Death and Pain: Rawlings' Ghana - the inside story (Part 1, 2, 3, 4 & 6)

Eight soldiers in all had come to arrest me. They had parked their cream Land Rover in the cul-de-sac in front of Miss Victoria Sackey's house. The driver had taken the lead and was reversing towards us. Lt. Kusi went to the front. Three went into the front compartment and the rest of us packed ourselves tightly into the back with the sergeant sitting next to me.

Everybody was quiet as the vehicle drove towards Burma Camp, passed the Star Hotel round about, the International School and joined the Burma Camp road. Lt Kusi radioed ahead that they had got me and he was directed to a coded destination.

There were no people or vehicles around and then I remembered that it was not six yet and the curfew was still in place. In fact Ghanaians had lived under a curfew since 1 January 1982, for one-and-a-half years. 

The time of the curfew was shifted depending on how the new rulers viewed the security situation. In the new democracy where decisions were to be taken at the grassroots, the people were not even allowed to take fundamental decisions like when to go to bed and when to wake up.

At the Congo Junction, the vehicle turned into the Burma Camp road and stopped at the checkpoint, which was heavily guarded. Lt Kusi identified himself; the guards looked into the vehicle and were allowed to drive on. The driver was stopped by Kusi after leaving the checkpoint. 

He wanted to talk to somebody he called 'Buroni." As Buroni could not be traced we drove on towards the camp. I knew my way around Burma Camp for I had been there on countless occasions to attend parties at the Officer’s Mess beyond the Fifth Battalion headquarters in the early seventies. Frank Okyne lived nearby. My Cousin, Brigadier Amoah’s house was next door and so on.

A few yards to the Five BN (Fifth Battalion) guardroom, we were stopped again at the check point by soldiers who looked crazier than those we had seen at the Congo Junction. They were dishevelled, dirty and you could tell they were either drunk or were on drugs. It must have been the latter for it was common knowledge that at times like this almost all the soldiers went on drugs, mainly cannabis. Were waved on and the vehicle turned right, into Gondar Barracks.

Horrid stories had been heard about how people taken to the headquarters of the PNDC were maltreated. When the vehicle parked in front of the Operations Room, I was ordered to get down. I did without fail, and the sergeant led me into a reception with about four armchairs arranged along the wall. It was a rather small place. 

I noticed three other doors leading to where I was not sure. But the door immediately to my right had ‘Operations Officer,’ neatly written on cardboard, pasted on it. This must be Kwasigah’s office. Scruffy-looking soldiers were moving in and out all the time. It struck me that most of them were speaking Ewe. So the allegation that the headquarters was dominated by Ewes was true. I thought to myself.

Each time somebody passed by he asked me what I had done. At one time a wild-looking soldier asked the sergeant whether they could start working on me, but the sergeant said they should wait, for I was yet to see the officer in charge. After that I would be theirs, he added. All this time I was standing at attention close to the door of the operations officer.

A tall soldier with his right arm in a sling stood before me and said: "You lucky I hurt my arm. Otherwise how I go beat you, eh?” He looked me hard in the eyes, turned and walked out of the building, I pursed my lips in defiance.

Half an hour later an elderly man was brought in by a soldier who spoke Akan, the first I was hearing that morning. The man’s face looked familiar but I could not place it. He looked scared and wretched. He sat beside me since I had decided to sit down on my own after standing for about an hour.

“My name is Mike Adjei. Who are you,” I asked.

“Oh, the journalist? I’m Bob Anani.”

“Bob Anani, the lawyer? So you are Hilda’s father. I’ve heard about you but this is the first time I’ve come this close. You have many broken down American cars parked in your yard on the way to Dansoman?

“You seem to know me well.”

“I know Hilda at the Social Security headquarters, which is a stone’s throw from the Goil headquarters at Tudu. What are you supposed to have done,” I asked. 

“Rejoicing on 19 June. Some people said they saw me rejoicing at church that day. But I didn’t go to church.”

After this I noticed Mr Anani did not want to talk again so I also kept quiet. At around 9.am. Lt Kusi emerged from the operations officer’s room and ordered us to follow. I did, but Mr Anani pretended he had not heard him. I jumped athletically into the Land Rover again and the vehicle was about to start when Kusi looked back and asked where the other man was. One of the soldiers returned to the operations building and came with Mr Anani, followed by the soldier who had brought him there. I overheard this soldier telling him not to worry, for where he was being taken was better than the guardroom where he had been kept the previous day.

