I began the search for my

THE DEAT friend Dith Pran in April

of 1975. Unable to protect
AND LIF E OF him when the Khmer
DITH PR A Rouge troops ordered

Cambodians to evacuate
| their cities, I had watched
(‘gysg)’,'é}’noé)fg‘é’}’fazog‘g%‘ him disappear into the

interior of Cambodia,
which would become a death camp for millions. Dith
Pran had saved my life the day of the occupation, and the
shadow of my failure to keep him
safe—to do what he had done for
me—was to follow me for four and
a half years. Then, on Oct. 3, 1979,
Dith Pran crossed the border to |  sCiipcmics
Thailand and freedom. This is a R
story of war and friendship, of the
anguish of a ruined country and of
one man’s will to live.

Ehe New JJork Eimes

Published: January 20, 1980

Copyright © The New York Times



R began the search for my friend
Dith Pran in April of 1975. Un-
able to protect him when the
Khmer Rouge troops ordered
Cambodians to evacuate their
cities, I had watched him dis-
appear into the interior of
Cambodia, which would be-
come a death camp for mil-
lions. Dith Pran had saved my
life the day of the occupation,
and the shadow of my failure
to keep him safe — to do what
he had done for me — was to
follow me for four and a half
years. Then, on Oct, 3, 1979,

e Dith Pran crossed the border
to Thailand and freedom. This is a story
of war and friendship, of the anguish of
a ruined country and of one man’s will
tolive.

In July of 1975 — two months after
Pran and ! had been forced apart on
April 20 — an American diplomat who
had known Pran wrote me a consoling
letter. The diplomat, who had served in
Phnom Penh, knew the odds of anyone
emerging safely from a country that
was being transformed into a society of
terror and purges and ‘‘killing fields."’
But he wrote: ‘“‘Pran, I believe, is a sur-
vivor - in the Darwinian sense—and 1
think it only a matter of time before he
seizes an available opportunity to slip
across the border.”

Pran is indeed a survivor. When he
slipped across the border into Thailand,
he was very thin, his teeth were rotting
and his hands shook from malnutrition
~-but he had not succumbed.

Pran’'s strength is returning and he
wants the story told of what has hap-
pened, and is still happening, to his peo-
ple. He wants to talk about the unthink-
able statistic that Cambodia has be-
come: an estimated three million or
more people, out of a population of
seven million in 1975, have been massa-
cred or have died of starvation or dis-
ease,

]

I met Pran for the first time in 1972,
two years after the war between the
Khmer Rouge and the American-sup-
ported Lon No! Government had begun.
1 went to Cambodia that year after sev-
eral months of helping cover a major
offensive by Hanoi in South Vietnam,
For some time, Pran had worked with
Craig Whitney, our Saigon bureau
chief, as his assistant on his occasional
trips to Phnom Penh. When my plane
touched down at Pochentong Airport on
that September day, Pran had received
my cable and was there to meet me.

His notebook was full of the things
that had been happening since The
Times's last visit. A spacious suite with
balcony was waiting for me at the Hotel
Le Phnom, my press card and cable-fil-
ing permission had already been ar-
ranged for and he had a list of valuable
suggestions about what I should see and
whom 1 should talk to. I felt immedi-
ately easy with him.

-—

Sydney Schanberg, metropolitan editor
of The Times, was a correspondent in
Asia from 1969 to 1975 and won the Pu-
litzer Prize in 1976 for his reporting
from Cambodia.

THE DEATH
AND LIFE OF
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The forests of Cambodia became “killing flelds™ where thousands were massacred.

A Story of Cambodia

By Sydney Schanberg

It is difficult to describe how a friend.
ship grows, for it often grows from
seemingly contradictory roots
mutual needs, overlapping dependen-
cies, intense shared experiences and
even the inequality of status, with one
serving the other.

Our bond grew in all these ways.
Other reporters and television crews
also vied for Pran's services, but more
and more he politely turned them down
and worked only for me. By the middle
of 1973, his value to the paper now ap-
parent, the foreign desk, at my urging,
took Pran on as an official stringer with
a monthly retainer. This took him com-
pletely out of circulation for other jour-
nalists, some of whom expressed their
disappointment openly,

Pran and I realized early on that our
ideas about the war were much the
same. We both cared little about local
or international politics or about mili-

tary strategy. I had been drawn to the
story by my perception of Cambodia as
a nation pushed into the war by other
powers, not in control of its destiny,
being used callously as battle fodder,
its agonies largely ignored as the world
focused its attention on neighboring
Vietnam. But what propelled both of us
was the human impact — the 10-year-
old orphans in uniforms, carrying rifles
almost as tall as themselves; the ampu-
tees lying traumatized in filthy, over-
crowded hospitals; the skeletal infants
rasping and spitting as they died while
you watched in the all-too-few malnu.
trition clinics; and the sleepless, un-
paid soldiers taking heavy fire at the
front lines, depending on the ““magic'’
amulets they wore around their necks
while their generals took siestas after
long lunches several miles behind the
fighting,

We were not always depressed by the
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war, however, because the opposite
side of depression is exhilaration — the
highs of staying alive and of getting big
stories. And he and I covered many big
stories.

Like the time in 1973 when an Ameri-
can B-52 bomber, through an error by
the crew in activating its computerized
homing system, dropped 20 or more
tons of bombs on the heavily populated
Mekong River town of Neak Luong, 38
miles southeast of Phnom Penh. About
150 people were killed and more than
250 wounded. The mortified American
Embassy played down the destruction
(‘1 saw one stick of bombs through the
town,’’ said the air attaché, ‘‘but it was
no great disaster') and then tried to
keep reporters from getting there.
They succeeded the first day, barring
us from helicopters and river patrol
boats, but on the second, Pran, his com-
petitiveness boiling as keenly as mine,
managed, through bribes and cajoling,
to sneak us aboard a patrol boat. We
brought back the first full story of the
tragedy.

But first we were put under house ar-
rest for one night by the military in
Neak Luong — we always believed the
orders came from the Americans, We
spent the night in a house with some of
the survivors. They stayed up all night,
listening for the sound of airplanes, in
dread that another ‘*‘friendly’’ plane
would rain death on them again.

On our way back up the river, on an-
other patrol boat, the crew was less in-
terested in getting us back to Phnom
Penh in time to file before the cable of-
fice shut down for the night than in
scouring the riverbanks for Communist
machine-gun and rocket nests. Every
time they thought they spotted some-
thing - be it driftwood or the real thing
— they turned the craft toward the
shore and opened up with their .50-cali-
ber machine gun.

We were going to be too late if this
continued, so Pran told them — on my
frantic instructions -— that he would
double the bribes if only they would ig-
nore their military targets and move at
full speed to Phnom Penh. Their official
salary was a pittance, and they did as
they were asked.

Days and nights spent like this were
what drew Pran and me together.

B

I pause here to say that this chroni-
cle, of all the stories I have writtenasa
journalist, has become the hardest for
me to pull out of my insides. To de-
scribe a relationship such as Pran's
and mine demands candor and frank-
ness about self, not romantic memo-
ries. 1 feel exposed and vulnerable. |
also wonder nervously what he will
think when he reads this. As 1 write,
there is a tension pain under my right
shoulder blade, the same pain I felt in
April of 1975, in the final days before the
fall of Phnom Penh, after the American
Embassy had been evacuated. We ran
chaotically around the city and its per-
imeter every day, trying to piece to-
gether what was happening and how
close the Communists were. Our nights
were spent at the cable office — I typed
while Pran urged the Teletype opera-
tors to keep going and push the copy



Blocked due to copyright.
See full page image or
microfilm.

o the Cambodian countryside in 1975 and was not heard from until four years later, when he sent out this picture and the message: “Dith Pran survivor.”

fortably, having difficulty finding the
words without offending me, “I love
you. But 1 keep losing you. Just when
I'm getting to know you again, I lose
YDU."
But I kept going back to Phnom
n~~h; my obsession with the story was
1g my life. Pran, too, was hooked,
some of my reasons but also for
e very personal ones of his own. He
no background in journalism when
war began, but as his skills im-

red and his interest in the craft
o--¥, he began to see in journalism a
way to reveal his people’s plight.

Born on Sept. 27, 1942, Pran was
raised in a middle-class family with
three brothers and two sisters in the
township of Siem Reap, in the north-
western part of the country, near the
famed Angkor temples. His father was
. a senior public.-works official, who su-
. pervised the building of roads in the
| area. Pran went through high school
there, learning French in the classroom
and English on his own at home. After
high school, in 1960, he got a job as an
interpreter in Khmer, the Cambodian
language, for the United States Mili-
tary Assistance Group then in Cambo-

dia. When Cambodia broke relations
with Washington in 1965, charging that

American troops had launched attacks
from South Vietnam on Cambodian bor-
der villages, the Americans left and
Pran got a job as an interpreter for the
British film crew that was producing
“Lord Jim."”

After that, he became a receptionist
at Cambodia’s best-known tourist
hotel, Auberge Royale des Temples,
situated just opposite the main en-
trance to the Angkor complex.

Tourism ended with the beginning of
the war in 1970 and Pran went to Phnom
Penh with his wife, Ser Moeun, and
their children to find work as a guide
and interpreter for foreign journalists.

As the war dragged on and conditions
deteriorated, 1 drove Pran very hard. I

]
‘With Cambodians,’ said
Pran, ‘the grief leaves
the face quickly, but
it goes inside and stays
there for along time.’
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was possible. But soon the population was ruthlessly evacuated to the countryside.

was driven, so I drove him. When, for
example, the cable line out of Phnom
Penh would go down, as it did frequent-
ly, I would send him over to the cable
office to try to coax and bribe the opera-
tors into doing something special for us
to get it working again. 1 would raise
my voice every time some obstacle
arose that could impede my getting a
story out, telling him to get the problem
resolved, even when I knew that in a
country whose communications system
was as primitive as Cambodia’s, there
was often little he could do.

He almost never complained. He says
he never got angry at me, although I'm
convinced there were times when he
dearly wanted to bounce a chair off my
head. He insists he accepted my relent-
less behavior as merely an attempt to
teach him how to succeed as a journal-
ist. ‘I never got angry,’’ he says, “be-
cause I understand your heart. I also
understand that you are a man who
wants everything to succeed.”

Pran was a survivor even then. He
also tended to give me heroic qualities,
to make me bigger than life —as [ am
perhaps doing to him now.

There was one day, however, when he
did eventually reveal his annoyance.
We had interviewed the Prime Minis-
ter, In Tam. Pran’s translation of his
remarks, which were in Khmer, was lit-
eral and I was looking for the subtleties
that would reveal the Prime Minister’s
intent. Pran first gavé one meaning
and then a different one, and we began
to have a royal argument. I demanded
to know what Pran thought In Tam'’s
meaning had really been; I wanted the
whole truth. Finally he retaliated. *‘I
can’t tell you the whole truth — I can
only tell you 80 percent,’”” he snapped.
“Twenty percent 1 have to keep for my-
self.”

My persona came to have a wider
audience. I was dubbed *‘‘Ankalimir’’
by other Cambodian assistants in the
press corps and employees at the Hotel
Le Phnom, who had become accus-
tomed to my outbursts. Ankalimir, in
Khmer legend, was an ogre who went
around cutting off the fingers of people
who annoyed him. Until he got to his
100th finger, which was his mother’s.
She was having none of this. She told
him he'd been a bad man and it was
time for him to reform. And he did. So
dramatically did he change that he
eventually was transformed into an en-
lightened disciple of Buddha's.

I was the man, my Cambodian
friends explained, who made a lot of
bad noises in the beginning but at bot-
tom was a good person, I liked the end-
ing and took the nickname as comrade-
ly, if critical, flattery.

On the day of the United States Em-
bassy evacuation — April 12, 1975 — all
the Americans at the hotel, mostly
newsmen, left the premises early in the
morning. The employees thought all of
us had left the city on Marine helicop-
ters and, feeling abandoned with the
Communists closing in on the city, be-
came desolate. A few of us had decided
to stay, however, and I was the first to
walk back into the hotel at noontime.
The receptionists and room boys came
to life, jumping to their feet. ‘‘Ankali-
mir is still here,’” one shouted.

That evacuation day remains, para-
doxically, both clear and muddled in
my mind. What I do remember is Joe
Lelyveld, then The Times's Hong Kong
bureau chief, who has come in to help
with the coverage in the final weeks,
banging on my door at 7 that morning.
He tells me that this is it, the embassy
is leaving, we have to be there with our
bags by 8:30, the gates close at 9:30. My
first thought, utterly irrational, is that I
can't possibly pack in time. My next
thought is an equally irrational wish
that it’s only a test run, because I don’t
really want to leave.

Eventually I have a lucid thought. 1
have to talk to Pran. We had worked
until 3 in the morning and he's probably
still sleeping. First, I speed to the em-
bassy to convince myself it’s the real
thing. It is, so I race back to the hotel,
send a messenger for Pran and, as a
contingency, 1 pack. I guess this means
that I am not going to make a final deci-
sion until I can look into his face.

When he arrives, 1 tell him quickly
about the evacuation and ask him if he
wants to leave. Knowing this day was
coming, we had discussed the options
several times before and agreed that if
we felt in no direct danger, we would
stay. Though we have little time, his
face is calm. He knows 1 want to stay
and he says he doesn’t see any immedi-
ate risk and therefore no reason we
should leave now. He says he wants to
stay to cover the story. We reinforce
each other's compuisions and desires,
He is as obsessed as I am with seeing
the story to the end.

But he adds that with rockets falling
on his neighborhood, he wants to evacu-
ate his wife and children. I had already
taken the precaution of getting the ap-
proval of a sympathetic senior em-
bassy official to accept any Cambodian
friends I might bring to the embassy on
the day of the evacuation. I send Pran
rushing home to collect his family in his
aging green Renault, and 1 go to wait
for them at the embassy, now sur-
rounded and secured by Marines in full
battle dress.

In the sky, the helicopters swarm like
wasps, heading in and out of the landing
zone nearby, taking evacuees to the air-
craft carrier U.S.S. Okinawa in the
Gulf of Siam, which will then head for
Thailand. A steady stream of foreign-
ers, Cambodians and embassy officials
arrive at the building and pass through
a special metal door. Brown tags with
their names on them are placed around
their necks and they are then moved to
the flatbed trucks that will take them to
the landing zone. Some have tears in
their eyes, but most mask their feel-
ings. Some Cambodians who try to get
into the embassy have no authorization
and are turned away. One distraught
man slips a note in English through a
crack in the metal door. It reads: “Will
you please bring me and my family out
of the country?'’ But the man has no
connections at the embassy. ‘Give it
back,”” growls a nervous American
colonel, *‘give it back.” The note is
passed back through the slit. No one in-
side ever sees the face of the man mak-
ing the appeal.

