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Select Characters



(in alphabetical order)


Cyrille Adoula—prime minister of the Congo, 1961–64.


Beukels—a Belgian pilot who says he flew as a mercenary for Katangese forces.


Larry Devlin—the Central Intelligence Agency’s Leopoldville chief of station, 1960–67.


Colonel René Faulques—a French soldier who led Katangese rebel forces.


Dag Hammarskjöld1—the second secretary-general of the United Nations, 1953–61.


George Ivan Smith—a UN press representative and close friend of Hammarskjöld.


Harold Julien—an American soldier, acting head of security for the United Nations Operation in the Congo.


Joseph Kasavubu—the first democratically elected prime minister of the Congo.


Claude de Kemoularia—a French former assistant to Hammarskjöld and diplomat turned adviser and executive.


John F. Kennedy—president of the United States of America, 1961–63.


Nikita Khrushchev—leader of the Soviet Union, 1953–64.


King Leopold II—a Belgian royal who colonized, then brutalized, the Congo.


Patrice Lumumba—the first democratically elected president of the Congo.


Harold Macmillan—prime minister of the United Kingdom, 1957–63.


Joseph Désiré Mobutu—head of the Congolese army who eventually seized power and installed himself as a dictator.


Godefroid Munongo—interior minister of Katanga, in close contact with Katanga’s Belgian advisers.


Conor Cruise O’Brien—an Irish diplomat, politician, and writer who was Hammarskjöld’s representative in Katanga.


Mohamed Chande Othman—a Tanzanian jurist appointed in 2015 by the United Nations to reexamine the Hammarskjöld case.


Daphne Park (later Baroness Park of Monmouth)—the British Secret Intelligence Service’s head of station in Leopoldville, 1959–61.


QJWIN—a safecracker named Jose Mankel employed by the CIA for assassination recruitment and related activities in Leopoldville.


Bengt Rösiö2—a Swedish diplomat and investigator.


Charles Southall—a US naval pilot seconded to the National Security Agency.


Jean-François Thiriart—a Belgian optometrist and a fascist ideologue and recruiter.


Harry S Truman—president of the United States of America, 1945–53.


Moïse Tshombe—a Katangese businessman appointed leader of the breakaway state.


Bo Virving—a Swedish pilot and investigator.


Roy Welensky—the last prime minister of the Federation of Rhodesia and Nyasaland.


Susan Williams—a British academic, author, and investigator.


WIROGUE—a forger and former bank robber turned CIA agent in Leopoldville. Real name either David Tzitzichivili or David de Panasket.


Footnotes


1 Pronounced, roughly, ham-ar-heuld.


2 Pronounced, roughly, reu-scheu.















Author’s Note



All narrative is a kind of benevolent lie. In telling a story so it’s intelligible, an author must, of necessity, leave some things out and focus on others. I have certainly done so here, and I apologize in advance to anyone who feels that their role in the story of Dag Hammarskjöld’s life and death has been omitted or underplayed.


In an effort to mitigate that, I have worked to place things in context and to credit those who have worked so assiduously before me to unearth original materials. I have used dialogue only where it was precisely recalled and noted by the participants themselves. All descriptions are drawn from the recollections or accounts of those present or from contemporaneous photographs and video.


This is a story with so many twists, and so many duplicitous characters, that unraveling it drove me nearly to madness. But as with all enduring puzzles, it has at its heart a simple question: What happened to Hammarskjöld’s plane in the skies over what is now Zambia in the few minutes between its last contact with the control tower and its fatal crash landing?














Between midnight and dawn, when the past is all deception,


The future futureless, before the morning watch


When time stops and time is never ending


—T. S. Eliot, “The Dry Salvages,” Four Quartets















Introduction



“When they killed him”


On the morning of Tuesday, September 19, 1961, Harry S Truman woke before the sun was up. He made himself breakfast, lost in thought, then bathed and dressed in a dapper gray suit, a dark-blue tie, and a gray felt hat.


He picked up his cane, pulled the door shut quietly behind him, and set out through his hometown, now home again, Independence, Missouri, on the outskirts of Kansas City.


Truman, moving slowly against the rising morning light, was seventy-seven. He had been out of the Oval Office for eight years, and had grown into the role of former president. Living quietly with his wife on a modest pension, in the peaceful Victorian home their daughter had been born in thirty-five years earlier, suited him.


He had visited the White House again several times in recent months, at the invitation of its new incumbent, John F. Kennedy. He was gratified to have been taken into his confidence.


But he visibly preferred his freedom to the constraints of high office. The eyes behind his thick glasses, amused and sharp, had come alive since his retirement. A Midwestern tendency toward bluntness had been elevated to a principle.


That morning, as he took his usual turn around the town’s peaceful square, past the red-brick courthouse topped with a white clock tower, and toward Bundschu’s department store, he looked unusually grave.


Truman had been sworn into office in 1945. He had helped found the United Nations that same year, as a bulwark against the kind of war that he never wanted to see again. And then he had watched as his grand hopes for peace had turned to global suspicion, antipathy, and scheming.


Few understood better how the Cold War worked. And on that morning he could not shake the idea that it had taken a particularly evil turn.


He arrived at his presidential library, a modernist complex built on a hill overlooking the Kansas City skyline. It was home to exhibits that included a replica of his old desk, complete with the little sign that said THE BUCK STOPS HERE. He climbed the broad staircase, passed through a colonnade of elegant white pillars and a set of glass doors, and made for his office. He had thinking to do, and calls to make.


Later in the day, he emerged for a formal ceremony. Soldiers of the Thirty-Fifth Infantry Division, Truman’s old World War I unit, had raised $6,903.10 to donate to the library. Truman stood next to the division’s major general, both men behind a podium and in front of a blue curtain, as the press photographers’ magnesium bulbs flashed. He was transparently touched to collect the check, along with a flag that the division had paraded in November 1945 after the war.


