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From a childhood survivor of the Camdodian genocide under the regime of Pol Pot, this is a
riveting narrative of war crimes and desperate actions, the unnerving strength of a small girl and
her family, and their triumph of spirit.One of seven children of a high-ranking government official,
Loung Ung lived a privileged life in the Cambodian capital of Phnom Penh until the age of five.
Then, in April 1975, Pol Pot's Khmer Rouge army stormed into the city, forcing Ung's family to
flee and, eventually, to disperse. Loung was trained as a child soldier in a work camp for
orphans, her siblings were sent to labor camps, and those who survived the horrors would not
be reunited until the Khmer Rouge was destroyed.Harrowing yet hopeful, Loung's powerful story
is an unforgettable account of a family shaken and shattered, yet miraculously sustained by
courage and love in the face of unspeakable brutality. 

“[Ung] tells her stories straightforwardly, vividly, and without any strenuous effort to explicate
their importance, allowing the stories themselves to create their own impact.” — New York
Times“A riveting memoir...an important, moving work that those who have suffered cannot afford
to forget and those who have been spared cannot afford to ignore.” — San Francisco
Chronicle“Loung Ung plunges her readers into a Kafkaesque world...and forces them to
experience the mass murder, starvation and disease that claimed half her beloved family. In the
end, the horror of the Cambodian genocide is matched only by the author’s indomitable spirit.”
— Iris Chang, author of The Rape of Nanking“Despite the tragedy all around her, this scrappy
kid struggles for life and beats the odds. I thought young Ung’s story would make me sad. But
this spunky child warrior carried me with her in her courageous quest for life. Reading these
pages has strengthened me in my own struggle to disarm the powers of violence in this world.”
— Sister Helen Prejean, CSJ, author of Dead Man Walking“Loung has written an eloquent and
powerful narrative as a young witness to the Khmer Rouge atrocities. This is an important story
that will have a dramatic impact on today’s readers and inform generations to come.” — Dith
Pran, whose wartime life was portrayed in the award-winning movie The Killing Fields"A
harrowing true story of the nightmare world that was Cambodia in those terrible times of mass
murder and slow death through overwork, starvation, and disease." — Kirkus Reviews"Ung's
memoir should serve as a reminder that some history is best not left just to historians, but to
those left standing when the terror ends." — Booklist"In this gripping narrative Loung Ung
describes the unfathomable evil that engulfed Cambodia during her childhood, the courage that
enabled her family to survive, and the determination that has made her an eloquent voice for
peace and justice in Cambodia. It is a tour de force that strengthens our resolve to prevent and
punish crimes against humanity." — U.S. Senator Patrick Leahy, congressional leader on human
rights and a global ban on landminesFrom the Back CoverOne of seven children of a high-