Back at the Congo Junction, Kusi stopped the vehicle again and asked for Buroni. Buroni turned out to be Captain George Pattington, a half-caste. He got out and went to talk to him for a few minutes and returned. The driver took the same route by which we had gone to Burma Camp. For a moment I thought I was being returned home until we passed the Prison Headquarters and I knew I was going to another destination.

At the Danquah Circle we turned right, passed the Police Headquarters, and immediately after that turned right into the newly completed multi-storey police building, the headquarters of the Criminal Investigations Division. This was my first time there. When I got down I saw a familiar Nissan mini bus and asked the policeman who had come to escort us into the building, whose vehicle it was. He did not know, of course, and asked whether I knew whose it was. I came to life suddenly and said, “No.”

The policeman went into the building while Lt Kusi caught up with me. He said: “this is the Police Information Room. I’ve brought you here because I don’t want you to be maltreated. It’s terrible in the guardroom.” I thanked him and we entered the building. I knew for sure that he could not take that decision on his own, even though he was making it look like that. I was grateful all the same that somebody had been that thoughtful.

After going through the bureaucracy we were taken into the improvised detention room, a very large room which originally must have been an operations room. There was a large map of Accra covering about half the western wall. Many broken down chairs and desk strew the place. About eight men were already there lying on the few large tables that could still be used. I said “Hello” amiably to them and found myself a table to sit on. Apart from the space taken by the broken down furniture, the rest of the large room was filled with several hundred used tyres. Most probably tyres that had been seized by soldiers or the police from retailers, ostensibly for selling them above the control price, but really because there was a shortage of tyres in the country and the government and its supporters needed tyres for their vehicles.

Sitting at the corner of the table all sorts of ideas flashed through my head. The first was the fact that it was 10:00am and I had had nothing to eat. My intestines had started churning. Then I thought of the owner of the mini-bus I had seen parked in the yard. That vehicle must be Attoh’s, I said to myself. Nii Attoh, a young architect who was doing very well at his practice was also the Secretary-General of the Recognised Professional Bodies Association. The Association,’ in concert with the National Union of Ghana Students (NUGS) and the University Teachers Association, were trying, at the beginning of June 1983, to put pressure on the PNDC to hand over power to a civilian government. They had held a few meetings in Accra to which I had been invited. Hans Djabah was at these meetings and it was here I also met Dan Botwe here. That same month an attempt had been made to arrest these leaders when material they had sent to Meridian Press in Accra New Town led the security people to them.

The government did not seem to know who were really involved or how big the organisation was so when a worker at the press reported that the material that had been sent to them was ‘subversive,’ they went after Attoh who had placed the order. Those that had already been printed were distributed before the alarm blew. Nii Attoh fled when he heard they were after him but his younger brother, who was in the house at the time, was arrested. The student leadership went underground. Only Hans Djabah was arrested and detained at the Medium Security Prison at Nsawam.

It was about 11:30am by this time and I had still not eaten. A corporal at the desk just then came in to say a girl selling kokonte was around, and anybody who wanted to buy some could do so. I had not eaten kokonte (a meal of powdered dry cassava eaten with soup) for a long time and even though this was 1983, when Ghana was facing its worst famine within living memory, at least in our house we had not got to the stage yet when we had to eat things we were not used to. There was no doubt, however, that the quantity of food on the table had reduced considerably and the adults, very often, had to make sure the children had had enough first. When I broke the neem branch to chew while was being led out of the house, it was out of determination to adjust myself to any environment I might find myself in. I realised I had only 20 cedis in my pocket. So I bought 15 cedis worth of kokonte (three small balls) without meat, as I was not sure when I could have some more money or for how long I was going to be kept there.

After eating I went to the toilets to wash my hands and was shocked by what I saw. There were six compartments and each of them was flooded. Back in the warehouse, one of the soldiers was telling a friend what had happened to him the Sunday of the coup and why he was there. He said he lived at Darkoman, a suburb of Accra. After the disturbances, some civilians living nearby had come to him and his friend, also a soldier, to say they had found arms and ammunition abandoned near their house. His friend was on duty and would not be diverted from that, since his absence could be misconstrued to mean he had taken part in the coup.

