Testimony 5

Before the Lon Nol regime, my father was a teacher and photographer at wedding ceremonies. My father brought me to this village to visit my grandmother in 1974 along with 15 cars of monks the Khmer Rouge sent from Siem Reap to Kampong Cham. After liberation, I came here again, but this time to live. My parents were at Siem Reap. 


When I was ten years old, they took me to the revolution. I collected cow dung in this village and later, they called me to carry earth and build dams at Tik Chhar and Toul Trabek. I was in a children’s unit, so I lived apart from my grandmother. We slept in a big cottage at night. All the boys slept in a line; I was cold because I had no clothes to wear, only a blanket and a cotton scarf. 


If someone stole something to eat, they were tied with a rope and kicked repeatedly. They were also punished if they tried to catch fish in the field; I saw them pulling out children’s fingernails for stealing rice and trying to hide it. 


I never did anything wrong because my grandmother prevented me. She didn’t allow me to take anything to eat, even when I was hungry. However I didn’t care what they did. I was a farmer, but I wasn’t allowed to eat what I grew.


After the Vietnamese came in 1979, I went back to live with my grandmother. At that time, the Khmer Rouge wanted to send people to be killed west of the village, so they dug a communal grave. I don’t know why, but they wanted to kill all of the people in the village. 

