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Praise for Do Not Disturb

‘The whole world wanted to believe in the miracle that was Rwanda – a country built from the wreckage and devastation that intertribal violence and ethnic cleansing had caused. The whole world ignored the few voices pointing out the silencing of political opponents through imprisonment, kidnapping or torture. To our shame, our need for Rwanda to succeed far exceeded our desire or ability to see the cost at which that success was bought.

‘In this extremely important and profoundly disturbing book, Michela Wrong sets out all the missteps that were ignored, all the flagrant human rights abuses that were overlooked, and all the criminality for which excuses were found, until the new horrors that have been visited upon that country were perpetrated.

‘Ms. Wrong is not suggesting that we become Afro-pessimists but telling us that not only is the price of freedom eternal vigilance, but also that we must, in the words of Amilcar Cabral, “tell no lies, claim no easy victories.”’

Archbishop Desmond Tutu

‘A withering assault on the murderous Rwandan regime of Paul Kagame, and a melancholy love song to the lost dreams of the nations of the Great Lakes. Michela Wrong proves once again that she is an intrepid and highly professional researcher of the subject she knows best. It’s a major accomplishment, very driven, very impassioned.’

John le Carré

 ‘Michela Wrong takes her readers on an absorbing political journey, in which Rwandan comrades-in-arms Paul Kagame and Patrick Karegeya steadily mutate into lethal adversaries upon achieving power. The ghosts of other historic mortal fallouts – Stalin and Trotsky, Sankara and Compaore, Robespierre and Danton, Mugabe and Mujuru – haunt this story, but more importantly, it draws our attention to the significant structural problems created by ex-military leaders’ participation in the building of post-war democracy and peace.’

Miles Tendi, author of The Army and Politics in Zimbabwe: Mujuru, the Liberation Fighter and Kingmaker

‘An intimate, clear-eyed chronicle of the violence and intrigue at the heart of the Rwandan Patriotic Front’s history. This is perilous terrain; Wrong skillfully navigates amid myths and disinformation to splice together the stories of the men who came to rule Rwanda.’

Jason Stearns, author of Dancing in the Glory of Monsters The Collapse of the Congo and the Great War of Africa

‘In rich, searing prose, backed up by damning evidence and compelling anecdote, Michela Wrong exposes the sinister paradoxes of Kagame’s murderous “donor darling” regime. Her book lays out a roadmap for another collective “never again” outcry yet to come.

‘Focusing on the happy beginning and tragic end of Patrick Karegeya – a spymaster strangled in a South African hotel room by a Mossad-like squad of operatives he helped establish – Do Not Disturb is an insightful, scrupulous, stirring yet nuanced account of a reign of terror that set Rwanda and the whole African Great Lakes on fire, using four weapons of mass destruction: the cord, the hoe, the gun, the missile. Like Saturn, the regime is now devouring its children. This masterly investigative book should be widely read.’

Noel Twagiramungu, Director, Africa Center for Strategic Progress

 ‘Imagine a journalist of the 1930s brave enough to investigate one of the mysterious assassinations of Stalin’s opponents who had fled abroad – and to tell that story to a world where too many people were enamored of the Soviet leader. Michela Wrong has taken on a similar job: to use a killing to expose a man today seldom recognized as a ruthless dictator. Her skills as a writer and expert knowledge of Africa make this a chilling story.’

Adam Hochschild, author of King Leopold’s Ghost: A Story of Greed, Terror, and Heroism in Colonial Africa