At 9:20 — with only 10 minutes to

Gerhord Leo
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out. Our two drivers, Hea and Sarun,
were there, too, bringing me wet wash-
cloths and glasses of weak tea to keep
me awake. The city’'s power was off and
thus there was no air-conditioning.

When 1 would begin to slump, Sarun '

would bring me back by rubbing my
shoulders and pulling on my ears, a
traditional Cambodian massage.

Among the papers strewn about me
now is a picture of Sarun, shirtless and
sweating, pulling on my ears. It is not
easy for me to look at that picture.
Sarun is dead now, killed in 1977 when
the Khmer Rouge, for some unknown
reason, decided to execute all the men
in his village. Sarun’'s wife later met
Pran in Siem Reap province and told
him that Sarun had cried out horribly,
pleading for mercy, as they dragged
him off, his hands bound tightly behind
him.

My mind searches for happier times.
I remember our visit to Battambang in
1974 when, over a tasty fish dinner,
Pran and I smoked pot, he for the first
time, and then went gamboling through
the unlighted streets of the town, aston-
ishing soldiers at checkpoints as we
bayed at the moon. I remember the
time in late 1973 when, frayed and need-
ing a breather, we flew to the seaport
resort of Kompong Som and played on
the beaches for three days. I can see
Pran in the water, giggling, as he
groped among the rocks, looking for the
sweet crabs that lived in abundance
there.

But as I wander mentally over the
landscape of those war years, starker
memories swarm, disjointed, out of se-
quence, clamoring for precedence.

In 1973, an arrogant protégé of Henry
A. Kissinger, Thomas 0. Enders, be-
came acting Ambassador in Phnom
Penh, taking over from Emory Swank,
who had refused to supervise the heavy
American bombing. Enders, who made
no secret of the low regard in which he
held the Cambodians for their inability
to defeat the Communist army, had no
such reservations. According to partici-
pants, he ran the morning bombing
meetings at the embassy, where tar-
gets were chosen for the daily carpet
bombing by the giant B-52's, with spirit
and relish.

Enders also became known around
Phnom Penh for remarks that some lis-
teners considered openly callous and
racist. He would ask, rhetorically, at
cocktail parties, diplomatic dinners
and press briefings why the Cambo-
dians did not seem to care as much
about human life as we Westerners. If
they did care, he posited, they would
rise up in anger over the terrorist
rocket attacks that were Kkilling inno-
cent victims daily in the capital, and
march out into the countryside to smite
the Communist army.

Pran had heard about Enders’s re-
marks, but we had not discussed them.
Finally, fed up, 1 asked Pran one day
what he would reply to Enders if the

diplomat asked him, ‘‘Do Khmers care

less about the death of their loved ones
than other peopledo?”’

Pran lowered his head for several
minutes. Then softly he said: “It’s not
true. You have seen for yourself the suf-
fering. The only difference, maybe, is

that with Cambodians the grief leaves

the face quickly, but it goes inside and
stays there for a long time."’

nother visit to Neak
Luong, this one in 1975,
is also part of the
mosaic. By this time,
the strategic river
port is surrounded by
the Khmer Rouge,
who are bombarding it
with rockets and mor-
tars. Thirty thousand
refugees are trapped

3 there. Food is short.
PN The gravely wounded
SRSl are so numerous and
the medivac helicop-
ters so few that some
of the victims are ask-
ing to be killed quickly rather than be
allowed to lie there and die slowly in
pain. Pran and I fly in by helicopter on
Jan. 14; the meadow where we land is
filled with the dead and dying. Every 15
minutes or so, another shell screams
down and another half-dozen or so are
killed or wounded. Inside the tiny mili-
tary infirmary, an 11-year-old boy has
just expired on the blood-slick floor. In
the bedlam, no one has time to cover

him or even to close his staring eyes.

When we arrive back in Phnom Penh,
I am frantic to get my film to Saigon,
where it can be radiophotoed to New
York. There’s only one more flight
today, an American Embassy plane,
leaving in half an hour. While I run to
the airline terminal building to call the
embassy for permission to send film on
the plane, I send Pran to the tarmac
with the film, in case the plane comes
early, so he can try to wheedle it
aboard. When I return, having got per-
mission, Pran has disappeared. None of
the Americans on the tarmac — mili-
tary men in civilian clothes responsible
for supervising the delivery of United
States military supplies to Phnom Penh
— will tell me what has happened to
him. With five minutes to go before
takeoff, I spot Pran waving at me from
behind a warehouse a couple hundred
yards away. I recover the film from
him, just manage to get it on the plane
and then walk back to ask him what in
the world happened.

He tells me that an American colonel
ordered him off the airport, citing se-
curity reasons. Washington contends
that it has no advisers here and that the
Cambodians are running their own
war, yet an American officer orders a

Cambodian off a Cambodian airport.

‘“The Americans are king here now,"
Pran says dejectedly. ‘'It’s his land, not
mine anymore."’

Our lives proceeded in this fashion —
from one intense experience to another,
an unnatural existence by the stand-
ards of normal life, but perfectly natu-
ral when living inside a continuous
crisis. We broke our tension — we had
to, for psychic survival, to push away
the bloody images — with good food,
laughter that was often too loud, and oc-
casionally an evening of carousing and
smoking pot, which was plentiful and
cheap in the central market. (Pran ab-
stained after his howling at the stars in
Battambang.)

My trips to Cambodia from Singa-
pore, where 1 was based, became more
frequent and my stays longer. I was
becoming part of the war, and it was
placing bad strains on my wife, Janice,
and my two young daughters, Jessica
and Rebecca, and on my relationships
with each of them.

Once, returning to Singapore after a
three-month tour in Cambodia, I no-
ticed that Jessica, then only 5, was very
shy and distant with me. I tried to draw
her out, asking if there was something
wrong. ‘“No, Daddy,’’ she said uncom-
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spare— Pran drives up with his family.
As his wife and their four children are
loaded onto the last truck, an Army
military attaché who is going out on the
same truck tries to persuade us to come
with them. When he realizes our deci-
sion to stay is final, he holds out his au-
tomatic rifle and asks, ‘‘Don’t you want
something for protection?’’ I tell him
that I am touched by his offer, but that
I'm all thumbs and I'd probably blow
off a toe if 1 tried to use it. He keeps
holding out the rifle to me, even as the
truck goes out the embassy’s back gate.

At 11:13, the last helicopter takes off.
The dust on the landing zone, a soccer
field, settles. The skies are silent,

Very suddenly the city takes on a
strange, new atmosphere — a feeling of
emptiness, if that's possible in a refu-
gee-crowded capital of 2.5 million. The
Americans were the last power base,
Now, it’s like having the city to our-
selves; we're on our own for every-
thing. We don’t admit it to each other,
but it’s more than a little eerie. We
begin to feel a heightened kinship with
the Westerners who have stayed —
more than 700 French colonials, a score
of mostly French and Swedish journal-
ists and another score of international
relief officials. There are also five other
Americans, ranging from a freelance
photographer to an alcoholic airline
mechanic who has drunkenly slept
through the evacuation calls.

O

Much of what happened over the next
five days — until the Khmer Rouge
came — was reported at that time in
this newspaper. Pran and I sped around
the city and its perimeter every day in
our two rented Mercedes-Benzes,
trying to visit every front line, every

hospital, every possible Government '

official — to try to put together as clear
a picture as possible of the increasingly
chaotic situation. One thing was cer-

tain: the enemy circle around Phnom

Penh was tightening.

These were long, frenetic, sweaty
days. Our lives — and our options —
had been reduced to necessities. We
carried basic needs with us — typewrit-
ers and typing paper in the cars, sur-
vival kits (passport, money, change of
shirt and underwear, camera, film,
extra notebooks, soap, toothbrush)
over our shoulders, Pran’s in a knap-
sack, mine in a blue Pan Am bag.

Although I kept my room at the hotel,
we rarely stopped there. We spent most
of our nights at the cable office, filing
stories —- or trying to. The main trans-
mission tower, in a suburb called Kam-
bol, was eventually overrun, and the
last remaining transmitter was an an-
cient Chinese-made contraption that
kept overheating and going dead. We
caught only a couple of hours of sleep
each night on straw mats on the cable
office floor. There was little time to
bathe or change clothes, but since we
all smelled alike, no one took offense.

There was also little time to reflect on
what might happen when the Khmer
Rouge took the city. Our decision to
stay was founded on our belief — per-
haps, looking back, it was more a de-
vout wish — that when they won their
victory, they would have what they

Communist Khmer Rouge troops (ahove) occupled Phnom Penh on April 17, 1975, and it seemed in the confuslon that reconcHiation

wanted and would end the terrorism
and brutal behavior we had written so
often about. We all wanted to believe
that, since both sides were Khmers,
they would find a route to reconcilia-
tion. Most of the high officials in the
Government put their lives on this be-
lief and stayed behind too. Those who
were caught were executed.

n April 14, the
Khmer Rouge
begin their final
I push, driving on
IR the airport, one of
SIS the city’s last lines
OB of defense.
RN Inside the capi-
SN tal, there remains
N a strange discon-
I nection from the
BN reality that is such
a short distance
away. Some of the
Frenchmen who
have stayed be-
hind, believing
that as old residents and relics of the
colonial past their lives will not be dis-
rupted, are playing chess by the hotel
pool. For two days, the Government
news agency carries nothing on the
evacuation of the Americans, but it has
a long story on the death of the enter-
tainer Josephine Baker. The Govern-
ment radio announces the appointment
of a new Minister of State for Industry,
Mines and Tourism. An American pa-
tron at the hotel complains because the
hotel has run out of ice and he objects to
drinking his Pepsi warm.

This surrealism is to come to an end
on the morning of April 17, a Thursday,
when the new rulers march into the
anxious city. The night of April 18 it is
clear that the collapse of the capital is
only hours away. Enormous fires from
the battles that ring the very edge of the
city turn the night sky orange. Refu-
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gees by the thousands swarm into the
. heart of the city, bringing their oxcarts,

their meager belongings and their
frightened bedlam. Deserting Govern-
ment soldiers are among them.

Pran turns to me and says: “It’s fin-
ished, it’s finished.’”” And as we look at
each other, we see on each other’s faces
for the first time the nagging uncer-
tainty about what is going to happen to
us.
We spend that final night filing sto-
ries from the cable office, as artillery
shells crash down periodically a few
hundred yards away. The line goes
dead just before 6 A.M.; two of my
pages still have not been sent. I am an-
noyed and complain edgily to the morn-
ing crew chief, badgering him to do
something to get the line restored.
Within a moment, I feel as foolish and
contrite as it is possible for a man to
feel. The telephone rings. It is a mes-
sage for the crew chief. One of his chil-

" dren has been killed and his wife criti-

cally wounded by an artillery shell that
has fallen on his home in the southern
section of the city. As his colleagues
offer words of solace, he holds his face
under control, his lips pressed tightly
together. He puts on his tie and his
jacket angd he leaves, without a word,
for the hospital where his wife is dying.

Pran tended to give me
heroic qualities, to make
me bigger than life—as

| am perhaps

doing to him now.
]

We leave the cable office. The sun is
rising but it offers no comfort.

By the time we reach the hotel, the re-
treat can be clearly seen from my
third-floor balcony, and small-arms
fire can be heard inside the city. Sol-
diers are stripping off their uniforms
and changing into civilian clothes. At
6:30 A.M., I write in my notebook: ‘“The
city is falling."’

Pran is listening to the Government
radio, which is playing martial music
and gives no hint of the collapse. I de-
cide that, not having bathed in two
days,

rulers of Phnom Penh today,’ I tell him
jokingly, ‘‘I'd better look my best.’’ He
laughs, amused at another irrational
act by the man whose first thought on
the day the Americans left was that he
didn’t have time to pack. [ emerge from
my shave and shower feeling halfway
recycled. At 7:20 A.M., the Khmer
Rouge break in on the radio to an-
nounce: ‘““We are ready to welcome
you'ii

It is the apprehensive population of
Phnom Penh that does the welcoming
— hanging white flags, fashioned from
bed sheets, from windows and rooftops
and on Government gunboats on the
Tonle Sap and Mekong Rivers. The
crews of the armored personnel carri-
ers in the streets outside the hotel stick
bouquets of yellow allamanda flowers
in their headlights.

The first units of Communist troops
seem friendly and celebratory. They
are wearing clean black pajama uni-
forms and look remarkably uncal-
loused and unscarred. It soon becomes
clear that they are not the real Khmer
Rouge — we never did learn who they
were, maybe misguided students
trying to share in the ‘revolution,’
maybe part of a desperate plot by the
Government to confuse and subvert the
Khmer Rouge — but within hours they
and their leader are disarmed and
under arrest and the genuine Khmer
Rouge take over and begin ruthlessly
driving the population into the country-
side. Most of the soldiers are teen-
agers, which is startling. They are uni-
versally grim, robotlike, brutal. Weap-
ons drip from them like fruit from trees
— grenades, pistols, rifles, rockets.

During the first confused hours of the
Communist victory, when it looks as if
our belief in reconciliation is a possibil-
ity, Pran and I and Jon Swain of The
Sunday Times of London, who has been
traveling with us, decide to chance a
walk to the cable office. The transmit-
ter is still out of order, so we can send
no copy, but a beaming Teletype opera-
tor chortles at us, “C’est la paix! C'est
la paix!"’

I shall shower and change |
clothes. ‘If we're going to meet the new

Outside, at 10:40 A.M., we have our
first conversation with an insurgent

soldier. He says he is 25, has been five
years in the ‘*‘movement’’ and has had
10 years of schooling. He is traveling on
a bicycle and is wearing green Govern-
ment fatigues over his black pajamas.
The Government-unit patches have
been torn off. He has a Mao cap and
shower sandals and around his neck he
wears a cheap, small pair of field
glasses. Like all the others we meet
later, he refuses to give his name or
rank. We guess he is an officer or ser-
geant.

Will the Khmer take revenge and kill
a lot of people? I ask Pran toask himin
Khmer. “Those who have done corrupt
things will definitely have to be pun-
ished,’ he says.

