internal Security. But it was only a six-month contract, and the persistent tremor Patrick suffered made it hard for him to use a keyboard. It was David who typed up the report.9


Patrick had not switched off his capacious brain. He sensed in his bones this was just a lull, that he needed to remain up to date and fully briefed. The chitchat on email, on Skype, and by text never stopped. Working his smartphones, each one a Rolodex of contacts spanning East, Central, and Southern Africa, he soaked up information.


For years, prominent Rwandans and high-ranking foreign officials had gotten into the habit, when negotiations with Kagame stumbled, of consulting Patrick, the laid-back go-between who would sympathize, explain each side’s perspective to the other, and do his best to smooth ruffled feathers. That habit was hard to shed, even when they knew they were no longer talking to an insider.


On top of that Patrick possessed another resource: a covert army of informants recruited over the years. During his time as an intelligence chief, he had always kept an eye out for Rwandans who had fallen afoul of the law, who needed money or had long-standing scores to settle: their needs and grievances offered useful points of leverage.


Given the genuine liking they often harbored toward Patrick, the men and women he had once recruited to snitch for the government were easily persuaded to keep reporting to him in exile. It was just another layer of deceit, after all, to be added to the mille-feuille of dissimulation that was Rwandan society.


A key informant was Aimé Ntabana, a Kigali-born Tutsi who, like Emile, had lost virtually his entire family in the genocide. Patrick had met Aimé in the mid-1990s, when the RPF was tightening its grip on Rwanda and he was conscious of how little its largely Ugandan-raised elite actually knew about the country. Strangers in their own land, the rebel leaders needed local guides. Trusting, deeply damaged, Aimé stood in desperate need of a patron and mentor. They could help one another.


Aimé belonged to a group of young Rwandan rescapés who frequented Kigali’s bars and restaurants. He knew most of the local journalists whose reporting might make a difference to the RPF, and he had friends among the Hutu and Tutsi business families who had fled to Europe, North America, and Africa, potential investors the RPF wanted to lure back to rebuild the nation.


“Aimé knew a lot of people,” recalls Leah. “He was the kind of simple boy who people would set out to undermine, but he was brilliant in his own way.” A rich source of gossip, Aimé was willing to serve as go-between, relaying reassuring messages from the RPF to families who were unhappy in exile but fearful of prosecution on return. “Patrick returned so many Hutus and Tutsis who had fled. Aimé would carry messages to tell them, ‘There is no problem, you will be protected.’”


Patrick came to depend on the young man. He went so far as to assign Aimé responsibility for the Kinyarwanda-language newsline IGIHE, part of a panoply of websites, newspapers, and magazines the RPF subsidized to pump out positive news about Rwanda.10 Aimé had treated the Karegeya household in Kigali as a second home, popping in and out at will. He dropped into Leah’s import-export offices, too, and she took a liking to him.


It was Aimé who made the original fateful introduction to Apollo, another Kigali boy and one of his buddies, a young Muslim in trouble with the law.


From exile, Patrick continued to milk Aimé for insights into goings-on in Kigali. The older man’s absence must have proved hard to bear, because after a few months Aimé flew to South Africa, where he spent a full month at Patrick’s house. The decision proved a mistake. After Aimé returned to Kigali, the young man was picked up by the intelligence services, thrown into a cachot, and tortured. “They tortured him so badly, I heard he was blind when he came out,” says Leah. It was the first of many lessons Kagame would deliver to show the cost of his disapproval.


Gathering up information allowed Patrick to gauge how deep discontent with Kagame’s style of rule ran, not just in the Hutu community but also among former Tutsi insiders—Anglophone former Ugandans in particular—who felt they had been promised liberation only to be casually cast aside by Rwanda’s new regime. He reached out to the discontents, inviting members of various opposition parties in Canada, the United Kingdom, Europe, and the United States to fly to Johannesburg.


“The RNC was really Patrick’s idea, but you don’t just launch a party,” says Emile. “There were talks, contacts, discussions. We were quietly building an international network.”


There were plenty of reasons for these constituencies to suspect and hate one another, given the wrongs so many of them had done one another, but they shared a rejection of the status quo. Patrick saw the importance of bringing them together.


And then, in February 2010, everything changed. General Kayumba Nyamwasa, Rwanda’s former army chief of staff and the country’s great war hero, came to stay.
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Meeting the General, or “General”—as he is usually referred to, even by his wife—is not something done at short notice. His security team needs time to make the necessary arrangements. You state your case, lodge your request, and then, if approved, you wait. You will only know on the day itself if the meeting is happening.


