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BACK COVER:
“At the age of fourteen, I had killed more people than some of the most noto-
rious serial killers that the world has ever known. But that doesn’t mean that 
I am an evil man, or that I am mentally ill. I never killed anyone out of pure 
cruelty or because of sheer hatred. I killed them because I had to. I had no 
other choice. It was either them or me. Or at least, this is what I keep on telling 
myself….”
In the service of the Lord’s army tells the story of how the war in northern 
Uganda changed my life forever. It will show how, at the age of twelve, I was 
transformed from cheerful  child into a cold-blooded killer in the so-called 
army of the Lord, otherwise known as the Lord’s Resistance Army.”

Summary: 
“In the service of the Lord’s army” is a biography about Norman Okello; a young 
man from northern Uganda who was abducted by the Lord’s Resistance Army 
at the age of twelve and forced to become one of its harbingers of death. This 
book will tell a true story of epic proportions, about severe hardships and 
extreme strength and resilience in events that happened in a strange but real 
world about fifteen years ago. 
The book tells the tale of how one of the most brutal rebel groups in the world 
changed the life of one individual irreversibly. It will show how a young child 
was able to cope in this hostile environment and navigate through all the 
hardships. It shows the constant struggles that Norman had with himself try-
ing to keep his humanity, while it is the very loss of humanity and the will to 
survive at all cost that makes him human. This book will tell about Norman’s 
life and the extraordinary events in which he was directly involved. From his 
idyllic early childhood which reveals this part of Africa in its full beauty, to 
his combat, abduction and punishment missions which can be added to the 
blackest pages of human history.
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Chapter 7
After we crossed the border we came to a 
place called Limu. The area was completely 
uninhabited and here we followed a secret 
LRA trail. Somebody told me about the trail 
and the major problem with it- bees!  Just 
minutes after we had been informed about 
the area, the vicious attack of the bees start-
ed.  I don’t know what it was about this place 
that attracted the bees, but there were mil-
lions of them! It appeared that the bees liked 
the oil that we used to clean our guns with 
and when we passed the hives they came at-
tacking us in the thousands. Like everybody 
else, I was stung several times and it didn’t 
take long before we were all running, even 
the commanders. The area where the bee-
hives were located stretched for little over 
a kilometer, but even after we had passed 
the hives, the bees continued to follow us. In 
retrospect, it must have been a funny sight 
to see all those dangerous and well-armed 
men running from some small insects, but 
at the time there was nothing funny about 
it. The stings of African bees really hurt and 
even after I stopped running I felt a burning 
sensation all over my body. But as always 
there was no time to rest, nor sit down and 
remove the stings; we were in a hurry and 
had to continue. 

From Limu we moved only a short distance 
until we reached to the Padwat reserve, 
where we stayed for some time. The land-
scape that we walked through was some-
how nice because of its familiarity and to our 
delight, all the game in the reserve meant 
that we had enough to eat. Several hours af-
ter we passed the boundary, we saw a few 

eatable rats that were quickly shot down by 
some of us. As a result thereof, we could all 
enjoy a little bit of the meat. Our commander 
allowed us a longer break then we had in the 
last couple of days so that we could regain 
our strength. The long walk and our chronic 
famine in Palataka had weakened us all, and I 
felt extremely relieved when I finally sat down 
and ate something. As I ate I noticed that for 
the first time in several months I didn’t feel so 
angry. I could even describe my feelings as 
being relaxed, at ease. Before I was abducted I 
had never been outside of Uganda, and it felt 
good to be back again. For the first times after 
my abduction I wasn’t completely preoccu-
pied with my struggle for survival.  The famil-
iarity of the landscape inspired me to reflect 
on my life as it was before I had been abduct-
ed, something I rarely did those days. 

The landscape reminded me of the plains 
where I used to herd the cows together with 
my father. I remembered how my father 
would put me on the back of the animals 
when I got tired from walking. At those times, 
I would feel as if I was the god of the plains, a 
feeling actually not that much different from 
what I felt now, holding my AK and with safe-
ty in numbers. My thoughts remained on my 
father. I wondered what he would be doing 
right now. And my mother- would she be dig-
ging in the garden?  Or would she have gone 
to Gulu to sell some of our harvest with my 
younger siblings? As I wondered how the war 
and my absence affected them, I felt a strange 
detachment. I really cherished the memories 
of my family, but somehow I didn’t long to go 
back to them. I was a soldier now. I had lost 
my innocence when I killed that boy just be-
fore we departed for Sudan. It would only feel 
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right now to return to my family after we had 
defeated all our enemies. Escaping did not 
cross my mind.           

After I sat in the sun for maybe an hour and 
a half, we were ordered to move again. We 
walked in long lines and I was somewhere 
in the front. At night we set up camp and 
allowed ourselves some cooking fires. I sat 
around the fire with a few other soldiers, 
laughing and discussing. Although we dis-
cussed many different things, the topics that 
amused us the most were the people we had 
killed, battle stories and fantasies about the 
kids that we would soon recruit. One of my 
colleagues said that he would frighten them 
so much that they would piss in their pants. 
Another had bigger ambitions- he said he 
would force the children to kill their own 
parents, so that they would never be able to 
return to this  ‘unholy’ world, which is how 
we referred to the world of the civilians. We 
were the holies; sacred warriors in the army 
of god and the ones we would abduct were 
fortunate to have the honor of joining us. My 
colleagues were bragging about what was to 
come and I joined in, talking in a similar way. 
At that point I didn’t really care about the 
mission. I just wanted to make an impression 
on the commander, to improve my own life. 
That was all I cared about. As it was a clear 
and warm night in the middle of the dry sea-
son, we all slept under the open sky without 
putting up our little makeshift tents. When 
the morning came I knew that it wouldn’t be 
long now before we reached our first popu-
lated area. Our mission would soon begin. 