‘Those of us who remember her devastating inquest into the terminal spasms of the Mobutist state, In the Footsteps of Mr. Kurtz, cannot fail to have been impressed by Michela Wrong’s talent as a brilliant journalist. Her companion volume, Do Not Disturb – the sign on the door of the room where Kagame’s spy chief, Patrick Karegeya, met his death by strangulation at the Michelangelo hotel in Johannesburg – is no less captivating as an anatomy of Kagame’s Rwanda, except that, unlike Mobutu, widely reviled as a corrupt dictator, Kagame remains as an object of widespread admiration for having stopped the genocide of Tutsi, raising his minuscule state into one of the fastest-growing economies in the continent, and promoting peace and reconciliation between Hutu and Tutsi. On all three counts there are reasons to suspend credulity. The author raises the curtain on a dystopian landscape too long ignored and left “undisturbed” by too many observers. Through countless interviews with key actors, including the central figure in her narrative, Karegeya, the author paints a frightening picture of Rwanda as a police state with all the hallmarks of the Stalinist era, where opponents to the regime are not disappeared because they are guilty but whose disappearance is sufficient proof of their culpability. Refreshingly free of jargon, the book breaks important new ground in the literature on Rwanda, in lively and suspenseful prose. This is revisionist history at its best. I cannot recommend it too highly.’

René Lemarchand, author of Rwanda and Burundi

 ‘A unique insight into many hitherto little known dark sides of a profoundly criminal regime. Based on firsthand observations and numerous interviews with key players, victims, and witnesses, this book is an indictment of those complicit in ensuring President Kagame’s impunity during the last quarter century.’

Filip Reyntjens, author of Political Governance in Post-Genocide Rwanda

‘Extraordinary and utterly gripping, an excoriating work of immense courage and commitment, one that will surely make waves.’

Philippe Sands, author of The Ratline: Love, Lies and Justice on the Trail of a Nazi Fugitive

‘She has chosen to ignore that “Do Not Disturb” sign and, in an overdue book that takes the injunction as its title, she rips off the [Rwandan] regime’s veil of respectability to expose the horrors beneath … a powerful, compelling and meticulously researched book.’

New Statesman

‘A damning j’accuse on many fronts. An extraordinarily brave piece of reporting.’

Financial Times

‘Perhaps the most ambitious attempt yet to tell the dark story of Rwanda and the region’s deeply intertwined tragedies for a general audience … There is a taut, cinematic quality to Wrong’s account.’

New York Times Book Review

‘One of the most far-reaching historical revisions of Kagame and his regime. Meticulously researched, with substantial new material and interviews.’

Guardian




Dedication

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




Epigraph

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
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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 missile attack 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 and sexually assaulted by Rwandan soldiers.

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 ubutwari, which French historian Gérard Prunier defines as “the quality of impassivity, aloofness, being beyond and above events, implacable.” Ubutwari 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 2000s. 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 who saw the RPF as invaders willing to sacrifice millions in their ruthless quest to return Tutsis to power in Rwanda, and those who saw them as warrior-liberators who, tracing a giant geographical and historical boomerang, overturned one of Africa’s most evil regimes. Until President Nicolas Sarkozy decided to heal relations with the movement, the first position was often adopted by Francophones, the second popular with Anglophones.

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, after an initial catch-up trip to Kigali, 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 sets her Signal messages to disappear soon after receipt. Another 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. 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.

My message was always likely to be fiercely disputed, for Kagame keeps finding fresh ways to make himself indispensable to both Western and African allies. One of his most effective cards used to be the provision of troops: first to Darfur, then South Sudan, Mali, Central African Republic and Mozambique. But recently he has – curiously – added “immigration solutions” to the services on offer.

In May 2022, as the British public became increasingly alarmed by the number of migrants boarding traffickers’ boats to cross the Channel, Home Secretary Priti Patel unveiled a controversial deal catering for Britain’s unwanted asylum seekers to be flown 4,000 miles to Rwanda for processing.

It’s hard to think of a more inappropriate destination for those fleeing persecution in Iran, Syria and Eritrea than Rwanda, a nation scarred by its own history of refugee expulsion and unhappy resettlement. But by endorsing an arrangement many African commentators regarded as nakedly racist, Kagame won himself brownie points in the West, and the implicit understanding a discreet veil would be drawn over his record of human rights abuse. During a 2021 UN periodic review in Geneva, British officials bluntly urged Rwanda to investigate allegations of extrajudicial killings, deaths in custody and torture. Once the refugee deal was announced, Rwanda was hailed, instead, for its safety.

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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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
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