After a breakfast of Pepsi-Cola at a
restaurant whose French proprietor is
glad for company but who has no other
food, we walk back to the hotel and de-
cide it is still safe to move around. So
we drive to the biggest civilian hospital
- Preah Keth Mealea — to get some
idea of casualties. Al Rockoff, an
American freelance photographer, has
joined us. Only a handful of doctors
have reported for duty. People are
bleeding to death on the corridor floors.
A Khmer Rouge soldier, caked with
blood, is getting plasma from one of the
few nurses who has showed up, but he is
nevertheless dying of severe head and
stomach wounds. All he can manage to
whisper, over and over, is, ‘‘Water,
water.” A few yards away, hospital
aides are trying to mop some of the
blood off the floor. They mop carefully
around three stiffening corpses.

We can stand to look at these scenes
no longer, so we depart. But as we get
into our car and start to leave the com-
pound, some heavily armed Khmer
Rouge soldiers charge in through the
main gate. Shouting and angry, they
wave us out of the car, put guns to our
heads and stomachs and order us to put
our hands over our heads. I instinc-
tively look at Pran for guidance. We

" have been in difficult situations before,

but this is the first time I have ever
seen raw fear on his face. He tells me,
stammering, to do everything they say.
I am shaking. I think we're going to be
killed right there. But Pran, having
somehow compcesed himself, starts
pleading with them. His hands still over
his head, he tries to convince them we
are not their enemy, merely foreign
newsmen covering their victory.

They take everything — our car,
cameras, typewriters, radio, knap-
sacks — and push us into an armored
personnel carrier, a kind of light tank
that carries troops in its belly that they
have captured from the Government
army.

We all get in — three journalists, and
our driver, Sarun — except for Pran.
We hear him continuing his entreaties
in Khmer outside. We naturally think
he is trying to get away, arguing
against getting into this vehicle. Most
of my thoughts are jumbled and inco-
herent, but I remember thinking: “For
God's sake, Pran, get inside. Maybe
there’s some chance this way, but if you
go on arguing, they'll shoot you down in
the street.”
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A dying Khmer soldier being treated for
his wounds: “Water, " he repeated.

Finally, he climbs in and the armored
car starts to rumble forward. After a
few minutes of chilled silence, Sarun
turns to me and in French asks meif I
Jmow what Pran was doing outside the
vehicle. 1 say no, since the talk was in

Khmer. Sarun tells me that Pran, far
from trying to get away, was doing the
opposite — trying to talk his way into
the armored car. The Khmer Rouge
had told him to leave, they didn’t want
him, only the Americans and “the big
people.” He knew we had no chance
without him, so he argued not to be
separated from us, offering, in effect,
to forfeit his own life on the chance that
he might save ours.

As the armored car moves through
the city, it becomes an oven. Sweat
starts pouring off us as we stare at one
another's frightened countenances.
The vehicle suddenly stops. Two Cam-
bodian men are pushed inside. They are
dressed in civilian clothes but Pran
recognizes them as military men who
have taken off their uniforms to try to
escape detection. One of them, a burly
man with a narrow mustache wearing a
T-shirt and jeans, reaches over and
tries to shove his wallet into my back
pocket. He explains in whispered
French that he is an officer and must
hide his identity. I tell him it is useless
to hide anything on me because we are
all in the same predicament. Pran
takes the wallet and stuffs it under
some burlap sacks we are sitting on.
The officer’'s companion, a shorter,
leaner man with a crew cut, dressed in
a flowered shirt and brown trousers,

has a small ivory Buddha on a gold
chain around his neck. He puts the Bud-
dha in his mouth and begins to pray —a
Cambodian Buddhist ritual to summon
good fortune against imminent danger.
His behavior is contagious. I take from
my pocket a yellow silk rose that my
5-year-old daughter, Jessica, had given
me two weeks earlier when 1 had taken
a five-day breather in Bangkok with my
family, knowing the fall of Phnom Penh
was near. I had cut off the wire stem
and carried it in my pocket ever since,
as my personal amulet. Sweat has
turned it into a sodden and scruffy
lump. I clutch it hard in my right fist
for luck.

Looking across at Jon Swain, 1 see in
his eyes what must also be in mine — &
certainty that we are to be executed.
Trying to preserve my dignity and to
get that terrible look off his face, I hold
out the rose and say: ‘‘Look, Jon, I've
got Jessica’s good-luck rose with me.
Nothing can really happen to us.'”” He
forces a sick smile; I know he thinks I
am crazy.

Meanwhile, Pran is keeping up his
pleading with the driver of the armored
car, telling him that we are not soldiers
or politicians or anyone hostile to the
Khmer Rouge. No one here is Ameri-
can, he insists, they are all French,
they are only newsmen. Whatever mea-

Ennio lacobucci
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ger words we exchange among our-
selves are in French. Rockoff speaks no
French, so we run our hands across our
lips in a sealing motion to let him know
he should keep his mouth shut.
Suddenly, after a 40-minute ride, the
vehicle stops and the rear door clangs
open. We are ordered to get out. As we
move, crouching through the door, we
see two Khmer Rouge soldiers, their
rifles on their hips pointing directly at
us. Behind them is a sandy riverbank
that slopes down to the Tonle Sap
River. Rockoff and 1 exchange the
briefest of fear-struck glances. We are
thinking the same thing — they'’re
going to do it here and roll us down the

. bankinto theriver.

But we climb out, like zombies. No
shots are fired. Pran resumes his pleas,

searching out a soldier who looks like i
an officer. For a solid hour he keepsap-

pealing, cajoling, begging for our lives.
The officer sends a courier on a motor-

bike to some headquarters in the center
of the city. We wait, still frozen but
trying to hope, as Pran continues talk-
ing. Finally, the courier returns, more
talk — and then, miraculously, the
rifles are lowered. We are permitted to
have a drink of water. I look at Pran
and he allows himself a cautious smile.
He's done it, I think, he's pulled it off.
We are still under guard, but every-
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thing ‘has relaxed. They now let us
move into the shade of a concrete ap-
proach to a bridge blown up by sappers
early in the war. We watch jubilant
Communist soldiers rolling by in trucks
loaded with looted cloth, wine, liquor,
cigarettes and soft drinks. They scatter
some of the booty to the soldiers at the
bridge. We also watch civilian refugees
leaving the city in a steady stream -—
our first solid evidence that they are
driving the entire population of over
two million out of the capital into the
countryside to join their ‘‘peasant revo-
lution.”’ As the refugees plod along, the
soldiers take watches and radios from
them.

Our captors offer us soft drinks. One
of them toys with me. He holds out a
bottle of orange soda, and when I reach
for it, he pulls it back. Finally I say,
“Thank you very much,” in Khmer.
Having made his point, that I am his
subject, in his control, he hands me the
bottle, grinning.

At 3:30 P.M. we are released. After
more skillful negotiating by Pran, the
Khmer Rouge even return some of our
belongings, including all my valued
notebooks and my American passport,
which could have given me away, had
they bothered to look at it. Our hired
1967 Mercedes-Benz and my camera,
among other valuables, are kept as
booty.

As we move off, I look back. The two
men who shared the armored car with
us are still under guard. The smaller
man has the Buddha in his mouth, hav-
ing never stopped praying. There is no
doubt in our minds that they are
marked for execution.

Much later, I ask Pran about the ex-
traordinary thing he had done, about

why he had argued his way into that ar- |

mored car when he could have run
away. He explained in a quiet voice:
‘“You don’t speak Khmer, and 1 cannot
let you go off and get killed without
someone talking to them and trying to
get them to understand. Even if I get
killed, I have to first try to say some-
thing to them. Because you and I are to-
gether. I was very scared, yes, because
in the beginning I thought they were
going to kill us, but my heart said I had
to try this. I understand you and know
your heart well. You would do the same
thing for me.”

The rest of that day is an adrenaline
blur, a lifetime crammed into a few
hours. We see friends going off to cer-
tain death, families pleading with us to
save them as we professed our helpless-
ness, roads awash with people being
swept out of the city like human flot-
sam. Some are the severely wounded
from the hospitals, who are being
pushed in their beds, serum bottles still
attached to their bodies.

After our release, we head for the In-
formation Ministry because earlier
Khmer Rouge radio broadcasts have
called on all high officials of the de-

~ feated Government to report there. We

find about 50 prisoners standing outside
the building, guarded by wary Khmer
Rouge troops. They also begin to guard
us as we approach the men who appear
to be their leaders and seek to interview
them. Among the prisoners are cabinet
ministers and generals, including Brig.

. f ! ’ i'- g

Schanherg, left, and Dith Pran were reunited in a Thal refugee camp on Oct. 9, 199.

Gen. Lon Non, younger brother of Mar-
shal Lon Nol, who went into exile some
weeks before. Lon Non, considered one
of the most corrupt men in Cambaodia,
is smoking a pipe and trying to hide his
emotions. He says calmly tous, “Idon’t
know what will happen to me."”’

A Khmer Rouge official, probably a
general, though like all the others his
uniform bears no markings of rank, ad-
dresses the group with a bullhorn, tell-
ing them that they will be dealt with
fairly. He asks for their cooperation,
saying, ‘“‘There will be no reprisals.””
The prisoners’ strained faces suggest
they do not believe him. (Whether this
entire group was killed is not known,
but Lon Non’s execution is confirmed a
short time later.)

Three Cambodian women suddenly
walk into this tense scene. They go
straight to the leader and tell him they
wish to offer their help. They are offi-
cials of the Cambodian Red Cross —
middle-aged patrician ladies dedicated

to good works, They do not seem to un-
derstand what is happening. The leader
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Pran, his wife, Ser Moeun (rear) and, from
left, Titonel, 7, Titonath, 10, Titony, 15,
and Hemkary, 12, In arecent photograph.

Seeing red ants march
up the trunk of atree,
Pran said, ‘That’s what
we used to eat when we
had nothing else.’

smiles and thanks them for coming.
They depart as incongruously as they
came,

The Khmer Rotige leader, who seems
no older than 35, then turns to talk to us
and a few French newsmen who have
joined our group. He is polite but says
very little. Pran serves as interpreter.
When we ask if we will be allowed to
cable stories to our publications, he
says, ‘‘We will resolve all problems in
their proper order.’”’ He also volunteers
‘‘our thanks to the American people,
who have helped us from the begin-
ning.”

He also suggests to Pran that the for-
eign newsmen stay at the Information
Ministry to be registered. Pran, sens-
ing trouble, declines politely and mo-
tions discreetly to us to leave. We slip
away, smiling as broadly as we can.

Just then, the Prime Minister of the
old Government, Long Boret, arrives in
a car driven by his wife. He is a coura-
geous man who could have left with the
Americans but stayed behind to try to
work out a peaceful transition of power.
He has failed and he looks wretched.
His eyes are puffed. He stares at the
ground. He is one of the seven ‘‘trai-
tors’’ specifically marked by the
Khmer Rouge for execution and he
knows what faces him now. I want to
get away, but I feel I must say some-
thing to him, and Pran understands. I
take Long Boret’s hands and tell him
what a brave thing he has done for his
country and that I admire him for it.

Pran takes his hands, too. I feel dehu-
manized at not being able to do any-
thing but offer a few words. Long Boret

tries to respond but cannot. Finally he
mumbles, ‘“Thank you,’ and we leave
him.

It is exactly 5:20 P.M. when we reach
the Hotel Le Phnom. It is deserted. In-
surgent troops sit in a truck outside the
gate, their rocket launchers trained
ominously on the building. I run up to
the only foreigner in sight, a Swedish
Red Cross official standing on the front
steps. ‘‘What's going on?'’ I ask. Peek-
ing at me through his monocle, he says
calmly: ‘“They gave us half an hour to
empty the hotel. They gave no reason.
‘“When did they give you that half
hour?'’ 1 ask nervously. ‘“‘Twenty-five
minutes ago,’’ he replies.

So the overflowing hotel, which the
Red Cross had tried to turn into a pro-
tected international zone, is no longer a
sanctuary and we must fall back on the
contingency plan that has been worked
out among the foreigners remaining in
Phnom Penh, which is to seek refuge in
the French Embassy about a half-mile
away.

I have five minutes to collect the
loose clothes I left behind. Jon Swain,
his hotel key confiscated with his other
belongings by the Khmer Rouge, will
now need my clothes. Also in my room
— and more important — is a cupboard
full of survival rations, collected judi-
ciously for just such an event: canned
meat, tins of fruit and juice, sardines.
While I'm in the bedroom throwing the |
clothes into a suitcase, I yell at Rockoff
to empty the cupboard. He packs up a
few things — a can of Dinty Moore beef
stew, a jar of Lipton's powdered iced
tea and a tin of wafers — but he com-
pletely ignores everything else, includ-
ing a fruitcake and a large jar of
chunky peanut butter. In the days
ahead, when we are often hungry, we
rag him good-naturedly — but continu-
ally — about this lapse.

We are the last ones out of the build-
ing, running. The Red Cross has aban-
doned several vehicles in the hotel yard
after removing the keys. We have too
much to carry, so we throw our gear in
the back of one of their Toyota vans, put
it in neutral and start pushing it up
Monivong Boulevard toward the
French Embassy. The broad avenue is
awash with refugees, bent under sacks
of belongings, marching into the un-
known, their eyes hurt with the knowl-

. edge that, being soft city people, the

trek into the interior will certainly kill
many of them.

In the tidal crush, people have lost
shoes and sandals and footwear litters
the street. Clouds of smoke from the
final batties wreathe the city. Coming
into the capital from the north along

~ Monivong is a fresh, heavily armed bat-

talion, marching in single file. As we
pass, we eye one another like people
from different universes.

At the French Embassy, there is pan-
demonium. The gates are shut and
locked to prevent the mob from surging
in. But people by the dozens, including
Cambodians, are coming in anyway —
passing their children over the tall iron-
spiked fence, then hurling their belong-
ings over and finally climbing over
themselves. We do the same.

Entering the compound, we are im-
mediately segregated by the French of-

ficials. Westerners (about 800
eventually gather in the com-
pound) are allowed inside the
embassy’s four buildings.
Cambodians and other Asians
must camp on the grass out-
side. A French Embassy offi-
cial with a guard dog bars me
from taking Pran and our two
drivers, Hea and Sarun, and
their families inside our build-
ing. After dark, we sneak them
in. At about 9 P.M,, a report
sweeps the compound that the
Khmer Rouge are ordering all
Cambodians out of the em-
bassy and into the country-
side. The 500 Cambodians out-
side the embassy buildings sit
up all night in anxiety, ready
to run and hide, afraid to go to
sleep. In a few days, this re-
port will become a reality, and
the Cambodians will indeed be
pushed out.