Ironically enough, we were being com-
manded by the same man who had been 

responsible for my own abduction, and who 
had instructed others to almost beat me to 
death. I don’t think I will ever be able to forget 
his man, whom at one point I had regarded as 
my personal nemesis. His name was Ojara. He 
was a short man, extremely dark of colour. We 
Acholi’s are dark by nature, but he took dark-
ness to another level. He had a beard covering 
his face and his dreadlocks were longer than 
most of ours.  For around two months I had 
been the personal assistant to this man. I had 
carried his chair and even his gun when he 
went for a long call. I remembered how much 
I used to hate this man that I had called ‘teach-
er’, but in retrospect I realized he had been 
quite good to me. I no longer cared enough 
to actually hate him. By now I regarded him 
with indifference, maybe even a little admira-
tion. He had done his duty back then just as I 
was about during this mission.
     
We got to the edge of the game park and 
saw the first signs of civilization. We didn’t 
see any people, but at least there were signs 
that people had been here not long ago. . So 
far as we walked through the bush, the  only 
sign of humanity had been the occasional 
dust road or walking trail. But now we started 
to come across some overgrown plots and 
empty huts. It was clear that this land on the 
edge of the park, a favorite entry route of the 
LRA into Uganda, was now abandoned. But 
it also meant that we were getting closer to 
the populated areas of Kitgum. At the edge of 
the park, my teacher Oar came up to me and 
called me by the name he had given me on an 
earlier occasion: 

- “Attiena, are you ready to fulfill your 
duty?” 
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It wasn’t as much of a question as a confir-
mation that he remembered me and, as his 
former pupil, he would have high expecta-
tions of me. 

- “Yes sir, I will catch many.” 

It seemed that the commander was 
pleased with my answer, and in order to 
give me a head start ordered for me to join 
the advance party. The advance party was 
the combat group that spearheaded any 
attack. So the order to join this elite group 
gave me the opportunity to make a first se-
lection of recruits.    

It was some days later that we carried out 
our first attack. I was still in the advance par-
ty, following a trail that was barely visible. 
The terrain we walked through was bushy 
and we couldn’t see far ahead of ourselves. 
We marched in complete silence. The only 
sound that one could hear was that of our 
gumboots and the cracking of the branch-
es we stepped on. We always moved with 
‘ninety-nine’ speed as we used to call it, and 
soon we stumbled upon our first inhabited 
village. Before reaching the village we had 
seen some plots of land where crops were 
growing, and thus we already knew that we 
were close to our target. We saw the first 
hut from a short distance away. Outside 
of the hut we saw a woman grinding the 
millet and children playing around her. The 
kids were still very young, not yet fit for re-
cruitment. They were the very first humans 
we had sighted on this mission and we 
hoped that her hut marked the outer edge 
of a larger village. Once we had seen her, all 
of us kneeled down to the ground so that 

she wouldn’t see us. No alarm of our presence 
had been raised yet and we wanted to keep 
it that way. Our commander decided not to 
wait for the main body of our battalion and 
he sent four soldiers out to arrest this wom-
an as quickly and quietly as possible. In the 
meantime he sent others, including myself, to 
go around the village cutting off any escape 
routes. As we crawled through the bush more 
huts started to become visible. The houses in 
this village were scattered and far apart. In be-
tween the huts grew the bush, so it was im-
possible to oversee the whole village. At what 
we thought to be the other end of the village- 
there was no way to be completely sure- we 
stumbled upon three huts built in close vicin-
ity of one another. . Smoke was coming out of 
the huts so it was clear that they were cooking 
something. A small group of men were play-
ing cards outside and there were also children 
playing around- some of them the right age 
for recruitment. We decided to pull off a sur-
prise attack with five of my colleagues, while 
others went further to completely surround 
the village.  
      
Together with my colleague we waited for 
maybe two minutes while the others encircled 
the huts. And then, we launched our attack. 
The five of us we ran towards the huts at full 
speed. As we came close the men saw us and 
screamed to their children to run, but it was 
already too late. One of the men ran into a hut 
and I immediately followed him inside. There 
were three other people inside. The man tried 
to hide his son and daughter under a blanket, 
but it was too late, I had already seen them. As 
I pointed my gun at the family, I told the father 
and the mother to step away from the blanket 
and to lie on the ground. At first the father re-
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fused and I had to hit him with my gun, after 
which he did what he was told. I then pulled 
the blanket away and underneath were two 
kids, a boy of around my age and a girl who 
was much younger. As I looked the boy in 
the eye, I knew I had found my first recruit. 
Although he was a little bit bigger than me, 
he was very scared of me. I grabbed him by 
his t-shirt and started to pull him out of the 
hut while the family remained inside. As I 
was doing so the father started to beg for his 
sons’ life. 