ranking government official, Loung Ung lived a privileged life in the Cambodian capital of Phnom
Penh until the age of five. Then, in April 1975, Pol Pot's Khmer Rouge army stormed into the city,
forcing Ung's family to flee and, eventually, to disperse. Loung was trained as a child soldier in a
work camp for orphans, her siblings were sent to labor camps, and those who survived the
horrors would not be reunited until the Khmer Rouge was destroyed.Harrowing yet hopeful,
Loung's powerful story is an unforgettable account of a family shaken and shattered, yet
miraculously sustained by courage and love in the face of unspeakable brutality.About the
AuthorLoung Ungwas the National Spokesperson for the “Campaign for a Landmine Free
World,” a program of the Vietnam Veterans of America Foundation, which was awarded the
Nobel Peace Prize for co-founding the International Campaign to Ban Landmines. Ung lectures
extensively, appears regularly in the media, and has made more than thirty trips back to
Cambodia. She is also the author of Lucky Child: A Daughter of Cambodia Reunites with the
Sister She Left Behind and LuLu in the Sky.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights
reserved.First They Killed My FatherA Daughter of Cambodia RemembersBy Loung
UngHarperCollins Publishers, Inc.Copyright ©2006 Loung UngAll right reserved.Chapter
Onephnom penhApril 1975Phnom Penh city wakes early to take advantage of the cool morning
breeze before the sun breaks through the haze and invades the country with sweltering heat.
Already at 6 A.M. people in Phnom Penh are rushing and bumping into each other on dusty,
narrow side streets. Waiters and waitresses in black-and-white uniforms swing open shop doors
as the aroma of noodle soup greets waiting customers. Street vendors push food carts piled with
steamed dumplings, smoked beef teriyaki sticks, and roasted peanuts along the sidewalks and
begin to set up for another day of business. Children in colorful T-shirts and shorts kick soccer
balls on sidewalks with their bare feet, ignoring the grunts and screams of the food cart owners.
The wide boulevards sing with the buzz of motorcycle engines, squeaky bicycles, and, for those
wealthy enough to afford them, small cars. By midday, as temperatures climb to over a hundred
degrees, the streets grow quiet again. People rush home to seek relief from the heat, have lunch,
take cold showers, and nap before returning to work at 2 P.M.My family lives on a third-floor
apartment in the middle of Phnom Penh, so I am used to the traffic and the noise. We don't have
traffic lights on our streets; instead, policemen stand on raised metal boxes, in the middle of the
intersections directing traffic. Yet the city always seems to be one big traffic jam. My favorite way
to get around with Ma is the cyclo because the driver can maneuver it in the heaviest traffic. A
cyclo resembles a big wheelchair attached to the front of a bicycle. You just take a seat and pay
the driver to wheel you around wherever you want to go. Even though we own two cars and a
truck, when Ma takes me to the market we often go in a cyclo because we get to our destination
faster. Sitting on her lap I bounce and laugh as the driver pedals through the congested city
streets.This morning, I am stuck at a noodle shop a block from our apartment in this big chair. I'd
much rather be playing hopscotch with my friends. Big chairs always make me want to jump on
them. I hate the way my feet just hang in the air and dangle. Today, Ma has already warned me
twice not to climb and stand on the chair. I settle for simply swinging my legs back and forth