Talks are begun between the
Khmer Rouge and our side
(embassy officials and repre-
sentatives of the United Na-

 tions and other international
' agencies), but our basic re-

quests — for delivery of food
from the outside world, for an
air evacuation of everyone in
the compound — are curtly re-
jected. More disquieting, even

their government, they reject
the international convention
that the embassy is foreign
territory and therefore a place
of asylum, inviolate and pro-
tected. They enter the com-
pound at will, taking away

. people they consider **high en-

emies,’’ including Sirik
Matak, a Cambodian general
and former Prime Minister, “I
am not afraid,” he says, as he

. is led to the back of a flatbed

garbage truck by the Khmer
Rouge, his back straight and
his head high. ‘I am ready to

~ account for my actions.’”’ He is
' executed soon afterward.

From our small window on
their revolution — the embas-

. sy's front gate — we can see
of their ‘‘peasant’

glimpses
revolution.’” There is no doubt
that the Khmer Rouge are
turning Cambodian society up-
side down, remaking it in the
image of some earlier agrar-
lan time, casting aside every-
thing that belongs to the old
system, which has been domi-
nated by the consumer society
of the cities and towns. Some
of the Khmer Rouge soldiers
we talk to speak of destroying
the colonial heritage and use
phrases like ‘‘purification of
the people’ and “returning the
country to the peasant.’’
‘“They haven't a humanitar-
jan thought in their heads,”
says Murray Carmichael, a
doctor on a Red Cross surgical
team, as he describes the emp-
tying of the hospital where he
worked. ‘*They threw every-
one out —— paralytics, critical
cases, people on plasma. Most
will die. It was just horrible.”
On the second day in the em-
bassy — April 18 — the French
ask us to be ready to turn in
our passports the next day so
they can catalogue who is in
the compound. I discuss the

situation with the drivers, Hea
and Sarun. They agree that
their chances are better if they
leave the embassy now on
their own rather than laterina
conspicuous group of hundreds
of Cambodians. I give each of
them $1,000 in $100 bills for
potential bribe money. We
have a hard time looking at
each other as our parting
nears. At 2:25 P.M., Hea and
Sarun and their families,
loaded with sacks of food and
other needs, slip out a rear
gate that a French guard qui-
etly opens for them, and head
north out of the city.

We have one last hope for
Pran: Jon Swain happens to
have a second British pass-
port. It is in Swain’s name, but
we think we can doctor it and
alter the name skillfully
enough to give Pran a foreign
identity. Al Rockoff sets to
work with a pen, a razor blade
and some glue, Swain has two
middle names, so by erasing
“Jon" and ‘“Swain,’’ Pran has
a new name, But it’s a tongue
twister — Ancketill Brewer —
and Pran spends hours trying
to learn how to pronounce it
and make it his own. We sub-
stitute Pran's photo for

though France has recognized - Swain’s and the next day —

April 19 — we turn the pass-
port in to the French with our
own. A day later, the French
come to Swain and tell him the
ploy won’t work; they say that
the Khmer Rouge will spot the
forgery as quickly as they did
and that it could compromise
the entire compound. They
will kill him on the spot, the
French say, and maybe us,
too. They insist Pran has to
leave.

I do not tell Pran right away.
1 want time to think about
other possible subterfuges. I
am also trying to get up the
courage. My mind is a blank. I
talk to Swain and others and
we can think of no way to hide
him. Finally I tell him.

I ask him if he understands
—we have tried everything we
can think of but we are sty-
mied. He says yes, he under-
stands. But it is I who do not
understand, who cannot cope
with this terrible thing. He
saved my life and now I cannot
protect him. I hate myself.

It does not ease my feeling of
responsibility that on the
morning Pran and I have this
talk, members of the embassy
staff are moving through the
compound, telling all the Cam-
bodians they must Ileave.
“We'd like to help you,'’ one
French official says, “but
there's no way. If you stay
here, there will be trouble.
You're better off out there. It's
a good moment to leave now
because later the Khmer

' Rouge will come into the em-

bassy to search."

Pran packs his essential be-
longings in a small bag. He de-
stroys any piece of identifica-
tion that might link him to for-
eigners. All the other Cambo-
dian journalists in the em-
bassy — most of them f{ree-

(Continued on Page 35)
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lance photographers — are
leaving, too. Some have fami.
lies with them.

We give them all of our food
and cigarettes and Cambodian
money. I also give Pran $2,600
for bribe money. At 10:15 A M.
on April 20, Pran and his group
— 21 persons in all — gather at
the embassy’s front gate, their
belongings in the back of a
gasless Toyota wagon, which
they will push up the road.

I put my arms around Pran
and try to say something that
will have meaning. But I am
wordless and he is too.

I watch him pass through the
gate and out of sight and then 1
put my head against a building
and start banging my fistonit.

Jon Swain comes over to
comfort me. ‘‘There was noth-
ing you could do,” he says.
“Nothing you could do. It will
be all right, you'll see. He’ll
make his way to the border
and escape. You know how re-
sourceful heis.”

In the months and years to
come, that scene — Pran pass-
ing through the gate — be-
comes a recurring nightmare
for me. 1 will awake, thinking
of elaborate stratagems I
might have used to keep him
safe and with me. I am a survi-
vor who often cannot cope with
surviving.

The night of Pran’s depar-
ture, Jean Dyrac, the French
vice-consul and senijor official
in the embassy, comes to our
quarters to brief us on his lat-
est negotiations with the
Khmer Rouge. He is a decent
man, a former Japanese pris-
oner of war, who has been
overwhelmed and drained by
the demands on him, by the
appeals to save lives, appeals
he has been powerless to re-
spond to. He talks small talk at
us first — he has made no
headway with the Communists
— and then his feelings begin
to show. He is suffering re-
morse and heartache cver the
expulsion of the Cambodians
from the compound. ““We are
not policemen,’’ he says, ‘but
we had to turn them out. They
could have been shot on the
spot, and those believed re-

sponsible would be compro- |

mised.’”’ His eyes well up now
and his voice falters, the
words coming out so painfully
softly we have to strain to
hear. “It is a very sad thing to
say. When we do such things,
we are no longer men.” Un-
able to continue, he walks
swiftly from the room, looking
at no one. 1 feel very close to
Jean Dyrac at that moment.

The next day, April 21, the
rest of the Cambodians in the
embassy — there are several
hundred left — are forced to
leave. It is a time of mass
grief. Cambodian husbands

wives. Wailing rends the com-
pound.

Vong Sarin, a Cambodian
friend who had held a senior
job in the former Govern-
ment’s communications sys-
tem, is turning his 7-month-old
boy over to a Frenchwoman to
care for. He gives me some
money to put in a bank for the
boy. Do you think they will
punish people like me?” he
asks. 1 cannot tell him what 1
really think. ‘I doubt it,” 1
say. *You were not a soldier or
politician.” He and 1 both
know the truth is elsewhere,
and his face remains fixed in
gloom. His wife grabs my arm
and pleads: ‘‘My first baby,
my only baby! We’ll never see

' him again. Save us, save us!

Get papers for us, sir. You can
do it.”” It was a time of not
being able to look into people’s
eyes.

Nine days later, April 30, the
final evacuation of the em-
bassy begins. The first of two
truck convoys sets out at dawn
for the border with Thailand,
carrying about 500 of the 800
foreigners in the compound. 1
am on it. We awake to pack at
2 AM, and as I am leaving
our building an hour later to
walk to the trucks, I see in the
foyer a huge vinyl suitcase
that someone has discarded. It
is large enough for Pran to
have crawled into; 1 could
have cut air holes in it for him.
1 stand frozen for a minute
looking at it, and then someone
is calling me, telling me if I
don't hurry, I'll miss the con.
voy. I move on woodenly,

O

Three and a half days later
— after a monsoon-soaked
journey whose metronome had
swung crazily between petty
fights among the evacuees
over food and the awe and fear
stirred in us by the sight of the
grim Khmer Rouge work
gangs, under guard, building
roads and dikes with their
hands — we arrived at the bor-
der. As ] crossed the rickety
frontier bridge, the first per-
son to greet me was Chhay
Born Lay, a Cambodian re-
porter for The Associated
Press who had left Phnom
Penh on a press-evacuation
flight on April 12, the day the
American Embassy personnel
pulled out. As Lay and I em-
braced, he asked me where
Pran was. | was able to get out
the words, ‘‘He couldn’t
come,”” before 1 started
crying. Lay looked at me and
understood everything and
cried with me,

I went to Bangkok to write
my long chronicle of the fall of
Phnom Penh and our captivity
for The Times. Then 1 re.
turned to Singapore and my
wife and children. 1 was sup-
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eign assignment, and they
were packed and ready to re-
turn to the United States for
our home leave. But I was not
yet prepared to face “‘normal”’
life again, and 1 took a long
time getting myself together
for the trip.

It was mid-July before we
arrived in the States. My wife
sensed my dropout mood and
decided to stay in Los Angeles,
where her family lives, until 1
made up my mind about what
I wanted to do next. After a
week there, I left for New York
to see my editors, stopping
first in San Francisco to look
after Pran's wife, Ser Moeun,
and their four children. They
had settled in that city, with its
large Asian population, with
the help of The Times and a
refugee-relief agency it had
enlisted, The Times and I were
sharing her living expenses.

Since her evacuation from
Phnom Penh in April, Ser
Moeun, then 30, had naturally
been frightened and uncertain
about her future; she wasina
strange country and did not
speak anything but Khmer.
Through interpreters, I had
tried to reassure her, by tele-
phone and letter, but without
Pran she remained disorient-
ed. I had told her, in a letter,
that *‘it might take some time
before he can reach the bor-
der,’”” but ‘I know he will be
out before long.'’ This rosy op-
timism had been a mistake, as
I was to learn when 1 visited
her in the cramped railroad
flat that was the family's first
quarters.

The children were excited to
see me, but Ser Moeun was dis-
traught and trying not to show
it. We were sitting beside each
other on a sofa when she broke
down and ran into the bath.
room. It was some time before
she emerged, her eyes red, a
damp washcloth in her hand. 1
begged her to tell me what was
wrong — though certainly I
knew. She hesitated a long
time, but finally she said, her
words falling on me like a ver-
dict: “I thought when you
come you bring Pran with
you,” And her tears began
again.

Over the next few days, |
kept talking to Ser Moeun= to
myself, really — about the
need to be strong and to keep
our faith alive, that his cour-
age, intelligence and determi-
nation would see him through.
In the ensuing years, as we fol-
lowed the reports of massa-
cres and starvation brought
out by escapees, both of us
wavered in that faith many
times. We had nothing else to
goon; Cambodia was closed to
the outside world in all the nor-
mal senses — no mail, no tele-
phone or cable system, no gov-
ernment an outsider could
communicate with and no pos-
sible legal entry.

I made up scenarios to help
us believe: the reason Pran
had not crossed into Thailand
was that he had reunited with
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arduous escape attempt; or
that Pran was simply being
cautious and ingenious, as he
had always been, and would
make his move to the border
only when he thought the odds
of success were very good. The
latter turned out to be the
truth.

In New York, 1 finally said
what 1 knew I had to — that I
wanted a leave of absence to
write a book about Cambodia.
Everyone at The Times under-
stood, and the answer was yes.
I returned to my family in Los
Angeles, feeling relieved, even
buoyed at times. But I was un-
able to put Pran out of my
mind and every time I thought
of him, I was blocked and the
book would not come.

Instead, 1 wrote letters,
searching for Pran or the tini-
est glimmer of news of him, to
everyone 1 could think of. To
the Government of Thailand,
to the American Embassies in
Bangkok and Singapore, to
private refugee and relief
agencies working in Thailand
near the border with Cambo-
dia, to the International Red
Cross, to the World Health Or-
ganization, to the United Na-
tions’ refugee organization, to
journalists and other friends in
Southeast Asia and to intelli-
gence officials and other
sources operating near the
border who I thought might
help in some special and even
extralegal way.

To some, I wrote many
times, even though I knew that
the odds of their being able to
do anything to help Pran es-
cape were hopeless. I had 50
prints made of each of two
photographs of Pran and had
them distributed along the
Thai border with Cambodia.
This tilled my days and made
me {eel — sometimes — that 1
was doing something useful, In
my mind, as long as I kept up
this activity, Pran would not
disappear, would not die.

I used the telephone as 1 did
the mails, making call after
call to official and unofficial
contacts. But, for long periods
of time, I did not want to see
anyone face to face, not even
my own family. I would closet
myself in my corner of the
house and, when there were no
more letters to write or calls to
make, I would read every page
of the local newspaper or
watch television.

I could not bring myself even
to visit Pran's family; I could.-
n't endure again Ser Moeun's
“I thought when you come you
bring Pran with you.*’

So I kept in touch with her by
telephone and with letters. I
also wrote persistently to the
relief agency assigned to the
family to discuss Ser Moeun's
adjustment problems. She,
too, was not sleeping well. She
had frequent dreams about
Pran. Some were good; most

were bad. She kept remember-
ing an incident that had oc-
curred just before the collapse
of Phnom Penh. A picture of

Dran had inacvnlisaahley fallan



room, smashing the glass in
the frame; she had cried and
cried because she interpreted
this to mean he would be sepa-
rated from her. Every time
she recalled it, she wept again.

Ser Moeun and the children
were shored up by two new
friends, William and Trudy
Drypolcher, He is a real-estate
entrepreneur who had been a
special-forces officer in Viet.
nam and she is a bank execu-
tive who had volunteered for
refugee work during the col-
lapse of Vietnam and Cambo-
dia in 1975. They had, in effect,
adopted Ser Moeun and her
family in every respect but the
legal one, guiding them
through supermarkets,
through the bus system and
through the thickets of Ameri-
can bureaucracy. They also
became surrogate parents at
report-card time, when the
youngest, Titonel, showed up
with top marks in everything
but deportment — in which the
imp regularly got “U’s" for
‘‘Unsatisfactory.”” His teach-
ers explained that he was a
fine student but never stopped
chatteringin class.

Ser Moeun was learning
English, but it was much more
difficult for her than for the
children, who were doing well
in special classes. She had
chosen San Francisco as their
home because a small com-
munity of Cambodians had al-
ready settled there. Her ad-
justment, however, was com-
plicated by her social worker,
who believed Ser Moeun
should get accustomed to liv-
ing in Spartan conditions and
being regarded as a member
of the welfare class. Nothing
the Drypolchers or 1 said or
did persuaded the woman that
Ser Moeun's financial support
was substantial and guaran-
teed.

One day, Ser Moeun's land-
lord — a friend of the social
worker’s — made a pass at her
and told her that if she was
“nice’” to him, he would forget
about the rent. Ser Moeun
threw him out of the apart-
ment. The social worker’s re-
sponse when Ser Moeun com-
plained was to tell her that
since she was a ‘‘refugee
woman’’ she had to expect
things like that. After a couple
of years of this difficult rela-
tionship, Ser Moeun gained
enough confidence, both in her
English and in her ability to
cope on her own, to resolve the
problem and she severed all
ties with the social worker.