- “Please don’t take him, he is just a boy. 
If you have to take someone from my family, 
take me, I will do anything you ask of me.”  

Although I understood the words this man 
was uttering, I couldn’t give them any mean-
ing. His pleas couldn’t reach me anymore. I 
was so extremely aggressive back then and I 
didn’t feel any sympathy for this family what-
soever. As the father got on his knees to beg 
for his son’s life I took my gun and smashed 
him in the face once more. The man fell to 
the ground half unconscious, which caused 
the mother to rise up and make noise. I didn’t 
care for her either. With the barrel of my gun 
in her face I told her that I would shoot her 
entire family if she would not lie down and 
be quiet.  . My words were very effective. As 
I took the boy outside I saw that everybody 
was lying on the ground. By now our attack 
on the village had fully begun. 

All around us we could hear a lot screaming 
and occasionally a gunshot. We couldn’t see 
what was going on in the rest of the village, 
but it was clear that we were not the only 
ones who had discovered civilians. Together 

with my five colleagues, we forced everybody 
to leave their huts and to lie on the ground. 
We separated the children who were old 
enough to be recruited from the adults.  The 
ones, which were too young, were left with 
their parents. While some of us held the new 
recruits at gunpoint, others tied all the adults. 
We then guided them to the first hut, the as-
sembly point where our commander had told 
us to bring the civilians. 

By the time we came back the entire body of 
our battalion had arrived in the village and 
there were hundreds of holies around. Ojara 
started to lecture the villagers brought to this 
assembly. While he spoke we could hear that 
at the other side of the village the attack was 
still ensuing. In the meanwhile my colleagues 
started to scout the surrounding bushes, to 
see if they could find anybody still hiding. As I 
saw my commander I started to hold on tight 
to the boy I had just abducted, to make sure 
that he would notice it. Strangely enough, our 
commander was very friendly towards the vil-
lagers. He told them that nobody would be 
shot and that they would all be treated with 
respect. As he was saying this, gunshots could 
still be heard at the other end of the village, 
making his words sound unreliable at the 
least. As more civilians were being rounded 
up from all sides, my commander continued 
his speech. He told the people in the village 
that they should immediately stop support-
ing the government troops. We were fighting 
this war on their behalf and therefore they 
had to support us. Ojara took aside one wom-
an and told her that we wouldn’t steal her har-
vest.  Instead we kindly requested her to give 
us a small share so that we could continue our 
struggle. She was too terrified to answer. Oja-
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ra continued to ask others for foodstuff and 
one elder pointed out the granary, telling 
Ojara to take as much as he wanted. It was a 
strange thing to see. Ojara was friendly and 
asked very nicely if we could take some of 
their foodstuff. . However, for their children, 
we never asked anything. We just took them. 
Ojara told them that their children were in 
good hands. 

- ‘The Lord’s Resistance Army will look 
after them now and they have an important 
role to play in releasing us all from tyranny. .’ 

 I couldn’t hold on to the boy I had just ab-
ducted as my duty was in the advance par-
ty, and all the abducted children were be 
held captive in the main body. So I gave the 
boy to two of my colleagues from the  main 
body, and told them very clearly that I would 
kill them if the boy escaped. Immediately af-
ter, I started the march away. The main body 
remained stationed for a few more minutes 
to check the surrounding bush for any more 
people who may be hiding. , But then they 
also left soon after.  It was dangerous to stay 
at one place too long, particularly if it was a 
village. When the Ugandan army would get 
word of the attack they would surely send 
gunships, and we lacked the proper weap-
ons to fight these helicopters. 

The next day we all assembled again and ev-
erybody who had abducted someone was 
to write the name of the abductee.  All the 
abductees were lined up and forced to lie 
down. I ordered several boys to collect some 
branches from the mango trees nearby. 
Once they came back, Ojara stepped up and 
on his command we started to beat the crap 

out of the twenty recruits with the branches 
just collected. For every abductee there were 
three or four rebels beating him. I hit the boy 
no softer than I had been caned myself, back 
when my own name had been written. Af-
ter several minutes, when he was more dead 
than alive, Ojara told us that it was enough. 
We wanted soldiers, not zombies. Although it 
was my task to clean the wounds of the boy, I 
ordered someone else to do it. Being with the 
rebels for almost a year meant that there were 
many colleagues who had been there short-
er than me and so I was in a position to bully 
them around a bit. We stayed in that place for 
the night and early in the morning were on 
the move again. I was still marching in the ad-
vance party so I never knew how my abductee 
was managing to walk the first days. But every 
once in a while I did see him, and he proved to 
be quite strong. .    
     
We continued to walk for several days. By now 
the Ugandan army would surely have gotten 
the word that the village had been attacked 
and would no doubt attempt to follow us, to 
ambush us. But that attempt would be futile. 
Since the attack we had walked some hun-
dred miles, zigzagging through the country 
and there was no way of tracing us. Two times 
we had come across other settlements, but 
with both settlements it was the main body 
that undertook the attack, while we guarded 
the exit roads to the village. 