“So I followed these two men to the ammunition dump and found three submachine guns and about one hundred rounds” he said. “What could I do under the circumstances but to take them to the authorities? I knew the risk I was taking, for at a time like this everybody became a suspect. The alternative was for me to have left them there and my case would have been worse. So I decided to report. It was around 5.30pm by then and the curfew was only half an hour away.”

“And that was the best thing you did,” his friend observed. “I took the arms, put them in a sack and armed with my ID card, set out for Burma Camp. Taxis were difficult to come by, so I walked from where I lived, near the Motorway Extension to Odorkor. I took a trotro from there to the Kaneshie market and a taxi to Kwame Nkrumah Circle. It was at the Circle that my troubles started. By now it was about seven and it was raining. Some soldiers stopped me and ordered me to open my sack for inspection.

“Without opening the bag, I told them I was also a soldier and showed them my ID card and explained what was in the bag and where I was going. I needed help to reach the barracks to report since the curfew was then in force. But before I could finish what I was saying, one of them, a corporal, slapped me across the mouth and I fell down in a pool of water. I tried to get up and fell back. He hit me again and again in the groin with the butt of his AK47. When I saw the gun I realised he must have come from Gondar Barracks, because only the troops from the PNDC headquarters were given that rifle. He’s one of them,’ the corporal told his partner rather furiously. ‘You want to overthrow the people’s government and roll back the gains of the revolution? We’ll teach you sense.’

“He ordered me to sit in the mud while he stopped other vehicles speeding by after the curfew. Some 15 minutes later he stopped a car and asked his companion to accompany me to the police information office since he said I would be killed if I were taken to Burma Camp. Only military vehicles were on the roads. Armoured cars stood at the ready in front of Broadcasting House.

“At the police information office nobody would believe my story, all of them were accusing me of being one of the dissidents. A police sergeant who had not even heard my story just came from nowhere and slapped me several times without questioning me. When, however, he was told I was a soldier he apologised profusely. I swear, if ever I meet that man again he will know that I’m also a man.”

His friend started laughing. “You people, I mean, you people in uniform, think that we civilians are animals and should be beaten and maltreated as and when it pleases you. Now you know some of the injustices we suffer.” At this point a man in mufti came into the room and ordered Anani and I to follow him. In front of the building he asked us to go into a maroon Volkswagen car in which a young man was sitting at the back. The two of us joined him at the back and the two officers sat beside the driver. The car started without anybody telling us our destination. At the Redemption Circle, it turned on to the Independence Avenue and turned right 200 yards up the Avenue.  Going to the Special Branch, I said to myself, and this was confirmed when the car passed the gate of the Border Guards headquarters, turned left at the next T-junction and stopped in front of the 24 foot high steel gate.

At the car park the officers debated on where to send us. Finally one Afful who seemed to be the most senior person there said I should come down. Anani was to go the Accra Regional Office of the Bureau of National Investigations and the young man was taken to the Legon police station, some nine miles from Accra. I got down and was led to the reception where the man on duty called himself Gashon. I sat there for about 30 minutes before he started processing me.

Two Peace Corps volunteers had been arrested on suspicion of being mercenaries and their identities were being checked first. He took my watch, handkerchief and all the contents of my pocket and recorded them. It was while he was writing that I looked into the register in front of him and saw my name. At the end of several columns there was one which said: Who Ordered Arrest, and under it was the name of the head of national security, Kojo Tsikata.
(Part 3)

Tommy Thompson, the publisher of the weekly Free Press of Accra drove his Volvo 900 Turbo to his office in Kokomlemle on June 21. A very able football administrator, he had been Chairman of Accra Hearts of Oak football club founded in 1911, the oldest in the country, for seven years.

When the ban on political parties was lifted in 1979, it became apparent that the former supporters of the Convention People's Party (CPP) lacked the big name support that attracted voters. Tommy sent the names of two of his close friends to the Daily Graphic without their knowledge as having joined the PNP. These were Messrs Quarshie-Idun and Carl Reindorf, both prominent Accra lawyers. This gimmick worked. Other respectable people could now also join the PNP.