There’s no question of driving to the General’s house—after six meetings I still had no idea where he lived. A bodyguard, one of the crème de la crème of South Africa’s military police, will come to collect you, rolling into your guesthouse compound exactly on time in a four-wheel-drive so high off the ground you feel, scrambling onto the seat, like a toddler climbing the stairs to bed. The bodyguards adopt a de facto uniform. Their heads are shaved and they boast the dense, tight physiques of men who spend hours in the gym. They favor jeans and long-sleeved cotton shirts, worn loose, not tucked in, the better to conceal their weapons. You are never told where you are headed, and each time the venue is different.


The men are scrupulously polite—“Mem,” they call me—but tend to ignore their passenger as they negotiate junctions, roundabouts, and freeways, chatting in Afrikaans. Occasionally, tacking across the veldt, passing rolling meadows, picturesque rural farmhouses, and the vast eyesore that is the Diepsloot slum, you’ll realize you have been this way before, fifteen minutes ago. They have been driving you in languid circles, either to confuse you as to the destination, or because arriving too early represents a security faux pas.


Ask them what they think of the man they are guarding, though, and their reply is immediate, apparently heartfelt, and offers an insight into why General Kayumba is so feared by Kagame, his former boss: “Ach, we love him too much. He’s like a father to us.” The General clicks with ordinary soldiers, who instinctively trust him. He always has.


Eventually you may pull up in the forecourt of a roadside steakhouse, where you’ll be led to the darkest cluster of seats, hidden from view by a brick column, your back against a wall. Or you’ll bump down a dirt path to a country lodge, where ibis pick at the grass and sprinklers feed a jewel-green lawn, to await the General in an open-air rondavel. The bodyguards carefully place themselves at a table distant enough to prevent eavesdropping, while keeping the two of you in constant sight.


Some find these conditions too unsettling—“Me, get in a car with armed strangers and drive to some undisclosed location? No way!” exclaimed one South African publisher scheduled to meet him—and the encounter does not take place. It was not always thus, but what happened four months after the General joined Patrick in exile locked him in what is essentially a comfortable cage. His security arrangements, paid for by the South African state, are a reflection of a haunted president’s terror. However drippingly contemptuous Kagame may sound in public—and the state-controlled Rwandan media’s obsession with the General’s activities is in itself a giveaway—he fears no one as he fears General Kayumba.


I heard many descriptions of the General before I met him, and they perfectly captured the polarized nature of Rwandan reality. “I felt I was meeting an African philosopher king,” one television director told me. A European ambassador was less complimentary: “That man has a huge amount of blood on his hands.” A former Rwandan soldier, a man himself dismissed by the General as a congenital liar—that Epimenides paradox—warned me, “He’ll lie to you from A through to Z.” “He’s a sweetie,” said a Western military adviser who had accompanied the General on many an anti-insurgent operation, adding, “He’s also a cold-hearted killer.” The reaction from a journalist friend was even more startling: “Soooooo hot.”


The General is certainly aristocratically good-looking, the characteristic Tutsi high forehead combined with a Grecian nose and smooth, dark skin. His physique is thickset and sturdy, though, not the etiolated nomad’s build. Stories circulate of him hoisting a wounded comrade onto his shoulders and running to safety under fire. Famously, he saved Kagame’s life in the bush more than once. This element plays a part in his popularity with soldiers, for if there is one thing fit young men admire, more ardently than women, it is athletic prowess.


Many of the RPF’s core members grew up in refugee camps, an experience that left them constantly aware of their outsider status. Aigri—“acidic,” “embittered”—are the adjectives Rwandans often use when referring to that group. Not the General and Patrick. They came from families of middle-class, well-educated Tutsis who had for generations effortlessly passed as Ugandan locals. Because that was exactly what they were.


Thanks to their contribution to President Yoweri Museveni’s guerrilla struggle, either could have chosen to spend the rest of his life in Uganda. Instead, both made the RPF’s fight their own, becoming firm friends in the process. Theirs had been a choice, not a necessity, and with that difference went many deeper ones.


Falling from favor, the General had asked to retire. But Kagame had ruled that option out. Instead, in 2004, the president had appointed him ambassador to India, the kind of posting reserved for someone a suspicious head of state wants well out of the way. The General had accepted his banishment, drawing up plans in New Delhi to study for a PhD. He’d been a star pupil at secondary school: a career in academia was a distant aspiration.