Maybe a week after I had abducted my first 
kid, I got the easiest opportunity to abduct 
my second. I was still in the advance party, 
walking in the front as the very first man in 
our two hundred warrior strong rebel army. 
We were walking on a small village road that 
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was surrounded by tall grass and thick bush. 
The natural cover completely blocked our 
sight from what was happening around us, 
but it also meant that we were invisible to 
any enemy forces. Just as we passed a sharp 
turn in the road, a boy- who became my sec-
ond abductee- bumped into me on his bi-
cycle that was much too big for him. As we 
collided, he fell to the ground and started to 
crawl away, but my gumboots were already 
standing on his back, and my gun put to the 
back of his head. As I was the first to catch 
him, he was mine. Although he was a little 
bit young for abduction, maybe around 10 
years or younger, there was no way I would 
have let him go. I started to question the boy. 

- “Who are you? Where do you come 
from? Where is that village?” 

As I questioned him, the boy cried and pissed 
his pants. I ordered him to stop crying and 
forced him to answer my questions. It turned 
out that the boy was going to his uncle in 
the next village, and that his home village 
was just nearby. While I was questioning the 
boy, the commander of the advance party 
came up to me and ordered me to go to the 
main group and to report to Ojara. Together 
with a colleague I bound the arms of the boy 
and the led him towards the main group. I 
found the main group maybe ten to fifteen 
minutes later and went straight up to Ojara. I 
was really happy to have the opportunity to 
show him that I had abducted another kid, 
and I told him about the two villages. Ojara 
started to question the boy about specific 
directions, and then decided to attack the 
two villages at once. He split the troops; one 
was to go to join the advance party and at-

tack the village where the boy just came from, 
while the others went for the other village of 
the boys’ uncle. Ojara gave me and several 
others the order to stay behind to guard our 
new recruits. Maybe half an hour later I heard 
an attack coming from two different direc-
tions, somewhere in the distance. 

As I remained behind, I started to question 
the first boy I had abducted. As he had now 
been with us for a week, he was no longer so 
fea2rful as when I first met him and just gave 
straight answers to all the questions asked. His 
name was Otema. He told me that he was still 
in primary school in ordinary level. His family 
were farmers and after school, in the weekend 
and during the holidays he used to help his 
family with farming. They were growing the 
usual Acholi crops, such as cassava, millet and 
beans. He also told me that his family used to 
posses cattle, but that the Karamojong had 
stolen them a long time ago. As I questioned 
him, I couldn’t help but see the similarities be-
tween him and I. Thus far I hadn’t really consid-
ered any of the children abducted as human, 
but this was rapidly changing during our con-
versation. Before, I had only cared about im-
proving my own position, and had no qualms 
regarding the boy as a trophy. But now I saw 
that he was no different from me. When he 
asked me what would happen to him I hit him 
in the face and told him that I was the one do-
ing the questioning. I didn’t want to answer 
the question because it opened up a Pando-
ra’s box of my own questions. It didn’t change 
my perception of my own role in this war, but 
it did change my perception of his. Did I really 
want him to suffer what I had suffered? A very 
strange feeling was creeping up to me, one 
that could jeopardize my own life. At that mo-
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ment I wanted to release the boy, but I also 
knew I couldn’t. This was the main reason I 
hit him so hard in the face. Not because he 
had asked me a question, but because I was 
afraid of the answer. 

Initially I had planned to question the ‘bi-
cycle boy’ as well, but now I didn’t want to 
talk to anybody anymore. I just went to the 
group of abductees, watching over them 
but at the same time unwilling, to stop any 
of them from escaping. In the background 
I heard the noises from the attack rescind-
ing, and within a few minutes the first group 
came back with maybe twenty new recruits. 
We waited another few minutes for the other 
group to congregate- who also had around 
the same number of recruits, before we con-
tinued. 

From now on I became assigned to the main 
body. Not long after the attack, we crossed 
Adwa River into Gulu district where I had 
grown up.  The next few weeks we marched 
like only the LRA could. We walked for hun-
dreds of miles, with no obvious direction in 
mind. Sometimes we would be completely 
in the west of Gulu district or cross into Ad-
jumani in West-Nile sub-region and at other 
times we were close to Kitgum again. We 
carried out many different attacks, always on 
small villages and all the attacks were simi-
lar. It started by surrounding the villages and 
then we would round everybody up at a sin-
gle assembly point, after which we separat-
ed the children from the parents. The attacks 
were never very brutal. We didn’t carry out 
any great massacres. This was not to say that 
nobody got killed during the mission, but 
we never destroyed complete villages, set-

ting everything ablaze and killing everyone. 

It was somewhere during the fourth week of 
the mission that I abducted my third child, a 
girl this time. Again I made sure that Ojara had 
seen me abducting her, before I gave her away 
to the others to guard them. I usually tried to 
stay away from the abductees. I still felt sorry 
for the ones I had abducted myself, and didn’t 
want to face them. Many things that occurred 
during these weeks are a bit blurred from my 
memory. I remember a few skirmishes with 
the Ugandan army, but it was always only a 
few Ugandan soldiers fighting our whole 
battalion and those cowards always fled the 
minute they had the opportunity. What I do 
remember is the time that I released Otema 
and the girl I had just abducted. 