Tommy was in the office around 9.30 a.m. when plain-clothes men from the Criminal Investigations Department (CID) informed him they had come to search the premises for subversive documents.

Another person whose office was searched that morning was John Kugblenu, the editor of the Free Press. At 49, John was four years younger than Tommy. They were contemporaries at Achimota School and the man who ordered his arrest, Kojo Tsikata, was his classmate. 

From their offices, they were taken to their homes and searched, perhaps more thoroughly than the soldiers searched my house, shifting wardrobes and turning almost everything upside down. They found nothing and both of them were released around noon.

The following day they were picked up again. 

In all, eight people were arrested about this time. These included lawyer Sammy Okudzeto, President of the association of Recognised Professional Bodies and a critic of the government. Another was Dr. Obeng Manu, a Sunyani barrister and politician. His crime, ostensibly, was that he had said in a press statement issued in Sunyani that Rawlings had turned Ghana into a poultry farm, and with the curfew he had imposed on the country for the past year and a half, he was " opening and closing" the people of Ghana as if they were chicken. 

For his temerity, soldiers were sent from Kumasi to pick him up and send him to Accra. By the time he got to his destination at the Gondar Barracks he could hardly be recognised and was barely able to walk. His head was swollen and his eyes were blood shot.

Apenteng Appiah-Menka was the president of the Ghana Manufacturers Association. Arrested with him was the executive secretary of the Association, Mbeah Amuako. The former was kept in the Ussher Fort prison for less than a week and released, but the latter was in the BNI for about a week and then transferred to Ussher Fort for another fortnight. 

A fortnight later, the government announced that all of us were arrested for subversive activities. Being so sure of why we had been arrested, one would have expected us to be put on trial and charged with subversion. Apart from those from the Manufacturers' Association released within a month of their arrest, and Tommy Thompson who was released five months later because he suffered a stroke, the rest of us-Sam Okudzeto, Obeng Manu, John Kugblenu and myself-were detained in various prisons without trial for more than one year.

The BNI headquarters is made up of two main buildings. Immediately to the left, as you enter the high walled compound, is a modernized colonial bungalow. It used to be on pillars but this space has been converted into three cells, stores and administrative offices. 

One of the cells is separated from the others in the sense that its entrance is on the outside. In the cell area is a large sitting room at the end of which are a toilet and a bathroom. This area faces the big compound which stretches from the main administration building in the south and the canteen to the north. It has a wrought iron gate for a door. Inside the sitting area and to the left are two cells with a small corridor in front and another wrought iron gate. The two cells also have the same type of gates.

The main administrative building has three fingers. A three storey structure, the architect made good use of the small available space for the building. The director, his deputies and other assistants worked here. On the ground floor are facilities for finger printing and photographing.

What makes this detention centre different from others in the country is that it is the 'big people’s’ prison. Before the coup, every morning a chef came round and asked what each suspect would eat and his meal was prepared for him separately. If what he wanted could not be prepared in the kitchen, it was ordered from a hotel. 

When Jerry Rawlings was detained here after the abortive 15th May 1979, coup attempt, he virtually lived on hotel food. By the time I arrived, that facility had been cancelled by Jerry Rawlings. Food however was being cooked in the canteen for both inmates and workers, most of them undercover agents.

When I entered the sitting area, only one person was there, reading the Bible.

"Good afternoon", I said.

"Good afternoon. You are welcome," he said with a contagious laughter but without looking up. "Who are you, if I may ask?"

"Mike Adjei"

"The journalist?"

"Yes."

"Massawudu, Massawudu", he shouted. "They have brought him."

"Brought who?" a voice shouted from the inner bowels of the building.

"Mike. Mike Adjei. He has come. I told you that man will come here by all means. Oh, sit down," he told me getting up and pulling a chair for me. "I’m Effah Dateh. Lt Effah Dateh." The name struck a bell and I thought hard.

"Ah, Effah Dateh, the one who says he’d be head of state of this country before he dies?"

He laughed that "belly full laugh" that hinted it was forced.

Heavy guns were heard close by. I thought the shots originated from Broadcasting House which was less than half a mile away. There was a lot of activity upstairs. Heavy boots were trudging up and down and orders were being given in rapid fire. The few men on duty were running up and down the compound.