]

In February 1976, 10 months
after the fall of Phnom Penh,
our first concrete reason to
hope arrived in the mail. A let-
ter from a friend working with
refugees in Thailand, Warren
Hoffecker, reported that one of
the refugees, a man who had
gone to high school with Pran,
brought out a report that Pran
had been seen some months
earlier in Siem Reap Province,
driving an oxcart to pick up

Pran tries speaking in Khmer to the

rice for the people in his work
camp. The man gave a lot of
accurate details about Pran; I
was persuaded the sighting
was reliable. Siem Reap was
Pran’s home province and that
was where he was heading
when he left the French Em-
bassy, I told Ser Moeun the
good news but also cautioned
her that it might still be a long
time before Pran could make
his way out.

Hoffecker, in his letter, said
he faced the same burden ~- of
telling Cambodian friends that
their relatives inside might not
be coming out for a long time.
“Try to find some gentle way
of getting her to accept the
fact,”” he wrote, adding with
sardonic sadness: ‘‘There
must be a less agonizing way
of making a living than at-
tempting to explain that the
era of American miracles is
over and there is nothing you
cando.”

Hoffecker had some good
contacts with members of an
anti-Communist resistance
group, which periodically sent
armed patrols into Cambodia
to gather information, harass

'the Khmer Rouge and some-

times to extract people. I of-
fered a reward if they could
find Pran and bring him out.
Warren made the arrange-
ments. These guerrillas con-
tinued their forays, but they
never located Pran.

In the spring of 1976, I re-
turned to work at The Times
as assistant metropolitan edi-
tor. My family rejoined me the
following year. Though pieces
of the book were written, it
was nowhere near finished.
Regardless, I felt I had to
come back to the real world.

I continued to write letters
and make telephone calls in
my search for Pran, but my
job gave me little time now to
get depressed.

The miracle began to hap-
pen shortly after 9 o’clock in
the morning last April 18. 1
was shaving and the phone
rang. It was Andreas Freund
of our Paris bureau. *‘I have
good news for you, Sydney,”
he said. And then he told me
that an East German corre-
spondent based in Paris had
been traveling through Cam-
bodia in a group of Soviet-bloc
journalists; while in Siem
Reap he had met Pran and
was carrying a message from
him for me. The message had
eight words, in English — the
eight most exquisite words I
have ever heard: “Dith Pran
survivor, living in Siem Reap
Angkor.” I wanted to kiss An-
dreas through the phone;
someday I'll do it in person.

I then called the East Ger-
man, Gerhard Leo, who works
for Neues Deutschland. Like a
crazy man, I pumped him for
every last detail about Pran.
He said he had been ap-
proached by Pran near the
temple complex of Angkor
Wat on Feb. 15. Pran asked
him to take the message to me.
*It will make him happy,’’ Leo
quoted Pran as saying. Pran

children and comes away a little

distressed when he realizes that the

two youngest understand almost
nothing of what he has said.

useless in the new Cambodia
and it could only incriminate
him.

‘1 could tell they were lying
to the people to get them to
cooperate,” he says. ‘““They
told us we were only going to
the countryside for a few days,
because the Americans were
going to bomb Phnom Penh.”

“If you tell the truth, or
argue even a little, they kill
you,” was Pran’s simple rule
of survival. ““They told us all
people are one class now, only
working class, peasants.”” So
he censored his thoughts and
watched his vocabulary, keep-
ing it crude and limited, to
conceal his education and
journalistic past. He talked as
little as possible, and then
softly and obsequiously. “1
make myself a quiet man, like

a Buddhist monk.’”’ He feigned
total ignorance of politics. |

“I did not care if they
thought 1 was a fool,”’ he says. |
“I must resist in every way
until I have victory.’”’ ‘‘Resist”
is a word he uses constantly in
telling his story.

The f{irst major Khmer
Rouge checkpoint Pran en-
countered was at Phao, about
40 miles out of Phnom Penh.
Here the Communists were
screening everyone meticu-
lously. ‘““They talked gently,”
Pran recalls. “‘Tell us the
truth about who you are,’ they
said. ‘No one will be punished.’
Most people believed them.
They caught many big offi-
cials and military officers this
way at Phao.”

Pran told them his by-now
polished tale of being a civilian
taxi driver, and the Khmer
Rouge accepted it. ‘‘They
asked me where my wife and
children were, and I told them
that in the confusion we be-
came separated and they were
lost to me.""

Pran received an identity
card and moved on. Within a
month, he reached the village
of Dam Dek, about 20 miles
east of his hometown of Siem
Reap. He stopped there — and
stayed for two and a half years
— ‘‘because villagers told me
the Khmer Rouge farther on
were very brutal."”’

They were hardly benign in
Dam Dek. Pran witnessed
many beatings, with heavy
staves and farm implements
and knew of many killings.
“They did not kill people in
front of us,”” he recalls. ‘‘They
took them away at night and
murdered them with big sticks

and hoes, to save bullets.'’ Life
was totally controlled and the
Khmer Rouge did not need a
good reason to kill someone;
the slightest excuse would do
-~ a boy and girl holding
hands, an unauthorized break
from work. ‘Anyone they
didn't like, they would accuse
of being a teacher or a student
or a former Lon Nol soldier,
and that was theend.”

Famine set in right away in
Dam Dek, as it did across the
entire country. The war had
disrupted all farming and the
next harvest would be too lit-
tle, too late.

Pran believes that 10 per-
cent of the Cambodian popula-
tion of over 7 million died of
starvation in 1975 alone, espe-
cially older people and chil-
dren.

In Dam Dek, the rice ration
was eventually reduced to one
spoonful per person per day.
The villagers, desperate, ate
snails, snakes, insects, rats,
scorpions, tree bark, leaves,
flower blossoms, the trunk of
banana plants; sometimes
they sucked the skin of a water
buffalo.

Reports reached Pran’s vil-
lage that to the west the fam-
ine was even more severe and
that some people were digging
up the bodies of the newly exe-
cuted and cooking the flesh.

By October 1975, Pran —
then part of a work gang plant-
ing and tending the rice fields
— had become so weak that he

needed a wooden staff to keep

himself standing. He could not
raise his legs high enough to
cross the knee-high embank-
ments around the paddies, so
he would lower his body onto
these knolls and roll himself
over. His face grew puffy with
malnutrition and his teeth
began coming loose. He feared
he was dying. So he took a very
grave risk.

One night, during the har-
vest season, he slipped out of
bhis hut of tinder wood and
thatch, crawled into a nearby
paddy and began picking rice
kernels and stuffing them into
his pocket. Suddenly, out of the
darkness, two guards rose up.
Pran tried to run, but his legs
gave out and he fell. He
pleaded with them, saying he
was only stealing a little rice
because he was starving. They
called a dozen members of the
village committee — 10 men
and two women - who began
beating him with long, bladed
implements used for cutting
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took Leo aside where he could
not be overheard and, in
French, told him his general
background — that he had
worked for The Times, that he
had evacuated his wife and
children before the Khmer
Rouge came and that he had
survived under the Khmer
Rouge by passing himself off
as a member of the working
class.

All this took place after the
Vietnamese Army had swept
through the country in Janu-
ary 1979, pushing out the
Khmer Rouge Government
and installing their own client
Cambodian regime; the dozen
Soviet-bloc journalists were
there through the auspices of
the Vietnamese and their Mos-
cow allies. Leo apologized for

- the two-month delay in getting

me the message but explained
that, after visiting Cambeodia,
he had returned to Vietnam to
cover the Chinese invasion of
that country and had just re.-
turned to Paris.

Hesaid Pran seemed to be in
“relatively good health.”
Moreover, Pran had asked Leo
to take a picture of him and
send that to me, too. That
photograph — of Pran in Viet-
cong-style black pajamas
standing in front of some
lesser Angkor Wat temples —
has been sitting, framed, on
my office desk ever since. (It
is the same picture that is on
the cover of this Magazine.)

Having the picture of him in
front of me served wishfully —
but not realistically — to mute
my fears. From all the refugee
reports, it was clear that being
alive on one day in Cambodia
was no guarantee of being
alive the next,

Yet despite these constantly
depressing reports, neither I
nor Ser Moeun — as we kept
our long-distance vigil — could
have conjured, or wanted to
conjure, the true misery and
madness of the life that had
been imposed on Pran inside
Cambodia.

On April 20, 1975, when Pran
and his group left the French
Embassy and headed to the
northwest in the chaos of the
forced exodus, he still held
some hope that life under the
Khmer Rouge would be ten-
able. But within a day or so, he
knew differently. The Commu-
nist soldiers were treating peo-
ple like livestock; they were
slashing the tires on cars to
force people to walk; they
used ideological words he had
never heard before; they
seemed totally alien, By the
fourth day, when he reached
the river town of Prek Kdam,
20 miles out of Phnom Penh, he
had decided on his plan.

He threw away his regular
Western-style street clothes
and put on a working-class dis-
guise, that of a lowly taxi
driver — dirty shirt, short
pants, sandals, a traditional
Cambodian neckerchief. He
also got a shorter haircut and
threw away the $2,600 1 had
given him, since money was



in the Tonle Sap Lake. The workday
ran from 4 A.M. to 6 P.M. and during
the harvest season, in December and
January, a few extra hours at night
for threshing. The Cormmunists called
these the ‘“‘assault’’ months, because
everyone had to work faster and hard-
er.

The Draconian rules of life turned
Cambodia into a nationwide gulag, as
the Khmer Rouge imposed a revolu-

tion more radical and brutal than any
other in modern history — a revolu-
tion that disturbed even the Chinese,
the Cambodian Communists’ closest
allies. Attachment to home village
and love of Buddha, Cambodian veri-
ties, were replaced by psychological
reorientation, mass relocation and
rigid collectivization.

Families were separated, with hus-
bands, wives and children all working
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Dith Pran's wife, Ser Moeun {foreground), with William and
Trudy Drypolcher, her “adoptive” family In San Franclsco.

bamboo. He crumpled to the
ground. They continued
pounding him, shouting: **You
are the enemy. You were
stealing rice from the collec-
tive.”” I thought they were
going to cut my head off,”” he
says.

They paused in their beating
only to tie his hands tightly be-
hind his back and lead him
away to a more desolate spot.
““Let’s kill him,"’ the leader of
the group said. But another
Khmer Rouge cadre who liked
Pran urged mercy. No deci-
sion was made, and Pran,
trussed and swollen and bleed-
ing, was left kneeling in the
open all night to await his fate.
It began to rain. ‘I prayed and
prayed to Buddha for my life,”
he says. ‘I said if my mother’s
milk had value, my life would
besaved.”

By moming, the man who
had counseled against the
death penalty had persuaded
the others. Pran was paraded
before the entire commune of
600 and denounced for his
“*crime.” He was forced to
swear that he would never
again break the commune’s
rules. The oath he was made to
pronounce was: “If I break the
rules, I will give my life to you,
to do with as you please.”

Once released, he took an-
other risk. Following Buddhist
custom, he shaved his head as
a sign of gratitude for his
salvation. The practice of reli-
gion had been forbidden by the
Khmer Rouge; all statues of
Buddha had been destroyed;
monks had been either killed

or made to work in the fields
as common laborers. Pran's
act could have brought an-
other death sentence down
upon him.

Somehow, he got by again.
When the Khmer Rouge asked
him why he had cut off all his
hair, he told them he had been
having severe headaches and
thought this might help. In this
land of primitive medical
practices, the Communists be-
heved him.

This behavior may seem
paradoxical to us, but not to
Pran. Although he went to ex-
traordinary lengths to hide his
background from the Khmer
Rouge for four years to stay
alive, he never in his heart
denied himself or his upbring-
ing. He prayed silently all the
time. And he never changed
his name, the one obvious
mark that could have given
him away, should anyone have
recognized him and turmed
him in.,

‘““Your name is given to you
by your mother and father and

' by Buddha,’’ he says. *If you

are a good person, your name
will be lucky and Buddha will
protect you."’

From 1975 through late 1977,
Pran remained in Dam Dek,
working at a series of arduous
jobs: carrying earth to build
the paddy embankments, har-
vesting and threshing the
crop, cooking for a district
cooperative of 18 blacksmiths
who forged farm tools, plow-
ing with a team of horses, cut-
ting and sawing trees in the

on separate agricultural and con-
struction projects. They were often
many miles apart and did not see each
other for seasons at a time. Some-
times children were separated com-
pletely from their parents, never to
meet again. Work crews were sex-
segregated.

Those already married needed spe-
cial permission, infrequently given, to
meet and sleep together. Weddings
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jungle, fishing with hand nets

were arranged by the Khmer Rouge,
en masse; the pairings would simply
be called out at a commune assembly.
Waves of suicides were the result of
these forced marriages.

Children were encouraged, even
trained, to spy on and report their par-
ents for infractions of the rules. ‘*The
Khmer Rouge were very clever,”
Pran says. ‘““They know that young
children do not know how to lie or keep
secrets as well as adults, so they al-
ways ask them for information.” In-
formers, old and young, were every-
where; betrayal could be purchased
for a kiloof rice.

Sometimes Khmer Rouge youths
were ordered to kill their teachers or
even their own parents. Some carried
out these acts without apparent
qualm. Others were devastated. Pran
remembers a case in his district 1n
which a man was identified as an
enemy of the commune and his son, a
Khmer Rouge soldier, was told to exe-
cute him. He did so, but later, alone,
he put the rifle to his own head and
killed himself.

Pran says he was always most
afraid of those Khmer Rouge soldiers
who were between 12 and 15 years old;
they seemed to be the most com-
pletely and savagely indoctrinated.
‘“They took them very young and
taught them nothing but discipline.
Just take orders, no need for a reason.
Their minds have nothing inside ex-
cept discipline. They do not believe
any religion or tradition except
Khmer Rouge orders. That’s why they
killed their own people, even babies,
like we might kill a mosquito, I be-
lieve they did not have any feelings
about human life because they were
taught only discipline."’

Outsiders have asked, in the years
since 1975, how a people known as the
“smiling, gentle Khmers' could have
produced such a holocaust. The image
of a bucolic, carefree people was, of
course, simplistic — an illusion that
foreigners preferred to see. All cul-
tures are complex and all have their
hidden savage sides waiting to erupt.
The Nazi horror in World War Il and
the 1947 partition of India in which
Hindus and Moslems slaughtered
each other by the thousands are but
two vivid examples. Nonetheless, the
Khmer Rouge terror may have
touched a level of cruelty not seen be-
fore in our lifetime. It was Cambo-
dians endlessly killing other Cambo-
dians.