At one point we were close to a small river 
where we stopped for the night. I still don’t 
know what came into me, but at that place I 
took Otema and the girl whose name I don’t 
know and told some that I would take them 
to fetch some water. I didn’t let on that I was 
planning to release them and once we left our 
makeshift camp I pushed them around vio-
lently. When we came to the river I told them 
what I planned to do. At first the boy looked 
at me very weary. So far he had only seen my 
brutality and he was not sure if I would actu-
ally release or shoot them. I knew there were 
no rebels at the other side of the river, so I told 
them very clearly that they should just go and 
never tell anyone that I had let them escape. 
I told them that if they were ever captured, I 
would be the first to kill them. And then I let 
them go. The river was shallow enough to 
walk through, and when they came to the 
other side they started running, just as I had 
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instructed them to. I also went into the wa-
ter and dirtied my cloths a little. I waited for 
another fifteen minutes and then went back 
to the camp to report that they had escaped. 

The first commander I met in the camp was 
Ojara himself, so I told them how they had 
escaped. That I had allowed them to bath 
while I was filling the jerry cans, but by the 
time I had looked up, they were already on 
the other side of the river. I said that I had 
just seen a brief glimpse of them as they ran 
into the bush. By this time, commander Oja-
ra had much trust in me, and never got really 
angry with me.  He just gave me a hard slap 
in the face, telling me that I must never let my 
guard down again. This was all the punish-
ment I received. I had built my reputation as 
a ferocious soldier in battle, and I think that’s 
why he never suspected that I had let them 
go intentionally. That night when I went to 
sleep, I felt good again.  I really had the feel-
ing that I had done something good in this 
whole bloody mess. I had made sure that 
neither of the two would ever suffer what I 
had suffered and best of all; I did this without 
having to face any consequences myself.  It 
was then that I decided that I would abduct 
as many children as I could to show the com-
mander my valor, but also let them all go the 
moment I got the opportunity. However, in 
the week that followed I could do neither of 
those things. I was assigned to the blocking 
force and here I had a complete lack of op-
portunity, since we were always the last to 
arrive at an attack sight. 

I am not sure how much time passed before 
our next major attack on a trading center 
called Parongo, which lies somewhere be-

tween Karuma and Pakwach. This battle I will 
never forget, both because off the ferocious-
ness of this attack and because it occurred 
in the place where my mother was born and 
where I had visited my uncles several times as 
a young boy.  I knew the place very well. 

We had been specifically given the mission 
of attacking Parongo trading center when we 
left Sudan. In Parango the civilians were noto-
rious for attacking the LRA with spears, bows 
and arrows, especially when we marched in 
small groups. This needed to end. Our instruc-
tion was to teach them a lesson they would 
never forget. As Parongo was quite an im-
portant place, it was guarded by a barrack of 
the Ugandan army. On our march through 
Uganda, we had learned that our enemies no 
longer called themselves National Resistance 
Movement. The name was changed to the 
Uganda People’s Defence Forces or UPDF, and 
we were determined to put their new name to 
the test. Just before we started our attack, we 
all assembled by a mango tree, a few hundred 
meters away from the barrack. Here we got 
our instructions and they were very clear. This 
place had to burn. The UPDF camp had to be 
destroyed, the civilians were to be killed and 
the trading center had to burn. 

Minutes after we got our instructions we 
began moving. The advance party was in-
structed to move to the north of Parongo to 
make sure that nobody could escape and the 
blocking force was forced to do the same for 
the south. The main body would then carry 
out the main attack from the west. I was se-
lected with about thirty others to attack the 
barrack of the UPDF. We were told that timing 
was important. The moment we started our 
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attack on the barracks, the main body would 
start the attack on the trading center. These 
things were to happen simultaneously. Sev-
eral minutes after the advance party and the 
blocking force marched off, the entire main 
body also began to march. My contingent 
was to attack the barrack, which was located 
a few hundred meters away from the trading 
center, to the south west of Parongo. As we 
came close, we dropped to the ground and 
started crawling towards the barracks until 
we were in striking distance. It was a rather 
small barrack, consisting of maybe thirty sol-
diers.  We started our attack by shooting off 
three RPGs, but by the time I started firing 
my gun, the UPDF soldiers had already start-
ed to run away. So much for their name. We 
joked about how their previous name suited 
them better. Indeed, they were able to resist 
a little bit, but the defense of the people of 
Uganda needed real men, not these cowards 
who ran away after three shells were fired. 
In the RPG attack we had killed several and 
only managed to catch one UPDF soldier 
alive, who was heavily injured. One of my 
colleagues immediately put a bullet in his 
head. We plundered the barrack for ammu-
nition and weapons and afterwards we set 
all the huts on fire. We even burnt the iron 
huts, using petrol. After we had finished, we 
headed to Parongo, where the attack had al-
ready begun. This was the worst massacre I 
had witnessed so far. 

As I entered to outer edges of Parongo I 
saw bodies lying everywhere. We walked 
in from the south, and there were already 
many houses burning. After a few minutes 
I came to the main road where the horror 
was at its worst. There was a large truck car-

rying thousands of bottles of coca cola and I 
saw the driver lying beside the truck, bathing 
in a pool of his own blood. The whole road 
was scattered with the bodies of those who 
had tried to flee the initial onslaught. A little 
further there was a petrol truck. When I came 
close enough, I saw the driver being pulled 
out of the truck. He was then ordered to stand 
in front of a firing squad, which shot at his legs 
so that he could never drive a truck again. In 
the meantime his petrol was being used to 
burn the entire trading center. I feared that I 
may would across my uncles who had been 
living close to Parongo, but luckily they were 
not present. I never told any of my colleagues 
that this was the place where my mother was 
born out of fear that they would force me to 
kill all the civilians. 