He also looked, for all the world, angry. Unprompted, as he drew the ceremony to a close, he expressed his sorrow at the death of Dag Hammarskjöld, the second secretary-general of the United Nations, who had died a day or so previously while attempting to mediate a savage war in the Congo.


But he could not restrain himself there. As the soldiers and reporters began to disperse, he made a side remark.


“Mr. Hammarskjöld was on the point of getting something done when they killed him. Notice that I said ‘when they killed him.’”


The journalists pressed him to explain further.


“That’s all I’ve got to say on the matter. Draw your own conclusions.”


One reporter, likely aware of Truman’s connection with Kennedy, asked whether he had any inside information. Truman walked away, ignoring the question, thinking perhaps that he had already said too much.


He had little to fear. His aside made only the bottom paragraphs of a short United Press International wire report. The local Independence Examiner primly elided the incident.
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At around the same time in the Sarek National Park in the north of Sweden, an otherworldly landscape of gray-brown mountains reflected in icy blue lakes, an indigenous Swedish child, Laila, of the Sami people, was visiting the community store.


As soon as she and her parents stepped inside the building, a sturdy hut, painted red, that still smelled of sawn timber, she froze and stared at a shelf of newspapers and magazines. She saw pictures, on each front page, of the man she had met earlier in the year when she was playing outside her family kåta—a conical tent made from peat moss and long branches.


It had been a frosty morning, and he had walked past, hiking under the cold blue sub-Arctic sky, and asked her about herbs growing in the area. She talked in an excited babble, and he looked amused. She liked the man. He could see things, she felt, and he really listened when she talked. He had danced, terribly, swaying, his legs all over the place, to show her how the children danced in Africa, where he had been recently.


Before he left, he said that she and her family should visit him at his work in New York, where she could meet children from across the world. And a letter had arrived a few weeks later, inviting them all to the United Nations. But her parents had been too busy tending the family’s reindeer, and they could not go immediately.


Now the headlines all said versions of the same thing: DAG FOUND DEAD IN PLANE. DAG HAMMARSKJÖLD KILLED IN THE CONGO. HAMMARSKJÖLD DEAD. And each pictured, in black-and-white halftone that turned to dots when she looked closer, the wreckage of his plane, the Albertina.
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About five thousand miles away, in the Congo, as a guard of honor escorted Hammarskjöld’s coffin across the airport for transportation back to his native Sweden, hundreds of black Congolese stood in massed ranks to pay tribute. They were, in a nation marked by near-constant noise and color utterly silent.


In the days that followed, the Congolese protested in the streets, decrying Britain and its prime minister, Harold Macmillan, and America and Kennedy, whom they felt sure were behind the death.


The new Congolese prime minister, Cyrille Adoula, had his own theory. Hammarskjöld, he said, had “fallen victim to the shameless intrigues of the great financial powers of the West” and their thirst for his country’s boundless mineral riches.


“How ignoble is this assassination,” he said, “not the first of its kind perpetrated by the moneyed powers. Mr. Hammarskjöld was the victim of certain financial circles for whom a human life is not equal to a gram of copper or uranium.”
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Outside the United Nations building, a monolithic skyscraper overlooking the East River on Manhattan’s East Side, a smaller group of protesters had gathered. Their fury was undimmed by the miserable rain pelting from a mutinous gray sky. Their placards asked, WHO SHOT DOWN DAG’S PLANE? and answered themselves with a reference to the Soviet leader Nikita Khrushchev: DIAL K FOR MURDER.


Inside, thirty-eight floors above the bedraggled protesters, Hammarskjöld’s staff had gathered in his elegant suite of offices, decorated with paintings and sculptures that he had chosen himself. Some discussed the mocking invitations they had received from wealthy white Europeans living in Africa to attend lavish parties they were throwing to celebrate his death.


Others reflected, in a kind of impromptu vigil, on the rarity of Hammarskjöld’s awareness that humankind had a tendency to get stuck in ridiculous and destructive predicaments of its own making, and his certainty that there were always solutions to those predicaments.


They knew he would have considered the tributes to his life and work inappropriate and unseemly. But also that none really captured him. Because Hammarskjöld was, fundamentally, an honest man. And honest men are difficult to define.
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In upstate New York, at the modest house Hammarskjöld had kept for hiking weekends, his colleagues found papers filled with his neat, urgent handwriting. A diary of sorts. In the early 1940s, years before he was to think in any meaningful way about the Congo, he had written: “There is only one path out of the steamy dense jungle where the battle is fought over glory and power and advantage—one escape from the snares and obstacles you yourself have set up. And that is—to accept death.”


Two official inquiries, conducted shortly after the plane crash, ruled it was likely an accident. Pilot error or an act of God. Hammarskjöld was awarded the Nobel Peace Prize the same year he died—one of only two occasions on which it has been awarded posthumously.1


And that is where this story might have rested, a neat bow tied on top, his name remembered for the Manhattan plaza that would be named in his honor. Except for the work of a band of ingenious devotees who never believed the official verdict, and who kept digging for information. This book draws on their accounts, and archives in America, Britain, Sweden, and elsewhere.


It is also built on the experiences of the diplomats, soldiers, spies, and ordinary Congolese people who lived the very peculiar, very bloody, forgotten war that seized the Congo for five years between 1960 and 1965.


It pitted a black Congolese independence movement, roused to rage by centuries of genocidal colonial exploitation, against white colonialists willing to die to keep an Africa, and a way of life, they considered theirs.


It pitted the Soviet Union, eager to seize advantage and make allies in Africa, against Britain and America, willing to do whatever it took to prevent the Congo falling into the clutches of an empire they equated with the Third Reich.