Then the General’s mother died, and he flew back to Kigali for the funeral. “That’s when I realized how the government had got into witch-hunting,” he told me.11


When friends and family clad in white, Rwanda’s traditional color of mourning, gathered in the small town of Rwamagana to mark the matriarch’s passing, only an idiot would have failed to pick up the day’s message. Not a single member of the government the General represented, not a single officer of the army he had once commanded, was among the 1,000-strong crowd. The establishment had delivered a devastating snub.


Digesting the calculated insult, the General attended a government retreat in the northwestern town of Gisenyi. He was preparing his return to India when he was summoned to the RPF secretariat. It would be his first attendance at an RPF meeting in five years.


The scene sounds like a replay of Patrick’s dressing down. Walking into the room, the General registered just what a heavyweight panel had gathered: an array of top military, police, intelligence, and party officials. Once again, Kagame made himself scarce, but throughout the meeting the General noticed how both the police chief and Jack Nziza, a brigadier with a reputation as a presidential hatchet man, kept slipping in and out of the room. They were clearly relaying updates and returning with instructions from the boss, somewhere nearby, pulling the strings.


The accusations against the General seemed as wispy and tenuous as Rwanda’s morning mists. There was something almost childish about the charges, their subtext more reminiscent, in the craving for respect they exposed, of playground than boardroom.


“It appears you no longer subscribe to the ideals of the RPF,” said one questioner. “Since you left some people in the armed forces here always remained loyal to you. The newspapers write positive things about you all the time and criticize the government, while you never deny it.” Kagame’s subtext was clear: I hate the fact you are popular.


Then came, “Why do you think government officials didn’t come to the funeral? What was the issue, do you think?” See what it’s like out in the cold?


And finally: “We know you have been constantly talking to Patrick.” I bet you two are saying bad things about me behind my back.


“My reply was, ‘I’ve never asked anyone to love me,’” the General told me. He said, “I’ve lived in India for five years and none of the journalists writing these articles is a friend. If they are writing it’s nothing to do with me, I never brief journalists.” He brushed away the funeral snub: “You guys never came for my mother’s burial, but if you had, she would not have resurrected. We had a problem finding enough seats, your presence wasn’t missed.” As for Patrick, the General made no attempt to deny the accusation: “All of you here know Patrick is my friend. My children and his children are like brothers and sisters. Just because he’s left, it won’t mean I stop talking to him.”


The response was chilling: “You’re talking to an enemy.”


For a moment the General thought he was about to be arrested on the spot. Instead, he was told to delay his departure while he reconsidered his positon. “What you should do is write an apology to Kagame,” one RPF colleague advised him. The meeting broke up at midnight. He was given until 8 p.m. the following evening to present the necessary mea culpa.


“I knew the purpose of the letter,” the General told me. Letters of apology had become obligatory rituals of abnegation, Rwandan versions of the humiliating “struggle sessions” staged during Mao’s Cultural Revolution. Any such letter would immediately be leaked to the media to discredit him in the Rwandan public’s eyes. Kagame would also ensure it was read by Western donors—“I knew he’d give it to the British and American ambassadors”—to justify whatever treatment was subsequently meted out.


It was too much. “I said to myself, ‘I won’t give him the chance.’”


The General emailed his wife, Rosette, in New Delhi. “I said, ‘Don’t be surprised if I leave the country. Be prepared for the consequences for you and the children.’ That night I didn’t sleep at all.”


In the morning it was his turn to take the subway. It meant calling on the services of a trusted former driver, Richard Bachisa. “I want to go to Uganda, but I don’t want to use the official route,” the General told him. He knew the small roads, had fought on many of them in the early 1990s. Heading for Kagitumba, just as Patrick had done three years earlier, they drove until they were a few miles from the frontier, where Bachisa stopped the Land Cruiser and the General got out. The guards at the border post might already have received orders from Kigali. While Bachisa drove across the frontier in his empty car, his boss walked to the river dividing the two countries.


It was a departure replete with irony. As an idealistic young soldier, he had led a contingent of fighters who had crossed into Rwanda at Kagitumba in 1990, part of an RPF guerrilla movement bent on claiming by force what Juvénal Habyarimana had for decades denied them: the right to live in Rwanda. Twenty years later, wearier and warier, he was running like a criminal in the opposite direction, fleeing the very government he had helped establish.