beneath the table.Ma and Pa enjoy taking us to a noodle shop in the morning before Pa goes off
to work. As usual, the place is filled with people having breakfast. The clang and clatter of
spoons against the bottom of bowls, the slurping of hot tea and soup, the smell of garlic, cilantro,
ginger, and beef broth in the air make my stomach rumble with hunger. Across from us, a man
uses chopsticks to shovel noodles into his mouth. Next to him, a girl dips a piece of chicken into
a small saucer of hoisin sauce while her mother cleans her teeth with a toothpick. Noodle soup
is a traditional breakfast for Cambodians and Chinese. We usually have this, or for a special
treat, French bread with iced coffee."Sit still," Ma says as she reaches down to stop my leg
midswing, but I end up kicking her hand. Ma gives me a stern look and a swift slap on my
leg."Don't you ever sit still? You are five years old. You are the most troublesome child. Why can't
you be like your sisters? How Will you ever grow up to be a proper young lady?" Ma sighs. Of
course I have heard all this before.It must be hard for her to have a daughter who does not act
like a girl, to be so beautiful and have a daughter like me. Among her women friends, Ma is
admired for her height, slender build, and porcelain white skin. I often overhear them talking
about her beautiful face when they think she cannot hear. Because I'm a child, they feel free to
say whatever they want in front of me, believing I cannot understand. So while they're ignoring
me, they comment on her perfectly arched eyebrows; almond-shaped eyes; tall, straight Western
nose; and oval face. At 5'6", Ma is an Ebook Library among Cambodian women. Ma says she's
so tall because she's all Chinese. She says that some day my Chinese side will also make me
tall. I hope so, because now when I stand I'm only as tall as Ma's hips."Princess Monineath of
Cambodia, now she is famous for being proper," Ma continues. "It is said that she walks so
quietly that no one ever hears her approaching. She smiles without ever showing her teeth. She
talks to men without looking directly in their eyes. What a gracious lady she is." Ma looks at me
and shakes her head."Hmm..." is my reply, taking a loud swig of Coca-Cola from the small
bottle.Ma says I stomp around like a cow dying of thirst. She's tried many times to teach me the
proper way for a young lady to walk. First, you connect your heel to the ground, then roll the ball
of your feet on the earth while your toes curl up painfully. Finally you end up with your toes gently
pushing you off the ground. All this is supposed to be done gracefully, naturally, and quietly. It all
sounds too complicated and painful to me. Besides, I am happy stomping around."The kind of
trouble she gets into, while just the other day she" Ma continues to Pa. but is interrupted when
our waitress arrives with our soup."Phnom Penh special noodles with chicken for you and a
glass of hot water," says the waitress as she puts the steaming bowl of translucent potato
noodles swimming in clear broth before Ma.Continues...Excerpted from First They Killed My
Fatherby Loung Ung Copyright ©2006 by Loung Ung. Excerpted by permission.All rights
reserved. No part of this excerpt may be reproduced or reprinted without permission in writing
from the publisher.Excerpts are provided by Dial-A-Book Inc. solely for the personal use of
visitors to this web site.Read more
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David Y., “A timely lesson for today's world. It has been more than 40 years since the black-
uniformed columns of the Khmer Rouge rolled into Phnom Penh and changed the life of a 5-year
old girl named Loung Ung forever. With the benefit of distance, it may be all too easy to dismiss
the horrors of that era to a distant corner of memory, or to brush it off as a bizarre aberration of
history. That would be a mistake. Communism as an ideology may be bankrupt, but the specter
of Utopian extremism lives on. Many young men and women who flock to ISIS today are fired by
the same misguided zealotry, the same disdain for common human decency in the name of a
supposedly better world, that brought young men and women into the folds of the Khmer Rouge
40, 50, and 60 years ago. In fact, the parallels are chilling - like many leading figures of ISIS, Al
Qaeda, and the Taliban today, the leaders of the Khmer Rouge were by and large teachers.
They wrote beautifully, if somewhat naively, of a return to innocent rural simplicity. They
impressed their students with their erudition, simplicity of living, and apparent dedication. How
can such earnest people do any wrong? Many will find out at the cost of their lives.Loung Ung's
autobiography is a moving memorial to all the lives lost in that deranged quest for Utopia. In the
eyes of the Angkar (the Khmer Rouge "organization"), liquidating the members of the old regime
is but a necessary prelude to building a society of true believers. And if the Angkar believes that
each hectare can yield 3 tons of rice (even though the best yield before the war was only 1 ton/
hectare), then it must be achievable if everybody just works hard enough. The starry-eyed
school-teachers of yesteryear who dreamed of an agrarian paradise had become totally out of
touch. And with the absolute power they wielded, nobody was about to tell them otherwise. The
result was mass famine as local cadres starved the people to turn in their production quota. As
millions perished, the top leadership witch-hunted for "saboteurs" and berated their subjects for
lack of revolutionary fervor.Ung's book is full of vivid descriptions and keen observations that
bring the vicissitudes of that era poignantly to life. Many passages are naturally cinematic.
These include:- Her idyllic family life in pre-KR Phnom Penh. The author was young, but her
memory is sharp. Her colourful description of early 1970's Phnom Penh with its many exotic (to
an American audience) sights, sounds, and colors is an adventure in itself;- The arrival of the KR
in Phnom Penh. A moment of high historical drama, but perhaps the author was too young to
remember the details. This is where Chanrithy Him's dramatic account offers some truly
memorable moments;- Getting through the KR check points on the way out of Phnom Penh, as
KR soldiers systematically rounded up all former members of the old regime. Most would be
executed within days;- A widow who took refuge with the author's family, tenderly talking to the
baby that she carried with her everywhere, refusing to accept that he was already dead; (p.86)-
The ritual brainwashing of children at a child labor camp, with the clapping, the chanting of
"Angkar!", the endless repetition of propaganda;- Loung's savage attack against one of her
tormentors, a bully in the children's labour camp who despised her because of her light skin.
Even as a 7-year old she dreamed of the day when she'd have the power to come back to look