And underneath it all lay the torrents of money that corporations, especially mining companies, had been able to extract from the Congo, and which they used to amass influence and connections that made them pseudo-governments in their own right.


The factions were united on only one point: that Hammarskjöld, and the United Nations, stood in their way.


Footnotes


1 The other occasion was for the Swedish poet Erik Axel Karlfeldt in 1931.















PART ONE





Tar man fan i båten får man ro honom iland. If you take the devil in the boat, you must row him ashore.


—Swedish aphorism






But they hated the town for the intruders who had ruled in it and from it; and they had preferred to destroy the town rather than take it over.


—V. S. Naipaul, A Bend in the River

















Prologue



“Godzilla”


The Congo1 is shaped like a real human heart, messy and organic and the size of Western Europe. It tilts counterclockwise across the lower half of the African continent and borders nine other nations.


From above, shortly before dawn in January 1959, it appeared as an unsettlingly vast swath of darkness. As the first red glow of the sun hit, it turned into the wet, dark green of an ancient forest.


It was wreathed with mist, and studded with irresistible riches. Those who lived on its borders spoke of it as a dark, dangerous place. People who entered, the legend held, either returned wealthy and brutal or disappeared entirely.


On its eastern edge, where a row of active volcanoes spat and burbled, and the world’s largest lakes gradually turned a dark blue in the morning light, the ground was marbled with gold. Oil and gas deposits were so abundant they occasionally leaked out unbidden, poisoning the locals.


On its western edge, near the modern-day border with Angola, the land was riven with veins of diamonds, both industrial and ornamental.


In the far south, toward the point of the heart, lay Katanga, a region the size of France that is one of the most naturally rich areas on earth. Under the tan-colored dirt of its cool hills were ores of copper, nickel, tin, tungsten, and cobalt so pure, they haunted the dreams of mining geologists. Bilious yellow rocks of uranium ore littered the ground. It was the source of countless fortunes.


The Congo River, the deepest and fastest on earth, which loops for three thousand miles across the north of the country, has its sources in those hills. It feeds 1.4 million square miles of fragrant, outrageously fertile land known as the Congo Basin. Crops will grow anywhere you plant them there. And its rain forests and swamps host a wild, chaotic, crawling, flying, swinging, jumping ecosystem, featuring buffalo, elephants, chimpanzees, gorillas, and a thousand species of birds. Some Congolese scraped their yards to smooth dirt to avoid ants and snakes wending relentlessly toward their homes through the undergrowth.


The river eventually bursts through a channel on the west coast, into the South Atlantic, near Leopoldville, a port city of about three hundred thousand and the capital of a nation that has never really submitted to being governed in the Western sense of the word.


The city sits on the south bank, where the river is nearly a mile wide, and clumps of green-and-purple water hyacinth drift past on the coppery water. In the late 1950s and early 1960s, Leopoldville was often described by non-Africans as the pride of Africa. Pictures show white, modernist high-rise buildings arrayed along handsome boulevards, broken up with landscaped lawns and grand plazas. On the ground the architecture often feels like a temporary intrusion that the pale-reddish dirt and profusion of plants are working to dislodge.


Avenue Prince Baudouin ran down from the river. It was a determinedly straight line that betrayed the attempts by the Congo’s Belgian colonial rulers both to impose rigor, and to name it after themselves. It went on past the giant Stade Roi Baudouin, a shallow concrete bowl like a half-buried amphitheater rising from a patch of lush green grass.


Inside, at 2 p.m. on Sunday, January 4, 1959, a soccer match between a local team, Victoria Club, in vivid green-and-black-striped shirts, and their crosstown rivals, FC Royal Leo Sport, was nearing its climax, and the voices of tens of thousands of fans echoed through the sweltering tropical afternoon.


South of the stadium, where Avenue Prince Baudouin met Avenue de la Victoire, a separate crowd of about four thousand young black Congolese men had gathered, spilling out into the broad intersection. Some of them were wearing Stetson hats, rakishly tied neckerchiefs, and cowboy-style jeans. All of them emanated a suppressed anger—a giddy, terrifying kind of potential energy.


Only the first brave souls were acting on it. As white Europeans drove past in Peugeots and Mercedes, they shouted “attack the whites” and “independence.” The cars swerved, with a squeal of rubber, as rocks rained down on them.


Slightly away from the main throng, one young man had pulled his fist back to throw a punch that would loose decades of hatred and frustration. It would also begin a war that would come to kill at least a hundred thousand Congolese and one United Nations secretary-general.
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It is possible to trace the motivations of that delirious blow virtually step by step back to 1482, when a Portuguese explorer named Diogo Cão, navigating his ship through the South Atlantic, noticed that the sea had turned from a cobalt blue to a rusty ocher.


He had found the mouth of the Congo River, pushing back the ocean. After he landed, he erected a monument proclaiming the Congo discovered.


It came as news to a population of two or three million native Congolese who lived in loosely linked polygamous village tribes, ruled over by local kings, busy growing bananas and yams, and raising goats, pigs, and cows.


They measured time by the cycles of the moon, and distance in marching time. They had no written language, but communicated across long distances using drum rhythms long before Morse and his code. They had a history of their own—of conquest, triumph, tragedy, of empires rising and falling—every bit as vivid as the Europeans who claimed them as property.


The white men began to take people. They loaded them onto ships. Between 1500 and 1850, one stretch of Congolese coastline 250 miles long sent four million people on slave transports. They were bound for the sugar plantations of Brazil or the Caribbean, or for the cotton plantations of the American South.


The slave trade had barely ended, in 1874, when a self-styled grand explorer, Henry Morton Stanley, arrived in the Congo with a walrus moustache, a pith helmet, and ambition in his eyes.


