




In February 2007,  

58 ambassadors came together in Paris to do one thing 
for their children. They gathered to sign one 
document. But a very meaningful document, it was. A 
document so meaningful, it was to make certain 

the peace and shelter of their homes to fight a cold war 
in the bushes  Wars they never started. However, that 
same document was also a document so sensitive that 
once the 58 ambassadors signed it, none of the 
countries who signed it would ever know peace till 
their deed was done and their oaths fulfilled. The 
ambassadors called the document one name:  

the PARIS COMMITMENT.  

But years have passed since these countries signed the 
Paris Commitment, and as was suspected, none of these 
countries have known peace since then. A new type of 
war had started in the world. It was the war against 
war crimes and war criminals; a war literally trying to 
rip the commitment to shreds;  

page by page. 
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obody really knew who he was. The man with the 

axe. The man with no weaknesses. The man with no 

face. Not one friend. No enemies too. Maybe if he 

had one, he‟d be more relatable. Everyone in the camp knew 

him as the Axe man. The man called upon by the general to 

punish the children who tried to desert the rebel camp. No 

one knew who the Axe man really was because he always 

wore a grotesque paper mask across his face whenever he 

was summoned by the general to do his dirty business. He 

could have been anybody. But,  no one was foolish enough 

to attempt a clumsy thing as escape from the rebel camp. 

Everyone who had ever attempted to get away, never really 

got very far. Only as far as the man owning the hands and 

feet would allow.  

At the rebel camp, everybody‟s hands and feet were on loan. 

All hands and feet belonged to the Axe man. Any misuse of 

your limbs and off they went. Anyone that needed to leave 

the camp so badly had to square it off with the Axe man. 

N 
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Not one person, who ever looked into his eyes, had their 

limbs, fingers, or toes intact. It was the general‟s way of 

dealing with deserters and soldiers too chicken to fight or 

stupid enough to flee in search of their former homes. The 

camp was everyone‟s home now.  

But it wasn‟t just a painful, gut-wrenching, and bloodletting 

experience to have your limbs hacked off your body like a 

lumber jack hacks off branches from a tree trunk. For 11 

year old boys like Luke Weldon, it was the absolute trauma.  

“You leave me alone, pig!” Luke screamed at the top of his 

voice as the axe man grabbed him by the legs and pulled 

him to the floor, but Luke turned around faster than the tall 

man could wrestle the 11 year old over his shoulder, and 

poked the axe man in the eye through his paper mask. Both 

eyes with two fingers! 

“My eye!” the axe man yelped as Luke tried to make a quick 

getaway. But this time, Luke was a second too slow. The axe 

man grappled Luke‟s roped hands and threw Luke forcefully 
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by a bloody tree stump. It was the tree stump for chopping 

off hands and feet. Luke‟s head hit the stump and for a 

second or two almost didn‟t recognize where he was, 

neither could he hear the bombings or the warring 

anymore. The only thing he felt was the pitter-patter of rain 

falling. 

The Axe man angrily shoved Luke‟s face into the mud, but 

when the boy refused to fight back he set Luke‟s roped 

hands right over the tree stump, and took a moment to 

breathe in and breathe out.  

He lifted his axe, aimed twice for Luke‟s wrists, and bang!! 

Luke screamed louder than he had ever screamed in his life. 

There was blood everywhere. How in the world did he end 

up stuck in the middle of a vicious war in Africa? 
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eneva. Switzerland. United Nations Building. The 

International Forum on Armed Groups and the 

Involvement of Children in armed conflict. 

Have you ever heard the sound of a wooden mallet before? 

Well, it‟s loud. Very loud. Loud enough to catch your 

attention and make you shut up. The ambassadors at the 

United Nations Building were equal talkers too. They 

chattered like parrots. But, these were very important 

parrots. These important parrots were our leaders, our 

ambassadors, and were responsible for all the peace in the 

whole wide world, as well as being stuck in the centre of all 

of our world‟s problems too. So, whatever they sat down 

and discussed was bound to affect you and I much later in 

life, whether we liked it or not. But today was an unpleasant 

day for all of them. A very unpleasant day. Nobody was 

happy with what‟s going on in Africa and in the Middle 

East. It seemed all the delegates at today‟s meeting were 

desperate for change. Everybody had something to say or 

share. 

G 
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“This is no hall for fights!” the Ambassador for France yelled 

in French and rapped his gavel several times before 

everyone in the auditorium stopped their chit-chatter and 

bickering. An auditorium was a large meeting hall. “Good,” 

the old French man said and cleared his throat, now that the 

auditorium was quiet. He had almost lost his voice trying to 

call everyone to order, so he took a sip off the glass of water 

he had with him. Everyone had their own opinion of the 

current events in Africa, but he wasn‟t going to condone a 

lot of noise today. There was a lot to discuss over this 

growing problem in Africa. The French Ambassador pointed 

his gavel at the young American culprit responsible for all 

the bickering and chattering, “Mr. Hamburger, now that the 

auditorium is back to normal, I urge you to refrain from 

transferring blame. Remember, whatever we say here is 

most likely to be on the news. It won‟t sit well for us if what 

you said is printed in the newspapers tomorrow, or is 

carried by CNN, or the BBC on worldwide television! God 

knows, we have enough on our plate already!”  
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“Forgive me, Mr. Speaker. But the use of our children as 

warriors disturbs me a lot. I am, after all, a Rights activist,” 

Mr. Andrew Hamburger apologized to the French 

Ambassador. The French Ambassador was also the speaker 

of the UN Security Council. The UN Security Council is only 

a big shot name for the big shot representatives, also called 

ambassadors, of the different countries that are most 

committed to the United Nation‟s goal for the year.  

Mr. Andrew Hamburger was an honest man and his 

apology sounded truly sincere, so the old French 

Ambassador didn‟t go angry with him. “I can understand 

that,” the French Ambassador responded compassionately 

and rubbed his beards. His beards itched a little. The 

ambassador knew well that the job of every Human Rights 

Activist is to be sensitive to the plight and the troubles of 

others, so he forgot about punishing Mr. Hamburger for 

raising a little hell in the United Nations building. In truth, it 

was what Human Rights Activists did for a living. Some of 

them even died for their beliefs. The Ambassador for France 
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returned the wooden gavel back into the drawer he had 

pulled it out from. The meeting could continue, now that he 

had gotten his apology. Where had they left off? The French 

ambassador turned to his fellow ambassadors seated with 

him at the only high table in the building. It was a high 

table because the table was put on a stage in the centre of 

the amphitheatre; a table specially made for the five 

members of the UN Security Council.  

“Can we continue?” he asked the other four politely, 

needing permission from all of them to continue with the 

day‟s meeting. The five members of the UN Security Council 

for this year were the Chinese ambassador, the British 

Ambassador, the American Ambassador, the Ambassador for 

Russia, and not forgetting our French Ambassador.  

“Continue…but no more…pointing fingers, Mr. American,” 

the Ambassador for China warned Mr. Hamburger with a 

strong Chinese accent. Andrew Hamburger almost laughed 

at the Chinese ambassador‟s heavily punctuated English and 
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deep Chinese accent. But of course, he wouldn‟t dare laugh 

out loud to the china man‟s face now, would he?  

Working with the United Nations was fun, for you‟d get to 

meet all sorts of nationals speaking all sorts of languages 

with different accents, and funnier when you get to hear 

one person trying to mimic another person‟s native 

language. But Andrew Hamburger knew he had to give the 

Chinese Ambassador some rope to breathe because it was 

just as hard for English men and women to speak Mandarin 

as it was hard for Chinese men and women to speak English. 

Mandarin is what many people call the Chinese language. 

And it is a hard language to learn for foreigners to Chinese 

culture.  

“No, Mr. Ambassador,” Mr. Andrew replied, tightening his 

face and trying to appear very serious, I won‟t point fingers 

no more.” 



the phantom p. 

16 

The Chinese Ambassador held up his head stiffly as if—if he 

hadn‟t done so—his head would fall off. It was his way of 

saying „jolly good‟ to Mr. Andrew.  

“So, we are back to your report, Mr. Hamburger,” the 

French ambassador interrupted as he read the insides of a 

very colourful sheet of paper. “With what I see, it appears 

we aren‟t making any progress in these war-torn regions in 

Africa. In my opinion, the International Coalition to Stop the 

Use of Child Soldiers is at what I‟d like to call a cul-de-sac. 

I‟m most sorry to say,” the French ambassador said in a very 

sarcastic tone. He looked up at the young American 

national, Mr. Andrew Hamburger. “What I‟m trying to say 

to you, Mr. Hamburger, is that your office is shipwrecked. 

Shipwrecked!” he repeated humorously, and all the 

ambassadors present in that meeting, ambassadors from 

almost all the countries around the world, chuckled and 

laughed under their noses.  



17 

war against war crimes 

“May I say a word or two, Mr. Speaker?” Mr. Andrew 

asked, already speaking to the UN Security Council before 

he had been given the permission to do so. Mr. Hamburger 

kept in mind that he had been warned, so he spoke very 

gently and politely. “My office, the Coalition,” Mr. 

Hamburger said, “has been trying to clear better channels 

through which we can reach these countries using children 

as soldiers. And more of our focus for the year is on Africa, 

as the number of wars and use of children for fighting those 

wars continues to grow unscathed.”  

Mr. Andrew Hamburger turned his attention to someone 

seated to his right, “I have here with me, a professor from 

the University of London, Prof. John Kindsayer Weldon.” 

Mr. Hamburger said proudly. “Doctor Weldon is a specialist 

in Child Psychoanalysis, and can tell how these children 

warriors think and how badly this war affects their body 

and minds.” 
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Mr. Andrew was happy to no longer be in the centre of the 

gazes of over a hundred powerful world ambassadors in the 

UN Building.  Everyone now focused at the middle-aged 

British professor. They were sure, like most Britons, he had 

to have the very crisp and clear British accent.  

“Prof. John Weldon originated the DDR initiative.  The 

coalition, my office, intends sending him to monitor the 

program in Africa and the Middle East. But as you all know, 

prior to this program, there has been little success in 

disarming these rebel groups in many African countries, 

which stands in contrast to the small success of the DDR 

program in Liberia. We‟re trying the same program in Iran 

and Afghanistan. Gentlemen of the UN, killing guns are not 

shipped like we ship our candy and cars. Many of the rebel 

groups smuggle their ammunitions in, since private owned 

weapons are declared illegal by most African governments.  

Even when we try to dissuade them with some money, it 

only worsens our plight by enriching, and not deterring, the 

gun merchants, sir. ” 



19 

war against war crimes 

“Then it‟s my turn to speak,” one of the ambassadors in the 

hall spoke up, but it didn‟t sound like the Ethiopian 

ambassador needed anyone‟s permission to express his 

opinion too for he was on his feet already. “Mr. Andrew, 

from what you‟ve said, it sounds to me like the coalition‟s 

been supporting someone else‟s war?”  

“No! We‟ve never done that!” Andrew Hamburger snapped 

like a matchstick on fire. “Remember, we didn‟t start the 

wars in Africa!” the American shot back. 

“I agree with this man,” the Ambassador for Liberia spoke 

up from his seat from a far corner of the auditorium. 

Microphone clips on everyone‟s clothes made all the 

ambassadors‟ voices or whispers, loud, crisp, and easy to 

hear in the large auditorium. “Liberia has benefitted from 

the onset of the DDR programme by over 55%. The 

professor‟s plans have been working for us,” he said gladly. 

“President Sirleaf is grateful.” 
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“But, we‟ve spend plenty and plenty money on your 

campaign,” the Russian ambassador spoke up from the UN 

high table, a bit furious on how much the UN have invested 

into this disarmament campaign. Usually the Russian 

ambassador‟s English was poor, but now that he sounded 

angry and impatient, his spoken English sounded a lot 

poorer. “I think we should pull plug on this programme!” 

“You can‟t do that!” Mr. Andrew raised his voice.  

“Oh yes we can!” the French ambassador answered Mr. 

Andrew quickly. He was the Speaker, so he had the power to 

organize how everyone behaved. “Now, sit down, Mr. 

Hamburger!” he advised. Mr. Andrew Hamburger sat down 

quietly like a little house mouse before a wild cat. 

“Why don‟t we hear from the Professor?” the Ambassador 

for Britain spoke up quickly from the high table since 

everyone was going jumpy and a little edgy.  The British 

Ambassador seemed proud a Welshman was about to give 

his expert doctor advice to the world‟s ambassadors at the 
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UN building. The British Ambassador was in more than one 

way a patriot.  

witzerland is a cold place, but it wasn‟t the reason 

why Prof. Weldon‟s face was as white as snow. Prof. 

Weldon had always been white as snow in 

complexion, with a handsome face and a noticeable head; a 

noticeable head with probably a bigger brain inside it. In all, 

Prof. Weldon was a handsome man with a big head. 

Prof. John Weldon stood up to talk, “Gentlemen. Purging 

ourselves from this problem could be discouraging, I know. 

But fighting this problem is like fighting a disease. We all 

know that if you want to stop a disease, first you must be 

very patient, and then be like some of our sons, be very, very 

stubborn,” he said and smiled. Everyone laughed because 

they knew how stubborn boys could be. “There are 

professionals from the World Health Organization in this 

meeting who believe what I‟m saying is true. If we want to 

S 
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stop the use of children as guerrilla soldiers, we must first 

be resolute.” 

“So, what is the meaning of this DDR programme?” the 

French ambassador asked from the table. 

“The first D in DDR programme stands for Demobilization, 

which means we get the children already fighting in these 

terrible gun wars to stop fighting. The second D in DDR 

programme stands for Disarmament, which means we get 

the children to drop their guns and the lifestyle of young 

warriors and killers. And the final R in the DDR programme 

stands for Rehabilitation, which means we get these warrior 

children to go back to school to learn or play games and 

have fun. These are things normal children do.” 

“I like this plan, but I‟m not sure if it would float. You‟re 

already in a sinking ship,” the French ambassador said to 

Prof. John Weldon‟s fine face, and looked to his fellow 

ambassadors of the five men UN Security council. “What do 
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you think?” he asked the other four men seated at the table 

with him.  

“Sounds to me, Professor, like you know your onions,” the 

British ambassador replied and grinned from ear to ear as a 

clown would. Everyone else also agreed. 

“Then we agree. Your plan sounds good to us,” the French 

Ambassador spoke to Professor Weldon, and then turned to 

Mr. Hamburger with a smile. The young American had been 

enjoying a small bottle of mineral water placed by him in 

the auditorium, when the French Ambassador and all the 

eyes of in the auditorium turned to him.  “Okay Mr. 

Hamburger, we will give your Coalition one more shot at 

this,” he said to the young American. Mr. Hamburger 

almost coughed out all the water in his tummy. He had 

thought the United Nations was going to pull the carpet 

from under their legs on this one.  
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“Thank you, Mr. Speaker,” he answered quickly, his eyes 

already red and teary from all the water he had almost 

coughed out.  

“We‟ll watch what your professor and the DDR programme 

can do for the children of Africa and the Middle East. But if 

this programme fails, you‟re on your own,” the French 

ambassador warned and pulled out the gavel he had buried 

earlier. 

“No, it wouldn‟t,” Mr. Andrew Hamburger and Prof. John 

Weldon had replied in unison without realizing it, which 

meant they had spoken at the same time. 

“Godspeed then!” the Ambassador for France yelled and 

rammed the gavel on the high table, and it rung like a door 

alarm all around the auditorium. It was time for the world‟s 

ambassadors to move on to another subject disturbing the 

world, and time for both Mr. Andrew Hamburger and Prof. 

John Weldon to go home and get set for their trip to Africa. 
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.p.m.  Inside the Bushes of Africa. Uganda.  

The world calls them guerrilla soldiers, but they 

are not an army of gorillas. Guerrilla men are very different 

from our everyday forest gorillas. We know gorillas are 

social animals. They may look horrible and frightening, but 

gorillas are kind animals, caring animals, and gentle. 

Gorillas are as homely as humans living in homes inside the 

jungle. We call guerrilla men the same way we call our 

forest gorillas only because guerrilla soldiers can be beastly, 

can be powerful, and can take whatever they want when 

they want it. But unlike forest gorillas, guerrilla men could 

be downright mean and nasty to people and have no one to 

keep them in line. It‟s the reason why many of the guerrilla 

soldiers in Uganda raid small and weak villages, and steal 

their 5 to 16 year olds. There was a power war in Uganda, 

and these guerrilla men needed soldiers to fight their war 

for them. They needed soldiers to shoot guns. They needed 

soldiers to maim and kill people. They needed soldiers to 

win their war. Still, it‟s the most depraved of guerrilla men 

9 



the phantom p. 

26 

that use children. The guerrilla men grab boys, and take 

girls as well. But today, the guerrilla soldiers had bitten off 

more than they could chew. They had raided a small village 

close to the city and forcefully grabbed the villagers‟ 

children. What they didn‟t know was that that small village 

had a council, and its council had its own private militia to 

protect its village. Now, it was night time and the militia was 

back and furious someone dared kidnap their children! All 

the children had been under-aged girls! A big fight was 

coming! If the guerrillas wanted a fight, then a big fight 

they would get!! 