I also went north of the road and started to 
blast my gun at some houses, unaware if there 
were civilians inside or not. I never went in to 
check, so I will never know. Afterwards I threw 
some petrol from the truck over the huts and 
started to burn them. I burnt four huts in to-
tal that day. How many civilians I killed? Now 
I truly hope none, but back then I didn’t care. 
I did not actively kill someone, but I may have 
accidentally killed when I was shooting and 
burning the huts.  This I will never know and I 
actually don’t even want to know. All around 
me people were being arrested and sent to 
the road where everybody was assembled.  
Those who tried to run were executed on the 
spot. Those who surrendered would suffer the 
same fate, only a little later. The arrested civil-
ians were all taken to the mount Onu where 
they were all executed one by one. Only twelve 
women were released, to continue their now 
miserable lives. 
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During the attack I managed to abduct one 
more child. I found him somewhere north in 
Parongo, while he was just walking around 
helplessly, lost and screaming for his mother. 
At that time again I was filled with so much 
anger and hate, that I didn’t care about any-
thing, including that boy. Seeing all that 
death and suffering had a profound effect 
on me. The smell of burning bodies and the 
screams of those still living causes your emo-
tions to freeze. At those moments you don’t 
care about human life anymore. To some 
this means that they go into some kind of a 
dream mode, where your actions are com-
pletely separated from the bloody conse-
quences. For others, they explode into a kill-
ing frenzy. Me, I was somewhere in between. 
I felt so much anger and hate, but everything 
happened as if in some kind of a dream. 

That was what happened when I put those 
huts on fire. I was somehow in a whirl of ex-
citement whereby I had managed to sepa-
rate my own actions from their potentially 
life threatening consequences. I didn’t kill 
anybody intentionally that day, but only be-
cause I didn’t really have the opportunity to. 
Not because I was better than the others. . 
In these situations, everyone can be a kill-
er. The reason why I didn’t shoot any of the 
soldiers was because I was not qualified to 
shoot with RPGs and by the time I started 
shooting my gun, the soldiers had already 
started to run away. I didn’t shoot any civil-
ians on purpose, not because I felt empathy 
for them but because I was in the attack on 
the UPDF barrack, not in the attach on the 
trading center By the time I entered Parongo, 
most of the people had either fled or already 
been arrested or killed. The huts I had shot 

at and burnt were probably empty, but if they 
weren’t I couldn’t have cared less at the time. 
Did I not hear screams coming from those 
huts? I honesty cannot remember. There were 
screams everywhere, and if somebody did 
scream in those huts, I probably would not 
have known.  But even if I had heard some, 
I would have still burnt the huts down. I did 
not care about human life. Now I think dif-
ferently, but during that attack I was just in-
different to human suffering. The same with 
the boy that I abducted. I could have had pity 
on him or I could have shot him, but I didn’t 
do either because I didn’t care. At that time, I 
saw these children as trophies, as objects that 
would improve my own standing with the 
commander and eventually my position in 
the LRA. I remember that I kicked the boy and 
that I dragged him violently to the assembly 
point, where I made sure that people noticed I 
had abducted another one, before I gave him 
to the others who guarded the new recruits. 
Afterwards, I didn’t see him anymore because 
he was put under the guard of a different unit 
from my own. 

Once the attack was over we headed west-
wards, taking the arrested civilians with us 
towards mount Uno, near Pakwach, where 
most of them were executed. By the time we 
arrived there I was getting back to my senses, 
and the anger and the hate were I felt was 
receding. I was standing guard somewhere 
at the foot of the mountain when the civil-
ians were killed, and I was happy that I didn’t 
witness any of that. Killing people in a battle 
frenzy is one thing, but marching them for 
fifty miles with the express purpose of killing 
them in cold blood, is something entirely dif-
ferent. We then marched back in the direction 
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of Parongo again. Occasionally we attacked 
a small village, but never destroyed them. 
When we had moved some distance away 
from Parongo, we released the women and 
quickly went on, so that the women would 
not betray where we were going. Why did 
we release those women? Maybe to spread 
the word that they should never attack us 
anymore, but I will never know the true rea-
son.

 About fifty miles further to the east, some-
where at the edge of Murchison Fall national 
park, we attacked a camp of park rangers. 
In total we captured maybe twenty or so of 
then, and they were all executed in a little 
shed close to their camp. I was standing just 
outside of the hut when I heard them be-
ing executed one by one. What amazed me 
most was their silence. They knew they were 
going to die and yet they didn’t scream. Not 
a single one of them. The one doing the kill-
ing was a boy who would always volunteer 
whenever someone had to be killed. He was 
young, not much older than me, but he had 
been with the rebels for a while. He was ab-
ducted when he was just nine years old and 
somewhere along the way something had 
snapped in him. He just liked the killing too 
much. The strange thing was that he was a 
funny guy who was actually very nice when 
he was not killing. But whenever somebody 
needed to be killed, he was the first in line. 