He had come to fame three years earlier, spinning a career as a writer and adventurer from his discovery of a lost explorer, David Livingstone, who had disappeared—from European and American view, at least—while seeking the source of the Nile.


Stanley claimed he had located Livingstone on the shores of Lake Tanganyika in 1871 and that he had the presence of mind to greet him with the line, “Dr. Livingstone, I presume?”2


By 1874, he had a new assignment: to send more tall tales from Africa for the New York Herald and the London Daily Telegraph. They were a hit, and he fed a frenzy for global exploration, and global commerce, and added fuel to a race among European nations to claim colonies.3


The Congolese called him bula matari—stone breaker—because he could blow up rocks with dynamite. They marveled that his entire body was covered in cloth except for his head and arms, and that his canoe rowed itself. Stanley described them in turn, privately, as “filthy, rapacious ghouls.” In his stories he portrayed them as noble savages, obsequious in the face of his obvious superiority.


In Brussels, a gangling and overweening princeling with a long, gray beard that made him look like an authoritarian Santa followed each turn of Stanley’s tales, and each new colony claimed, with breathless rapture.


At forty, King Leopold II had ruled over Belgium for ten years. He had grown to dislike, even resent, all the things he had—the palaces, the jewels, and the toys. He grew obsessed, instead, with colonialization and a new phenomenon, globalized business. Plummeting transport costs and a fashion for the exotic4 combined to make it worth shipping tea from India or ostrich feathers from South Africa to the capitals of the West.


Leopold had calculated that if he found the right colony and allied himself with global companies keen to strip it of its natural assets, the profits were potentially endless. He tried to obtain Fiji. He lusted after the Argentine province of Entre Rios. He attempted to lease part of what is now Taiwan. But he came to realize that he could not merely buy a colony. He would have to take one.


He did not have an army. Nor did he have the political clout of a nation like Britain or France behind him. In order to claim territory, he had to resort to cunning. So he disguised his desire to pillage as a heartfelt wish for the furtherment of the noble savages and chiefs Stanley had depicted in his stories. He called it a fight against slavery, for the rights and lives of black Africans.


He started a society—the Association Internationale Africaine—with the stated aim of studying the blank spot in the middle of Africa by establishing outposts there. It meant he had license to explore, and to plant his flags, in the Congo. He hired Stanley, who put together a large team of subordinates.


Leopold’s agents began to travel the country, negotiating with village chiefs. They persuaded them to sign contracts promising all rights to all lands, for all time, and offered bales of cloth, crates of gin, livery uniforms, coral necklaces, caps, or military coats in exchange. Many agents signed dozens of these treaties a month.


With every agreement, the white men put up a flag—a blue field, with a yellow star. It represented the darkness in which the Congolese had wandered, and the light of civilization that Leopold had bestowed on them.5 In 1885, he was recognized by Germany, Britain, and the United States as the official ruler of the Congo Free State.


In London and New York, bicycles and cars had begun to fill the streets. Passengers marveled at the wonder of riding on rubber tires instead of hard wood and metal wheels. The demand for rubber spiked. And the value of the rubber vines and trees that grew wild in the Congo spiked with it.


Leopold spied an opportunity. He tasked every Congolese village with gathering rubber—three or four pounds, tapped painstakingly and cleaned, every two weeks, to be presented to Belgian officials and soldiers who now made up an army called the Force Publique. They passed it on to private companies that had signed generous export deals.


Congolese men exhausted themselves to meet ever-increasing quotas. They were seen as another commodity, a human resource to be tapped until it gave out. If they failed to produce, or were caught transgressing, the Force Publique wielded a power that a modern corporation could only dream of. Some men had their hands held against trees and beaten to a jelly with rifle butts. Others were not so lucky.


And rubber was not the only commodity in demand. Congolese elephants were harvested for their tusks. Lever Brothers, a British company, built an empire on soap made from Congolese palm oil extracted by forced labor. It later merged with a Dutch company to form Unilever.


Several of the deadliest mass murderers in history were Force Publique officers. One, René de Permentier, had the jungle around his house cleared so he could more easily target-shoot black passersby. Léon Fiévez, a district commissioner, had killed 572 people after four months in the job. He collected the severed heads of his victims for display at home.


Leopold operated with impunity. He was seen merely as an eccentric philanthropist. His excesses were forgiven because his aims were seen as laudable. In 1897, 267 Congolese traveled to Tervuren, in Belgium, as exhibits in a colonial exhibition there. They built huts by a pond in a park, and played at being themselves for families curious to see black skin and marvel at the benevolence of Belgium.


At around that time, a young Englishman, Edmund Dene Morel, visited the Congo on assignment for a shipping company. He noticed that the ships leaving were laden with rubber and ivory. The ones arriving were filled only with soldiers and guns. This was not trade, he concluded, but pillage.


His outrage began a global movement, a campaign against what amounted to a holocaust. By means of exhaustion, sickness, and murder, the regime killed between eight and ten million Congolese—about half of the population—between 1885 and 1908. One Belgian historian estimated that Leopold’s personal profits amounted to more than a billion dollars in today’s money.6







[image: image]










Fifty years later, nearly half of the Congo’s fourteen million inhabitants were under eighteen. A form of apartheid known as the color bar kept them separate from, and beneath, the hundred thousand or so Belgians who ran the country.


Life in Leopoldville still came, as it had for generations, on ramshackle white barges that chugged up and down the river. These floating bazaars sold monkeys charred black to preserve them, red grubs stored in moss, smoked crocodile, furniture, and multipurpose necessities like enamel tubs—the essentials to maintain a way of life that existed between a rich tribal history and a bright future that had been promised, but never quite delivered.7


Millions of black Congolese had moved from their villages to Leopoldville seeking jobs and opportunities to better themselves. But by 1959, mineral prices had dropped and a recession had hit. In Leopoldville, thirty thousand people were unemployed, most of them young men.