for the bullies and "beat them until she was tired". She vowed never to forget. Her sweet-
natured sister couldn't understand why she wanted to retain such horrible memories. But as
Loung explained, she needed the anger, the thoughts of retribution, to fill the bottomless
sadness in her soul.I've always said that anger, or at least righteous indignation, is a much under-
rated emotion. It needs to be controlled. It needs to be properly-channeled. But it's the juice
that drives much social progress.Finally, a few observations about the author's family
background. A few readers took offense at the author's perceived lack of sensitivity. Perhaps
she took too much pride in her family's light skin, high status, and economic prosperity. Reading
her account of her family's encounter with the villagers in the KR base areas, it's quite evident
there was much class resentment and perhaps plain-old jealousy on the part of the country folk.
Even to this day many villagers in the old KR base areas seem to recall that era wistfully - Pol
Pot's cremation site seems to have become something of a shrine. No doubt the villagers didn't
enjoy the regimentation, but it was a topsy-turvy time when poor people like themselves could
feel superior to the city folk who probably looked down on them. Not that the Khmer Rouge
cadres themselves were particularly holy, of course. Plenty were mere opportunists. The Khmer
Rouge village chief who lorded over the "new people" ate better, dressed better, and was
apparently not above trading extra food for gold at exorbitant prices. (Ironically his corruption
probably saved some lives, because life definitely got a lot harder after Angkar tightened things
up and sent more soldiers into the villages.) As for Pol Pot, the young Loung Ung knew almost
nothing about him, except that he was "fat" in a country of living skeletons.A postscript: Those
readers who are interested in how Loung and her siblings fared after the war may be interested
in reading her second book, Lucky Child. While some readers may find the events in her later
life less dramatic, I found it equally fascinating to read about her endeavors to come to terms
with her past while trying to make a new life for herself in America. Like many children from
similar backgrounds, she went through a phase when she attempted to cut all ties with her past
(to the point of deliberately avoiding contact with her siblings) and plunged headlong into
mainstream American youth culture. As she got older, she discovered that she could only
conquer the ghosts of her past by embracing her roots, and to rise above her personal losses
(and petty personal vengeance) by making them her life-long cause. While my own life
experiences were nowhere nearly as dramatic as Luong's, there are enough similarities that
what she wrote rang true to me and resonated.  Well worth a read.”

patrick e bates, “Important and ...Compelling!. "First They Killed My Father..." - I think it's
important that you read this narrative. I think it's important for everyone to read it. It's important
that you understand how it happened, and more importantly, how it could easily happen to you
and yours. Five stars is simply not enough.The author was just a little girl, five years old. She
knew nothing about the politics or the wars or the conflicts. She was just playing with friends and
playing dress-up for fun. And just like it was for you as a little kid, for that little Cambodian girl,
everything was just happy and games and wonderful. And suddenly, yes, to the little girl, it was



sudden. For her, there was no warning - how could there be? She didn't know anything about
politics or civil war. She was happy and laughing one moment, then the family was forced out of
their home - the only home she'd ever known. She was scared and nervous and sad, she
couldn't understand what was happening. She wanted to go home, that's all, just that simple.
"Why can't we go home now, Pa?" Yes, why not. Read this book.Please, for your own sense of
security and the wellbeing of you and your family; for your own sense of what's right and just in
the world, read this book. Don't think that it's all about civil war or combat or the horrors of war or
terrorist crimes; it's about living life as a frightened refugee, fearful and afraid and worried in your
own country. It's not a horrible reading experience, it's intensely compelling. And it's intensely
important for you to read this story.Horrible things happen, it happens in our world, it's on the
news all the time, it's in the news right now. Read this narrative, and the next time something like
this is on the news, you'll know - deep in your heart and soul - you'll know, and you'll feel. And it
won't be just plain old sympathy, it'll be knowing.This narrative is told in first person, from the
perspective of the little girl as she lived it ...a little girl who struggles to live even as she tries
desperately to understand what's happening to herself and her family and her friends. This story
is important to know, to understand, to feel deep in your heart and soul.This book deserves to be
read and thought about and understood (as well as anyone can) by every single living person in
every nation of the world. It could happen to you and yours. The little Cambodian girl didn't think
anything could keep her from laughing and loving and playing and having fun either ...but
something did. Drastically, and for years, yes, for years! I can tell you right now, in all honesty, I
could not have endured what that little girl endured. I could not, and probably would not, have
lived through what she did. Many thousands did not - grown men and women did not live, yet
this little girl fought every day to live, and she survived.Read this book! I can sincerely predict
that you will be glad to have read this book. If you read it, when you read it, you'll be grateful that
that little Cambodian girl wrote her story for you. Read it, you'll thank me. Read it, you'll thank
that little girl for her extraordinary courage and resilience.This story is not like you think it is.
There is little to no overt violence or undue descriptive passages of death and killing. This is not
a work on or about combat or the civil war itself. This work is about the everyday lives of the
refugees who are struggling to survive in their world that has been turned upside down and
inside out. Read this story, you'll be thankful that you did. If I could, I'd give it far more than five
stars.Patrick”