“I‟m going to finish them for this,” the commander of the 

village warriors said in a dialect much foreign to ours. The 

commander‟s name was Utakpa. Utakpa didn‟t speak out 

loud for he and all the village warriors were out in the 

brushes that night, and every dummy knows night is usually 

so quiet that even the littlest of noises can call the attention 

of anybody nearby.  The village warrior didn‟t want to be 

overheard by the crooked guerrilla soldiers in the open 
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ground inside the forest. They had been hiding at a spot very 

close to the local swamp. They had found the guerrilla 

soldiers that had raided their little village earlier to steal 

their children. All eleven of their girls.  

“How many of them are there?” Commander Utakpa asked. 

Utakpa was a warrior so old he could have been anyone‟s 

father. He was also the eldest in the small band of village 

warriors. On the other hand, the youngest fighter there was 

Luoto, and Luoto turned 14 last Wednesday. 

“Twenty of them”, Luoto replied quietly. None of the village 

warriors could speak English properly, but even if they 

could, they didn‟t find the English language smooth in the 

tongue as they did their local dialect. It was always easier to 

speak in local tongue. “Twenty soldiers in all,” Luoto said 

again.  

“Shh,” the old man whispered, putting a finger to Luoto‟s 

lips and all the warriors went absolutely silent. They became 

so silent that they could hear the sounds of the thieving 
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guerrilla soldiers carousing and having a small party in 

their camp in the bushes a few yards in front of them. They 

became so silent that they could all hear a nearby stream 

trickling down its stony bed just 2 feet away from them. 

They became so silent that they could hear the annoying 

love chirps of pesky night bugs all around them. They 

became so silent to the level that some of the warriors could 

hear a snake hissing inside a hole beside them. It was bound 

to be a big snake since it had a big hole in the ground. And 

since it was for the best not to disturb a snake‟s home, it was 

no easy task staying silent in the swamp. 

One of Utakpa‟s warriors slapped his neck suddenly and 

grunted. His name was Juba.  

“Something must be wrong with you, Juba!” one of the 

much older warriors said to Juba fearfully. “If those 

drinking LRA soldiers find us hiding here, they will kill us 

quickly!” 
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“I‟m sorry,” Juba apologized nervously, “but I just can‟t 

stand mosquitoes. They buzz about my ears like they buzz 

about cow dung. I don‟t know how much more I can stand!” 

“I‟m going to shove my own dung down your throat, Juba, if 

you don‟t shush your lips and put an end to it,” Commander 

Utakpa threatened Juba in a whisper. “And everyone keep 

your heads down and under the brushes if you still want 

those heads to remain on your necks!” he threatened 

everyone with an even quieter whisper, “those soldiers have 

more guns and are ready to blow all of us to kingdom come 

and back if they find us here!” 

“So how do we get them? And how do we get our children 

back?” Juba asked old man Utakpa. Utakpa had fought more 

battles while serving in the army before he could remember, 

so he was their best bet for a commander in fights like these. 

“I‟m thinking. I‟m thinking,” Utakpa said, “don‟t rush me.” 
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“I think I can see Utai and Pkah by the huge fire in their 

camp,” Luoto said, taking a peep at the well-lit camp of 

guerrilla soldiers in open grounds before them. They had all 

been lying on the floor with their guns under their chins.  

“We can take them commander. They are drinking and 

having a fun time. They won‟t see us coming if we sneak up 

on them,” Juba suggested, lifting his head too. 

“Shh,” Utakpa warned and lowered both their heads from 

sight, “so you can see Kandi‟s and Jubril‟s daughters from 

here, can you?” old man Utakpa asked anxiously. 

“All the way from here?” Juba asked Luoto and the boy 

nodded. Juba turned to his commander, “commander, if we 

let them take the girls across the bridge by the dawn of the 

morrow, we can as well kiss our girls goodbye. We‟ll never 

be able to get them back from the rebels!” 
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“Over this old man‟s dead body that‟s going to happen,” old 

man Utakpa said very passionately.  “Are the boys ready for 

a good fight?” 

“All our boys are prepped, smoked up, and ready for battle,” 

Juba whispered, “but only Luoto didn‟t take the hemp we 

gave to the boys.” 

“Luoto has no fear for a warrior. He doesn‟t need your 

drugs. Luoto won‟t run away like the others. He‟ll stay and 

fight,” Utakpa answered, and rubbed Luoto‟s head in praise, 

while grinning from ear to ear like a monkey would.  

Utakpa had thought out a nice battle plan. “Juba, you take 

all our boys to the other side and flank the guerrillas from 

behind, but only after I and all the older warriors have 

successfully distracted them,” he ordered and Juba nodded 

in agreement. 

“Okay boss,” Juba replied with a naughty glint in his eye.  
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“And you better be sure they don‟t see you coming?!” old 

man Utakpa warned Juba as Juba counted all the boy 

soldiers with him and snuck left to attack the guerrilla 

soldiers from behind.  After they had snuck away 

successfully, old man Utakpa and the elderly warriors 

rustled the brushes to distract the twenty guerrilla soldiers 

in the camp. The fight was here.  

ho‟s there?!” the guerrilla soldiers shouted 

angrily and pointed their guns towards the 

swamp where the old warriors were.  “Who‟s 

there?!!” they shouted again in English and their local 

language. They were nervous and uncertain of what was 

going on in the bushes. Two of the soldiers left the huge 

bonfire where they had been roasting tubers and headed 

deeper into the bushes. After poking their guns around, one 

of the two guerrilla soldiers quickly grew tired of searching 

and swatting mosquitoes off his face, but the other guerrilla 

soldier had a very keen nose for trouble and could smell a 

rat. He got to where Utakpa and his band of warriors lay, 

W 
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but when he put eyes through the brushes to see over a 

dozen grown men hiding in the bushes, someone threw a 

poisonous snake at him. The soldier screamed as the snake 

bit him in the nose. That was the moment Utakpa, Juba, and 

their band of freedom fighters jumped out of hiding and 

started shooting at everyone and everything in the camp 

that wasn‟t theirs.  

The guerrilla soldiers fought back. Juba and his boys 

surprised the 20 guerrilla soldiers from behind and some of 

them tried to get away. Some grabbed the girls and used 

them as hostages to flee the fighting. They knew their 

attackers wouldn‟t hurt the girls, but the ill thing was; stray 

bullets didn‟t give a hoot who was who. They brought down 

everyone and anyone in their way. It was a very bitter night 

fight. Bullets were flying everywhere like flashes from 

fireflies at night, and the gun battle roared loudly across the 

forest like a thunder storm from the East, as both parties 

gunned each other down. Many of the girl children died in 

the cross-fire and needless fighting. A few other boy soldiers 
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died from bullet wounds to their eyes, their chest, to their 

backs and legs, but the unlucky ones got shot in the face.  

Only two of the twenty guerrilla soldiers were captured at 

the end of this bloody battle. Utakpa and his men found the 

soldier bitten by the poisonous snake alive by the swamp, 

but it didn‟t seem like he could survive the next hour if he 

wasn‟t treated by the local medicine man. The other 

guerrilla soldier was found by one of Juba‟s boy soldiers. 

The child found the guerrilla soldier hiding behind a very 

large stick. The boy pointed his gun at the injured guerrilla 

soldier in anger. All his friends had died right here in this 

bush because of soldiers like this one. Juba didn‟t like the 

look of the moonlight on the child‟s face. 

“No!” Juba shouted from a distance away. “Don‟t shoot him! 

Don‟t shoot him, Luoto!!” Juba yelled over and over, but 

Luoto couldn‟t hear his commander. Luoto couldn‟t hear 

Juba because Luoto didn‟t want to hear Juba. These men 
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were responsible for this war and for stealing the harmony 

of their peaceful village. Luoto was upset and crazy. 

“Die! Die! Die!” Luoto screamed at the guerrilla soldier and 

fired his gun with tears running down his eyes. 14-year old 

Luoto killed the man by over 40 bullet wounds above the 

waist. There was nothing recognizable of the soldier‟s torso 

or face. 

By the time Juba got to Luoto, there was nothing he could 

do. Louto had never lost control before, but the guerrilla 

soldier was dead. Juba slapped the boy hard behind the 

head.  

“Why didn‟t you stop when I commanded you to, boy!” Juba 

said, yelling at Luoto. “Now, we can‟t rescue the others!” he 

barked at the top of his voice. 

“I don‟t care! I don‟t care!!” Luoto raised his voice back at 

Juba. “I saw him shoot my sister! I don‟t care! He must die.” 
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Juba grew so angry; he slapped Luoto and started knocking 

him around. It took Utakpa to come save Luoto from the 

assault.  

“Allow me to knock some sense into him,” Juba bellowed in 

rage. “Let me knock some sense into that kid!” he yelled as 

Utakpa and some of the elderly warriors tried to calm Juba 

down. “He‟s just a boy. He‟s just a boy!” they all begged.  

Utakpa shielded Luoto by standing in between the boy and 

Juba. “So what if he killed one of them? It‟s them. Not us. 

And they deserve it. He‟s just a boy,” Utakpa said, trying to 

calm Juba down by holding Juba‟s face, “Look into my eyes 

and calm down,” Utakpa commanded a bit frazzled, “he 

deserves it.”  

“But what about the man you found?” Juba asked, still upset 

with Luoto. “Is he talking?” 
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“No,” Utakpa answered, “the snake‟s poison has him. He 

can‟t talk anymore. He‟s going to die before we can get him 

to the village.” 

“Then you must know why I am angry!” Juba yelled again. 

“You all saw the children they took. They were more than 

eleven.” 

“Yes, I know” Utakpa answered, “still you shouldn‟t be so 

upset with the boy—” 

“I saw Junta,” Juba exclaimed angrily. 

“It can‟t be,” Utakpa snapped in disbelief. “My 

granddaughter Junta? No, don‟t play games with me Juba,” 

Utakpa said, tightening his grip across Juba‟s face angrily. 

“Junta was not present at the raid of our village. She‟s at her 

mother‟s village,” he said, with tears dripping from his eyes. 

“They must have raided that village before coming our 

way,” Juba said, now calm and feeling sympathy for the old 

man. Utakpa‟s face filled up with fear, and everyone 
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dreaded what he might do to himself. But suddenly, Utakpa 

turned around and started hitting Luoto. 

“Stop it! He‟s only a boy!” they all warned the old man and 

tried to pull him away from Luoto who had been bleeding 

from his nostrils to the beating he had received from Juba 

only minutes ago. “Stop it! Stop it or you‟ll kill him!!” they 

yelled again and again. “Stop beating the child, old man!!!” 
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The Kindsayer Home. 29. Pickledon Street.  

Kent. London. Sa568sz.  

 

rs. Betty was a very good cook. But, she was a 

very good cook who didn‟t know how to 

prepare breakfast. At least, that was what Luke 

thought. Luke K. Weldon thought his mom‟s perfect idea of 

healthy oatmeal tasted like cereal having ground beans and 

grease as ingredients. Why did she have to put honey in his 

cereal? What happened to the sweetness of plain sugar? 

Isn‟t sugar healthy anymore? Why didn‟t the sugar 

company just change their names to the honey company, if 

sugar wasn‟t so healthy? But with all these clever questions, 

Luke knew he couldn‟t talk mom or dad to add a cube of 

sugar to his morning cereal. Not even Stu, the family dog, 

looked convinced. 

“Don‟t doodle in your cereal,” Luke‟s mom made a face at 

her son as he sketched a figure of superman into his slimy 

sticky cereal, trying desperately to avoid eating it. “And get 

M 
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your little pet out of the kitchen!” Mom instructed pointing 

a finger at her son with oven muffins on. 

“Don‟t worry, mom. Stu‟s no trouble,” Luke pouted his lips 

and pushed away his cereal bowl. “It‟s the honey I don‟t 

like, mom. The oatmeal doesn‟t taste right.”  

“But honey is good for you, darling,” Mrs. Weldon 

answered and pulled out some hot biscuits from the oven. If 

she wasn‟t fast enough Luke would be late for school today. 

“Besides,” Betty Weldon added, “honey is sweeter than 

sugar?!” she sang to Luke and took off her baking gloves as 

she brought the biscuits to the eating table.  

“No way. Sugar is sweeter than honey,” Luke retorted 

bitterly and turned to his father, John Weldon, at the other 

end of the round eating table. “Dad, please ask mom to give 

me some sugar?”  

Prof. John K. Weldon‟s nose and eye-glasses were half-

buried in the morning newspaper he was reading at the 
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eating table. He couldn‟t see his son eye to eye with that 

newspaper up his face and Luke wondered if his dad could 

hear him.  

“Dad! Dad!” Luke said over and over. 

“Mom, could you give us some sugar so I can read my 

paper?” Dr. Weldon asked his wife, before his son would 

pester him to the afterlife. 

Mrs. Weldon guffawed and kissed her husband on the 

forehead, “mwah. There you go, sugar!” she teased and 

turned to her disgruntled little boy. “There's a lot more 

sugar where that came from?” she teased Luke, wiping a lip 

print off her husband‟s face. 

“No thanks,” Luke shrugged. The idea of his mom kissing 

him on the forehead like was absolutely terrifying, “but 

please? Just a little?”  

“No, but you can have two biscuits if you eat your cereal?” 

Mrs. Weldon replied and laughed.  
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“Just eat the cereal, young blood!” Dad said in a chuckle, 

turning over his newspaper.  

Luke looked down at his slimy bowl of death and slowly 

started swallowing down the cereal, spoon by yucky spoon. 

“May I have them now please?” Luke stretched out his 

hands to his mom, and as agreed, Betty Weldon put in a 

plate two yummy raisin biscuits. 

“It‟s in the London newspapers again,” Dr. Weldon said to 

no one in particular, but Betty Weldon leaned over her 

husband‟s shoulder to read the paper.  

“Oh, is it the child soldier thing?” Mrs. Weldon said sadly, 

“horrible. That‟s just horrible.” 

“Fifteen purported under-aged boys shipped off the shores 

of Britain to go fight as NATO soldiers in Iran is not even as 

horrible as what is presently happening in Uganda, with the 

war going on,” Dr. Weldon answered his wife, and put 

down the paper. “Did you know that the minimum service 
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age right now in Uganda is 13 years? Children the age of 

our boy, Luke, are killing and maiming people?” he said 

very angrily, “I‟m glad I‟m heading there pretty soon to try 

and salvage what we can of what‟s left of their childhood.” 

Mrs. Weldon rubbed her husband‟s shoulders to try to ease 

his tension. “Honey, I can‟t bear to imagine something like 

that,” she said tenderly to him and kissed him across the 

cheeks, “but I‟m glad those children will have someone like 

you to help them,” she said. 

“Please folks, could you stop kissing in front of me?” Luke 

interrupted, hiding his face from his parents.  

Mom laughed, but then dad chortled and said, “There goes 

your biscuit! The little rogue.” 

Before Luke could say the words, you little thief, Stu, the 

family dog, had clambered two chairs to take a biscuit off 

Luke‟s plate.  
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“Stu! You little runt! No you didn‟t! You had better give me 

back that biscuit!” Luke threatened out loud, and scrambled 

over the table to catch the little rogue who has his biscuit. 

But Stu was faster than everyone at the eating table, and 

took off in a flash. The dog took off in a flash with Luke‟s 

biscuit still in its mouth of course! And without taking a 

second to think, Luke got on his feet and chased Stu about 

the kitchen. 

“Let the dog have the biscuit, Luke, or you‟ll be late for 

school,” Mrs. Weldon called out to her son. “So how long 

are you spending abroad, honey?” Betty Weldon asked her 

husband.  

“2 weeks. One week in Africa, and the second week in the 

Middle East,” Dr. Weldon answered his wife with a sheepish 

smile.  

“That long? But I‟m traveling to Tehran to teach young girls 

on child birth,” Betty Weldon cried. Professor Weldon 

wasn‟t the only doctor in the family. Betty Weldon was also 
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a medical doctor, who specializes in treating pregnant 

women with diseases. A gynaecologist is what one could call 

her, summed up in a word. “Luke‟s holiday is just next 

week!! So, who‟s going to take care of our sweet little Luke 

while I‟m in Iran and you‟re in Africa?” Dr. Mrs. Weldon 

asked sarcastically, resting a hand against her waist and 

making faces at her husband. It seemed they hadn‟t planned 

their work trips well.  

Stu scrambled past them in a flash with Luke‟s biscuit in its 

mouth. Same as Luke, of course. Luke wanted his biscuit 

back, even though Stu had been drooling over the biscuit 

since the dog took the biscuit. 

“Just have another biscuit, young blood,” Dr. Weldon 

caught his 8 year old boy by the shoulder and sat him on his 

laps.  

“Can I have another biscuit, mom?” Luke said to his mom 

with a sheepish smile, blinking his eye lids and smacking his 

lips, as he begged for another raisin-studded biscuit. He 
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knew he didn‟t deserve another biscuit. Mother had warned 

him earlier about what Stu could and could not do. He 

didn‟t listen to mommy. Now, he‟d put his yummy biscuits 

in jeopardy. 

“But you do still have one more biscuit on your plate, 

Luke?” Mrs. Weldon said, arms akimbo, with a frown across 

her face as she pointed to the second biscuit on Luke‟s plate. 

Whenever she was talking to Dad, Luke wasn‟t supposed to 

interrupt.  