The Belgian government had managed to suppress and divert uprising after uprising. In schools, textbooks avoided mention of American and French revolutions and of civil rights movements around the world. Trade unions had, by law, to be run by a white adviser, making them toothless. There were clubs and associations, but they were limited only to those Congolese who adopted wholesale the lifestyles and mores of the Belgians, and who expressed fealty to them.9


At first the suppressed frustrations of the young Congolese had been grounded safely in superstition. They had long been told of Mundele Mwinda, a legendary white man who stalked the streets of the city looking for black Congolese. He paralyzed them with his lantern, then took them to Mundele Ngulu, a swineherd who fed and fattened the victims before making ham and sausages of them to feed white children.


In recent years, that had given way to other forms of release. Movie theaters had begun to open in the black neighborhoods, known as the cité, amid the rows of low, box-like concrete houses in pale green or pale blue.


They showed Westerns. So young Congolese men began to dress like their new hero, Buffalo Bill. They called themselves bills and were divided into gangs that each ruled an area of the city nicknamed for the American West (Santa Fe, Texas) or for other movies they enjoyed, like Godzilla.


Nearby, on that Sunday afternoon in 1959, the Congolese rumba, a mesmerizing blend of Cuban and African rhythms, spilled out of tiny bars serving mazout—beer mixed with lemonade. Clouds of marijuana smoke hung thick in the tropical air.


What had gathered the crowd of thousands that January day was far more potent than legends or movies: the nascent realization that the Belgians did not have any actual right to rule over them.


Since 1952, Kenya had fought a war to rid itself of the British; Algeria had likewise fought to expel the French. Sudan attained independence from Britain and Egypt in 1956. Tunisia broke free of France three months later. In 1957 Ghana, under its charismatic leader Kwame Nkrumah, was declared free of Britain, too. Guinea, Cameroon, Togo, Mali, and Senegal followed.


The black Congolese had followed every turn. It felt like hope. Like a release. A week earlier, they had listened rapt to one of a small group of black political leaders, Patrice Lumumba, a wiry former beer distributor who seemed to have modeled his rhetorical style and his brow-line glasses on Malcolm X, as he spoke of independence for the Congo.


Another event had been scheduled at the Leopoldville YMCA for 2 p.m. that Sunday. But these gatherings struck a deep and primal fear into European officials and their leaders at home who preferred a docile Africa. At the last moment, the Belgian mayor of the city decided to ban the meeting.


Some accounts say that one of the young men turned on the manager of the YMCA when he delivered the news. It is more likely that he got into an argument with the white driver of an electric bus, one of the city’s proudest achievements, who had denied him passage.


His identity is not known. Congolese history lives mostly in the memories of its people, and few have asked them about it, let alone written it down. Perhaps his grandfather had given away his lands and freedoms by signing a cross on a piece of paper he did not understand. Perhaps his grandmother had been cajoled into moving into the home of a local Belgian official, or a series of local Belgian officials, for sex, then shoved into the street pregnant to fend for herself. Or maybe he really wanted to ride the bus.


A riot is the temporary suspension of civilization. The veneer drops away much faster than anyone expects, and is replaced with a determined, collaborative destruction, both fevered and meticulous, slapstick and terrifying.


His punch landed like a battle cry.


The center of the crowd surged forward, toward the fallen bus driver. As each punch and kick landed on the unfortunate man and on the police officers who attempted to intervene, the fringes of the crowd, seeking their own damage to do, spread out. They set cars alight, or rocked them back and forth in small, spontaneous teams until they teetered satisfyingly and crashed onto their roofs with the crunch of crushed metal and powdered glass. With each act of destruction the world of rules, and of consequences for breaking them, retreated.


The crowd fanned out through the afternoon like one fevered consciousness. Each man silently dared the next to pick up a stick, or a stone, to become the savages the Belgians told them they were.


They graffitied a sign at a school: BE CLEAN, BE POLITE, BE HONORABLE became BE DIRTY, BE IMPOLITE, BE DISHONORABLE. There was a glee in destruction for its own sake. In doing the certified, universally acknowledged worst possible thing instead of pleading politely once more for incremental change. The warning shots of the police, ringing now into the vast blue sky, meant nothing. The crowd had simply ceased to accept their authority.


At that moment, the soccer match at the Stade Roi Baudouin ended. About twenty thousand supporters, their faces daubed with white, feathers in their hair, dancing, drumming, and screaming, poured out onto the avenue. Their cries soon merged with those of the rioters, as fans and fighters formed one amorphous wall of destruction.


Two men in white shirts buzzed past on a scooter and skidded to a halt, the two-cylinder engine rattling as it idled: Lumumba, scheduled to give the speech that caused the riot, and his friend and ally Joseph Kasavubu, a politician with ambitions to restore the mythical kingdom of the Congo.9 (They had risen together through one of the only political organizations allowed by the Belgians: the Boy Scouts.) The two gazed with disbelief at the rage of their people, released at last. Kasavubu gunned the bike, and they disappeared in a haze of exhaust smoke.


Lieutenant General Émile Janssens, unflinching as stones and bottles rained down, also watched the crowd spread out in front of him. Janssens was a veteran of the Belgian army who headed the new version of the Force Publique—the thousands-strong Belgian army that had enforced such a brutal reign of colonial terror.


By 1959, it was a national army, and most of its soldiers were black Congolese. But they were led exclusively by white Belgians who enforced a strict discipline. They remained the ultimate arbiter in the Congo.