As we continued going east our excitement 
grew with every step we took. We all knew 
that we were getting close to Karuma Falls, 
where the river Nile narrows to about twen-
ty to thirty meters while making a steep de-
scend. Since the early days of the insurgency, 

the Nile had always been the natural bound-
ary that stopped our march to Kampala. Alice 
Lakwena was defeated close to the Nile, in Jin-
ja and we had also been unable to penetrate 
this natural border.  The Nile was a formidable 
boundary, and swimming from one side to 
the other was nothing short of committing 
suicide. The only way to cross it was by using a 
bridge, and the few bridges crossing the Nile 
were heavily guarded by the enemy troops. 
So with every step that we set closer to the 
bridge, rumors started spreading that this 
time we would cross. In our minds, the bridge 
was the last step before taking Kampala, after 
that, there were no natural boundaries that 
would prevent us from overthrowing Musev-
eni.  By crossing Karuma we would show that 
Museveni wasn’t invulnerable and it might 
even cause him to flee.  As we came closer 
our excitement started to mount. Crossing 
Karuma was not an instruction given to us by 
Kony, but when our commander noticed our 
high morale, he just decided that we would 
show Museveni the power of the spirit. In my 
head I already saw myself returning to my par-
ents, loaded with medals, as a highly deco-
rated commander who was given the rank of 
captain for his bravery at Karuma Bridge. 

When we came to the bridge at five in the 
morning, we immediately started to launch 
our assault using every single combatant that 
we had. We all lined up as close to the bridge 
as possible without being noticed. We could 
see some soldiers patrolling the bridge, but 
there were only a few soldiers there, less than 
ten. Their barrack was in the village of Karuma, 
some 300 meters away from the bridge. Usu-
ally there was one battalion stationed there, 
with some brigades further from Karuma who 
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could be called in at any given moment. By 
now we had abducted more than two hun-
dred children, maybe even more than three 
hundred. The modest battalion with which 
we had left Sudan had now almost turned 
into a brigade.  Although most of the newly 
abducted had not received weapons train-
ing yet, and most of them were unarmed, we 
looked like a formidable force. The soldiers 
guarding the bridge were taken completely 
by surprise. For the last ten years UPDF sol-
diers had been guarding this bridge every 
day and nothing had ever happened. Every 
night they had probably heaved a sigh of re-
lief that they were guarding the bridge and 
not fighting at the frontlines. . But now the 
frontline had suddenly sprung upon them 
at ninety-nine speed.  The moment the sol-
diers saw us they threw away their guns and 
they started to flee.  They were at the end of 
the bridge with a head start of at least 400 
meters. By the time we crossed the bridge, 
the soldiers had already reached Karuma vil-
lage where they alerted the entire barrack. 
But none of them stayed around to put up 
a fight.  All of them ran away like a couple of 
frightened chickens. We really tried to cap-
ture at least one soldier, but those cowards 
never gave us the chance. 

When we entered the little village of Karu-
ma two civilians were arrested. My com-
mander said that they were intelligence, 
working for the government, so they had to 
be questioned. In the meantime the major-
ity of us went up to the barrack, where we 
plundered.  We took everything that there 
was to be found, and this was a lot. B-12, AK-
47, AK-49, hand grenades, mortars, mines 
and much more. It was actually more than 

we could carry, and the newly abducted were 
forced to carry the heaviest load. All this took 
us maybe half an hour. I still remember how 
excited I was. At that time, I really thought 
that we had defeated the last battalion that 
stood between Kampala and us. Actually, the 
vast majority of us thought the same, but our 
commanders knew better. They knew very 
well that it wouldn’t be long before this place 
would be swarmed with government tanks, 
gunships, airplanes and at least a thousand 
soldier strong brigade. Thus, the moment we 
came down from the barrack we got the order 
to cross the bridge again and to go back into 
Gulu district. I felt so disappointed. I had really 
thought that this would be the day we would 
march into Kampala, but the order to go back 
for certain saved my life. By the time I came 
back the first forces had already started to 
march back and cross the bridge. The two ci-
vilians we had captured were both killed, shot 
in their heads. Not long after we had crossed 
the bridge back, we vanished in the thick bush 
again, leaving as little trail as possible. 

By now we had attained most of our chief 
objectives. Parongo was burning and we had 
abducted many new recruits. The group of ab-
ductees was getting so large that it was get-
ting difficult to manage and guard them all at 
the same time, so the time had come to move 
back to Sudan. Initially, when we had just en-
tered Uganda, I thought that life here as a reb-
el was much more comfortable. In Uganda we 
rarely grew hungry because there was always 
plenty of food to plunder. But there was rarely 
a moment that we could relax. We were always 
on the move, often walking for more than 18 
hours a day. Staying at one place for more 
than a day was dangerous, because there 
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was always the threat that the UPDF would 
amass all their forces, including mobiles and 
aircrafts to destroy us. In Palataka, we never 
had to worry about this. But then, in Palataka 
we were always hungry. By now I had grown 
strong and battle hardened. All that walk-
ing had made us very strong. Although we 
were only kids, we were all very muscular 
because of the heavy loads that we had to 
carry and all the walking. The marching had 
become especially tough after the raid on 
Karuma.  As I was still in the artillery depart-
ment, I had to carry my gun, two landmines, 
an RPG, hand grenades and of course lots of 
ammunition. The further we got, the heavier 
the load became. Once in a while we found a 
good place to stash weapons and ammuni-
tion, but then we plundered another village 
and were loaded with additional bags of mil-
let flower, or some other goods. 