“If I know Stu like I do, he‟s already licked that biscuit—and 

drooled over it too, mom,” Luke said, rueful, with his fingers 

in the air. “Another, please?” he begged with pearly eyes. 

Mrs. Weldon grimaced at her son. “Well, only if you 

promise me you‟ll be through with your literary paper 

before your holiday is over?” she said to Luke and urged 

him to make a promise. 
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“You‟re going to make this holiday boring for me, mom,” 

Luke replied, “besides, I don‟t have anything exciting to 

write about.” Luke pouted his lips. “It‟s not fair, I say. You‟re 

not being fair to me, mom!” 

“Why don‟t you ask daddy first before mouthing off. 

Daddy‟s going on a trip to Africa next week, you know?” 

Mrs. Weldon said to her son suggestively, and dangled a 

yummy biscuit in the air. “It also means you could have the 

finest literary piece in the entire school, Luke? Come to 

think of it? Isn‟t that going to make somebody famous in his 

little school?” Mom said, again suggestively. 

Luke looked to his dad.   

“Now don‟t you start giving him fancy ideas, mom!” Prof. 

Weldon chided his wife and buried his face deeper into his 

paper. He rubbed Luke‟s hair, “and I don‟t think the young 

blood can handle the mosquitoes in Africa.”  
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“But I‟ll get my shot? Oh, can I come? I once touched a 

zebra at the zoo, dad. I‟m tough. I can handle mosquitoes,” 

Luke answered wittily. “Let me come please? Please? Please, 

dad?” Luke asked, without having any intention to stop 

pleading. 

“Okay. Okay. Okay,” Dr. Weldon answered his son, before 

Luke drove him crazy with his pestering pleas. “You‟re 

responsible for me saying yes, honey,” Dr. Weldon said to 

his wife, “Still, we do leave him with Mrs. Baggins when the 

need arises. Why is now any different?” 

“He‟ll be safer with you, honey. Mrs. Baggins is an old 

widow, and I think our active little Luke is going to wear 

that poor lady out. I don‟t want to live my life feeling it‟s our 

fault if anything happens to that poor widow,” Mrs. Weldon 

answered, just as Luke swiped the biscuit from her hands. 

“Luke???” Mrs. Weldon grimaced at her son. 
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“What else?” Luke asked with a blank face, clueless to what 

he had done. “Dad just said I could go with him.” 

But mom wasn‟t going to have any of his sly games.  

“Okay, Scout‟s honour. I promise,” Luke added, lifting his 

left hand and two fingers to his forehead to swear an oath as 

a boy scout.  

“You conniving little liar,” Prof. John Weldon guffawed and 

tickled Luke by the waist, and by the neck. “You‟re using the 

wrong hand and fingers to make your promise, young 

blood!”  

Everyone laughed as Luke corrected his fingers and made 

his promise. Breakfast was over. Luke was going to school 

and going to Africa as well. 
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he shores of Africa.  

Entebbe International Airport.  

Entebbe. Uganda. 

 

Luke had heard all kind of stories about African countries in 

his classroom. Stories on the myriad cultures and peoples of 

the giant of Africa, Nigeria. Tall stories about the mysteries 

and fascinations in Egypt. Stories about historic exploits in 

South Africa, and of course, tall stories of how huge and vast 

their natural resources were. And Lake Victoria was one of 

such stories. Luke had to see. True, Luke could agree Lake 

Victoria was beautiful when you watched her from way up 

in the skies like a little birdie. A vast lake that had a lot of 

dainty lilies growing on top of its still waters like dainty 

toppings on a cake. The stories were true. Lake Victoria was 

sitting calmly in the centre of three countries like a great big 

river of water that had nowhere else to go. She was 

definitely what Dad called it! The biggest `momma' lake of 

all lakes in Africa! And Uganda is mother to a huge chunk 

of Lake Victoria. Still, there was a teeny-weeny detail Dad 

T 



the phantom p. 

52 

waited to tell Luke till both father and son were miles in the 

air. Lake Victoria is also mother to the longest river in the 

entire world! The one and only Nile River in Egypt! Lake 

Victoria was huge and fantastic. She was. She truly was a 

humongous and absolutely fantabulous momma lake!    

“We are out of the plane, young blood," Prof. John Weldon 

said to Luke, "you can stop drawing now." 

But Luke was still sketching the swarm of animals he saw a 

few minutes ago while they had been in the air into a small 

drawing pad. It was a drawing of giraffes and zebras. 

"I need lions to make my picture scary. Where can I get to 

see some lions, dad?" Luke asked, without looking up at his 

father. 

Dad whistled and loosened some buttons off his shirt, "My 

my, it sure is hot in Uganda. But I showed you some lions 

while we were in the air?!" he snapped and turned away. 

Since Luke let dad carry the heavier luggage alone, Dad was 
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a bit sulky. Then again, compared to England, Uganda was a 

very, very hot country. Besides, someone was coming 

towards them. A very black man wearing a black cap and a 

black uniform. 

"No," Luke replied Dad with a sharp rejoinder. "They weren't 

lions. I told you they were hyenas, Dad. I need some big 

lions!" Luke said and Prof. Weldon frowned at his boy for a 

second or two. Luke chuckled as he quickly folded his 

drawing pad and hid it behind his back before Dad took it 

from him. "Eh… my fault… I don't think I need lions 

anymore," Luke said with a sheepish smile. 

"May I take your bags, gentlemen?" the black man in the 

black uniform said to them, and Luke's jaw almost hit the 

floor.  

Gentlemen? Luke thought to himself. No one had ever called 

the 8 year old a gentleman before. Little Luke's head swelled 

and popped like a balloon. Dad gave the chauffeur his bags, 
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but since Luke let Dad do the luggage, he gave the chauffeur 

his notepad to carry for him.   

Surprisingly, the man didn't say a word or move a muscle 

under the heavy luggage the Weldon boys gave to him. It 

must have weighed a ton!  

"Please follow me to the limousine," he said simply, and left 

for a very long black car with a black-yellow flag on it. 

"Limousine?" Luke said to his dad incredulously and almost 

jumped on his feet. "I have never ridden in a long car 

before. You won't let me ride the bus!" 

"That's why you must stay in school, young blood," Dad said 

and rubbed Luke on the head. "If you stay in school, you can 

buy your very own limousine one day." 

The chauffeur gladly dropped off the heavy baggage in the 

boot of the limousine and requested for the Weldon boys to 

get in the limo. There was someone waiting inside the 

limousine. Someone Dad knew. 
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As Prof. Weldon and Luke Weldon entered the beautiful 

limousine, they met Mr. Andrew Hamburger of the 

International Coalition to Stop the Use of Child Soldiers. 

Only Luke Weldon didn't know who the American man was. 

"Welcome to the beautiful land of Uganda," Mr. Hamburger 

said to the Weldon boys as both father and son relaxed in 

the conditioned air of the limousine. 

"Thank you, Andrew," Prof. Weldon replied and smiled 

politely. "This is my son, Luke Weldon," Prof. Weldon said, 

introducing Luke to the American man.  

"Why, he looks just like you John," Mr. Hamburger said, 

stretching out a hand to Luke. Luke took his hand very 

quickly. He must have been a close friend of Dad's since no 

one but Dad's old school buddies called dad by his first 

name.  

The chauffeur tossed Luke his notepad with the drawings in 

them and slammed the door shut, so he could get on with 
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his job. His job was to safely drive all his passengers to the 

British Embassy in Uganda.   

"And how are you finding Uganda, Luke?" Mr. Hamburger 

asked with a full smile, on seeing Luke's notepad with the 

drawings of wild animals. American folks loved children, 

but loved art even more. 

"Very hot," Luke answered on seeing Daddy scratch his 

neck. Professor Weldon's neck itched from all the sweat 

about his collar.  

Mr. Hamburger surprisingly left his comfy seat to squeeze a 

seat between father and son. "I‟d prefer to sit here, if you 

may?" he asked politely, which was totally unnecessary after 

he had rudely taken a seat! 

"Luke, there're some chocolate bars in the refrigerator over 

there. You can go have some," Mr. Hamburger said softly, 

and smiled at Luke. A smile that meant `scram kiddo, your 

dad and I need to talk.' 
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Dad nodded for Luke to scoot and go eat some chocolates 

while he talked with Mr. Hamburger. Luke gladly reached 

for the refrigerator in the limousine. There were lots of 

goodies in it. 

"Professor, we're in deep trouble," Mr. Hamburger 

whispered to Prof. Weldon. 

"What kind of trouble?" Prof. Weldon asked his friend. 

"The Lord's Resistance Army is cutting off the hands and feet 

of the children!" Mr. Hamburger said in panic.  

"But that's barbaric?!" Prof. Weldon replied in awe and 

disgust. "Why are they doing that to children?" 

"Only god knows.  It may be they want to make them 

helpless when they run," Mr. Hamburger said. "We have 

lesser deserters escaping to our refugee camps now for fear 

of having their legs cut off!" Mr. Hamburger said sadly, 

"what are we going to do, Professor?" 
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"We need to arrest the situation quickly!" Professor Weldon 

answered vehemently, "We need to save all of the children 

now." 

"Are they dead?" Luke Weldon asked timorously and 

swallowed down hard. His heart was in his mouth as his 

pen was in his notepad. "I mean the children with their 

hands and legs being cut off. Are they dead?" Luke asked 

again, but both men could hear the fear in his voice. 

"No," Mr. Hamburger replied Luke with a calm smile like 

everything was suddenly fine. "How did you hear us?" he 

asked, without realizing they had been whispering loud 

enough for Luke to hear every word spoken. 

"Close your ears, Luke," Professor Weldon said sharply to his 

son, "and stop writing everything you hear!" 

"But I need to write. Remember Mom says I need to write 

this story," Luke stammered, wild-eyed.  
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"Your mom didn't say you should write about legs in the sky, 

did she?" Professor Weldon sneered and frowned at Luke. 

Luke pouted his lips and held his pen tighter. Dad was in a 

sour mood today and Luke wasn't happy Dad was in a sour 

mood. He was going to keep doing what he wanted to do, 

even if it meant a spanking much later in the day. 

Mr. Hamburger was stuck in the middle of the argument 

between father and son. The American didn't know whose 

side to take at first. But in the end, he was John's friend. He 

turned to Luke, "Don't argue with your father, son. He 

knows best. So just put that notepad away," he said very 

gently.  

Luke didn't want to be rude to his father's friend so Luke 

threw his pen and paper on the seat and folded his arms. 

Doing nothing. And not talking to daddy, that's for sure! 

Mr. Hamburger watched the Weldon boys steam off like 

kettles on fire. Luke Weldon was upset because John 

Weldon was upset. Like father like son. 
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The car came to a halt.  

"We've reached the British Embassy, sirs," the chauffeur said 

through a small window, and Mr. Hamburger was relieved 

and happy to change the subject.  

"You're going to like Uganda, Luke," Mr. Hamburger said, 

quickly jumping out of the limousine before the Weldon 

boys would tear themselves apart or even tear him apart, 

limb from limb. Sheeesh! 

s soon as two countries become good friends, they 

show the world their friendship by exchanging 

embassies in the same way two friends exchange 

presents. It means each friend country allows the other 

friend country to build a mighty structure in their country. 

A mighty structure to live in and pretend as home. The 

mighty structure is the embassy. Any country could build 

and design their foreign embassies they way they wanted it. 

They could do anything they wanted, good or bad, inside it. 

And nobody, not a soul, would question them. An embassy is 

A 
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a house of trust between two countries that trust each other 

so much, they are sure they both will make the right choices 

inside their embassies. And if those two countries decide no 

longer to trust each other or be friends any longer, the 

embassies are usually the first things to disappear. So, an 

embassy is like a home away from home sort of place even if 

it was in another person's country. And of course, just like 

you protect your home with your very own security guards, 

any country could protect its embassy with its very own 

soldiers!  So, Luke Weldon wasn't surprised to see British MP 

guarding the British Embassy in Uganda. Mr. Hamburger 

said the Ugandan Ambassador was inside the big building. 

Not living in it, of course, only visiting. Luke still wasn't 

talking to Daddy. 

"Is this the DDR man you were talking about, Andrew?" was 

the very first thing the Ambassador of Uganda said when he 

saw Luke Weldon. But, he was kidding! Everyone found it 

funny. Everyone except Luke Weldon. 
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"Good Afternoon, sir," Luke greeted politely. The Ugandan 

Ambassador was the tallest man Luke had ever seen in his 

entire life. Luke never knew African men could grow so tall. 

So tall that they challenged the ceilings? The Ugandan 

Ambassador was tall, had no beards, wore no glasses, and 

had a very slim head. Unlike Luke's. And Dad's too. 

"Mr. Ambassador, this is my son, Luke Weldon," Prof. 

Weldon said politely, knocking his legs together and smiling 

stiffly. The ambassador of Uganda was a very important 

man. He was also at the UN meeting in Geneva two weeks 

ago. 

"Hello Luke.  If my guess is right, you look upset. Am I right, 

Luke, that you are upset?" the ambassador asked, taking 

Luke by the hand and petting him softly. 

"Oh no! I'm not upset, sir," Luke lied, and turned his head 

away. Luke couldn't look the ambassador in the eye while 

lying. 
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"I know what's going to cheer you up!" the ambassador said 

and pointed to a room too far away for Luke to catch a 

glimpse anyway. "While I was walking past that room over 

there, I saw a lot of idle PlayStation computers itching for a 

good game player. Are you a good game player, Luke?" the 

ambassador asked, like he didn't know most boys loved 

games. Luke's face brightened up like the sun.  

"I love computer games," Luke said fondly. "Do they have the 

newest FIFA game?" 

“They have everything," the ambassador chuckled and 

called a very lanky Miss. Kathy to come take Luke to the 

PlayStation room. 

After Luke had left the three gentlemen, the ambassador 

shook the hand of Prof. Weldon.  

"I am happy to meet you Professor, but I'm afraid I have a lot 

of unpalatable things to talk to you about," the ambassador 

said, "I'm sure Mr. Hamburger here has filled you in on 
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some of the recent happenings here in Uganda. I hope you 

have a strong stomach!" 

"Is it about the children at the camps having had their hands 

and legs cut off by the LRA rebel groups?" Prof. Weldon 

asked sadly. 

"Yes, but much more I'm afraid," the ambassador responded 

quickly. "Those children at your camps are the lucky 

children who survived the killings, Professor Weldon. The 

rebel groups kill children every day, Professor. Even as I'm 

speaking to you right now, the heads of some children are 

being blown into the sky!" 

"Why do they do this?" Prof. Weldon asked angrily. "What 

have the children done to them, but help them fight their 

war?" 

"They are mad now, John," Mr. Hamburger said to his 

friend. "Try not to understand them. They don't think the 

way all normal people do." 
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"The LRA is killing off the weaker ones among the children," 

the ambassador explained, "the sick ones...those that have 

gone mad because of too much bloodshed and killing, and 

those that tried to run away from the fighting." 

"Oh my!" Prof. Weldon exclaimed. "These rebel soldiers are 

animals!" 

"It's why I want you to save as many of these children as fast 

as you can," the Ugandan ambassador pleaded with the 

professor. "Many of our villages have formed guerrilla 

groups to save themselves from the LRA. Everyone's fighting 

everyone now. No one are brothers anymore. The country is 

tumbling into chaos and slowly losing its sense of oneness, 

Professor. The President of Uganda has promised to offer 

your office, the international coalition, all the assistance 

you'll need. You can see we're in dire need here." 

"How old are these children?" Prof. John Weldon asked 

sympathetically. 
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"The oldest at our camp is 17 of age, and the child screams 

every night like a wild dog," Mr. Hamburger answered 

sadly, "the youngest is Luoto. 14. The boy doesn't speak a 

word to anybody. He is quieter than a mouse. When we 

found him, Luoto had been beaten to a pulp. He's never 

spoken a word since then! Some people think the boy's has 

had his tongue locally operated on, but I think he's suffered 

a trauma of some type." 

"That's bad. Then we have no time to waste just standing 

here talking," the professor said passionately. 

"Well thank you Professor," the Ambassador of Uganda said 

gladly. "I have contacted the rebel groups to let them know 

that your office wants to talk with them. We've reached a 

cease-fire agreement with them as well, which means you 

can be assured nobody will shoot at anyone from your office 

when you meet them." 
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"Thank you, Mr. Ambassador," Mr. Hamburger said. "That's 

a kind thing for you to do. It makes tomorrow's work a lot 

easier for us." 

"Still," the ambassador said sternly, "I have arranged a local 

militia group to escort you to Karenga tomorrow, since our 

soldiers can't take you there." 

"Won't that arouse some suspicion from the LRA about our 

peaceful talk-only intentions?" Mr. Hamburger asked the 

Ugandan ambassador. 

"I don't think so," the ambassador answered. "These militia 

men are disguised professionals. They don't have uniforms 

and wear everyday clothes. Besides, I don't want these 

people to capture you as hostages and then try to use you as 

leverage!" 

"Clever thinking, Mr. Ambassador," Prof. Weldon praised 

loudly and the three gentlemen relaxed a little. 
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"In the least, I'm sure glad they'll be expecting us and that 

there will be no shooting," Andrew said. "The truth is I'm not 

very comfortable when the man traveling next to me is 

carrying a loaded gun!" 