Janssens had grown used to his power. He surveyed the fires burning out of control. The slicks of dark blood, peppered with shards and fragments of his city. He watched looters, some trailing yards of vivid floral fabric as they ran from smashed stores. The word had come down from the Belgian officials who ran the city that the riot zone now extended about seven miles.


Pictures of Janssens from his youth reveal a small, sensitive-looking soldier. Over years of careful conditioning and military campaigns in Ethiopia and in Europe during World War II, he had turned his fear into disdain for the fearful, and his sensitivity into contempt for those in pain.


The transformation was etched on his face. Weathered and ruggedly handsome, with a low brow and a suspicious gaze like the actor Robert Forster, he was by 1959 the very picture of a general commanding his troops.


He ordered his soldiers to open fire with live rounds. Other Belgians, too, colonial officials mostly, felt themselves fill with terror that they would fall victim to this post-colonial rage. They grabbed their hunting rifles and joined in, gazing down the oily barrels of their guns and firing into the dusk.


Night near the equator comes fast. At around 6 p.m., after four crazed, terrible, brutal hours, the red ball of the sun plunged below the horizon and Leopoldville fell dark, save for the flickering orange light of the flames.


Darkness achieved, on a strictly temporary basis, what no quantity of bullets could: The crowd dispersed as quickly as it had risen up. The wave had broken. But it would swell again. The riots continued for days.


A procession of European cars, their windows hanging from their frames, their bodywork crumpled like tinfoil, limped and rattled toward the Red Cross hospital. They crunched to a halt outside the stately white building ringed with verandas, to form a spontaneous monument to the bruised dignity of their occupants.


The Congolese wounded made do with whatever treatments they had on hand. Feticheurs—witch doctors who created elaborate figures and masks for healing and destruction—were still active in 1959. The scale and success of their efforts is not recorded; only that as many as three hundred Congolese were dead.


“We killed them because they were thieves, because they were pillagers,” Janssens said. “If they don’t keep quiet, we are ready to recommence the sport.”


Years later, when the war was over, and when Belgium was nothing more than a bitter memory in Africa, they found Janssens in Brussels at the foot of a statue of King Leopold II. “Sire,” he was heard to say, “ils vous l’ont cochonné.” They’ve made you dirty.10


Footnotes


1 There are two nations with the name Congo: the Republic of the Congo, and the Democratic Republic of the Congo. This book is about the latter.


2 The line, like all of the best lines, is too good to be true: Livingstone died too soon afterward to confirm or deny it, and Stanley tore out the pages of his diary that referred to the meeting.


3 By the end of the nineteenth century, Britain and France alone had claimed rights over modern-day Gambia, Ghana, Nigeria, Southern Cameroon, Sierra Leone, Kenya, Uganda, Tanzania, Senegal, Mali, Burkina Faso, Benin, Guinea, Ivory Coast, and Niger.


4 The pineapple was such a status symbol that a business emerged renting them to people who could not afford to buy them, so they could at least show them off at parties.


5 The modern Congolese flag retains the motif.


6 For a full and astounding account of this period of Congolese history, see King Leopold’s Ghost, by Adam Hochschild.


7 Epidemiologists think that HIV spread into the world from Leopoldville at about this time, propagated by the movement of people through the city.


8 A wonderful and detailed recounting of modern Congolese history, as seen by the Congolese themselves, can be found in David Van Reybrouck’s Congo.


9 His picture could be seen on posters around town with the slogan roi kasa, or “King Kasa,” underneath it.


10 He eventually became a far-right politician.















Chapter 1



“That’s independence”


The United Nations is so ubiquitous, and so often dismissed as a pointless, hand-wringing bureaucracy, that we forget what it is for.


The name itself was coined by Franklin D. Roosevelt for a declaration on New Year’s Day 1942 by twenty-six nations1 that they would continue to fight the Axis powers with every means at their disposal, and that none would make a separate peace.


After the war, representatives of fifty countries, shaken by the specter of the grubby, selfish, destructive part of humanity, gathered in San Francisco.


Over two months, they negotiated—with the care and determination that only people who have recently lived through horror can muster—a better way. On June 25, 1945, they voted on the final charter. A show of hands was deemed insufficient for such a moment, and so the delegates, about three thousand of them, stood up to show their assent. The next day they brought the International Court of Justice into existence and signed the United Nations charter, which opens thus:




WE THE PEOPLES OF THE UNITED NATIONS DETERMINED to save succeeding generations from the scourge of war, which twice in our lifetime has brought untold sorrow to mankind, and to reaffirm faith in fundamental human rights, in the dignity and worth of the human person, in the equal rights of men and women and of nations large and small…





When Roosevelt’s successor, Truman, addressed the delegates, he described the charter as a victory against war itself. “If we fail to use it,” he said, “we shall betray all those who have died so that we might meet here in freedom and safety to create it. If we seek to use it selfishly—for the advantage of any one nation or any small group of nations—we shall be equally guilty of that betrayal.”







[image: image]










By July 1960, as the Congo was dragged over a precipice, Dag Hammarskjöld had been UN secretary-general for seven years. He believed in his mission with a sincerity that his enemies, men of expedience rather than principle, simply could not grasp. He carried the charter with him at all times, in a small and worn booklet. And he tried to apply it as precisely and fairly as he could. It would not have occurred to him to do anything else.


He was, on the surface, every inch the deft diplomat. He was nearly six feet tall, and looked at least a decade younger than his fifty-five years. His face, halfway between handsome and possum-like, gave away nothing.


His hair, sandy with graying edges atop a high forehead, was swept back neatly. His suits, elegantly cut, were always immaculate over a crisp shirt and tie, or bow tie. His shoes were polished to a shine that stopped discreetly short of showiness. He smoked, on occasion, a pipe.