Gashon, who was the duty officer at the reception, came into the sitting area, walkie-talkie in hand and ordered us into the cells. He said they were trying to find out what was happening and returned to the reception.

"What’s happening up there," I asked Effah Dateh. He told me he preferred being called Nkrabea, which means destiny in Akan.

"The former president lives there. Dr. Limann lives alone up there with about 10 soldiers guarding him."

"So this is where they are keeping him under house arrest?’

"He was brought here early this year, I think."

Another officer came later to say the firing had come from the Boarder Guards headquarters. It was not an attempted coup. He said he was told a member of the PNDC had led some of his guards to kill some people.

"Why, why did he do that, I asked, angrily. "Animals, all. Animals, all. They are all bloodsucking vampires".

"Not so loud, my friend, there are soldiers upstairs. If they hear you say this you’ll be in trouble." That was the voice of Newton, the third inmate of the cells, who was asleep when I arrived.

" One of our men went to the Border Guards and another rank on duty told him WOI Adjei Boadi, the PNDC member went there around 4.00p.m.and told the sergeant in charge of the guard room he wanted to see the dissidents who were arrested, after taking part in the coup and were escaping to the Republic of Togo. They were all manacled in the guard room, but he said they should be brought out for fresh air. It was against regulations, but who dare turn down a suggestion from a member of the PNDC?

"So they were brought out and sat on two benches, six of them. They were sitting there when some 10 minutes later the member returned with his bodyguards who opened fire on the defenceless dissidents, killing all of them instantly." Tears welled up in his eyes as he turned round and walked away sadly.

 (Part 4)

By the time of the trial it had become clear that the Rawlings government was the most bloodthirsty government the country had ever known. And to think that Rawlings was let off after a failed coup on 15 May, 1979 and Kodjo Tsikata, after being involved in a coup and was sentenced to death by firing squad, he was reprieved and the government that sentenced him to death gave him a job as deputy managing director of the Ghana Diamond Corporation. 

After such humanitarian treatment it is ironical that these two people should kill almost everybody who allegedly took up arms against them.

Before the trials the soldiers were much harassed. Some of them had to attend two different courts a day. Tekpor and Dzandu, for instance, had to go to the tribunal trying them for the murder of the three judges and retired army officer and then to the court trying those involved in the June 19 episode. There were times when the courts sat both morning and afternoon.

On such days they had to go from one court straight to the other. There were also times when they were picked up from the BNI at about 2.00p.m. And returned at around 10.00p.m. or sometimes much later. They had no lawyers and the prosecution was too much in a hurry to finish the cases because it had too much on its hands. But since the raison d'etre for setting up the tribunal courts was to expedite the trial procedure and jail opponents of the government, in the process justice was sacrificed. 

Finally Tekpor, Obeng, Offei and Dzandu were sentenced to death by firing squad. Sgt. Fofie, Corporal Debrah and Sgt. Abednago Kwakye, better known as Abe, were given 18years. Abe was originally given a death sentence, but perhaps for the important role he played during the June Four uprising, his sentence was later commuted to a life imprisonment. In 1985 he benefited from a New Year amnesty, perhaps the only able-bodied person serving a term for subversion to have been so treated.

It was clear at the BNI that feverish efforts were being made to clear the cells of all outstanding cases. It was during this time that Effah Dateh went for his second interrogation. He was suspected of planning a coup which he denied, but since security could not pin anything on him he was allowed to return to the cells to await further interrogation. 

Then the time came for Massawudu and Newton to face the inquisitors. They returned somehow confident that their trials were over. The following day, they were given conditional release, provided they could raise the bail money and fulfill other conditions. 

Each of them was to raise 200,000 cedis and get an officer of the rank of a colonel to bail him. In those days, officers of that rank and above were an endangered species in the Ghana Armed Forces. Despite the difficulties encountered in raising the money and finding an officer who was prepared to stick his neck out for them, they met the conditions within one week.

"Man has no plans", said Massawudu.

Massawudu says whenever a person plans for the future, he should first get God's approval or else he is wasting his time. He gave his own predicament as an example. Two weeks before traveling to the Soviet Union for further studies, he was arrested and had been languishing in detention ever since.