Although we were slowly going back to Su-
dan, our mission wasn’t over yet. Whenever 
we passed a village, we would always attack 
it and abduct even more children. At least 
they could help us carry the load. A couple 
of days after Karuma, I was again selected 
for an attack on a small village, where I man-
aged to abduct two more children. There 
was no escaping the abductions. If you were 
selected in the advance party and were the 
first to enter a village, it was expected of you 
to abduct some children. Five was the target. 
Everybody had to abduct five. As always, I 
made sure that the commanding people 
were aware of my ‘trophies’ and then I hand-
ed them over to the guards in the main body. 
I was still planning to release these kids, but 
so far I hadn’t found the right opportunity. 
As the days passed we were getting closer to 

the border of Sudan. 

About one week after our attack on Karuma 
we crossed Atwa River again and here we 
were ordered to rest for a bit. I was assigned 
to assist in guarding the abductees, and this 
gave me a splendid opportunity to try and 
release them again. I took the boy I had last 
abducted to the river to fetch water and there 
I let them go. Everything happened similar to 
the first time. I told him to cross the river and 
to stay on the other side of it, and never to 
mention that I had let him go. When I came 
back, I told the story to another captain, not 
Ojara, and again I managed to get got away 
with just a few slaps in my face. By now we 
had abducted so many, that my abductees 
were not the only ones who managed to es-
cape. We were only two hundred rebels and 
we had to guard almost triple the amount of 
abductees. If they wanted to flee, they only 
had to do it all simultaneously so that there 
was no way that we could catch them all. But 
our methods to prevent them from escaping 
were also very effective. 

Fear was our main tool to prevent the abduct-
ees from escaping. Whenever we caught one 
who tried to escape, all the new abductees 
were forced to execute him. The same way I 
had been forced to kill that boy 10 months 
earlier. We always wrote down the name of 
everyone we abducted. Before the writing of 
the name they would be tied up with ropes 
and afterwards, at least in the first few weeks 
after writing their name, they would be too 
wounded to even attempt an escape. Ojara 
and the captains also told all the new abduct-
ees that the spirit protected us and that the 
spirit saw everything even thoughts, so most 
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were too afraid to even think about escap-
ing. Then there was the last method we 
used, which was a sort of divide and strat-
egy. Abductees were encouraged to report 
anything suspicious about their fellow ab-
ductees. If they reported any rumor about 
someone attempting to escape, they would 
receive better treatment and receive extra 
food rations, while those who were planning 
to escape would be seriously caned. In this 
way it became very hard for abductees to 
trust each other. The attempt was to break 
down any group solidarity, and so whenever 
someone wanted to escape, they had to do 
it on their own. 

By the time we reached the border of Su-
dan we had been successful in abducting 
many children. About two dozen of them 
had maybe escaped, but the rest were still 
with us. During the last weeks of the mis-
sion I had abducted one more child and just 
before reaching the Sudanese border I man-
aged to release the bicycle boy. He had been 
with us for almost two months now.  In to-
tal I had abducted seven children, of which 
I had managed to release four. There was no 
way I could have let them all go, because 
they were guarded by different units. Also 
it would have raised far too much suspicion 

on me. None of us low ranking soldiers had 
any clue as to how many children had been 
abducted in total, but there were many, hun-
dreds upon hundreds. If every single com-
batant that had set out from Sudan had in-
deed abducted five, we would have recruited 
around 1000 new soldiers, but I doubt if it was 
really this much. Anyway, Ojara appeared to 
be happy. We had burned Parongo and had 
helped swell the ranks of the LRA consider-
ably.  Yet the biggest challenge of our mission 
was yet to come- crossing the semi desert of 
Sudan to reach Palataka, and this in the warm-
est season of the year. 

Just like the first time when I had to cross it 
as a new abductee, this time too I suffered.  
As I have already explained, the heat and the 
thirst don’t spare anyone. Every time is a risk, 
no matter how often you have done it. But, 
much like the first time, I did manage to make 
it and so did the vast majority of others. As I 
was walking in the front, I didn’t see any peo-
ple dying of thirst and exhaustion, but I am 
sure that lives were lost during what we called 
the ‘death march’. When we arrived in Palataka, 
we, the combatants, were welcomed as proud 
warriors and a special speech was made in our 
honor.
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About National Memory and Peace Documentation Centre (NMPDC)
The National Memory and Peace Documentation Centre (NMPDC), a collaborative initiative 
of the Refugee Law Project, School of Law Makerere University and the Kitgum District Local 
Government.
The NMPDC is located in Kitgum district town council in Northern Uganda an area ravaged by 
over two decades of armed conflict and is struggling to recover in the post-conflict era.
As a country emerging from conflict, Uganda remains highly divided, with a weak sense of 
national identity, low societal solidarity amongst constituencies, a lack of information and 
transparency about historical events and little or no accountability for past wrong doing and 
acknowledgement for suffering. Uganda has a fragile democracy where unaddressed divi-
sions and grievances can easily ignite new conflict. These deficiencies pose significant ob-
structions to national reconciliation, transitional justice and rule of law in the country; this is 
what the NMPDC aims to primarily address. 

About Refugee Law Project (RLP)
The Refugee Law Project (RLP) seeks to ensure fundamental human rights for all, including; 
asylum seekers, refugees, and internally displaced persons within Uganda. RLP envision a 
country that treats all people within its borders with the same standards of respect and social 
justice.
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