He was trained as an economist. He loved to figure out the system, the essence, of a thing before forming a plan and executing it with precision. He spoke very fast, in a distinct lilting Swedish accent, the words tumbling out as if they could not keep up with his thoughts. He walked even faster. His security detail dreaded keeping up with him.


Those who worked closely with him admired him greatly—but as one admires a view or a monument. They recalled his capacity to work virtually without sleep. His tendency to see the good in nearly anyone. His ability to talk with deftness and perception about nearly anything—medieval literature, economics, painting, poetry—in fluent Swedish, English, French, or German. He numbered John Steinbeck, Barbara Hepworth, and W. H. Auden among his friends. But very few felt they really knew him.


Sture Linnér, a Swedish mining executive, Greek scholar, and UN official whom Hammarskjöld counted among his closer friends, once recalled being invited to dinner at his Manhattan apartment. It was a classic duplex on the Upper East Side, built around a grand, curved staircase, that he had elegantly decorated with Scandinavian furniture and art including works by Matisse and the Swedish painter Bo Beskow.




He came and opened the door himself, no servants around. We had a simple meal while he played recordings of Bach in an adjacent room. Not a word was said during dinner. After we had finished, he said let’s go to the library. And we continued listening. Toward 11 o’clock I said that it was time to say goodbye. He said I think so. And he kindly escorted me to the door. He hadn’t said anything. When we shook hands, he looked at me and said, “I want you to know that the talk we had tonight is one of the most enriching I have had in a long time.”





Hammarskjöld seems only to have been truly free with animals, and with those in severe pain. He recalled an incident in Stockholm, when he was thirty and working as an official in the Swedish treasury. He often worked through the night, and was walking home through the island city, with its clarifying gusts of Baltic wind and pale northern light, at dawn.


He saw a man nearby throw a package to a woman. The woman took the package and walked away. And then the young man walked over to the water, dotted with squares of ice and viscous with cold, and threw himself in. By the time Hammarskjöld got to him, he was floating facedown, unconscious. Hammarskjöld pulled him to shore with a nearby boat hook.


He had recently come out of the army, he told Hammarskjöld. The bundle he had thrown to the woman contained love letters she had written him. But she had found somebody else while he was away and wanted her letters back.


Hammarskjöld prevented him from running back to the water and persuaded him to get a cab home. It was one of four occasions on which he had witnessed suicides or attempted suicides. He was fascinated, his diaries reveal, with self-inflicted death, with resisting its temptations, and with the balance of the animal and the civilized that exists in all of us.


As secretary-general, years later in 1960, unbeknown to all but a small circle of friends, he kept a monkey in his grand Manhattan apartment. It had been presented to him earlier in the year, in Somaliland, an autonomous territory that was once part of Somalia, on one of the last stops of a monthlong tour of Africa. It was a vervet, a chittering baby the size of a small dog, its animated little face framed with a fluffy ring of white hair. It proved within seconds to be an irrepressible ham, playing shamelessly to whoever was near it.


Hammarskjöld couldn’t resist it. Maybe it was a reaction to the grueling schedule of pleasantries on the tour; the shaking hands and standing near buildings, statues, and boats in Senegal, Kenya, Ghana—twenty-seven stops in twenty-four different nations or regions—smiling alongside freshly spruced local dignitaries; the small talk. (He hated small talk. He called it “the hell of spiritual death.”)


He named the monkey Greenback, for the greenish tint in its fur, and made arrangements to have it smuggled back to America. Greenback was as comfortable in Manhattan as Truman Capote would have been joining a vervet troop in the jungles of Somalia.2 But the monkey quickly found a feeling of safety on the windowsill, playing with the dangling curtain cord or staring out into the snowy New York night, watching the cars.


On the same tour of Africa, Hammarskjöld had grown profoundly concerned about the Congo. It was, he had discovered, catastrophically seductive to world powers. It was right in the middle of Africa, with two prime airfields. It had the world’s purest uranium. The head of the largest Belgian mining company, Union Minière, had been given the American Medal for Merit for supplying the Manhattan Project. And it had the best supply of cobalt—vital for circuits in the American and Russian nuclear missiles that carried nuclear payloads.


The first national elections had taken place in May 1960. Each new African party made lavish promises. Their pamphlets pledged the perfect, the impossible. “When independence arrives,” said one, “the whites will have to leave the country. The goods left behind will become the property of the black population. That is to say: the houses, the shops, the trucks, the merchandise, the factories and fields will be given back…”


Patrice Lumumba narrowly gained the most votes. He was the only candidate that appealed to all regions, and all tribes, partly because he campaigned, using brightly colored vans playing music and blasting political messages, more broadly than his rivals.


His supporters considered him passionate and honest, and with an advanced grasp of social justice and a plan for advancement for his people based in his Christian values. They held that he was the Congo’s best chance for a functioning democracy on its own terms.


He would be prime minister, and his friend and ally Joseph Kasavubu would be president. The Force Publique would be renamed the Armée Nationale Congolaise (ANC) and run by a thin, ascetic soldier named Joseph Désiré Mobutu. The rest of the cabinet was formed of their allies.


Parliament sat for the first time on June 24, 1960. It was made up of hundreds of new politicians, most of them taking public roles for the first time. The new government sent tremors through the network of corporations that had been extracting the Congo’s natural resources unimpeded for decades. Belgium had let them operate with near-complete autonomy. When they chose to be benevolent—as they did when building homes and providing education and health care for their thousands of workers—nobody stood in their way. When they chose to drive those same workers like slaves to exhausted deaths, they were allowed to do so. They craved continuity and the election of a leader sympathetic to capitalism.