That Saturday morning when Massawudu was being released I asked him to send my greetings to Mrs. Susanna Alhassan and her children. I told him to collect a bottle of Club beer I had paid for but could not drink that day from her. We laughed over this and he said he lived very close to Mrs. Alhassan’s place, and would by all means drink my beer for me.

The following afternoon, we were shocked to see Massawudu back in detention with us. What had happened? On being released, he said, he went to his East Cantonments home and had a good sleep on a real bed. Then he went out to see a few relatives to tell them the good news. The following morning, Sunday, he had gone to Mrs. Alhassan’s for the Omo Tuo session.

He had delivered my greetings of course. A chilled Club beer was produced immediately he mentioned the topic. After the heavy breakfast he returned home, only for the house boy to tell him he had had two visitors. By his description, he guessed they must have been the detectives who sent him home. He was puzzled, trying to fathom what could have gone wrong. Then at 2.30p.m. The two officers returned and said they had orders to return him into detention at the BNI. He was dumbfounded.

Since he did not have any say in the matter, he went into the house, took a few new clothes and accompanied them. It was not until the following day that Newton was also brought in. 

It turned out that an interrogator at the Accra region headquarters had told Kojo Tsikata it was a mistake to have bailed them since they could abscond. Even though it was the same Kojo Tsikata, who in his infinite wisdom, sent the message from the Castle that they be allowed to go on bail, he changed his mind again.

The following Sunday we were at breakfast when a sergeant who dealt with the movement of prisoners came to the sitting area and announced that Effah Dateh, Johnny Dzandu and I were to be transferred. I asked where to, and he said he did not know, but I overheard him say we were going to Nsawam Prison. 

He returned around 10.00a.m. to take us. Effah Dateh, who was sitting by me drinking koko, asked me where we were being taken. When I told him, he stopped eating and took his plate to the pantry. I understood why he lost his appetite when we arrived at Nsawam prison.

So we arrived at Nsawam prison, with all its scary stories of atrocities meted out to inmates. This was the prison Nkrumah built mainly for his opponents. It was the prison where every morning robots were said to give inmates a good morning slap. Nsawam prison where you never saw the sun again once within its walls. You could go on and on. The myth and the truth intermingled.

We were led to our new 'residence’ and three prisoners were ordered to carry our things. It was on the way that I saw Tommy Thompson, the publisher of the Free Press. We shook hands warmly for I never knew he was also in detention.

“I’ve been here since the end of June. John is also here.” He said. I had heard of john at the Cantonments police station but I was not aware he had also been detained or sent to Nsawam. Tommy and I walked together to the Annex Block where my companions joined me at the desk of the officer on duty. Here they had to decide which cells to allocate us.

The Block Leader, that is the prisoner who acted like a prefect of the block and handled all complaints and problems before they got to the officer on duty, was present. This was the regulation. A lot of people gathered to take a look at us as we walked to our assigned cells. Dzandu was taken to the Lock Up or solitary confinement since he was considered a dangerous prisoner who could escape. 

He was locked in a cell not bigger than four feet wide and six feet long all day with a small vent in a heavy steel plate gate. Effah Dateh was assigned a cell which already had two soldiers, Captains Bimpong and Baba Awuni. I was sent to cell 16, closest to the bathroom and the toilets. As I walked on to my cell, I noticed the floor was getting dirtier and the air harder to inhale.

I entered cell 16 and was shocked by what I saw. It was fairly big, at least bigger than those I saw while walking down. The shock came from the grime on the walls and the filth on the floor. There were about ten bunker beds most of them without mattresses. Some had cardboards on them.

 (Part 6)

Playing scrabble with Tekpor while Dzandu sat by one evening, I asked them why they killed the judges and the retired army officer. Tekpor was a fantastic scrabble player for his educational background. There was a momentary silence. Then.

“Mr. Mike, you are going to raise this topic again,” Dzandu said. “I’ve told you we don’t feel proud about that incident and would rather not talk about it.

“Well I think it’s in your interest to talk about it, for even though you have appeared before the Special Investigations Board and told your story, with the publication of the report early this month, there must be another side of your story which has not been told.