Even the victims could not fathom
where the Khmer Rouge had come
from or how they had been created. 1
look at them and do not know them,"’
Pran says. “To me, they are not
Khmers."

With their cruelty, the Khmer
Rouge brought a new language —
words with a dehumanized ring, a me-
chanical robotlike quality, euphe-
misms for atrocity, words that people
had never heard before.

There was the omnipresent Angka
— the word for the Khmer Rouge re-
gime itself. It means simply ‘‘the or-
ganization.”” No explanations were
ever given for policy, just “Angka
says"” or ‘‘Angka orders.” People
were called opakar, or ‘instru-
ments.”’ The Khmer nation was called
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‘“machine,’” from the French
or English — strange for a
government trying to erase
the colonial past.

And then there was a word
never heard in Cambodia be-
fore, a word with a polite
sound, sneur, which means
“invite’’ or *‘ask.’”” The Khmer
Rouge would come to some-
one’s house, Pran explains,
and sneur someone's son to
study or to be educated. Lulled
by the gentleness of the re-
quest, many went without a
protest. But people quickly
realized that those who had
been sneured never came
back; the word took on a new
meaning: ‘“take away and
kill.”

Fear and suspicion became
the essence of existence. To
trust anyone was to risk one’s
life. People stopped having
meaningful conversations,
even secretly, even inside
their own family.

(In July 1979, when Pran de-
cided to make his escape at-
tempt, he was too fearful to
tell his mother or sister, who
were the only survivors in his
family. He was not afraid they
would inform on him, but
maybe the conversation would
be overheard. Or maybe his
family would say something
inadvertently that would spell
trouble for him. ““You get used
to keeping secrets,’”” he says.
“You decide it's better not to
tell anything to anybody. I was
afraid. Maybe my mother
tries to talk me out of it. She
worries, she loves me, 1 am
her only son left. What if some-
one hears her talking?’’)

In late 1977, Pran made a
move to another village,
spurred by fresh upheavals
throughout the country, a new
wave of purges and killings,
and disquietude on his part
that some fanatic villagers in
Dam Dek were growing suspi-
cious of him.

“There were more killings in
1977 than in 1975,”” Pran says.
“I saw many arrested in my
village, hands tied behind
their backs, crying for their
lives. I got chills down my
back, like fever.

“I kept on talking softly,
pretending to support Angka. I
prayed every day and every
night, in my mind.”’

As the radical fervor grew in
Dam Dek, Pran looked for a
way out.

During 1976 and 1977, he had
become acquainted with the
commune chief and others in
the village of Bat Dangkor,
four miles to the north. They
seemed to him ‘“not so pro-
Communist and more compat-
ible.”

Movement from place to
place was rigidly controlled
and rarely allowed by the
Khmer Rouge, but somehow,
through gentle pleading and
by playing the empty-headed
worker, he got permission to
move,

Life immediately improved
for Pran. Though his work
regimen remained severe and
food was still not plentiful, his

commune chief, a 27-year-old
named Phat who had no love
for the Khmer Rouge, took a
liking to him. Pran became his
houseboy, carrying water,
chopping firewood, bathing
the children, building the fire,
washing clothes and cooking.
The days were long, but Pran
felt somewhat protected. *I
did everything to please him,"’
Pran says. ‘I was like a
slave.”

This commune chief had a
radio and sometimes at night
— maybe once a week - Pran
and four or five trusted friends
would gather around it with
him, and surreptitiously listen
to the Voice of America. The
V.0.A. came on at 8:30 P.M.
and it was on these broadcasts
that Pran learned of the fierce
fighting throughout 1978 be-
tween the Khmer Rouge and
the Vietnamese Army along
the border with Vietnam.

Though both governments
were Communist, the Cambo-
dians and Vietnamese were
centuries-old ethnic enemies,
and now the Chinese were sup-
porting the Khmer Rouge and
the Russians were supporting
the Vietnamese. Vietnam, in
its propaganda broadcasts,
called Cambodia ‘‘a land of
blood and tears, hell on
earth,”” and announced the
formation of a new ‘““front’’ to
“liberate’” Cambodia. Pran
took some hope from this; any-
thing was better than the in-
sane Khmer Rouge.

Finally, in December, he
learned on the V.0.A. that the
Vietnamese had invaded Cam-
bodia in force. On Jan. 7, they
took Phnom Penh. Three days
later, they reached the Siem
Reap area, and the Khmer
Rouge units around Pran’s vil-
lage took flight.

After about a week of careful
watching, Pran was per-
suaded that the Vietnamese

. were not killing civilians and

were allowing people to return
to their home villages. So, his
spirits up but still cautious, he
left Bat Dangkor by moonlight
and, smiling a lot at his *‘liber-
ators’’ on the way, he walked
the 20-0dd miles to the town of
Siem Reap to search for his
family.

What he found was what
most Cambodians found when
they returned home: a few
survivors but most of their
family members dead. Of his
mother and father, three
brothers, two sisters and
numerous nephews and
nieces, only his 63-year-old
mother, one sister, a sister-in-
law and five nieces and neph-
ews were alive.

One brother, 19, was exe-
cuted for being a student, the
other two for being military
officers in the Lon Nol Army.
One sister was killed for being
the wife of an officer. The sis-
ter who survived still had
three children; a fourth child
was lost to starvation.

Pran’s father, a retired pub-
lic-works official, had died of
starvation in late 1975, about
the same time that Pran was
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caught and beaten for stealing
the pocketful of rice in Dam
Dek.

As Pran re-explored Siem
Reap, people kept walking up
to him in astonishment, say-
ing, *‘1 thought you die. How
did you stay alive?’’ ‘‘Because
of my education and back-
ground,”” he says, “no one
could believe I could survive."’

The reasons for their disbe-
lief 1ay all around Siem Reap;
they were called the ‘killing
fields.”” “One day soon after I
came back,”” Pran recalls,
“two women from my village
went looking for firewood in
the forest. They found bones
and skulls everywhere among
the trees and in the wells.
When they came back they
told me about it and said they
would take me there and show
me. They asked me, ‘Are you
afraid of ghosts?’ I told them,
‘No, why should I be afraid?
The ghosts may be my broth-
ers or my sister.” "’

S0 Pran went to see the kill-
ing fields. Each of the two
main execution areas alone,
he says, held the bones of 4,000
to 5,000 bodies, barely covered
by a layer of earth.

“In the water wells, the
bodies were like soup bones in
broth,”” he says. “And you
could always tell the killing
grounds because the grass
grew taller and greener where
the bodies were buried.”

Similar reports have come
from every village in Cambo-
dia: tall green grass and
choked wells.

The Vietnamese “libera-
tors,’”’ having seized the main
towns, had set up a client Cam-
bodian Government in Phnom
Penh and were looking for ad-
ministrators to help them gov-
ern throughout the country.

In Siem Reap, local villagers
who knew Pran's skills asked
for him as their administra-
tive chief, and the two Viet-
namese governors of the prov-
ince agreed. He became, in ef-
fect, the mayor of Siem Reap
township, which held about
10,000 people. *‘I took the job
out of pity for my people,” he
says. ‘They wanted a Cambo-
dian in charge, so I take it to
lift them up. There were so few
intellectuals still alive. If 1
don’t do it, who will lead and
help my people?”

In his new job, Pran wore a
khaki uniform with a Soviet-
style military cap and carried
an AK-47 automatic rifle.

Every week he had to give a
speech, cleared first by the
Vietnamese, to a different sec-
tion of the population in his
township. ‘I don’t talk poli.
tics,”” he says. ‘I just talk
about nationalism, about how
you have to work for food. I
urge people to work because of
the starvation and the low
economy.’’

The two Vietnamese gover-
nors, Nhien and Linh, praised
him often and showed him con-
siderable respect, ‘“because 1
helped them a lot to set up the
administration. Sometimes
they even embraced me."”

But Pran never stopped

thinking about escape. It was
during this period that he had
cautiously approached the
East German correspondent,
Gerhard Leo, and asked him to
carry that message — ‘‘Dith
Pran survivor’’ — to me. The
Viethamese governors had di-
rected Pran to arrange a wel-
coming committee of 50 villag-
ers for the journalists, which is
how Pran came to be there.

While cheered somewhat by .
the arrival of the foreigners,
he was reluctant at first to ap-
proach the group, out of fear
that giving away his New York
Times background could put
him in jeopardy. But then he
saw Leo walking away from
the main group to take some
pictures and heard him speak-
ing in French mixed with Eng-
lish. ‘I was afraid by now of
all Communists,”” he said,
‘“‘but when he was alone I de-
cided to take a risk because
he’s a long-nose [Westerner].”

Five months later, Pran’s
fears were realized. His Viet-
namese superiors somehow
discovered, perhaps through
an informer, that he had
worked for American journal-
ists. They called him in, told
him he was politically ‘“‘un-
clean,” said his mind was
tainted by ‘‘unrevolutionary
thoughts' and forced him to
resign his job. On July 15, an
election was held in Siem Reap
to fill Pran’s post. He grew in-
creasingly nervous about what
the Vietnamese might do to
him now that they had found
him out.

O

The news about Pran from
Gerhard Leo in April 1979 put
me in a state of euphoria, but it
also made me desperate. 1
knew he had been safe on Feb,
15, but I had no clue as to what
was happening to him now.

So ] began exploring every
possible way to get further
news of him, to get a message
to him, to get him out of the
country.

I renewed my contacts with
international agencies, some
of which were just then mak-
ing efforts to open relief pro-
grams in Cambodia. In Au-
gust, my contacts, who were
by then in Phnom Penh but
who could not get to the Siem
Reap area, sent a cautiously
worded letter to Pran through
a third party who was going to
Siem Reap. It said that 1 had
received the message of sur-
vival he had sent through Ger-
hard Leo and that, if possible,
he should send either a verbal
or written reply back to my
contacts in Phnom Penh.

But Pran never got that let-
ter. In fact, until our reunion
on Oct. 9, 1 was never able to
get word to him that his mes-
sage had reached me or to give
him any sign at all of my long
search for him. We were func-
tioning in two different worlds,
each darkened to the other.
While 1 was counting on his re-
maining safe and fixed in Siem
Reap as | maneuvered



through my contacts toextract
him from the country through
official channels, he took the
step he had been planning and
dreaming of for four and a half
years — he made his move for
the border.

On July 29, his relationship
with the Vietnamese having
broken down, he slipped qui-
etly out of Siem Reap for the
village of Phum Trom, 40
miles to the northwest. He
headed for Phum Trom be-
cause he had heard that the
anti-Communist  resistance,
known as Sereika (‘‘libera-
tion''), was active there and
was helping people to escape.
After six weeks of preparation
in that village, he and 11 other
men set out before dawn on a
morning in mid-September.

In a straight line, the border
with Thailand to the north was
only about 35 miles away. But
their route was as the snake
crawls — 60 miles — weaving
and turning and climbing
across brambled jungle and
rocky hills to avoid roving
bands of Khmer Rouge guer-
rillas, Vietnamese patrols,
deadly punji traps (sharpened
bamboo stakes set in the
ground and covered with
leaves and brush) and un-
marked mine fields.

At noon on the second day of
their exodus, they stopped
briefly to rest. When they rose
to start again, Pran, who had
been toward the end of the sin-
gle file, by happenstance
began walking third in line. A
few minutes later, the two
men, only 15 feet in front of
him, were dead; they had
stepped on a mine. A piece of
shrapnel hit Pran in the left
side, but it was only a flesh
wound and he was able to run
on with the others.

They reached the border on
the fourth day. Pran’'s com-
panjons had clandestine con-
tacts there; he did not. So,
afraid of being arrested by
Thai authorities if he crossed
over, he waited for 17 days just
a few hundred yards on the
Cambodian side — in a no
man’s land where he was rea-
sonably safe — watching for
the right moment to get across
and into the sanctuary of a
Cambodian refugee camp 15
miles away. (During this frus-
trating wait, he sent letters to
me through a courier, who was

supposed to mail them from |

the nearby town of Prasat.
Only one ever reached me, and
it arrived long after our reun-
ion.)

On the 17th day — Oct. 3 —
with the help of friends who
provided him with a uniform
worn by the Cambodian resist-
ance, which satisfied the
Thais, he crossed the frontier
and made it to the refugee
camp.

Although finally free, he was
still insecure because he was
an ‘‘illegal’’ — an unregistered
refugee — and could techni-
cally be pushed back into
Cambodia (the Thais had done
this to several thousand Cam-

least a cable from him. We
have many things to write.’’)

With trepidation, I ask the
question that has been churn-
ing inside me since that dis-
tant April in 1975. ‘‘Can you
forgive me for not being able
to keep you safe in the French
Embassy, for leaving Cambo-
dia without you?"”’

“‘No, no,"” he says, gripping
my hand hard. “It's not like
that. Nothing to forgive. We
both made a decision. We both
agree to stay, no one pushed
the other. You tried all you
could to keep me, but it didn't
work. Not your fault. We
stayed because we did not be-
lieve in a blood bath. We were
fools; we believed there would
be reconciliation. But who
could have believed the
Khmer Rouge would be so
brutal?

“We both made mistakes,
both of us,’”” he goes on, in a
torrent of words that has been
locked up so long. ‘‘Maybe we
should have tried to buy a
French passport. We had a lot
of money. But I was never
angry at you, even when the
Khmer Rouge beat me near to
death. I always missed you;
sometimes I cry in the forest,
thinking of you.”

Why did Pran wait so long to
try to escape? ‘“‘My brain was
always thinking how to get
out,’”’ he says, ‘‘but Khmer
Rouge patrols were every-

bodians some months before).
Pran instantly searched out an
American relief official in the
camp, Ruth Ellison, told her
his history and asked her to
get word to me through the
American Embassy or The
Times's correspondent in
Bangkok. Miss Ellison, who,
with her mother and father,
had been working in the camp
for years, representing a mis-
sionary group, called an em-
bassy official as soon as she
reached her home in Surin that
night. He called Henry Kamm,
our Bangkok correspondent,
who called my office. It was
Thursday meorning, Oct. 4. 1
was not in yet, and he left no
message. My attempts to
reach him through the day
were unsuccessful. 1 was
jumpy and tense all day, one
moment conjuring up my wild-
est hope, that Pran had es-
caped, and the next moment
trying to curb my excitement
and ease the letdown should
the news be innocuous or
worse.