Continuity is not a word that anyone ever applied to Lumumba. His supporters would have said, with pride, that he could not be controlled or diverted but would relentlessly do what he felt was correct in any given moment. His detractors would have said the same, but with horror.


The Belgians, the Brits, and the Americans saw him as a dangerously left-leaning firebrand. In military radio transmissions between Belgian officials who remained in the country, his code name was “Satan.” General Janssens described him thus: “Moral character: none; intellectual character: entirely superficial; physical character: his nervous system made him seem more feline than human.”


On June 30, 1960, Hammarskjöld watched as Leopold’s successor, King Baudouin of Belgium, stood up in a white military uniform festooned with medals and, with the bitterness of a reluctant divorcée, declared the Congo free at last.


“The independence of Congo constitutes the completion of the work that arose from the genius of King Leopold II,” he said, “that was undertaken by him with undaunted courage and set forth by the determination of Belgium.” He asked that the Congolese show that Belgium was right to have offered independence, and said that he would offer counsel if asked.


Lumumba stood to give his own unscheduled riposte. “The fate that befell us during eighty years of colonial rule,” he said, “is not something we can eradicate from our memory, our wounds are still too fresh and too painful. We have known grueling labor, demanded from us in return for wages that did not allow us to eat decently, to clothe ourselves or have housing, nor to raise our children as loved ones.




OEBPS/images/Art_Pviii.jpg
VIRVING S RECONSTRLCTED MAP OF THE MOMENTS BEFORE THE CRASH

With eyewitnesses marke

N \
\

X

\ 1
é@ FEDERATION OF RHODESIA
i AND NYFISFIL\HN[]

Crash site

© ®
4® = ,/ Ndola
Aerodrome
——

0 Miles

~
—_—
0 Kilometers 3

~—— Albertina flight path @ D.J.E Buchanan, D.D. Lowe,

<——- Fight path of second plane
described by witneses ® TJ. Kankasa

EYEWITNESS LOCATIONS

® D.L. Bermant
® D.A. Clarke

R.A. Phillips

@ D.E. Peover

M A. Wright
@ F. Mazibisa

@ D. Simango

©2020 Jeffrey L. Ward





OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Dedication



		Map



		Select Characters



		Author’s Note



		Epigraph



		Introduction: “When they killed him”



		PART ONE



		Prologue: “Godzilla”



		1. “That’s independence”



		2. “Swindled, cheated and abused”



		3. “The galaxy of good and evil talents”



		4. “The inevitable result will at best be chaos”



		5. “You there! I am a witch”



		6. “Very straightforward action”



		7. “Stateless soldier of fortune”



		8. “No half-measures”



		9. “We are all dying”



		10. “Ja må han leva”



		11. “Overhead Ndola, descending, confirm”



		12. “A light pinkish red”



		13. “The ace of spades”



		14. “Sparks, sparks in the sky”







		PART TWO



		15. “Next of kin”



		16. “Why, if it isn’t that nice Mr. Smith”



		17. “It was not a normal flying accident”



		18. “Black hole”



		19. “Position L”



		20. “Other and more logical explanations”



		21. “I have never been hit so hard in my life before”



		22. “Oh my God, they’ve done it!”



		23. “I need your help desperately on this”



		24. “The truth about the events”



		25. “Mr. X”



		26. “If you refuse we have orders to use force”



		27. “Cornered on a patch of gold”



		28. “We are going to teach them”



		29. “The page is gone”



		30. “A state secret”



		31. “Never believe anything until it is officially denied”



		32. “I’ve hit it. There are flames”



		33. “Kaleidoscope”



		34. “Operation to be known as Celeste”







		PART THREE



		35. “For repair of your tumble drier. Phone Nick on 970890”



		36. “We did it”



		37. “Flail chest”



		38. “Buzzed”



		39. “Other interference”



		40. “He would return and attack again”







		Epilogue



		Photos



		Acknowledgments



		Discover More



		About the Author



		Source Notes











Navigation





		Begin Reading



		Table of Contents











OEBPS/images/Art_Pvii.jpg
REPUBLIC OF CONGD. 1361

g apy Id’s plane
¢ CENTRAL AFRICAN RERUBLIC . SUDAN
S PN ,a”«;”{f\‘@ w—:fl‘
i V4 R E}’fr\\‘f . .\.‘ Ay
Sesels v \"

Y Y
CAMERDON SO jr=em==r ﬂ\

= I

I N ]
'\ /' I.
S SR W X \\/ Co gg Rwe’r W,
Y v
SR y
;' (]
; * LUGANDA

;" REPLBLIE DF CONGD 1 RiRNTR

/ " BURLNDI
/-”ﬂ /I
e N —— é
"“Léopoldvill —_ -
R 4 TANZANIA

o - — 1

1 —~r
§ <

o ) .

) - A -~ Lake Tanganyika

STATE OF 3 AN

N

: "
2 \\ KATANGA . '
Q b 1]
o i 3
H Vo™l ot Elizabethvlle |
3 HNEDLH (\~¢ \ izabe ve(“
< \ Vo N
S
. dolae
0 Miles 200 400 INEREO Yoty
0 Kilometers 400 FEDERHT'DN I]F

© 2020 Jeffrey L. Ward

RHODESIA ANDNYASALAND ="
t





OEBPS/images/publisher-logo.png





OEBPS/images/Art_line.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781455536535.jpg
¥ s

)
PTHE COLD WAR AND THE MYSTERIOUS™

GOLDENY

DEATH OF DAG HAMMARSKJOLD Z

RAVI SOMAIYA





OEBPS/images/Art_tit.jpg
THE
OLDE
HRER

The Cold War and the
Mysterious Death of
Dag Hammarskjild

RAVI SOMAIYA

Iz
TWELVE

NEW YORK = BOSTON