The ambassador and John laughed at Andrew Hamburger. 
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Loleilia. Langia Mountains. Northern Uganda.  

urn the village! Burn the traitors!!" a guerrilla 

soldier yelled at the top of his lungs.  "I will kill 

whosoever let's anyone escape," he said loudly over 

a megaphone. A megaphone as big as his face. The guerrilla 

soldier grinned like a wild hyena. He was the general, 

General Toni, the self-crowned Lord of the Lord's Resistance 

Army. Anyone that belonged to the Lord's Resistance Army 

knew him by the nickname the Hyena Man because General 

Toni smiled like a hyena, laughed like a hyena, cried like a 

hyena, and was as dangerous and as unpredictable as a 

hyena. Hyenas laughed with friends and foes alike, so the 

common ground was obvious; friends and foes were all the 

same to General Toni.  

"If you let them escape I will crucify you!" the Hyena Man 

shouted at all the children with guns over his megaphone, 

booming his voice out of the loudspeaker as though all the 

children were tone-deaf.  Everyone knew Toni the Hyena 

B 
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Man's army was more or less an army of abducted child 

warriors. And what General Toni was doing today, raiding 

and scorching this little village by the mountains, was same 

to what he did to surrounding villages every day. 

"Bring all the villagers you've captured!" Toni the Hyena 

Man demanded, and his child warriors didn't delay to do as 

he instructed.  General Toni jumped out of his door-free 

monster jeep and smacked his lips on seeing several fires 

burning down several huts in the village.  

The general's child warriors filed out the older men in one 

straight line, as they had been taught by the Hyena Man, 

and then lined the much older women in an opposite file. 

Next, they filed off the younger women. There were no 

youthful men. General Toni made sure the army had killed 

off all the youthful men who could question him or fight 

back. Finally, they gathered the new children they had 

captured, but they kept their new captives separate from 

everyone else. Most of the captured children were hardly 8 
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years of age. The child warriors did what they were taught 

to do without the slightest ounce of remorse. In actual fact, 

Toni the Hyena Man had taught them to mistreat everyone. 

Mistreating people helped some of the children escape not 

feeling guilty for the evil things they did. Some of the 

children did drugs to help them feel better, and carefree, to 

all the evils the general instructed them to do. General Toni, 

on the other hand, didn't give a hoot if the children went 

wild or crazy from drug abuse. All the Hyena Man cared 

about was winning his war. And for that, he needed his 

army of child warriors. They were easy to break, easier to 

persuade, and very easy to afford. 

"I want all the mothers and grandfathers present to go pick 

their children and then return to this line," Toni the Hyena 

Man said to the people of the village, aiming his megaphone 

for their ears. But, the people didn't answer. The people 

could guess the Hyena Man's intentions.  General Toni 

kicked an elderly man in the loins, and the old man fell. 

"You! Do it!" the Hyena Man ordered the old man. A threat 
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in his voice. "Point to me who your son is, among all these 

children, or I'll kill all the women here!" he said with a 

menacing look. 

The old man resisted with a frown, but then Toni the Hyena 

Man instructed one of his child soldiers to cock a gun and 

fire at the mothers. As the boy menacingly armed his 

automatic rifle, the old man pointed to a small boy. A boy 

about 7 years of age. 

"Good! I thought you couldn't hear me?" General Toni said 

and laughed menacingly, turning to the child with a half 

smile. "Come to me, boy!" General Toni commanded, but 

before the boy could move a foot, over a dozen of General 

Toni's eager child soldiers dragged the child to Toni. 

"Can't you hear the general?" they yelled at the boy while 

they dragged him through the dirt. 

"He can hear me, can't you boy?" the Hyena Man said to the 

boy with another half smile; a smile everyone knew as the 
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hyena-smile. The boy nodded rapidly, panic-stricken, his 

little heart racing like a motorbike on a lonely highway. 

"And now, it is everyone's turn! Call out your children!" 

General Toni commanded the other grandfathers and 

mothers. They followed the elderly man's example and each 

called out their blood sons and daughters.  

After all that, General Toni brought out a little lead pistol 

from his right jacket pocket and gave it to grandpa's boy. 

"Here take this! Today, I'm not going to hurt any of you," the 

general promised with a hyena smile, shoving the gun at the 

boy and nudging him to take it. The boy slowly took the gun 

from the Hyena Man, uncertain about what was going on. It 

was cold. The coldest object he had ever touched. 

"Good! I'm about to turn this pathetic little runt into a 

fearless warrior!" General Toni announced joyously and 

then looked at the boy sternly. "Now, I want you to shoot 

your grandfather! Shoot him!" he commanded in a harsh 

voice.  
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"But..." the little child objected horrendously, trying to find 

his voice. His knees knocking together like they had been 

made of matchsticks. "But, but, you said you wouldn't hurt 

any of us?" the boy responded, his voice quaking as much as 

his knees were shaking. 

"No! I said I wouldn't hurt any of you," the Hyena Man 

laughed haughtily, "but not any of them, did I?" he 

answered wittily. "Now shoot him, before I cut off your 

fingers and make you my slave!" he threatened, cocking the 

little pistol for the boy and making sure the boy's hands 

were properly on the trigger. 

The child couldn't do it.  

General Toni signaled to one of his hardnosed child 

warriors and the young 14 year old fighter went behind a 

truck to produce a large machete. A very large and sharp 

machete. An ominous machete.  
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"Since you can't do it, you're going to watch this warrior 

chop your grandfather into little bits for you to eat. After 

that, he'll cut both your legs off!" General Toni barked. 

Initially the general had only intended it to be a threat, a 

bluff, a terrifying joke, but before the general could laugh it 

off, bang, bang, and bang! The boy shoots his grandfather 

three times in the chest. It appeared the 7 year old hadn't 

wanted his grandfather being treated as butchers treat meat 

in an abattoir.  

General Toni grimaced then ordered for his little child 

soldiers to give all the new children assault weapons. One 

weapon for each parent.  
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ring me the girl who refuses to do anything!" the 

Hyena Man yelled after the children were through 

with the horrendously bitter experience of killing 

their parents. The child warriors hurriedly ran into one of 

the large vans and brought out a 12 year old girl captured 

from a village near one of Uganda's riverside villages a 

month ago.  

The little girl had a swelling by her right chin and had dirty 

and tattered clothes on. It looked like his little army of 

soldier boys had been ruthless with her. 

"Girl, what's your name?" General Toni asked the little girl.  

The little girl didn't answer him, and unlike most of the 

other children, this little girl looked him straight in the eyes. 

The Hyena Man saw no fear in her. He smiled, his usual half

-style, and decided to raise his voice a little higher so that he 

can sound more intimidating, "My soldiers tell me you won't 

eat, you wouldn't sleep, and you won't work?! Is that so?" he 

asked her again. And again, she did not answer him in front 

B 
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of all the new children. She was defying the general, and the 

general didn't like it one bit.  

"What is your name?!!" the general screamed into her ears 

with the megaphone, and she fell faint on one knee. The 

megaphone had been so loud; she couldn't hear a thing for a 

while. Everything in the world instantly began to spin about 

her eyes.  

The general gave her a weighty slap. If she had lips, why 

wasn't she speaking? He hit her again with the back of his 

hand.  

"Junta," the little girl replied slowly. Her head was ringing 

loudly. Louder than the slap she had received. Warm water 

trickled from her ears. It made the Hyena Man chuckle. "So 

you have a mouth?" he said hoarsely, "do you think you are 

different from all the other children here, Junta?" 

"No," Junta answered the many voices echoing about her. 

Each voice was one and the same voice. The general's voice. 
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 Junta's head was spinning like a carousel.  

"If you are not different, why won't you work little girl?" the 

Hyena Man barked loudly into her other ear with the 

megaphone.  

Junta couldn't think straight with all the voices in her head, 

so she closed her ears with her palms. The noise hurt her 

and she began to cry. "My father will come for me!" she 

sobbed to herself. "My pa will bring his army!" she sobbed. 

The Hyena Man couldn't laugh as loud as he wanted to, so 

he used his megaphone to laugh out loud.  

"So that's why you're so hard-headed!" he mocked into his 

loudspeaker. "Your father's one of those treacherous 

soldiers!" he said, and many of his child soldiers, the ones 

who knew how much General Toni hated the army yelled 

"traitor!" 

"Well your papa is no longer here!" the general yelled at her, 

"you belong to the LRA now! You are my property now!! 
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And if I tell my property to work for me, it works for me!!!" 

General Toni barked and knocked Junta on the head with 

his megaphone. She fell flat on her face. All of the general's 

child warriors clapped to win the general's favor and he 

smiled a half smile. 

"Go bring me the explosives!" he spoke to the few men in his 

army.  

Toni the Hyena Man picked Junta by her short curly hair. 

Junta screamed. It hurt like hell.  

"Know that you will be the first to do what I say today!" he 

said to her in a mean voice. The men brought three open 

boxes and placed it carefully at the general's feet.  

The general left Junta alone and carefully picked up a heavy 

device in one of the boxes. "We are having some visitors 

tomorrow," he said to Junta and shoved the device at her. "I 

want you to take this mine from me and plant it three 
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fingers deep inside the ground over there!" the general 

pointed to the main dirt road they had used to the village. 

Junta was all tears. She could barely see her way through all 

the crying and the general almost shot her in the leg when 

Junta almost dropped it. But shooting her would mean 

dropping the device. 

“Don‟t drop it, you foolish child! It‟s a mine!” the general 

yelled at her. Everyone was shocked to see the general so 

scared. He was on the verge of pissing on himself.  
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Loleilia Pass. Langia Mountains. Northern Uganda.  

ines are large ba-da-boom explosives buried 

underground or hidden away from sight for 

humpty dumpty to step on. If an unsuspecting 

humpty dumpty steps on an active mine, then that humpty 

dumpty gets blown into a million teeny-weeny pieces. Pieces 

too small for anyone to pick up and put together again! 

Mines are deadly and all over the world do unsuspecting 

people a lot more harm than they could possibly imagine. It 

is why mines have been banned in warfare and why those 

who use still use them for war are tagged terrorists. So, you 

can see why it was a very dangerous situation for Professor 

John Weldon and his friend Mr. Andrew Hamburger when 

their purported professional escort men drove their buses 

and trucks into a minefield. Of course, the militia hadn't 

known their enemies, the Lord's Resistance Army rebel 

group, had prepared a minefield for them just the day 

before. They hadn't the slightest suspicion they were 

M 



the phantom p. 

82 

walking into an open graveyard. Even worse, Professor 

Weldon had brought Luke for the short voyage into the 

mountains though both father and son still weren't speaking 

to each other. 

Mr. Hamburger smoked a tobacco cigar inside the military 

jeep. It had native Ugandan tobacco inside it. "They will not 

listen to us at our first meeting. Don't expect too much from 

them, John," he said casually, and made a large gray puff in 

the air.  

"I'm keeping my fingers crossed, Andrew. I'm hoping they 

will give us some children today!" Professor Weldon said 

excitedly and reached for Mr. Hamburger's cigar. "Don't 

smoke in front of my son, Andrew! He might pick up a bad 

habit. Now give me that!" the professor said, taking the 

cigar.  

"My mistake, daddy," Mr. Hamburger said, teasing his 

British friend, "but I'm glad to know yesterday's little war is 

over and done with," he said while keeping an eye on Luke. 
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Luke had kept to himself all morning. He hadn't said a word 

to anybody except for the polite pleasantries young children 

give. "Are you still angry with daddy, little man?" Mr. 

Hamburger asked, and Luke nodded.  

"And I'm angry with you too," Luke squeezed out from the 

side of his mouth. 

Mr. Hamburger laughed, "But why? What did I do?" 

"I'm going to get on Mom's wrong side for not writing my 

paper properly because you both won't allow me write," 

Luke said, pouting his lips. "You don't even allow me hear 

much too!" Luke added, sour as milk gone bad. 

"Okay, I'll talk to your daddy! I'll make sure he allows you 

write this time!" Mr. Hamburger promised quickly to cool 

the little Weldon off.  

"Oh no, he won't!" the bigger Weldon retorted. He wouldn't 

agree to it. "It's his mother's idea he's here, but the situation 

here is too sensitive to be written in a middle grader's 
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holiday paper, don't you think?" Professor Weldon said 

sternly. Although it sounded like he was talking to Mr. 

Hamburger, John Weldon was just using Andrew as a 

mirror. What he was really doing was trying to have a 

conversation with his son. "Besides, after he sees the town of 

Lira or Gulu, I'll have him shipped back to the consulate. No 

more exploring for Luke! It's too dangerous!" he said. "And 

don't beg me!" he reprimanded his friend. 

"Come on, John! Let him write," Mr. Hamburger pleaded on 

Luke's behalf, "Don't be such a fun spoiler!" he teased. 

"Luke's perfectly—" 

"I hate you, dad! I'm never talking to you anymore!" Luke 

raised his voice at his father, but immediately was sorry he 

did so. Still, the little Weldon didn't feel like apologizing, so 

he turned to his window and moved away from them. There 

was a tear in his eye.  

Mr. Hamburger was speechless. He wasn't expecting such 

an outburst from Luke. Sure, Luke's father was just being an 
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overprotective bum! But, Luke raising his voice was totally 

uncalled for. 

The jeeps and trucks passed a burnt village. They were dead 

people everywhere. Murdered by fire and bullet wounds. 

The place was as silent as a graveyard. Fortunately, Luke 

hadn't been looking towards the village. He had been 

looking to the hills on the other side. 

"See why I don't want Luke writing this?" Prof. Weldon said 

uncomfortably, and untied his seat belt. 

"This is the handiwork of the LRA," Mr. Hamburger said 

grimly. "They raid villages, and then burn them." 

The vehicles stopped abruptly and Professor Weldon almost 

bashed his head against an iron rail!  

"What's going on?" Mr. Hamburger called to the head man 

of the militia in the vehicle ahead.  

The militia man politely asked Mr. Hamburger to be quiet. 
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"Something's wrong with the ground," the militia man 

whispered as one of the escort men jumped off the vehicle. 

He pulled out a knife to check the feet of all the vehicles. 

"What's wrong with the ground?" Mr. Hamburger 

whispered back, straining his voice so he wouldn't be 

overheard. 

"We are in danger. Someone's buried mines here," the militia 

man replied coolly.  

Cool? Cool?! How could he be cool about it? Mr. 

Hamburger returned to his seat, frightened out of his wits! 

The man checking the grounds made a signal, and the jeeps 

and trucks carefully stirred their wheels in reverse.  

"Why are we moving back all of a sudden?" John Weldon 

asked his friend, who was suddenly as quiet as a mouse. 

Andrew looked distraught. 

"Bombs! We have bombs buried under us," Andrew 

Hamburger replied and Luke Weldon sat up in fright. He 
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certainly knew what bombs were, but he had never seen 

one, or even worse, felt one in action before. 

"Come here, son!" Professor Weldon called to his boy 

hurriedly, and Luke scuttled to his dad.   

Without any warning, somebody started shooting at the 

jeeps and trucks from the hillside. The militia panicked and 

went frantic on their radios. They returned fire. Professor 

Weldon and Mr. Hamburger buried their heads under the 

seats, but a loud ka-boom was the last thing they could 

remember when their jeep was tossed 5 meters in the air. 

Their jeep had tripped a field mine. 
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Emergency Room 1. British High Commission,   

Entebbe, Uganda.  

 

ohn Weldon woke up at the Embassy's Medical 

Care. For a minute, he almost concluded what had 

happened had only been a nightmare. Until he 

found himself on a hospital bed and his head hurt. 

And it hurt badly. He had a nasty bruise across the forehead. 

It bled every now and then.  

"Good to know you're awake," Mr. Hamburger said, but 

even Andrew wasn't doing any better. Mr. Hamburger's 

right arm had been bandaged and tied in the shape of a 

triangle, which was the way almost all doctors treated bone 

fracture.  

"Andrew, your arm?" John Weldon asked without thinking 

about the pain raging through his head.  

"I'll live," Andrew said with a false smile. He had to prepare 

himself. More trouble was coming. 

J 
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"How's Luke doing? Is he okay? Let me see him? Where is 

he?" Professor Weldon asked more than once. When 

Andrew Hamburger couldn't give one straight answer, 

Professor Weldon looked him in the eye and asked one 

straight question, "Where's my son, Hamburger?" 

"We couldn't find Luke," Andrews answered.  

"You couldn't find who?" Professor Weldon retorted as 

though he wasn't the one being addressed. 

"We tried to rescue as many with us as we could. We 

searched everywhere for your boy, but we couldn't find 

him," Mr. Hamburger said hesitantly. He hesitated because 

he knew how heavy that news would weigh on the 

professor. He could foretell another explosion incoming. 

"You left him there?" Professor Weldon snapped like a 

thunderbolt, and grabbed Mr. Hamburger's broken arm 

without thinking. 
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"No, we would never do that! We didn't leave him," Mr. 

Hamburger defended himself, gasping hard like a wounded 

gazelle. "I think they took him, John," he said in a lot of pain, 

deciding it was time to come clean. "My arm hurts, John! 

Please let go of my arm!"  

The professor looked very distraught over losing his boy, but 

realized he was causing Andrew Hamburger a lot of pain as 

well. He quickly let Andrew go.   