At 7:50 P.M., I try to phone
Henry again. I get him this
time and he says quickly:
“Pran is out. He’s in Thailand,
in the refugee camp at Surin."”
Skyrockets go off in my head. 1
can hear Henry saying some-
thing about what he is doing at
the American Embassy to
speed up Pran’s entry into the
United States, but then I can’t
graspit. I'm crying at my desk
and it doesn’t matter.

I call Ser Moeun as soon as
the Bangkoek call is over. It is
only 5 P.M. in San Francisco
and she is not home yet from
her job as clerk in a bank. I get
the eldest son, Titony, and
blurt out the news. “Hey!"” he
shouts, as American as a 50-
yard touchdown pass,
‘“Aaaaaaaaaallll  riiiiight!"’
Then he turns to his sister and
two brothers: ‘“‘Hey, you guys!
Our dad is out of Cambodia!
Our dad is out of Cambodia!®’
They cheer and yell and bang
on something. Then I call the
Drypolchers and my wife. A
few hours later, I get Ser
Moeun. The telephone holds a
' lot of happiness that night,

The next few days are like a
 dream. I leave on the first
available plane for Bangkok to
. get to Pran. I am high on the
| miracle but still full of anxiety
| about getting him across the

last bureaucratic barriers,
. into this country. My plane is
three hours late taking off, and
it looks as if I have no chance
to make my connecting flight
in Athens, but that plane is
very late, too, and I get on it
just in time. I start believing
in omens and symbols, for
everything is going my way.
As I enter my Bangkok hotel
room on Sunday afternoon,
Oct. 7, the first thing my eyes
. light on is a magazine called
' Business in Thailand lying on
. an end table. On the cover, its
lead article is billboarded in
large bold type: ‘‘Prawn on
the Way."”’

| There is more good fortune

where and they had mine
fields all along the border and
traps made of punji sticks. I
must build relations in each
ptace where I live. I must take
care with each step, to make
sure I have good information
and at least a 50-50 chance of
not getting killed. One time 1
was going to try for it but then
I heard the Thais were pushing
refugees back into Cambodia
so I stopped the idea.”

The camp loudspeaker sud-
denly calls his name, summon-
ing him to the camp office. He
ignores it. I tell him that prob-
ably the embassy document

. has arrived, clearing him for
- departure to Bangkok on the
. following day. It has, but he is
. uneasy and tells me a friend of

his will check it out instead. In
his viscera, he is still not con-
vinced he is free. Maybe the
Thais, he thinks, will yet force
him back into Cambodia.
(Even when we reach Bang-
kok and meet old friends
around the hotel pool, Pran's
eyes narrow and his voice
fades to a whisper whenever
he talks about the Khmer
Rouge and their policies.
“There’s no one here,” 1 say.
‘““You can relax.” He laughs
self-consciously, but he is not
persuaded and looks around to
see if anyone is listening.)

We start talking again about
our separate thoughts and
dreams since 1975. They are
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at the American Embassy’s
refugee office, where Pran’s
case has been given priority
and the staff is being spectacu-
larly helpful. By midday Mon-
day, Pran has been put on a
special list that will get him
out of the refugee camp on
Wednesday and down to Bang-
kok for final processing. With
that done, I can leave for the
border area, 300 miles and six
hours to the northeast. But
without Thai Government
papers authorizing me to visit
the camp, I shall have to wait
unti] the next morning, Tues.-
day, when the relief worker,
Ruth Ellison, can take me in
““unofficially’’ with her. I go to
bed in a run-down hotel in
Surin shortly after midnight,
but I cannot sleep. Finally I
give up the attempt and rise at
4AM.

On the 20-mile drive south to
the camp, I make small talk to
hide my nerves. At 8:40 A.M.,
we pass through the camp
gates and in five minutes we
are outside the hut where Pran
is staying with another family.
[ jump out and run inside,
sputtering in French as I ask
where Pran is. He's in the long
house on stilts 50 feet away
and a young man runs to get
him, shouting in Khmer:
‘““Brother, brother, someone’s
here. You have a chance now.
You have a chance.” Then
Pran comes running out of the
long house — I remember in
that fraction of a second think-
ing how hurt and vulnerable he
looked — and literally leaps
into my arms, his legs
wrapped around my waist, his
head buried in my shoulder.
““You came, Syd, oh, Syd, you
came.” The words come sob-
bing out with the tears. We
stand like that for several
minutes until his thin frame
stops shaking and his legs slip
to the ground.

He looks at me then and
says: ‘'l am rebomn. This is my
second life.”’

Arms around each other’s
shoulders, we walk slowly into
the hut and begin talking non-
stop, ricocheting from one sub-
ject to another in chaotic se-
quences, as we grope for the
meaning of our lost four and a
half years.

We talk of his wife and chil.-
dren, of how he disguised his
identity to survive the sav-
agery of the Khmer Rouge, of
old Western journalist friends,
of old Cambodian friends who
are now dead, of the members
of his family inside Cambodia
who were executed, of the
Seiko digital watch he has just
bought from another refugee
in the camp, of the time in 1975
when he was almost beaten to
death for stealing a pocketful
of rice, and of the letter he
wrote to me only two days be-
fore, still unaware that I had
received any of the messages
from him. (That letter arrives
at The Times on Oct. 24, a
week after Pran and I reached
the United States, It says in
part: ““‘Need see Schanberg. At

not very separate, Pran tells
me: **I think of you all the time
inside Cambodia. I imagine
that you adopt one of my sons
— probably Titony, the eldest
— because you have only

girls.”
Then he adds, in a rush of
memory: ‘“‘Every month,

under the Khmer Rouge, I
have dream that you come to
get me in a helicopter. I have a
radio on the ground and you
radio me your position.’’ | tell
him I repeatedly had the same
fantasy, like a waking dream.

It all seems uncanny and it
makes us both elated and yet
discomposed. We laugh to
break the spell and bring us
back to the gritty dust of the
camp. Now, more than ever
before, we have lionized each
other, given each other heroic
dimensions. It is mystical, but
it is also unreal, and we know
we will have to deal with our
respective warts and flaws
and humanness in our rela-
tionship to come.

But not just yet. He tells me
he always knew I would be
loyal to him and to my prom-
ises. ‘‘In Cambodia, I tell my-
self,’” he says, ‘‘if I die, 1 die
with my eyes well closed, be-
cause I know you will always
take care of my family. I trust
you 100 percent,"’

I tell him I prayed for him
often. *‘Ohhh. Ohhh," he says,
marveling. *“That explains it.
That’s why I was so lucky.”

I have with me many joyous
written messages from Pran’s
friends on The Times. Some of
the writers had met him only
through my constant tales. 1|
now take these messages from
my briefcase - the same
briefcase that still carries that
scruffy silk rose I squeezed for
luck on the day we were cap-
tured in April 1975 — and give
them to Pran. As he reads, his
eyes turn moist again.

Abe Rosenthal, The Times's
executive editor, wrote that
‘‘all these years ... you have
been in the minds of all Times
men and women'' and that the
news of his return to freedom
had brought ‘‘rejoicing
throughout the paper.”

As Pran folds the last of the
notes and puts it away, he
murmurs: ‘'‘They were all
thinking of me. Oh, how won.
derful.”

Pran’s mood goes up and
down wildly that first day; he
weeps at some unspeakable
memory and then bursts into
laughter over the wonder of
our reunion and the good news
I bring him about his family
thriving in San Francisco.

I tell him of the Pulitzer 1
won and that I accepted it on
his behalf as well as mine, and
his face becomes incandes-
cent,

He starts talking ebulliently
and zanily about going back to
work right away with me.
“Can I get an American pass-
port?” he asks., ‘‘There are
many stories to do here. We
could work along the border.
My people are in trouble. If ]



had a camera, I could take pic-
tures, too — like the old days."’
I remind him, laughing, that
tirst he has to get to San Fran-
cisco just to get his American
refugee-status papers and to
rejoin his family and that 1
have a family and job in New
York. *You're crazy,'” I say
warmly. He remains a driven
reporter. He chortles, too,
‘“Yes, sure, I'm crazy,” he
says. “‘I still want to work as a
journalist.”’

We also discuss the medical
care he will need. His legs and
feet are scarred from his
march out of Cambodia. Many
of his teeth are loose and rot-
ting from malnutrition; there
is a large gap between his two
front teeth where porcelain
fillings fell out in 1976. He
keeps his hands in his pockets
much of the time because
when he holds them out, they
shake like those of a palsied
old man — also from malnutri-
tion.

On the drive back to Bang-
kok the next day — Oct, 10 —
we stop for breakfast at a hotel
in Korat. Pran orders only
milk and coffee, saying his
stomach is not ready for a big
meal. He is uncomfortable in
the modern dining room. When
he has to go to the toilet, he
asks me to take him. “I feel
like a monkey,’”’ he says, em-
barrassed.

We arrive in our hotel room
in Bangkok at 2 P.M. At ex-
actly 2:03, the message button
on the telephone lights up. The
post office has just delivered a
large envelope from Pran’s
wife. In it are letters from his
family and the first pictures of
them he has seen since their
evacuation from Phnom Penh
on April 12, 1975. He opens the
packet, reads the letters with
tears in his eyes and then ex-
amines the color photographs
incredulously. Titonel, the
youngest, was only 3 when
they parted. Titony, now 15,
has grown bigger and taller
than his father from his rich
American diet, Pran scans the
pictures again and again,
holds them at arm’s length
and shakes his head: “I don’t
think I would know them if 1
saw them on the street,”” he
says, in wonder. ‘I am sure I
would not know Titonel.”

Pran’s first telephone call to
his family is both jubilant and
uneasy. The electronic reun-
ions that occupy the first part
of the call are ecstatic. But
then Pran tries speaking in
Khmer to the children and
comes away a little distressed
when he realizes that the two
youngest, Titonel and Tito-
nath, understand almost noth-
ing of what he has said.

But there is something more
important on his mind. He gets
Ser Moeun back on the phone
and tells her of the fortune-
teller in Cambodia who, in
early 1979, read Pran’s “‘num-
bers” and told him that the

forecast for his eldest son was = PeC

zero — which means death or
the threat of death. Pran has

been worried about Titony
ever since and he now tells Ser
Moeun to take him immedi-
ately to a Buddhist priest, get
some holy water and have
Titony drink it. She agrees and
has it done before we get to the
States.

0

Culture shock Is too mild a
phrase to describe what over-
took Pran in Bangkok. This
was his first trip outside his
own country, and Bangkok is a
much more modern city than
once-graceful and somnolent
Phnom Penh. During his 10
days in the Thai capital he did
many things he had not been
able to do for four and a half
years, such as eat a full meal
(his first entree was escalopes
de veau cordon bleu), sleep in
a real bed and use a mirror in
which he could see his whole
body. But other phenomena he
was experiencing for the first
time in his life; a department
store (where he bought Wran-
gler corduroy jeans), a
divided highway, pancakes
and syrup.

Other things were traumati-
cally new, too. When my story
about his escape appeared on
page 1 of The Times on Oct. 12,
calls and cables began stream-
ing in. Some were from elated
old friends. Others were from
people who wanted him to go
on lecture tours, write a book,
make a movie, appear on tele-
vision, give interviews for
magazines and newspapers.
Though baffled by it all, he
was warmed by the celebrity
attention. He asked me to han-
dle all the inquiries, and I be-
came his press secretary. Our
roles were changing, and 1 was
somewhat disoriented by it. In
short, I wasn’t sure I liked it.

Among the cables was one
from Jon Swain, the British
journalist whose life Pran had
saved along with mine when
we were captured by the
Khmer Rouge. It read: “‘Syd-
ney, this is the most wonder-
ful, wonderful news. Please
give Pran my love and a big
hug from someone who owes
him everything.’”’ Pran’s reply
to Jon read something like a
Cambodian proverb: *‘Hi, Jon.
The world is round. Now I
meet you again. Pran was in
bad shape, but the life is re-
mained. Love, Pran.”

After a few days, I noticed
that Pran had begun to hum
and even sing again, pleasures
that were not allowed in Cam-
bodia. He was coming alive.

His health, however, re-
mained fragile. As we pushed
through the many days of
medical exams security
checks and governmental
procedures — both Thai and
American -~ necessary for
final clearance to leave for
San Francisco, Pran was hit
by periodic waves of high
fever.

We both eventually sus-
ted it might be malaria,
but, afraid that detection in

(Continued on Page 64)
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DITH PRAN

Continued from Page 53

Thailand could lead to a long
period in quarantine for Pran,
we decided to treat it through
the easygoing hotel doctor and
with store-bought antibiotics.
The tirst time it happened —
the night of Oct. 12 — we
thought it was some kind of flu
or viral infection. We didn’t
have a thermometer, but his
body was burning up, so I
threw a pile of ice cubes into
the tub and made him take a
cold bath. It brought the fever
down somewhat, but he ached
all over, so 1 got him back into
bed, put a cold cloth on his

- sweating forehead, and gave
" him a back and head massage.

I also gave him fruit juices and
antibiotic tablets.

By morning, the fever had
broken and we sat around jok-
ing about the ‘‘countercolonial
movement’’ developing in our
hotel room. *‘You used to see
to my needs,’’ I told him, as he
laughed. ‘“Now things are
reversed. What'’s going on?" 1
was getting rid of some of my
pique over our changed roles;
it was a healthy development.

Later, on another night when
I was feeling achy and he was
massaging my back, he told
me that he had, on occasion,
been ordered to give massages
to Khmer Rouge troops when
they were sick. ‘' Just think of
me as the Khmer Rouge,” 1
said, continuing our jesting,

Though he was groping with
his radically changing life and
moving into the future, the
past was never too far away.
One morning, during a break
in an interview with Austral-
jan television on the hotel's
broad lawn, he saw a line of
red ants marching up the
trunk of a coconut palm.
““That's what we used to eat
for food when we had nothing
else,"” he said in a monotone.

On another morning, 1 felt
like a swim in the pool and
asked Pran to join me. *“No,"’
he said with a grimace. **1 was
out in the sun for four years in
the rice paddies. I don't need
any more.’’