“Ok I’ll start from the beginning of our friendship” said Tekpor. “Johnny is, I think twenty-four and I’m twenty-six. We first met at the Boys Company in Kumasi and being both Ewes from the northern part of the Volta Region, we took to each other. Perhaps it was not even our tribe which brought us together. You know how friendships are made. That chemistry that you cannot identify comes between you and you are friends.

After passing out from the Boys Company, I served in Kumasi first before being transferred to the Recce Regiment in Accra. Johnny was sent to Ho, Mortar Regiment. He seemed to have got fed up easily with the military service and so left the country, without serving his minimum term, in 1978.

He went to Munich in West Germany. While he was away, I had an accident in the course of my official duties and was demobilized. I broke my arm and it didn’t heal properly so this affected my elbow.”

“Then in the summer of 1980 I returned home”, cut in Dzandu “ to see my closest friend and find out what I could do to help him. That was the biggest mistake I ever made in my short life. I returned home well prepared. I brought a brand new BMW car, a second- hand Peugeot 604 and my pretty German girlfriend,” he bean his funny contagious laughter and Tony joined him.

“Mafia”, Tony shouted.

“Mafia,” the other returned it.

“When the cars arrived at Tema Port, I had to look round for money to take delivery of them. My search for money took us to Flt-Lt Jerry Rawlings who, by then, had handed over power to a civilian government in September 1979. He told us he had no money of his own, but directed us to the Mortar Regiment in Ho where we were to see an RSM to give us the over ¢ 150,000 needed. After taking delivery of the cars, I sold the Peugeot to repay the money I borrowed.”

“Then on day,” Dzandu continued, “Tony and I decided to visit the barracks at Ho just to show them that I had made it within a short time after quitting the army.

"We entered the army barracks and I left my car, with the tape recorder on, not too far from the Commander’s office and went to talk to some friend. When the Commander, Col. Seth Obeng, came out of his office, he saw the car and asked whose it was. 

"The guard told him it was mine. I was called to appear before him immediately. In fact I was marched into his presence. He told me I had gone AWOL in 1978 and for that reason I was to be locked up in the guard room and court marshaled. Everything I said fell on deaf ears, and like a joke I found myself behind bars moments later. Tony was also locked up with me to ascertain his claim that he had been demobilized. The following day he was released and I was left in the guardroom.”

Tony Tekpor continued the story from here. He drove the car to Accra and started making contacts to get his friend released from military detention. He walked the corridors of power to no avail. Finally he went to see the one man who helped them before, Jerry Rawlings.

“He told me he didn’t have much influence in the army anymore so there was little he could do. He however added that he was planning something and he would need my help at the appropriate time. I understood this to mean he was planning a coup. Then the coup happened. Come and see me that day! I must have drunk two bottles of whisky.”

Both of them knew that this was the time Jerry was talking about and for having helped them before, they were also determined to help him stay in power. They said they owed him an obligation. Matters were made much easier for them when they found out that almost all the soldiers who helped Jerry to seize power were ‘Boys’ from Kumasi. They fitted in neatly.

“We were drafted to do the difficult jobs. Arrest people, beat them up and even kill when necessary. As soldiers, even though both of us were, strictly speaking, no more in the army, we had been trained to kill and we felt very little compunction when it came to performing our duty well,” Dzandu observed.

“On 30 June, 1982,” “I went out with my Ghanaian wife. When I returned home I was told Amedeka had come to look for me and had left a message that he would return to pick me up for an operation. My wife said I shouldn’t go. If I had listened to her all this would not have happened. When he returned he prevailed on me and I accompanied him in a vehicle which looked like a jeep.” Dzandu lived at Kpehe and Tekpor at the Kanda Estate.

“On the way he said I should take him to Tony’s house and I did.” He had told the Special Investigations Board (SIB), set up by the government to investigate the murders that he had been forced at gunpoint by Amedeka to take him to Tony’s house. In his story to me he did not say this.

Tekpor said when Amedeka, Michael Senyah and Dzandu went to his house at Kanda Estate he was not in. it was , however, when they were going to the Burma Camp to collect the operational permit that they saw him at the Military Hospital Roundabout and stopped him. 

Since he could not leave his car there he asked them to follow him to the BP station opposite the Penta Hotel. The SIB report just said that Tekpor was picked up at the Penta Hotel.