Mr. Andrew breathed a big sigh of relief. "We will find 

him!" Mr. Hamburger said, trying to sound more confident 

than he truly was. "The Ugandan Ambassador is on his way 

to see you as we speak!" 

Andrew Hamburger rushed off. He felt his arm needed 

redressing, since John was kind enough to snap some bones 

off balance. Right now, his entire mind needed redressing as 

well. Luke was gone. And he hadn't the slightest idea what 

to do next. 
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Loleilia Pass. Langia Mountains. Northern Uganda.  

hey had found him! They had found Luke hiding in 

the bush with no one to rescue him! There were no 

more militia men to come to his aid. The militia 

had fled with a few of their jeeps and trucks. The child 

soldiers had had the upper hand in the fight, fighting from 

uphill. The militia had abandoned all they couldn't carry 

under the rain of bullets from the LRA. Now, they had 

abandoned one of their children too. A little boy covered in 

red dust. The 12 year old boy, who found Luke, wouldn't 

have known where to look if Luke hadn't sneezed off the 

dust lodged in his nose. 

"I see you in there! Get out!" the young soldier yelled at the 

bushes Luke had been using as a cover, and slapped it with 

the butt of his rifle. Although Luke didn't understand the 

boy's local language, Luke obeyed very quickly and walked 

out of the bushes. He didn't have to be a wizard to know 

what the boy was saying to him while pointing a loaded gun 

T 
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at him. Luke and the boy were roughly of the same age, 

though they didn't look it. All the killing had made the 

soldier boy look older and much stronger.  

The boy raised an alarm. "Call the general! Call the general!" 

the boy yelled out loud, and automatically Luke knew more 

trouble was coming his way. 

The soldier boy poked Luke in the arm with the gun several 

times and pointed to the carnage of burning jeeps, vans and 

trucks. 

"Ouch! That hurts!" Luke replied, massaging his arm. Luke 

was covered in fear as much as he was covered in the red 

dust all over him.  

Immediately the other child warriors saw him, they began to 

taunt him and spit in his face. Some even slapped him 

behind the head. More dust fell off this body as they did so, 

but no one had realized Luke was a white boy. How could 
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they? When he was covered in all that red dust from the 

ground.  

General Toni was seating on the jeep Luke and his father 

had been riding in earlier. It was all smashed up and upside 

down now. The general just sat there, using the jeep's front 

tires as his new front seat. There was a girl standing, head 

down, beside him like his little servant.  

"Bring me the boy," General Toni commanded Junta, and she 

answered him quickly.  

As she came to Luke, Luke looked into her eyes but she hid 

her eyes from him. As she grabbed Luke by the hand, all the 

dust by Luke's arm fell off and everyone sighed loudly.  

Luke was a white boy!  

General Toni couldn't have been happier! 

"Quick! Quick!! Bring the white boy here! Who found him?" 

General Toni asked, and shook the dust off Luke's blond 

hair.  



the phantom p. 

96 

All the child soldiers yelled at the same time, "Me! I found 

him!" while others countered with their arms up in the air, 

"No! We did!" 

Everyone was lying because everyone knew a pleasant 

reward was waiting for the one who brought the Hyena 

Man the white kid. 
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Recovery Ward C. British High Commission,   

Entebbe, Uganda.  

 

or nigh 15 hours Dr. Weldon had been dreading a 

particular phone call from the other Dr. Weldon. 

But his time was up and his goose cooked. Avoiding 

one more phone call was bound to let the cat out of the bag. 

It was going to be a battle between the Weldons. 

“Here you go,” Mr. Andrew Hamburger handed over the 

telephone to John Weldon with a grim look.  

“She‟s the one who wanted him here. So, I must tell her,” 

Prof. Weldon said, his eyes all red and juiced by tears.  

Andrew Hamburger muffled the mouthpiece with his hands 

for a second. “Are you crazy?” he barked, “don‟t you 

mention Luke‟s missing to that poor woman!” he said 

vehemently and then placed a tender hand on John 

Weldon‟s shoulders. “Don‟t tell her,” he mouthed and gave 

F 
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John the phone. “I‟ll be standing right beside you,” he 

seemed to say. 

“Hello honey,” John Weldon said hoarsely as one who had a 

frog stuck in his throat. 

“John? Is everything okay? I‟ve been trying to reach you for 

hours!” Betty Weldon complained over the phone. He could 

hear worry in her voice. “Where have you been? And how‟s 

Luke?” she asked a little calmer and pulling herself together. 

“Well…we‟ve…” John Weldon was discombobulated. He 

couldn‟t think up a single word to say to his wife other than 

the word, tell, tell, tell, and tell! He had to tell Betty Weldon 

the truth. It was the only sad song playing in his heart. Tell 

her! Tell her! Tell her! Those words seemed to chant 

themselves in his big head, ringing like a bell. A very loud 

bell for that matter.  He was bound to break down. “I‟m so 

sorry, Betty. It‟s my entire fault,” John Weldon sobbed into 

the telephone.  
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“What are you sorry for, honey? What did you do?” Mrs. 

Weldon asked quickly. It was a hard thing to find John 

apologetic, so she was very curious. 

“I had wanted to tell you earlier…It‟s just…Truly, I wanted 

to…” John stuttered, and Andrew put his hand by his neck 

and gestured to John that he was going to kill John if John 

spilt the beans.  

“Don‟t tell her or we will be dead men walking,” Andrew 

whispered fearfully. Betty Weldon had met Andrew 

Hamburger several times at John‟s workplace in London, 

and she knew him quite well enough to strangle him as she 

would her husband if she knew he had also been there 

when her son was taken by hostile soldiers. 

“What did you want to tell me? What‟s wrong honey?” 

Betty asked anxiously. John could hear her breathe heavily 

by the phone.  
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“Err...I...I‟m sorry I …err…I wanted to tell you that…” John 

Weldon stuttered, changing his mind  and searching for a 

suitable lie. John‟s brain was flat as a dead battery.  

“Equipment problems,” Andrew whispered a fitting lie to 

John. 

“Yes…I‟m sorry I failed to tell you that we might be 

experiencing power outages and telephone problems here in 

Uganda. It‟s why I haven‟t called you or been able to email 

you,” John lied to his wife. “But we are both okay, in fact, 

we are all having fun down here,” John Weldon lied to his 

wife again and managed a chuckle. He felt sick. 

“Aww! Is that why you were all teary-eyed, honey?” Betty 

Weldon giggled, “That‟s so sweet.” 

Andrew Hamburger could breathe a lot easier now. John 

well nigh gave him a heart attack. 
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“How‟s Luke holiday paper going? I hope he isn‟t having too 

much fun. I want to speak to Luke,” Betty said and John 

looked to Andrew for another very quick lie. 

“Em…”Andrew muttered. “Em…not here. Somewhere else, 

but not here.” 

“Luke‟s busy now, honey. I think he‟s in a meeting of some 

sort,” John parried. 

“Come off it, John! A meeting with whom? Our son‟s too 

young to be in a meeting?” Betty laughed incredulously.  

“No. Sincerely. He is. I think he‟s interviewing the Ugandan 

ambassador as we speak,” John lied skillfully.  

“The ambassador of Uganda?!” Betty yelped in pride, “go, 

go, Luke! That alone is going to make a swell paper. His 

school is going to eat it up!” 

“Yes, indeed,” John answered, quickly tired of lying to his 

wife and yawning loud enough for Betty Weldon to hear. 
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“I‟ll go now, dear,” Betty said. “Keep me posted with what‟s 

happening and have John eat his vegetables. Love you.” 

“I love you too,” John answered and quickly ended the call. 

If he had spoken a second longer, he would have either peed 

on himself or puked on Andrew. 

Andrew Hamburger patted John Weldon on the back. “You 

did the right thing,” he said. “We will find your boy. The 

ambassador wants us to meet with the chief of security to 

make arrangements to get your boy back.”  

“You let them take him Andrew!” John raised his voice. „So 

how in the world are we going to convince these men with 

guns to give my boy back to me, huh?” John asked 

pessimistically.  

“Money is how,” a burly Irish man answered by the door. 

“We‟ll give them money.” 

Andrew Hamburger smiled broadly and said, “John, I‟d like 

you to meet Philip Peterson. Philip is our chief of security.”  
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“Hello John,” Philip said, walking to John and stretching out 

his hand to shake the professor. “We‟ll not only have your 

boy back. We could have all the children back. I promise. 

And we could have them back today.”  

“We don‟t give money. So, how is that even possible?” John 

asked incredulously, taking the man‟s hand. 

“The coalition might not, but I don‟t work for the coalition 

you see,” the man said with a tough smile. He had a tough 

smile because he had tough lips. But, Mr. Tough lips looked 

very much like a strong smoker. “My job is to secure the 

young Briton trapped in all this mess, before newsmen get 

wind of it.” 
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ORD'S RESISTANCE ARMY  

Main Rebel Camp. Lira.  

Northern Uganda. 

 

The Hyena Man threw Luke Weldon into a cage. It was a big 

cage. A cage for wild game made from wire gauze. A cage 

big enough to fit monkeys, lions, hyenas and the lot. But 

Luke Weldon wasn't the only one in that big cage. The girl 

he had met when he was captured, the girl who could not 

look him in the eye, the girl who had brought him to the 

Hyena Man, the little girl everyone called Junta, was in the 

cage with him. Why the Hyena Man kept them both in a 

cage, Luke couldn't understand. All he knew was that it was 

a barbaric way to treat people and he hoped his father and 

the army would arrive soon and get him as far away from 

this big mess as possible!  Besides, the cage stunk of 

something Luke couldn't place his finger on. 

"Get me out of here!" Luke screamed over and over again at 

the top of his voice. Nobody heard him. He hoped banging 

L 
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against the cage would get somebody's attention, but not one 

answer. It was a gut-wrenching experience for Luke not 

having anyone listening to him, since there were scores of 

people busy like honeybees about Luke's cage, playing card 

games, drinking, smoking, even arm wrestling!  But the 

Hyena Man had given every soldier a strict command, so no 

one paid any attention to the little white boy rustling his 

cage like a deranged monkey.   

Luke turned his focus to the girl in the cage with him. She 

was a very quiet girl; squatting quietly by the corner of the 

cage and hugging herself very tightly.  

"Psst! Girlie!" Luke called to Junta. She had turned her back 

to him, so Luke slowly touched her by her shoulders. "Girlie, 

can you speak English?" he asked, desperate for someone to 

talk to. It had been a whole day since Luke had been 

abducted and nobody had said a word to him. But it seemed 

even Junta was in a world of her own, and refused to 

respond. So, Luke returned to making a ruckus in the cage.  
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"Somebody get me out of here now! My father knows the 

army!" Luke threatened loudly, as if bluffing would do some 

good. A big bluff on Luke's part because it was also a big lie. 

This was Luke's first time in Africa. As was his father's. 

"You'll wear yourself out if you continue like that," Junta 

advised with a slow voice. A very hesitant voice too. It was 

obvious to Luke that Junta was a girl of not many words. "So 

please stop hurting my ears with all the complaining. As 

long as you're with the LRA, nobody's going to find you," she 

begged him while using her hands to cover her ears. 

"Besides if you piss them off, all you will get from them is a 

good thrashing?!" she threatened Luke, and Junta's threat 

was no bluff.  

"You've been pretending!  You do speak English!!" Luke 

jumped in double joy, hardly listening to the warning Junta 

had just given him. "I hope you can speak your language 

too? I want you to help me tell these men they have me all 

confused with somebody else. I'm not a fighter or their 



the phantom p. 

108 

enemy. Look at me. I'm from London. I have nothing to do 

with their war." 

"They are not stupid!" Junta retorted on hearing Luke rant, 

"they don't have you confused with somebody else! They 

know who you are! That's why you are in a cage with me 

and not with the axe man! Get it, London boy?" 

"Who is the axe man?" Luke asked, surprised, and sitting on 

his ankles to square her height. Luke squatted because he 

wanted to look Junta straight in the face. 

"The Axe man is a jok. You don't want to know who he is," 

Junta said to Luke, with some very bad breath coming from 

her mouth. Luke held his nose up. She probably hadn't 

washed up in days, but he too was in similar shoes. Luke 

knew he couldn't smell his own breath, but he was sure his 

breath reeked worse than Junta's. The last thing Luke 

remembered eating was broccoli in garlic and onion sauce. 
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"But how long do they plan on keeping me here?" Luke 

asked, covering his mouth with the palm of his left hand 

when speaking. A polite thing to do for one who hadn't 

brushed his teeth in 24 hours. 

"For as long as they want to keep you here," Junta replied 

flatly, finding his question very dumb. All this while she 

hadn't looked Luke in the eye. She couldn't answer his 

million-and-one questions anymore, so she kept quiet. She 

probably was tired of the talking or hungry.  

One teenage soldier boy, only a couple of years older than 

Luke and much, much, much taller, walked over to their 

cage. 

"You see," Luke boasted, "at last, someone answers me," Luke 

said, rubbing his hands together.  

Junta watched Luke hop over like a frog to meet the soldier 

boy by the cage.  
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"Hello, my name's Luke Weldon," Luke said, but the solder 

boy only shoved two little bowls of fly-infested rice meal 

into Luke's cage, "You must be joking if you expect me to 

eat— I'm not eating that—" Luke grimaced and folded his 

hands. 

"Eat! Makolo!" the soldier boy barked roughly, spitting saliva 

Luke's way, and striking the cage like he intended to strike 

Luke in the face. He taunted them both then left. The 

moment he was gone, Junta hurried for one of the bowls 

and ate it hungrily with her bare hands. Dirty hands. 

"Ugh! That's disgusting," Luke said without thinking twice.  

Junta didn't even look at Luke. She just kept gulping down 

her meal. 

Luke reached into his pocket and fumbled for something. He 

was wearing the same clothes he had on since the incident, 

so it still had to be there. He smiled. He had found it! "See 

here!" Luke said, dangling a delicious, coconut-filled 



111 

war against war crimes 

chocolate bar. "I have a chocolate bar??" he said with a 

smug smile. 

And for the first time, Junta looked Luke full in the face. By 

the time she was done eating her meal, she starred at Luke 

and his wonderful chocolate bar with hungry eyes. 

"I can share this with you, and my meal too, if you tell me 

what a Makolo is?" Luke said with a friendly voice. Luke 

only wanted someone to talk with. 

On hearing his invitation, Junta stood up in light cheer, 

came over to where Luke was, and broke off a huge chunk 

of Luke's delicious chocolate bar. She giggled a moment 

longer, and then returned to squat by the floor, without 

saying one word to Luke Weldon, or venturing to answer 

Luke's question. 

"Well that's rude!" Luke said, tucking his arms akimbo like 

mom would if she were here.  

"Makolo means goat boy," Junta answered, laughing at Luke.  
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Luke made a face. 

"It's true," Junta said again. "The soldier boy was calling you 

a stubborn goat boy," she laughed. "You do look like a goat 

boy in a way, Mr. Well Done" she said, looking Luke full in 

the face again and pronouncing his name in a funny way. 

Luke made another face and finally laughed at himself. 

"Well I suppose being locked in a cage would do," Luke 

added for humor, and Junta laughed again. 

Luke smiled. He wanted to be funnier. "But if I'm a makolo, 

then he is a makolo boy too," Luke said and went to sit with 

Junta, who was smiling now. Somehow, and in some way, 

Luke had just made a friend.  
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think it's time I took a leak," Junta said, and rattled the 

cage. What happened must have been magic, because 

in no more than a split-second, she was outside the 

cage. One of the men in the bush camp escorted by a 

single soldier boy opened up the cage to let her go take a 

leak. The soldier boy was the makolo boy that threatened to 

hit Luke in the face earlier. Both man and boy soldier were 

carrying AK47 automatic rifles. 

"I think I have to go too," Luke raised his left hand as he 

would in class to signify he needed permission to go to the 

loo.  

Both the man and the soldier boy ignored Luke. The man 

escorted Junta into the bush someplace. And soon enough 

many other soldier boys scurried to join them in the bushes. 

"Can't I go too?" Luke complained, locking his legs tightly. 

"Piss there," the soldier boy answered roughly, slapping his 

rifle against the cage.  

I 
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"No!" Luke said adamantly. "We are in here. I can't pee 

here." 

"Piss there," the soldier boy commanded without listening, 

gritting the nozzle of his gun against the cage. Luke was 

terrified by the gun and did as he was told. It seemed the 

soldier boy enjoyed taunting Luke with his gun. Luke had 

noticed it too.  

The boy slapped his gun at the cage after Luke was done 

peeing to get his attention. "Hey makolo! The plates," the boy 

commanded, and with his gun. "Bring them to me," he 

demanded arrogantly, with his gun. If they had been on 

even grounds in school or some other place, Luke felt he 

could take this bully. But he was the one in the cage with a 

gun pointed at him, so Luke picked up the empty plates with 

its putrefying remains and passed it through a narrow slit to 

the soldier boy. Junta had done a good job eating both meals 

for them. 
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"So makolo can eat good?" the boy commented in bad 

English, as he picked up the plates. 

"So makolo boy can speak English too?" Luke retorted 

rudely, sticking out his tongue. 

The boy said something in his language, and Luke replied, 

"the feeling is mutual, goat brain." 