Ebook Library Reader, “I cried. This book is so heartbreakly tragic. I knew of Pól Pot but not
much of the atrocities in Cambodia. This book must be a lesson to not let maniacs into
government. Be kind to refugees, you don't know half of what they've been through. If you read
this book and you cry for the people of Cambodia but still complain about refugees coming into
'your' country then you haven't learnt anything. We in the west live lives of privilege even though
we go through hard times or are living below the poverty line we must count ourselves lucky.This
book was a page turner, I couldn't put it down. When I saw the pictures of Loungs smiling family



at the end it felt even more tragic but put faces to the names. I'd recommend this book, one of
the best I've read in a long time.”

Kee Lady, “Harrowing but everyone should read First They Killed My Father. First They Killed My
Father will stay with me for a long time. This harrowing period in world history when, under Pol
Pot and the Khmer Rouge, millions of Cambodians were murdered and suffered unimaginable
cruelty, was something I knew next to nothing about. I am grateful to Loung Ung for sharing her
story – I cannot imagine how painful it must have been for her to re-live it. Yet, in telling her story,
she is not only educating people but also ensuring that Cambodia’s suffering is not erased from
history.Stories of horrific human suffering are always difficult to read but I actively urge people to
read this book. Knowledge of suffering endured by our fellow human beings can only lead to
greater understanding and compassion.”

Michelle, “5 stars. This is an own voices account of the Pol Pot regime, the regime that killed two
million Cambodians, a quarter of the country's population and its a hard read. It felt physically
exhausting to tell you the truth.I visited Cambodia in 2018 and did not meet a single Cambodian
who did not lose their parents in this genocide. I stood in the killing fields and saw the clothing of
those murdered start to penatrate the soil surface as with each rainy season that passes, the
mass graves become more exposed. You can smell the death in the air.Whether you've been or
not this is a brutal read, it raw and its beyond distressing.Angelina Jolie and her adopted son
Maddox (a Cambodian) have produced a netflix original film based on this book under the same
name which is also well worth watching.Im not here to rate peoples lives, an auto five star from
me.”

SEA WARRIOR, “EVER READ ANIMAL FARM? THEN READ THIS.. This isn't a type of book
that I would normally choose to read but it was recommended by a friend and I'm glad that I took
her advice. This is a book that immediately grabs hold of the reader and doesn't let go, and it
will extract tears from even the driest of eyes. Who might enjoy reading it? Those travelling to
Cambodia - especially if wandering off the beaten track. Creative writers - who might be
particularly interested in the author's notes and comments on the use of voice and tense. And
anyone who has read 'Animal Farm' by George Orwell - because the nightmare of 'Animal Farm'
came to Ro Leap and a thousand other places.”

Murakami fan, “If you like Cambodia, definitely read this. I heard about the movie and this book
when I went to Cambodia in 2017. I bought the book recently and read it cover to cover.It was so
sad and the fact that I had visited Phnom Penh and the Killing Fields previously basically painted
the images right into my head.I drove through a lot of rural Cambodia so I could basically just
imagine what went on in that place under these crazy Khmer Rouge soldiers and guards.Loung
Ung is a strong woman to have gone through all of this and to write about it and to talk so openly



about how life just changed.Thank you for sharing this with us. I hope I get round to reading the
next volume too”

The book by Anatoly Fomenko has a rating of 5 out of 4.7. 2,211 people have provided
feedback.
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