It had rained and the swirling river ran deep, heavy with the topsoil leached from Rwanda’s furrowed hillsides. The odd crocodile lurked in that soupy, coffee-colored water, he knew, but he had no choice. The General waded in and swam to the other side, then trudged to rejoin the road, waiting in wet clothes until Bachisa picked him up. Another high-profile RPF figure had joined the ranks of aggrieved exiles.
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The RPF system closed behind him like cytoplasm and immediately began producing the antibodies required not only to ensure that he never returned, but that his legacy was obliterated. Discrediting a lauded hero of the RPF liberation struggle was never going to be easy, but with persistence—and persistence is any government’s most formidable weapon—all becomes possible. As the great propagandist of the twentieth century, Adolf Hitler, knew, “If you tell a big enough lie and tell it frequently enough, it will be believed.”


In the days that followed the General’s departure, a grenade went off near the Kigali Genocide Memorial site. Fred Muvunyi, a journalist working for Contact Radio, was one of the first people on the ground, taking notes as the injured were taken away.12


It was not the first such grenade attack and it would not be the last. Old grenades were being sporadically thrown in the capital, in the southwest border town of Cyangugu, and in Rwanda’s Western Province, part of what was assumed to be a not-particularly-effective destabilization campaign by the Forces Démocratiques de Libération du Rwanda (FDLR), an extremist Hutu movement set up in DRC by Habyarimana’s former army soldiers and militiamen.


“The day after the explosion,” Fred remembers, “the police came to the radio station wanting to tell the public who was responsible. An inspector told me on air—it was big, breaking news at the time—that it was the FDLR.” Interview complete, Fred offered the inspector a lift.


“We were near the sports stadium when I got a call from police headquarters saying that actually, it was Kayumba who was behind the grenade explosion and I was to tell our listeners so. I laughed and said, ‘I can’t say that because I don’t believe it. How can you change your mind in just a few minutes?’” When the caller insisted, Fred said, “If you want to say that on air you can, but I won’t.”


They drove back to Contact Radio’s studio, where the police inspector, Fred remembers, couldn’t quite bring himself to make the necessary U-turn on air, instead of saying “Kayumba Nyamwasa,” blaming “elements from our enemies.” From then on, he recalls, the government would recite the mantra “It’s Kayumba” incessantly and the attacks became “Kayumba’s crime.” “But we journalists knew the grenade attacks were part of an FDLR campaign.


“I don’t hold any brief for the guy, but why on earth would Kayumba, a Tutsi, throw a grenade at the Genocide Memorial site, of all places? Tell me why anyone would do that, even if they had a political statement to make?”


Fred can be free with these opinions because he, too, is now an exile. He did well enough professionally to become the director of the Rwanda Media Commission, set up in 2013 to protect journalists and campaign for media freedom. There he inevitably clashed with the authorities. So he fled to Germany, where he has been granted political asylum.


“When that topic of the grenade attacks comes up, I always say to people, ‘I know for a fact it’s bullshit.’”
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At the ambassador’s residence in New Delhi, Rosette and the children were briefly locked in a standoff with Rwandan embassy officials, who demanded they quit the premises while simultaneously sabotaging any travel plans by canceling their diplomatic passports.13 While the General waited for his wife and children to arrive, he stayed with his old friend Patrick, whose fate increasingly seemed linked to his own.


Sharing breakfasts and cracking open beers, the two men could finally talk freely, without fear of being bugged or monitored, snooped on and betrayed. Perhaps the reverberations reached Kigali, for two weeks after the General’s arrival, the first call came.


Patrick was traveling in Kenya, and Emile and the General were together at his house in Centurion watching television, when the younger man’s cell phone rang. It was a cousin of Kagame’s, advising Emile that someone important wanted to speak to him. It was Brigadier General Jack Nziza, the bug-eyed, bucktoothed permanent secretary at the Ministry of Defence, a man who had acquired the unenviable nickname of “the Terminator.”


“Immediately I told General,” Emile recalls. When Nziza rang fifteen minutes later, he put the phone on speakerphone and pressed “record.” Nziza had an assignment for the former army captain, he told Emile. “You’re there with those guys, what can we do to persuade you, to make it worth your while?”


Make what worthwhile? Why, killing either one or the other, preferably both.


Footnote


i cf “Note on Terminology” at the end of this book.
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