The man who had taken Junta to pee was back with her and 

locked her in, but Junta was in a sour mood. 

"Did they let you pee?" Luke asked tenderly. 

"Yes," Junta snapped, very upset, "and they were watching 

me like vultures. He wouldn't even keep his hands off me," 

Junta complained very bitterly, snarling at the soldier man 

who had followed her into the bushes a while ago. He was 

making funny faces at her. 

"We have to report this to someone in charge," Luke replied 

without thinking, and this time Junta, who was supposed to 

be upset burst out laughing. 



the phantom p. 

116 

She looked Luke in the eye. "Are you sure you know where 

you are, Well Done?" she asked and Luke felt embarrassed. 

He folded his arms in a sulk. 

"I'm not the one complaining now, am I?" Luke retorted and 

turned his face away. "Humph!" he snorted. He had his own 

problems too if she'd care to notice. 

Junta sniffed around the cage. "Phew! You peed in here??"  

Luke folded his arms. He had nothing to say to Junta. 
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ueen Elizabeth‟s Hall,  

Diplomatic Wing A,  

British High Commission,  

Entebbe, Uganda. 

 

Mr. Andrew Hamburger couldn‟t have been more excited. 

He hadn‟t heard more splendorous news all morning. But to 

John Weldon who‟s son was missing, it was absolutely 

horrifying news. 

“A meeting? Only a meeting?” John hollered, right in the 

presence of seated dignitaries. 

“It‟s the best we can come up with—,” Philip Tough Lips 

replied and pursed his lips, “for now, that is.” 

“You can do better than just a meeting,” John retorted and 

turned to petition the British Ambassador to Uganda in the 

room of five men. “Mr. Ambassador, isn‟t there anything on 

the whereabouts of my boy—” 

Q 
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“Look! You don‟t have to get all worked up about this 

meeting, John!” Andrew interrupted his friend. He was fired 

up by the idea. “The plan‟s absolutely flawless!”  Andrew 

chanted. 

“Nothing‟s flawless, Andrew,” John Weldon answered. 

“What if your guide doesn‟t accept your bribe, is killed, or 

loses confidence and double-crosses you? What are you 

going to do then?” John asked wittily, and turned to Philip 

Tough lips. It was indeed a genuine question. “Your flawless 

plan will fall flat on our faces. We are only going to get 

involved in a war we did not start!” he barked. 

“I have never known you to be a pessimist, Prof. Weldon,” 

the Ugandan Ambassador rebuked Professor John gently, 

but the British ambassador just sat there, looking at the 

professor coolly.  “You must understand we too have 

children of loved ones that have been abducted for months. 

Children we might never lay our eyes on again, or are no 

longer who they once were,” the Ugandan ambassador 
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added, “It is why we invited you here in the first place, 

Professor. What‟s with the despair?”  

John Weldon was speechless. 

“I‟m not in despair, sirs,” John stuttered, “but you must 

understand my son is involved now and I can‟t just—” 

"We know your pain," the British ambassador replied 

ruefully, "but you must understand that everyone here is 

doing the best that they can. You must understand that, Dr. 

Weldon," the British ambassador said again. 

"And that I am thankful for," Prof. Weldon answered and 

spoke not a word more. 

"Arrange the meeting, Philip, and get everyone ready," the 

British ambassador said and both ambassadors shook hands 

and left. The time for talk was now over. It was time for 

some punitive action. 
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LORD'S RESISTANCE ARMY Main Rebel Camp.  

Lira. Northern Uganda. 

 

eneral Toni was back from war. And in his 

entourage, a gang of noisy, trigger-happy warrior 

boys firing their guns at the sky. 

"They are back," Junta said sadly, and Luke opened his eyes. 

He hadn't slept in days and couldn't believe he had passed 

out on bare earth. What's more, he couldn't believe he could 

be so hungry to eat the greasy sticky meals the makolo boy 

served him every day. He couldn‟t even believe there was a 

time he actually complained about mom's breakfast cereal? 

Right now, all he could do was fantasize about the taste of 

that sticky bowl of death. 

"Who's back?" Luke answered, quick to get on all fours. His 

cheek itched like he'd caught an infection. 

G 
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"The soldiers of course," Junta snapped, "were you 

dreaming?!" she asked incredulously and held the gauze of 

their wire prison. 

The Hyena man seemed to be in a good mood, but he wasn't. 

He was yelling frequently, and his voice could be heard all 

over the camp. Junta's heart beat wildly. It wouldn't take 

long before he came to them. His voice grew louder and 

Junta trembled the moment she could make out his form in 

the distance. His child warriors were with him, but this time 

a few were bound by the hands and others by their feet with 

fronded rope. 

He praised some of his children with guns and they yelled 

back in euphoria, and soon enough he started singing a 

victory song and all his child warriors and officers sang 

along. 

"They are crazy," Luke whispered from the side of his mouth 

as he watched the camp brighten up in song, and laid 

himself back on bare earth. He was dirty, hadn't had a bath 
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in 6 days now, and his clothes had begun to tear. So he 

really didn't care anymore about hygiene. 

"It appears they won a battle," Junta said frightened, 

watching all the boy warriors laugh, sing and chant. 

The Hyena Man clapped his hands and pointed at two of the 

bound children, and suddenly, like a magical rhythm, all of 

the child warriors switched their song into a dirge. The 

moment they started to dance towards a tree stump, Junta's 

eyes widened with horror. 

"Luke?" Junta called out, but Luke didn't respond trying to 

catch the little sleep he could before the makolo boy or 

anyone for that matter came to snatch the sleep from his 

eyes. Since they were back from fighting, it wouldn't be long 

before someone came disturbing their cage. 

"Luke?!" Junta called again as all the child warriors dragged 

two boys from the small group of bound warriors and 

pushed them by the tree stump. The children were begging, 
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but all they received from their comrades were punches and 

kicks in the face.  

Luke Weldon picked his nose, yawning and turning, placing 

a palm under his itching cheek. He was much more inured 

to the clamor of crude lackey gunmen and the piercing 

sounds of careless gunfire than he was to the cold grounds 

under his arms. He could make good use of mom's warm 

quilt right now. 

 "Luke!!" Junta raised her voice frightfully when she saw a 

masked man appear amidst the gang of chanting boys.    

Luke lifted his head from the ground, "what now?" 

"You wanted to know who the Axe man was?" she asked 

him rhetorically, and pointed towards the singing boys.  

Luke's sleepy eyes grew wild. His heart beat louder than 

gunfire.  He jumped to his feet and scurried to Junta's side of 

the cage.  
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"He's there among them," Junta reported, pointing to the 

centre of the crowd of boy warriors.  

Luke strained hard to see past the boys, who were cheering 

and singing loudly like a party of drugged-up night 

clubbers. "I can't see him. Where is he? What does he do?" 

Luke asked, as eager as a chicken to grain. 

"He is a jok. The jok who takes your arms and legs," Junta 

said to Luke, and Luke could feel Junta shivering. 

"You've said that before," Luke responded trying to catch a 

good look of what was going on in the centre of the soldier 

boys, "but what's a jok?" 

"A jok is a spirit," Junta whispered tightly, clenching her 

teeth as though they had been glued together by fear.  

"You don't say?" Luke whistled like his father would 

whenever he heard something untrue, more than eager to 

see who or what this mystery person was. Did Junta actually 

believe the axe man was a spirit? Ha!  "What kind of spirit? 
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A dead one? A holy one?" he asked absolutely intrigued. "So 

the Axe man is the one responsible for maiming all those 

children? Daddy's friend did say something like that!" Luke 

said, turning to Junta. "But tell me Junta, is he really that 

frightening?" he asked, but suddenly Junta grabbed his face 

and turned him quickly to see a large axe appear from 

nowhere above the boys, and swoop down faster than 

anyone could yelp, „arghh!‟ 

"Oh lord!" Luke panicked and fell backwards, hurting his 

wrists as he hit the floor.  

"Arghh!" he cried in severe pain as he watched his left wrist 

swell, with Junta rushing to his aid. But in actual fact, Luke 

couldn't tell which of what was making him cry so hard. 

Was it the fear of what he just witnessed or the injury to his 

left wrist? He couldn't tell. 

The general heard him yelp and all the singing and 

chorusing changed focus. The Hyena man headed towards 

the cage with his gang and the rest of the bound children. 
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eing the centre of attention was never this mind-

bogging. All the child-warriors made a ruckus and 

banged the cage with anything in their arms as they 

waited for the Hyena Man to speak. Toni the Hyena Man 

had a doubtful smile strewn across his face as he barked 

some orders in local language. But the moment he snapped 

his fingers at Luke and the rest of the bound children, the 

ruckus only grew louder. Luke turned to Junta with a 

strange look, but the look in Junta's eyes was a look of fear 

and distress. 

"What's going on?" Luke asked as the boys quickly fumbled 

among themselves for the keys to Luke's cage. 

"The general says—the general—the general says—," Junta 

couldn't bring herself to say what the general had said. 

"Please tell me? What did the general say?" Luke begged as 

the boys opened the cage violently and rushed for Luke in 

frenzy.  

B 
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 "The general says you're next, Luke," Junta answered and 

turned her face away to cry. 

"Oh, tell me that's a lie," Luke retorted as the boys grabbed 

him by the clothes. "No. tell me it's a lie," Luke panicked and 

fought back the best way he could, striking the boys with his 

palms and fingers. "Help! You are not taking my arms!" he 

screamed as he fought them off. The soldier boys retaliated 

by striking Luke in the face and kicking him when he fell.  

The general yelled at the boys harshly and they stopped 

kicking Luke's butt. General Toni didn't like anyone messing 

with his merchandise. He yelled again and all of them save 

one, bailed as fast as they could. Only the remaining of the 

boys lifted the bruised Luke Weldon on his shoulders and 

took him to the hyena man.  

The Hyena Man looked Luke over. The boy was 

malnourished and half-conscious, and was bruised in one 

arm. Luke could hear the hyena man yell in the back of his 
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mind. He could hear a slap or two to someone other than 

him. 

"Put them in there," General Toni commanded the others 

and quickly they tossed the roped children in with Junta. 

As they were about to lock the cage and leave, the Hyena 

Man heard Junta sob.  "Ha! I remember you. You're that 

stubborn child," he said to Junta, "Bring her too." 
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EETING POINT, NEUTRAL GROUNDS,  

Langia Mountains.  

Northern Uganda. 

 

Although Luke Weldon had been unconscious for the most 

of a day, he could still sense all the changes around him and 

what was going on. He could distinguish the whoosh of a 

helicopter's rotor blade from the bump of monster vehicles 

roaring over potholes and mudstones. He could smell apart 

the general's sweat-drenched clothes from the fresh smell of 

cool mountain breeze. He could tell apart the chatter and 

anxiety of jittery soldier boys from the soft whispers of Junta 

pleading into his ears for him to wake up. He only woke up 

when she nudged him by his dislocated wrist. 

"Ouch! Have you gone bonkers?!" Luke shoved off Junta's 

hand in anger and sat waist up. 

"Look!" someone said from behind him. It was the makolo 

boy who liked to tease Luke.  "Look everyone. The makolo is 

awake!" he jeered. 

M 
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Everyone laughed and Luke noticed the general was sitting 

right beside him and Junta. Luke swallowed down hard. He 

was in a worn down fighter helicopter, two hundred feet in 

the air, with no doors! 

One of his wrists hurt. He looked at his arms, fingers, toes 

and feet. They were all present and accounted for.  

"Don't worry," General Toni said to him in a coarse and half

-formed smile. "I was not going to take your arms," he said 

and Luke swallowed hard a second time. The general only 

spoke English sparingly, Luke had come to notice. Now, he 

was worried all the more. 

"You better have that arm cleaned up, little girl," the general 

threatened Junta. "We are almost there," he said. 

"We are almost where?" Luke asked Junta as she lifted a 

dirty wet rag to clean up Luke's swollen arm. 

"Your father has come for you," Junta said softly as she 

stroked Luke's arm. She had tears in her eyes. A flying 
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helicopter with no doors was a very windy place to be in. It 

had a way of drawing tears out of everyone's eyes. 

"Oh, finally," Luke exclaimed flabbergasted, "gosh! If you 

know how long I've been waiting to hear those words?" 

"That's where we are headed," Junta said sorrowfully. 

"Ouch! The rag's cold," Luke said quickly the moment the 

wet rag hit his arm. He was excited, doused in a new rush of 

life. 

"You'd have to stay still Well Done," Junta replied slowly. 

Her voice was sad, almost disappointing, "besides I thought 

you'd say it's dirty." 

Luke took the rag thoughtfully from Junta with his good 

arm. "The rag is dirty," he smiled at her. "I'm not leaving 

here without you. I'll speak to my dad and he'll have them 

release us both." 

"Is that so? Release you both?" the general interrupted the 

conversation and winked at Luke. "Then your dad must be 
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Spiderboy or something?" he mocked and looked out of one 

of the open doors.  

"I can see the rendezvous point," the general said. "Put the 

chopper down here!" he commanded the pilot. "We'll walk 

the rest of the way." 

"One more thing. If you talk without my permission, I will 

kill you," he said to Luke and Junta. It felt more than a 

simple threat.  The Hyena Man was serious. Luke folded his 

arms and pouted his lips. 

The helicopter started to descend. 

iding his face was important to the Hyena Man for 

one reason; obscurity. Even the bravest soldier or the 

most vicious assassin can't kill a man they can't 

identify. General Toni was as cunning as a hyena. He knew 

he could not be described without being seen firsthand. He 

had a voice common to people from his tribe. He had a face 

rough in likeness to the face of every soldier hardened by a 

H 
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bitter war. And, he had a complexion common to the people 

of Uganda. He was black. Living under a sun burning with a 

daily temperature of almost 90 degrees wasn't the kindest of 

treatments to the skin. He was a very black man. So, the 

office of the International Coalition against the Use of Child 

Soldiers, Luke's Dad's office, could only meet with the Lord's 

Resistance Army if their representatives, Dr. John Weldon 

and Mr. Andrew Hamburger, came to see the Hyena Man 

with their eyes blindfolded. With Luke Weldon missing, 

nobody had the power to argue with the LRA. 

"What was that?! Darn these blindfolds! I can't see a thing!!" 

Mr. Hamburger snapped as quick as a bat, as someone 

dragged shut a worn-down wooden door behind them. 

Whoever it was had dragged the door hard and crudely, not 

minding it's worn-out hinges. "Trusting children with guns 

is like handing over a revolver to a monkey," Andrew 

Hamburger said waggishly to John Weldon, expecting John 

to laugh to his facetious joke. But, he needed to say 

something in the least to calm his nerves in their present 
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predicament. Whoever had worn them these blind folds had 

tied them so tightly, they bruised like sharp razors. 

The boy and men soldiers who were with Andrew and John 

stopped moving, and held them up.  

"Why did we stop moving? Are we there already?" John 

Weldon asked anxiously. He didn't fancy being in the dark 

with people he could not trust.  

The soldiers didn't answer. They only hit the nozzle of their 

guns against something that sounded hollow, and tiny 

particles of straw or hay drizzled down on all of them.    

"For a hot sunny day, the room we are in is a whole lot 

cooler," John Weldon said nervously. He had never been 

blindfolded and taken to any enemy camp before, "is the air 

conditioning faulty?" he asked his friend. 

"Who says it's a room?" Andrew retorted anxiously. His 

voice was as sharp and as vibrant as a whistle and his senses 

heightened like a blind man's. "Nah. There is no air 
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conditioning here. We are probably in a mud-house or a 

hut in the bushes somewhere. Only a hut is this cool in the 

afternoons. Besides, don't you smell the clay and ash?" 

"All I smell is gunpowder and unwashed gunmen," John 

Weldon replied, "and I'm getting the awkward feeling this 

might have not being the brightest of ideas." 

"I feel the same way too," Andrew Hamburger confessed. His 

nerves about to explode. "Just try and focus your mind on 

rescuing Luke and the children. They are all that matter." 

The worn-down door creaked open again and John Weldon 

could hear a familiar whimper. 

"Dad! Dad!!" Luke screamed and ran for his dad.  

"Luke! My precious boy!" John Weldon cried, his heart 

quivering like a baby's as he felt Luke grab his loins.  

"I thought I'd never see you again, dad. I'm sorry when I said 

I was never going to talk to you again. I'm so sorry, dad," 
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Luke cried. "Just get me out of here please. They kill people 

here." 

"I know! I know my boy! But are you all right?! Did they 

treat you well?" John grabbed his boy so hard, he was never 

going to let go. He tried to remove the blindfolds forcibly to 

see his son, but General Toni said something in their local 

language and the soldier men and boys with guns prodded 

John Weldon with the nozzle of their guns.  

"They say, don't remove the blindfolds or they will shoot you 

both," someone as young as Luke said to Prof. Weldon. It 

was the voice of a little girl. 

"But he's my boy!" John Weldon exploded like dynamite and 

fought the blindfolds he had on. "I will never agree to that! I 

have to see my son!" 

The soldiers went hysterical, cocking their guns and ranting 

threats in their language. 
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"Please, you can't," Junta begged Prof. Weldon. "They say if 

you prefer to end this discussion in bloodshed, they would 

gladly oblige you." 

Mr. Andrew Hamburger took a deep breath and quickly 

groped for John Weldon and Luke. He knew John was 

standing beside him, but to a person in the dark, a little inch 

is much farther away than you think. "John," Andrew 

begged as he latched on to the professor's jacket. "John, you 

have to control yourself. If they haven't hurt him, then they 

won't hurt him. Just let the boy go or you're going to get 

both he and we killed in the process!" 

Professor Weldon struggled for a minute more. 

"John! Let him go!" Andrew begged nervously. 

Professor Weldon rubbed his boy on the head and calmed 

down just enough to let the soldiers tear Luke from his grip. 

General Toni said something in their language and all the 

soldiers guffawed. They were laughing at the professor, 
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Luke's Dad. Or they were laughing at Mr. Hamburger. 

Anyway, they just laughed it off. But then, the general spoke 

and all his minions went quiet. 

"The general says now that he knows the boy is your son, he 

is sure today's meeting will be more interesting," Junta 

interpreted. 

"I'm sure he means today's talks will be fruitful?" Andrew 

Hamburger corrected Junta with a smile. Andrew 

Hamburger had only begun crash courses on the local 

dialect only a week ago. Although he didn't know much, he 

knew the local word for fruit. "You speak well for a child," 

he said to Junta with a friendly smile, "Tell me, how old are 

you and where did you learn to speak English so well?" 

The general retorted in their language and Junta lowered 

her head, "My mother taught at a missionary school. But I'm 

sorry sir. I am not allowed to speak, until I'm told to." 
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 "Then tell the general that we do not wish to see harm come 

to the boy or any of the other children," Hamburger replied 

a bit upset, "but it is an unfriendly gesture to have a meet 

with us in blindfolds. Let him know we are not his 

prisoners." 

The general waited for Junta's reply and spoke a response. 

All the soldier men and boys cheered and snorted. 

"The general says just as Moses could not see the face of God 

and live, you cannot see the face of the angel of the LRA and 

stay alive," Junta translated. "He also says, besides your all-

talk, talk, and talk predecessors have all met with him with 

blindfolds on. Why are you any different?" 

"Tell him, we aren't just chatter boxes. We work for some 

very powerful people that can do very powerful things," 

Andrew Hamburger said, talking bravely in the direction 

Junta's voice was stemming from.  

General Toni spoke and Junta interpreted.  
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"The general says, all he sees are white men interfering in 

his war, and that you don't really care about liberating our 

people from hardships and the bad people in government," 

Junta answered. 

Andrew Hamburger was sweating so hard into his clothes 

and trousers that he could pee on himself and no one would 

notice. "Little girl," he cleared his throat nervously, "tell the 

general that he can't expect us to fight a war we ourselves 

did not start." 

But, the general replied without allowing Junta to interpret 

his words. He barked at Andrew Hamburger and spat at 

Andrew's feet. 

"Then why are you here? You just want to take your white 

monkey and go, is it not?" Junta interpreted. 

"No," John Weldon retorted in a violent and unsteady tone, 

"we are not here for monkeys. We are here for the children. 
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All of them!" he replied vehemently. Junta lifted her head in 

surprise.  

Her voice was clearer now as she spoke to the general and 

much louder too. 

"Yes! We are here for all of you. Every single one of you," 

Andrew Hamburger repeated as he heard Junta's voice 

lighten up. 

The general jeered at what was said, but the general feel in 

the hut suddenly became lighter. He said a word to Junta 

and all the men snorted, laughed, and it sounded like a few 

disarmed their weapons. 

"The general says you have to be children of God, that is 

why you are here in a land that is not your own, demanding 

for children that are not your own," Junta said, hiding her 

face again. But, what she said didn't sound like a 

compliment. "He just called you an imbecile, dear sir," Junta 

said politely. 



the phantom p. 

144 

"Neither are they yours," John Weldon ignited like a 

firecracker near gasoline. "No! You are the imbecile! We are 

not the ones using children to achieve our selfish ends. We 

came here for the children you torture, maim and slaughter 

you sadistic warmonger," the professor barked louder than a 

rabid dog, and General Toni, the Hyena Man, didn't like the 

tone of voice he was been addressed with. 

Junta remained silent as General Toni barked at her. 

"I cannot tell him that," she begged the gentlemen. "He'll go 

upset." 

"Make something up, little girl, but don't tell the general 

what Luke's father just said," Mr. Hamburger said to Junta, 

"rather ask him how much he will have for the children in 

his hold?"  

Given that John's son was caught in the crossfire of this 

mess, the professor was a nervous time-bomb ticking away, 

and Andrew Hamburger could see that. All the professor's 
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rules of diplomacy had gone out the window.  But Luke 

hadn't said a word since he was separated from his father, 

and Junta wondered why.  

Junta spoke to the general. The general spoke and all his 

men laughed hard. 

"The general says you want to singlehandedly buy over his 

birthright. He says if he gives you all his sons, who is going 

to fight his war?" Junta translated. 

"They are not your sons," John Weldon barked. "They belong 

with their parents, not in the possession of a paranoid limb-

chopping fool," John Weldon yelled in the direction the 

general's voice was coming from, and this time the general 

couldn‟t repress the insult. 

The general snapped his fingers and his soldiers armed 

themselves. Both Andrew Hamburger and the professor 

couldn't see the butt of the gun coming for the professor's 
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face. Wham! It hit the professor hard and John fell on his 

knees before the general.  

"No, you leave my dad alone!" Luke screamed and tried to 

free himself from the hold of the Hyena Man's men. In the 

process of it all, a shiny black pill dropped from his hands as 

he struggled. And, it would have slipped by undetected into 

the loamy earth under their feet if the makolo boy hadn't 

seen it drop. 

"They are mine now. They all belong to the LRA," General 

Toni said in English as he watched John Weldon spit out 

some blood, "and that includes your little boy," he said in a 

half-smile. "Take off this man's blindfold," he commanded 

his boys. He was speaking clear English now. "I want this 

man to see the face of the man who took his boy!" he 

chortled and the Weldons lost their temper.  

"You will never be my father!" Luke yelled at the general as 

one of the Hyena man's soldiers took off the professor's 

blindfold. Like a spring, John Weldon lurched at General 
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Toni to strangle him. The general was the man with a very 

deep scar across his eyebrow, "why you arrogant pr..!" he 

yelled, but before the professor could even stretch out his 

hands, some of the soldiers restrained his hands and feet, 

hurting him by the waist and by the elbows. 

"We are child rights ambassadors," Andrew Hamburger 

argued, "You must treat us civil if you want the world to 

take you and your bloody campaign seriously!" Andrew 

Hamburger demanded, trying to talk tough. 

"It was your choice to leave the cover of your men behind, 

not mine," Toni the Hyena Man smirked. 

The makolo boy traced the shiny black pill in the loamy soil 

and picked it up, wondering what it was. He spoke in their 

local dialect and everyone stopped struggling. There was an 

eerie quietness in the mud hut as everyone watched the 

shiny black pill that looked like an aspirin capsule. 



the phantom p. 

148 

"What is that?" General Toni asked, half-concerned about 

the shiny black pill when he observed it flashed a very faint 

pink light every 5 seconds. 

As the makolo boy stretched out his hand to hand over the 

aspirin to the Hyena Man, fast-thinking Luke Weldon 

swiped it off the makolo boy's palm and threw the muddy 

pill into his mouth. 

"Give that to me," General Toni threatened Luke, but Luke 

swallowed the pill, dirt, mud and all. 

"I'm sick. It's my medication," Luke lied. 

John Weldon smiled, and the General went hysterical. 

He spoke harshly in local dialect and the makolo boy hit 

Luke in the abdomen with the butt of his gun, and it hurt 

like hell. Luke was supposed to cough up all that was in his 

belly; unfortunately all his belly could give up was saliva 

and phlegm. Not a thing more. 
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The general spoke harshly to Luke and grabbed Junta by her 

hair. It hurt so badly, Andrew heard Junta cry out in 

English. "Leave that child alone," he begged, still blindfolded. 

The general spoke in local dialect and Junta translated. A lot 

of pain coursing through her head.  

"The general says I should tell you that your friend just gave 

his son something to eat. What was it?" 

"What was what?" Andrew Hamburger asked back, like he 

didn't know a thing of what was going on. The general 

barked like a mad man. This time he was furious. 

"You better tell me what that shiny black thing was," Junta 

interpreted, sobbing loudly, her hair hurting the more the 

general twisted. She cried out loudly.  

"Leave her alone, please. Please! You are hurting her," Luke 

begged the general. 

"Tell me now!" Toni the Hyena Man barked at Luke. He 

spoke in local dialect and Junta interpreted, still under the 
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pain of her hair being ripped off strand by strand from her 

scalp. 

"Argh! He says tell him or he'll cut Luke open with a knife 

and bring his insides out for all to see," she cried, and for a 

moment Junta actually felt they were all going to die. 

"You better leave my boy out of this or I swear I will—" the 

Hyena Man eyed the makolo boy and the child hit John 

Weldon below the belt with the butt of his gun. John 

Weldon lay in the mud, speechless and spleen-less, 

paralyzed by the blow below the waist. 

"No," Luke cried, "I don't know what it is," he begged 

earnestly. 

"Tell me! I swear I will—" the general barked like a dog. 

"I don't know," Luke cried. 

"It must be the boy's medicine, general." Andrew Hamburger 

lied in a very polite tone, trying to cool things off. Things 

had escalated already. Any hotter and they'll have their 
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brains splattered against the walls of that mud house. 

"Please general, tell us what you want?" 

The general told his boys to back off and like zombies they 

did. He let Junta go and she fell on the floor. Luke cried so 

hard, he couldn't cry anymore. All his tears had dried 

against his face.  

"I see you want the children bad?" the general said in his 

own English, without needing Junta to interpret. "If you 

want children, give me guns. 5 guns for every child you 

take. War is expensive to fight, you know," the general 

chuckled and ordered his soldiers to leave with everything 

they had brought in. 

"You know I can't give you guns. Besides, you will only take 

more children," Mr. Andrew Hamburger said, with his 

blindfolds on. He wished he had them off, so he could plead 

with the man to whom he was speaking. He heard their 

footsteps leaving. 
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"How could you guess that? You are a smart man," Toni the 

Hyena Man said with a half-smile.  

"Dad!" Luke yelled as the men yanked him and Junta out of 

the mud hut, but John Weldon was too weak to move a 

muscle or do a thing to rescue his boy. He was lying half-

conscious and breathless across the floor.  

The Hyena man patted Luke fondly on the head when they 

were out the door, "I warned you not to speak, but I see you 

are a very stubborn boy, eh?" he threatened with another 

half-smile. Luke fought the general's hands off his head. He 

wasn't afraid of the Hyena Man anymore, or his threats. In 

fact, what Luke Weldon was feeling at that moment was 

hate and the impression that the Hyena Man would never 

let him or Junta go. Ever! He and Junta had to escape. Their 

lives were already on the line!  

"Bind the brats," the Hyena Man commanded, and the 

makolo boy bound Luke's hand with sturdy fronded ropes.  
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think they've left now," Andrew Hamburger said when 

the hut was quieter than an orthodox church. John was 

on the floor, groaning over his stomach. Andrew 

Hamburger struggled to get the smelly blindfolds off his 

face. His breathing had returned to normal. Same with the 

professor's. He saw John lying on the ground, his jacket all 

muddled up, and a streak of blood oozing from his nose. 

"John, you almost got us killed today," he said, as he checked 

John Weldon's nose to feel if the nose was broken.  

"I saw his face. Ouch," the professor flinched as Andrew 

Hamburger tried to get him to stand on his feet. 

"Remember we had brought you here to come soften these 

talks and cool things down, not fire them up, John," Andrew 

Hamburger chided his friend.  

"What did you expect, Andrew? I greet him with arms 

opened wide?" John Weldon retorted as he tore the collar off 

I 
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his shirt and tried to wedge his bleeding nose, "that lunatic 

has my son!" 

"In the least, I did my part of the plan. Did you do yours?" 

Andrew asked his friend. 

"Yes, but the rebel man saw it. What do you think all the 

rumbling moments ago were about?" John answered, "The 

new problem is, Luke swallowed the capsule. I don't know if 

that was a good idea." 

"Your boy swallowed the GPS tracker?" Andrew Weldon 

asked in surprise. 

"Yes, he did. It was my fault. I had whispered in his ear 

earlier that under no circumstance should the general catch 

him with it," the professor said with an uncertain look 

strewn across his face. "Will he be okay?" John asked 

concernedly. 

"I'm not the expert here. You're the doctor," Andrew 

Hamburger replied, "but what you should be asking is; will 
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the tracker work now that it's in the belly of your son? We 

need that tracker to locate where your son will be taken and 

where the general keeps the other children."  

Both men took a moment to muse and look around the mud 

house they had been in for the past 30 minutes. There were 

dark mud cracks in the walls of the mud house. It was a 

very primitive house and had skin-crawling strands of straw 

or dirt hanging loosely from its walls. And some yellow 

mold growing in the damper parts of the walls. Also, the 

minute they had entered the mud house, they had thought 

they would have been some form of a roof covering their 

heads. But there was no ceiling. Only the ashy remains of a 

burnt roof hanging over their heads.  

"Come on. Let's get out of here," Andrew Hamburger said. 

"Let's hope that soldier accepted your envelope, and doesn't 

reveal us," John Weldon said to Andrew in discomfort, as he 

tried to walk. "Luke's life depends on your agreement now, 

more than ever." 
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NSIDE THE BELLY OF THE BEAST,  

Lord's Resistance Army, Rebel Camp.  

Lira, Northern Uganda. 

 

The UPDF is Uganda's Peoples Defense Force and they have 

been arms in arms with their archenemy, the LRA, for over 

22 years. On March 2002, Operation Iron Fist almost had 

the UPDF and their Sudanese sibling army, the SPLA, wipe 

clean the cross-country hideouts and camps of the LRA in 

Sudan, and General Toni held a lasting grudge on that one. 

To pour salt on the injury; December 14, 2008, the UPDF 

launched Operation Lightning Thunder on a conduit LRA 

hideout in the Garamba area in the country of Congo, 

having the support and strong-will consent of Uganda's 

neighboring countries and the United Nations. The UN had 

marked Toni the Hyena Man a war criminal and the LRA a 

terrorist group for its crime against children. General Toni 

was now at war with the world and Toni was boiling over 

from the inside. He was a snake pushed to the wall, ever 
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ready to sink its fangs into its attacker. One more threat was 

all it would take to send him over the edge. 

"Arrh!" Luke charged like a mad dog the moment the 

makolo boy flung him into the cage. Strangely, he didn't 

charge at the makolo boy he was always at arms with. 

Instead, with both hands tied, he charged at the other 

warrior boys the general had locked up in their cell earlier. 

He grabbed one and hit him on the head. Junta had never 

seen Luke act like that before and she didn't know what to 

do. Unfortunately, Luke hit worse than a girl and it was easy 

for the soldier boys to fling him to a corner.  

They spoke in a surprised tone and Junta turned to Luke as 

he tried to get up again at the corner of the cage. "They want 

to know what's gotten into you?" Junta asked on their behalf 

and for herself, afraid her friend was going loony. 

Again, Luke charged at the boys without saying a word like 

a crazed boy. He charged again, and again and again. But, 

the only thing the locked up boys had to do was to ignore 
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him and get out of his way whenever he was coming. And it 

was way too easy for them. He was a tad lucky they weren't 

in the mood to fight back, and they were finding it quite fun 

and entertaining till he grew weary. 

"I have never seen you like this, Well Done?" Junta asked 

him as she snuck to his side, "What's wrong?" 

"I don't know," Luke cried, terrified of himself. His hands 

were trembling in fear. "But I hate them so bad. Now, I'm 

afraid. I have never hated anyone before," Luke said and sat 

in the mud crying. "I can't look at them," Luke confessed 

referring to the boys locked up with him, and hiding his 

face in embarrassment. "I don't know if they killed my dad, 

but I can't look at them!" he cried in anguish. "They are 

killers!" he pointed at the other child warriors in the cell 

with him, "I feel nothing but hate," he said wild-eyed and 

burning up. 
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"Then don't look at them, Well Done," Junta said, putting her 

hands around Luke's neck and locking their heads together. 

She cried with him.  

"Try to ignore them, but they were not the ones who hurt 

your dad, Luke," she pleaded with Luke and tried to lift his 

face up. Luke was wet in tears, mucous and sweat. Junta 

could sense his pain. 

"Just don't look at them, okay?" she begged trying to win him 

over from his rage, "Don't forget that they are in the same 

shoes with us. We are all in this cage together. God knows 

what's waiting for us!" she said. It was at that moment they 

heard a whooshing sound and felt the trees rumble.  

 MiG-21 was an assault bomber plane. 

Depending on which government owned it and 

how much they could budget for it, it held a 

range of heat-sensitive missiles, automated elephant guns, 

trajectory launchers, and on-the-point signature scanners; 

equipment so accurate that they could single out a tree from 

A 
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a forest of trees, and from a height thousands of feet in the 

sky! It was a high tech bird of the air, and the UPDF had no 

problem showing off to the LRA what they had in their 

munitions store. 

 "Do you hear that?" General Toni asked his officers as they 

shuffled a deck of cards. Usually, the general and his 

officers played card games around a makeshift table 

whenever they weren't fighting wars of some sort. 

All the officers, including the Hyena Man's makolo boy, 

stood to their feet. The Makolo boy was taller than all the 

other generals, even though he was years younger. It was 

one of the reasons why the general appointed him over his 

peers. From a distance, he looked much like an adult. 

"The wo-wo sound? Yes, I hear it general, but it's far away," 

the makolo boy replied eagerly.  



the phantom p. 

162 

"We hear it too. It sounds like a helicopter," the general's 

other officers said nervously, searching out where they had 

dumped their rifles and grenades. 

"I know it is a helicopter," General Toni snapped at them, 

"but if we can hear it then it's too far out from the usual 

patrol routes. How did it find us?" the general asked, going 

upset.  

"We cannot be sure they've found us. It might just be a 

clumsy scout chopper," one of his officers replied, but the 

sound seemed to double and draw nearer. The sound was 

coming from just around the mountains.  

General Toni pulled out his pistol. "This is the savanna. It's 

all dust and mountains. So, they'll find us the moment one 

clumsy chopper comes over that hill!" the hyena man said 

with a snarl and gave signals to his officers to be arms 

ready. 
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The sound of the patrolling choppers lingered a few minutes 

but then seemed to fade out, and the Hyena Man could 

heave a sigh of relief from an off the cuff ground to air 

battle. 

"They aren't coming this way, general," the Makolo boy said 

to the general, returning their game of cards and 

rearranging the deck. 

"It's no coincidence. The enemy is never this far out," the 

general said, his hands trembling lightly. He caught his 

generals gawking at him. There had been a tone of fear in 

his voice. "Or maybe the savanna sun has fired my brains a 

little that's why I'm being a bit paranoid," he said with a half

-smile and balanced comfortably on his stool to rejoin the 

game. The general's officers dared to laugh at the general's 

joke over his mental state of health and soon enough the 

Hyena Man was back to playing a lucky hand or two. But at 

that moment, the general heard a light boom far up in the 
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clouds. He squinted to get a good look at the sky. He could 

make out a jet's smoky trail high up in the cirrus clouds. 

"They know where we are. We've been found!" the general 

jumped to his feet and pointed at the trail of smoke 

thousands of feet in the air. 

"It's nothing, my general. Sit and let's finish our game," one 

of the Hyena Man's soldiers retorted without thinking. 

"Forget it. It's just one plane flying to nowhere. I doubt if 

he'd have his minds on us," the officer said with a chortle, 

but noticed no other person was laughing.  

Toni the Hyena Man hadn't realized when he struck the 

officer in the mouth. The soldier bled immediately.  

"Tell me I am not in the company of fools!" General Toni 

snapped and kicked the cards off the makeshift table. "Get 

up! And arm yourselves!" he barked at them all, and then 

heard another boom and saw smoke trails of two more jets 

fly by, flying high, high up in the sky. 
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"Are those your everyday scouts? Three planes in the air?!" 

the Hyena Man yelled at them, pointing to the sky. That was 

enough to unleash his temper. "Fools. They know where we 

are! Who gave away our location?! Who has betrayed 

me?!!" he barked, taking out his pistol and swinging it 

angrily at all his officers. They all backed away from him 

slowly and apprehensively. The general was tense. No one 

wanted to be by the Hyena Man's side when he was in the 

lesser of moods. 

"It's none of us, general. We've been by your side since our 

victory," the makolo boy answered in fear, "I suspect the 

deserters we recaptured. The deserters are the only ones 

who were out of our watch at the time they escaped."  

The general took a moment to think. "The white monkeys! 

They must have followed us or tracked us somehow," the 

general exclaimed, lowering his pistol and permitting all his 

officers to breathe freely.  
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"But I am sure we weren't followed," one of the officers in 

charge said to save his neck. He was the officer in charge of 

the general's personal security, "because I personally hid the 

helicopter elsewhere." 

The Hyena Man couldn't place his finger on it, but hyenas 

were known to have a keen sense of smell. And, the Hyena 

Man could smell a rat. "This has something to do with that 

white boy, we have. They are on us to get him back," the 

hyena man said and the officers were relieved they now had 

someone to crucify in their place. 

"What shall we do to the boy then?" they asked, "give us the 

command, General, and we kill him." 

"No," General Toni said. "If they are looking for him, then 

they won't rest until they've found him. This is not our best 

fort. If we kill him, we risk everything. We are already low 

on supplies and ammunitions. But, I have a message to 

deliver to those two Christian monkeys we met today," the 

Hyena Man said to himself and snapped his fingers.  
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"Retreat!" he yelled into the camp, and the rebel camp 

livened up in a burst of energy. He turned to his officers. 

"We will leave the white child behind for them to find, but 

first I will have the boy's hands," the general said with a half

-smile. "Dissemble the soldiers in fifties and regroup at 

location B15," he commanded, and all his officers scurried 

away to do his bidding. 

"What about the deserters?" the makolo boy asked 

anxiously.  

"Shoot them! They wanted to abandon us, so we'll abandon 

their bodies here. But I swear to god, I will have the hands 

and feet of everyone in that cage!" he barked, and for a brief 

moment the general and his makolo boy just stood there; 

looking at each other, admiring one another.  

"Well?! Why are you standing here doing nothing?" the 

general asked suddenly; it was a rhetorical question, and 

swung a nasty blow at the makolo boy. Luckily for the 

makolo boy, he dodged it and scurried off to go do his duty. 
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The Hyena Man was a very capricious man. A man of 

unpredictable temperament.  

"You better make sure it is done or I'll have your hands 

instead!" the general yelled furiously. It was at that moment 

hot exploding gas bombs hit the ground. The MiG jet planes 

had released them while flying way up in the sky earlier. It 

had taken two whole minutes for the bombs to fall to the 

ground in a thunderous bam! Bam! Bam! Bang! Blinding 

everybody in a huge dust and gas cover. Everyone could 

barely see a thing now. Even their fingers.   
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LPHA WAR ZONE.  

Lord's Resistance Army,  

Rebel Camp. Lira, Northern Uganda. 

 

"I can't see my son in all that dust down there," John Weldon 

said worriedly from the door arm of the helicopter. He had 

to raise his voice against the wind of the military helicopter. 

"You should be thankful the tracker worked, John," Mr. 

Hamburger replied, "I said we will find both your boy and 

the children, didn't I?" he said, but with much of the wind 

stealing his voice.  

John couldn't hear him speak. 

"I hope he won't be hurt by the explosives?" John Weldon 

said again. 

"Luke should be alright," Andrew Hamburger answered 

with a louder voice this time. "The tracker says Luke is 

somewhere in the centre of the camp, so the army‟s only 
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dropping sleeping gas bombs and tear gas bombs by the 

edges of the camp area!"  

"Okay," John Weldon said, reaching to take the hand of his 

loyal friend. "Thank you Andrew," he said with an 

indescribable smile across his face. 

"You're welcome," Andrew Hamburger answered in a happy 

tone and tried to take John's hand when the helicopter 

swerved suddenly. They missed their handshake, but 

laughed it off.  

"You fellows have to be more careful," Philip Tough Lips said 

to both men, while standing by the other door of the 

helicopter. "You could just as easily fall off the chopper," he 

cautioned. It was a very unsteady flight. 

he dust had come up in the blink of an eye. Truly, 

within the second of Junta closing her eyes to rest, 

sounded this loud bang, and appeared this very 

cloudy brown dust about the camp. Dust wasn't naturally 

T 
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this thick, was it? She could hear shooting in the dust cloud 

all around the cage, and she was more alert than ever. Luke 

remained close to her, by the ground at their corner of the 

cage, hoping not to be hit by stray gunfire. Soon enough, if 

Junta's guess was right, the wailing and groaning would 

start. And they didn't want to be one of those wailing and 

the groaning after the fighting was done.  

"Luke?!" Junta asked, groping for him in the dust. 

Luke coughed over and over again. His body couldn't handle 

much dust. 

"I'm here," Luke answered with his hands over his face.  

"Cover your nose and keep your head down," she said to him 

when she felt his arms groping for her.  

"It's not working," Luke said and coughed hard. 

"Not with your hands, stupid," she said to him and grabbed 

him to her side to make sure he was squatting as close to the 
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ground as she was. Junta groped for Luke's shirt pocket and 

tore it off.  

"Do you have spit in your mouth?" she whispered to him. 

Even the dust was getting into their eyes now.  

"Why...? Of course, I have saliva in my mouth," Luke 

answered glumly. 

"Chew this," Junta handed him the strip of his pocket to 

chew. "Hold it across your nose when it's wet." 

Luke did as he was told and stopped coughing almost 

immediately. 

"Thank you," Luke whispered back, "but it stinks badly," he 

added. 

"It's your spit that's on it," Junta retorted, but that was when 

someone rattled the cage and opened it.  The person was a 

tall man holding a rifle and he was speaking in Junta's 

language. 
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Till he found them by the corner of the cage, Luke and Junta 

didn't know what to do.  

The moment the man with the gun spotted Luke and Junta 

together, he said something to her and she jumped on her 

feet. Luke was confused. What was going on? 

The man walked out the same way he came in, but without 

locking the cage.  

"He's says we should run!" Junta said to Luke. 

"Run?" Luke replied as startled as seeing a ghost, "run to 

where?" 

"He says over the fence and keep running," she said to him. 

Junta looked equally confused.  

"Why would he let us go?" Luke asked, much more puzzled. 

He couldn't believe the man had left the cage gate ajar.  
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"He says your father paid him to let you escape before the 

general gets here," Junta answered. Immediately the other 

boys in the cage heard so, they scrambled out of the cage.  

"Do you think it is a trap? What if he is trying to kill us?" 

Luke asked fearfully. He didn't know what to think. He 

didn't know what to do.  

"I don't know," Junta replied. There was panic in her voice. 

"Should we run or should we stay put?" she asked Luke, who 

was just as confused on what to do as she was. 

y the time the UPDF army's helicopters got to the 

LRA rebel camp to drop skilled mercenary soldiers 

into the camp, a light drizzle had begun to fall over 

the savanna landscape. The drizzle washed down the dust 

and the effects of the sleeping gas bombs just enough to start 

a full-fledged off the cuff war with the general's child 

soldiers.   

With the dust cover down, everyone could see their enemy. 

A grenade hit the floor, but all it did under the drizzle was 

B 
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sputter mud and hurt some soldiers. The Axe Man found the 

cage empty. All the deserters had fled. He was on high alert. 

He frantically searched the camp for the escapees. He only 

found two of the less bright ones. He found Luke and Junta 

trying to jump the wiry fence behind the camp's loo with 

roped hands. He had his mask on when he charged at them 

from behind.  

"It's the jok," Junta panicked as she attempted to fly the fence 

the sixth time.  

"Quickly," Luke yelled and helped push her feet over the 

fence. Junta fell into the mud on the other side and rolled 

down its gentle slope. "Ouuuw!" she cried, spraining her left 

ankle. At least, she was safer now. 

Luke latched onto the wiry fence and tried to clamber over 

when the Axe Man got to him without the axe.  

"You leave me alone, you pig!" Luke screamed at the top of 

his voice as the axe man grabbed him by the legs and tried 

to pull him to the floor. Luke kicked hard and luckily kicked 
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the Axe Man in the face, tearing off the paper mask and 

making the man‟s nose bleed. The Axe Man fell to the 

ground in pain, but stood up a very, very angry man. 

Luke almost made it over the fence when he took a look at 

the Axe Man‟s face. Luke couldn‟t believe who he saw. 

“The makolo boy?” he said to himself, completely taken by 

surprise. “The Makolo boy is the axe man!” Luke shouted to 

Junta, but by the time he had her attention the makolo boy 

grabbed Luke by the legs and pulled him off the fence and 

into the wet mud. “You‟re staying with me, makolo,” he said 

with a harsh voice. 

Luke turned around faster than the tall boy could wrestle 

him over his shoulder and poked the Makolo boy in the eye 

with his muddy fingers. He poked both eyes with two 

muddy fingers! 

“My eye! My eye!” the Makolo boy yelped as he tried to 

clean the mud off his eye and tore off the rest of the paper 
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mask from his face. He was more than angry now. He was 

enraged. 

Junta crawled all the way to the top of the slope with her 

sprained ankle, screaming and crying at the top of her voice. 

“Let him go! Let him go! Please, let him go!!” she pleaded in 

their local dialect, and beat against the wiry fence. 

Luke tried to make a quick getaway. But this time, he was a 

second too slow. The makolo boy struck Luke by the temple 

with a right hand jab. The jab was like a fainting spell. It 

sent Luke Weldon fainting into the mud. Then the makolo 

boy grappled the fronds tied around Luke‟s roped hands and 

dragged Luke through the mud all the way back into the 

centre of the camp where a fierce gun battle was taking 

place, where soldiers and children were getting hurt, where 

bombs and grenades were going off, but also where he had 

left his axe.  

Junta was quick on her feet, trying to climb the fence with a 

bad ankle. “Luke! Luke!!” she kept on screaming at the top 
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of her voice. Luke opened his eyes from his brief stupor, 

feeling a bit disoriented, but the Makolo boy threw Luke 

forcefully by the bloody tree stump. It was the tree stump 

used for chopping off hands and feet. Luke‟s head hit the 

stump and for a second or two almost didn‟t recognize he 

was smack in the middle of the fighting. He couldn‟t 

remember where he was; neither could he hear the 

bombings or the warring anymore. The only thing he felt 

was the pitter-patter of rain falling, how it drenched his 

skin, and how cold the mud lodged in his ears felt. 

The makolo boy angrily shoved Luke‟s face into the mud and 

roped the rest of the fronds around Luke‟s neck, trying to 

suffocate him in the mud. Luke gasped for breath and when 

he refused to fight back, the makolo boy set Luke‟s roped 

hands right over the tree stump. He had a devilish smile 

across his face, and took a pleasurable moment to breathe in 

and breathe out.  

The Makolo boy lifted his axe, aimed once, aimed twice, and 
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aimed trice for Luke‟s wrists when Luke Weldon opened his 

eyes to see the Makolo boy towering over him with an axe! 

And then, bang!!! 

Another MiG-21 dropped another gas bomb very close to 

the boys and the ground vibrated with vigor. The makolo 

boy lost his balance and fell over the tree stump, cutting 

himself with his own axe. A fatal cut. He fell, head-first, on 

Luke‟s left arm. Luke Weldon screamed louder than he had 

ever screamed in his life. There was blood everywhere. The 

Makolo boy‟s red blood was all over Luke‟s face and Luke 

could still feel blood spurt against his chest. Luke had never 

seen a human being die before. He screamed and fainted, 

but before long Junta was by his side.  

“Luke, I‟m here,” Junta said, but she fainted as well. The gas 

bomb was a sleep-inducing gas bomb, and it came to effect 

very quickly.  
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weeks Later. The Kindsayer Home.  

9 Pickledon Street. Kent. London. Sa568sz.  

REUNION. 

 

“That is definitely not a story to be published in his holiday 

paper,” Mrs. Weldon said, spoon-feeding Luke by the eating 

table. The doctors said Luke‟s sporting arm would take a 

while to heal. Until then, the doctor recommended Luke was 

to do nothing with it. Not a single thing! And that included 

eating with it. 

“No, I want to publish it!” Luke demanded, trying to raise 

his bandaged arm in protest.  

John Weldon laughed and shook his head, “so you could be 

the local superhero at your school?—there‟s no way I‟m 

letting you steal all our glory, young blood.” 

“You know John, we would be having your legs for dinner, 

if you hadn‟t brought Luke home to me,” Betty Weldon said 

to her husband at the eating table, and fingered a hand 
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against the scar across his forehead.  

“Andrew knew that!” John said. “He was more concerned 

about finding the young blood and the 50 children we 

rescued than he was about his arm.” 

“How are those children doing anyway?” Betty Weldon said, 

and poured her husband some morning tea. The sun was 

just peeking over their window and lit up the torch of joy 

and relief on everyone‟s faces. 

“The children are coping at our DDR camps. Luke even has 

a friend there. She‟s helping us help the children we rescued 

in making better use of their time by teaching them how to 

speak English,” he said, as he picked up a fresh cup of 

ginger tea and the morning newspaper. 

“Aha?! A she???” Betty Weldon dragged her voice and 

winked at her son, “is she pretty?”   

Luke turned away and blushed. “No!” he barked. “She‟s 

not,” he lied to his mother. 
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“Now that's a puppy love story worth writing about in your 

holiday paper?”  Mom chortled. 

“Mom! You wouldn‟t dare!” Luke replied, already on his 

feet. 

“Pipe down, young blood,” Professor John Weldon laughed 

behind his newspaper, and Mrs. Weldon laughed along 

with him. 

“But seriously, the office is seeking assistance on the 

programme in Africa by involving more of their African 

brothers,” the professor added.  

“Does that mean you‟ll be travelling again?” Mrs. Weldon 

pouted her lips and pointed a spoon at her husband, “you 

almost lost your son the last time!” she warned. 

“Don‟t worry. The Nigerians don‟t have this problem so you 

can bet I‟m not going to go missing,” Prof. Weldon assured 

his wife, “if we get lucky, the Nigerian president might be 

able to give us all we need.” 
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