In the middle of one night,
we were startled awake by the
phone. It was Sylvain Ju-
lienne, a French freelance
photographer who had taken
in an orphaned Cambodian in-
fant in the days before Phnom
Penh's fall and had been with
us in the French Embassy. He
was overjoyed by Pran's es-
cape, but there was a shadow
in his mind as well. He was
desperate for news of Sou Vi-
chith, a Cambodian photogra-
pher he was very close to. He
asked Pran nervously if he
knew anything about Vichith,
Pran told him ruefully that the
reports he heard were that Vi-
chith died of some illness in
Kompong Cham Province in
the early days of Khmer
Rouge control,

Our flight home to San Fran-
ciscoon Oct. 19 was an anxious
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18-hour journey -- antici-
pation and agitation in
equal doses, as the family
reunion neared. On the
last leg of the flight, |
turned to Pran and asked
him, just out of curiosity,
what was the first thing he
wanted to do when he saw
his family. His face
spread into an elfin grin
and then he just buried his
head in my right shoulder
and giggled and giggled in
embarrassment. 1 told
him that I had asked the
question innocently, not
thinking at all about mari-
tal pleasures, but he just
kept giggling. As we
neared the shores of the
United States, he became
very nervous, his right
knee jiggling up and down
like a telegraph key gone
wild.

The reunion at the air-
port was sweet trauma —
a crush of flowers, deep
hugs, tears and television
cameras. After that day,
Pran would have no diffi-
culty recognizing his chil-
drenon the street.

We departed for Ser
Moeun’s modest attached
house 1n the Sunset sec-
tion, near the ocean,
where Pran’s first Ameri-
can meal awaited. It was
Kentucky Fried Chicken;
Ser Moeun had been too
excited to cook. The tele-
vision set was turned on to
a puppet show. The family
album, holding all the
photographs of the years
he had been away, was
brought to him. He could
not absorb it all, and I left
with the Drypolchers for
their house, so that the
family could be alone,

During the night, Pran’s
fever flared anew. Ser
Moeun called us at 1:45 to
say that his temperature
had risen to 105 degrees.
We rushed over and took
him to the emergency
room of Kaiser Perma-
nente hospital. I stayed
with him all night, as
blood, urine and sputum
tests were made. He
couldn’t sleep. His mind
-— as it had repeatedly
since our reunion — raced
over the past and he chat-
tered in a stream of con-
sciousness about our ad-
ventures in the good old
days.

About the day our car
broke down past the air-
port in desolate emptiness
— almost into Khmer
Rouge territory — and we
frantically tried to push it
back toward Phnom Penh
and finally got a push
from a Government truck

whose driver was as nerv.
ous as we were. And about
the day the Khmer Rouge
seized Phnom Penh and
trained their rockets on
the Hotel Le Phnom and
ordered all the Western-
ers out and we took pic-
tures of them with their
rockets and Pran joked
about getting the pictures
developed at our regular
photo shop, My Ho, and
mailing them to the
Khmer Rouge. And on and
on he went.

By midmorning, his ill-
ness was definitely diag-
nosed as malaria. Pre-
scriptions were written
for chloroquine and
primaquine, and we took
him home — so I could
sleep.

Later he told me:
“When we were in the hos-
pital that mght, you were
exhausted, but still you
take care of me. I look at
your face and I think, you
and 1, it seems like we are
born from the same moth-
er.
*“I kept talking about
everything else,”” he ex-
plained, ‘‘because it was
very difficult to tell you
these things."”

A few days later it is
time for another difficult
parting, for 1 must return
to New York, while he
recovers his health.

Even though the leave-
taking is only temporary,
it is disquieting nonethe-
less for both of us. It is my
turn now to manufacture
diverting conversation,
choosing a tone of avuncu-
lar guidance, as I tell him
to follow the doctor’s or-
ders, open a checking ac-
count, take long walks,
eat well, etc,

Then, in a futile attempt
to hide my feelings and
lighten the moment, 1
tease him about our old
argument in Phnom Penh
on that day when I pushed
him hard to tell me ‘‘the
whole truth,”” an argu-
ment that had since be-
come a kind of special
folklore between us. That
argument had ended with
Pran saying he could not
tell me the entire truth,
only 80 percent of it, be-
cause ‘‘20 percent I have
to keep for myself."”

“Is it still only 80 per-
cent?’’ I ask now, gibing
at him fondly.

‘“‘No, not anymore,’” he
says, in a tone as solemn
as mine was airy. ‘‘There
is nothing to hide. No
more secrets. No more
camouflage. We both have
the same blood.”” B
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uous. A long run may be
abruptly halted by a vicious
gang tackle — then, as sudden-
ly, the ball will spurt free and
players will be off again.

Rugby players 1n this coun-
try will put up with almost
anything in pursuit of their
sport, Take the playing fields.
In England or Wales, games
are contested on vast, lush ex-
panses of lovingly manicured
grass. Not here. In New York,
rugby means slogging through
mud and sidestepping potholes
at Randalls Island or at Van
Cortlandt Park in the Bronx.

Sometimes the obstacles
aren’t so predictable, as Old
Blue discovered last spring
when 1t was host to a British
team, Newbury-Basingstoke.
The blokes from Newbury
might have expected at least a
team bus to haul them into bat-
tle. They went to Van Cort-
landt Park on the subway.

Just before half time, with
Oid Blue hanging tenaciously
to a slim lead, a group of West
Indian cricket players ap-
peared at one end of the field
and began setting up their
wickets. “*“They did 1t while we
were playing,”” Fischbein
moans.*We're screaming at
'em and threatening them but
they won’t budge. We finally
ended up with two cop cars.
Those Englhish guys were
laughing themselves silly.”’

Stories like that, which un-
derline the game’s knockabout
image, seem as much a part of
it as knee socks or that large
oval ball. ‘Rugby is full of
characters,’’ says Pat Jones,
whose husband, Jeff Joseph,
an attorney, plays for Old Blue
and is the current president of
the  Metropolitan Unton,
“‘Lawyers, writers, construc-
tion workers, bartenders — it
doesn’t matter. This game
brings them all together.” |

Old Blue has members in
their mid-40’s who still play,
and that’'s not uncommon.
There are 50-year-olds com-
peting on some teams (sides).
When two clubs meet, they
might each field as many as
four teams, including an ‘‘old
boys" side for the over-30's.

The playing season used to
be a largely unstructured af-
fair, sort of a floating beer
party interrupted occasionally
by games. Teams played when
and where they wanted, if
there was a good time to be
had and members could cough
up the money for travel ex-
penses. Scheduling for Metro-
politan Union once took place
in a neighborhood East Side
bar.“It was like a scene out of
the movie ‘Joe,” '’ Hagerty re-
calls. “‘An American flag was
hanging on the wall of this
place. And a moose head.
Everyone came with a paper
and pencil, and just worked
out a schedule right there.”

Clubs still control their own
scheduling, but since the
formation four years ago of
the United States of America
Rugby Football Union, the
games have assumed a
greater importance, and there

(Continued on Page 33)

When does a campaign end? Lowell
P. Weicker Jr.'s ended last spring, 10
weeks after he entered, when he an-
nounced that he had no support. Others
will end next March or April, after de-
feats dry up money. Robert J. Dole’s
campaign seemed over one Saturday in
Indianapolis.

Mr. Dole, who is, privately, a witty |
and caring man with a well-developed °

— and well-deserved — reputation as a
political hatchetman, had been strug-
gling through staff changes and suffer-
ing from a lack of support. But on this
day, he seemed relaxed. He thought
former President Ford, who has been
actively fueling speculation about a
candidacy, would enter the Republican
race, and that step would provide an ex-
cuse for others to get out. “‘We haven’t
exactly been setting the world on fire,"”’
he conceded, and then wisecracked his
way through the field of Republican
candidates. When Bob Dole is running
to win — as he did in Kansas, in 1974,
when he invited listeners to ask if his
opponent, a gynecologist, ever per-
formed an abortion — Mr. Dole does not
make wisecracks.
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How do Presidential campaigns
begin? In John B. Anderson’s case,
when he and his wife, Keke, looked at
candidate Jimmy Carter in the fall of
1976, they decided that Anderson was
much better qualified. At times all fall,
his lonely and only fitfully organized
campaign seemed sad, as when he
talked of starvation in Cambodia at
that Indianapolis meeting and nobody
listened. At others, as in the Presiden-
tial debate in Des Moines earlier this
month, his effort had a feisty, brassy
quality toit.

What had he ever done in public life
that he ever regretted?

Vvoted for the Gulf of Tonkin Resolu-
tion, he said.

How do you achieve the Republican
trinity of a balanced budget, lower
taxes and more defense spending all at
once?

*You do it with mirrors.”
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“It's going to be tough. We've got a
long, long, tough, tough way to go."

George Bush uses the word ‘‘tough”’
almost as often as Senator Kennedy
says ‘‘leadership.” He applies it some-
times to his campaign, and sometimes
to the cold, outside world. Mr. Bushisa
conservative Republican who talks
moderately. Skull and Bones and Texas
oil, the hardest-working candidate of
them all. In November, flying from
Oklahoma City to Tulsa, there was only
one reporter along, but it may have
been the last time, for Mr. Bush was on
a rising curve of press attention. More
and more columnists are saying he has
the best chance to beat Ronald Reagan
of any Republican. If that is true, much
of the credit goes to his organization,
which has made the most of his oppor-
tunities in the early states.

But much of it is the candidate him-
self. He projects total sincerity, even
when it sounds farfetched. Either be-
cause he really thinks it's wrong, or be-
cause things are going well enough

Ronald Reagan with family as he announced for the Presidency in Manhattan.

without it, he doesn’t attack other can-
didates. But there is no question that he
is running against Ronald Reagan and
his age, Last month, Mr. Bush’s New
Hampshire campaign newsletter
showed a picture of him jogging. A
flyer touted his age as just right for the
Presidency; Mr. Bush was asked if that
was a slap at the 68-year-old Reagan.
His answer:

‘‘Oh, no, it's just an emphasis on my
own credentials, my own qualifica-
tions, overall readiness, fitness, run-
ning three miles a day, up for the 80’'s,

John Setomoyer/ the New Tork Times

1 1 ‘
Jerry Brown tries to lengthen his politi-
cal stride in New York last November,

two terms, vigorous, strong, ready to
charge. That’s what it emphasizes. And
if somebody else has different creden-
tials, let them put them forward. I'm
55, If a guy says he's 40, does that mean
he's taking a slap at me? I don't think
s0. I've got a record out there. I've been
athletic all my life ... 55 seems about
right to me. Next year, 56 will seem
about right.”’

Edmund G. Brown’'s campaign
reached some kind of peak on a stun-
ning Indian summer day in New Eng-
land. Governor Brown'’s Eastern visit
enabled the press to cover one of the in-
numerable beginnings of a Presidential
campaign in a relaxed, bemused way.
One could tot up his minor successes
(people seemed to like his speeches,
and the rent-a-crowd he brought from
Boston got him on television looking as
if he were being acclaimed) and his
minor failures (that rent-a-crowd
didn't impress the pols in New Hamp-
shire), but neither ever seemedcrucial.

The buses had looped two or three
times around the Park Plaza in Boston
and then had lost each other onthe way
to the Sheraton Wayfarer in Bedford,
N.H. The Wayfarer is that motel with
the covered bridge and the waterfall
that the networks use to prove that
they're in New Hampshire around pri-
mary time. Later, the buses got lost
looking for a grove in the woods, a
grove that came complete with long-
distance telephones.

While the Brown bus was heading
from Boston to New Hampshire, he
walked back and asked some reporters,
“What’s this story about Kennedy ask-
ing Carter to pull out?’* When we got to
a phone booth, we determined that the
article, as best anyone could figure out,
was false — a bad headline ontop of a
phony story leaked by the White House.
But it was just the first of a series of
campaign events that took attention
away from Mr. Brown when he might
have expected to hold it.
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There was nothing peaceful and
charming about the campaign stop of
John B. Connally in Fort Lauderdale.
About 1,000 Florida Republicans were
sitting in a motel auditorium. Up front,
a man in a blindfold was picking names
out of a wire drum. (He managed to
pick his mother’s.)

This exercise was not merely a way
to kill a Saturday; it was, in fact, a ran-
dom selection of delegates to a state
convention near Disney World in
November. That convention had no
other purpose than to serve as a straw
poll, a survey that would have no effect

UPl

on the 51-member Florida delegation to
the Republican National Convention.
But Mr. Connally was spending at least
$250,000 to get people to go to these
meetings and try to get their names
picked out of the wire drums.

“This convention is going to be inter-
preted widely throughout the United
States to show that this is a two-man
race basically between Reagan and
Connally.” That is what Mr. Connally
had to say in his hotel suite Friday; the
former Governor of Texas was going all
out to win, or to finish a very close sec-
ond, in a race for headlines and pats on
the head from columnists. Not only did
Mr. Connally look like a President, his
entourage added to that impression. No
complaints about the Imperial Presi-
dency from this candidate.

When the picking was over, Mr. Con-
nally's backers seemed to have done all
right, too, somewhere close to Mr. Rea-

Would-be Minuteman John Connally at-
tempts the hat trick in Massachusetts.

gan’s tally. But then the local party
leadership went to work, and voted on
deserving party workers to add to the
delegation. Out of 31 of them, 28 just
happened to be Mr. Reagan’s support-

ers.
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In Florida, perhaps 40,000 Democrats
spent hours electing delegates to their
state convention for their straw poll.
The Carter Administration threw
money, staff and prestige into the state.

Meanwhile, the Senator from Massa-
chusetts had found this the opportune
moment to be somewhere else, in
Louisville, raising money for John Y.
Brown Jr., the fried-chicken million-
aire who wanted to be Governor of Ken-
tuchy:.

Senator Kennedy’s first stop was at a
neighborhood health center, where a
crowd of 200 or 300 were waiting to see
him, impatiently. When Mr. Kennedy
came outside, ex-Mayor Harvey 1.
Sloane first introduced everyone
present who ever had anything to do
with the health center. The crowd be-
came impatient. Then Mr. Kennedy got
up and invited everyone else who
hadn't been introduced to stand — and
suddenly everyone was laughing, not
grumbling.

That evening, at the fund-raiser, the
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Senator was again completely
relaxed. This fire-up-the-
troops speech 1s the kind of
thing Mr. Kennedy has done
for years, and he does it very,
very well. But as he left for the
plane, reporters asked him
about Florida, where the re-
sults sounded bad, and he was
more awkward, saying he did
not have a chance tocampaign
(choice, not chance, is what
really kept him out), saying
that lowa would be the ‘‘first
real test."”

That awkwardness about
how to campaign showed up
more and more as the fall went
on. He would give a brilhant
performance, then a flat one,
breeze through a press confer-
ence, then stumble 1n an inter-
view. In October, the Carter
campaign complained that the
press was letting Senator Ken-
nedy get away with a carefully
plotted campaign. By Decem-
ber they were saying, as they
made it to their third cam-
paign chairman in 10 months,
that Mr. Kennedy's operation
was a shambles.

Both  suggestions were
wrong, but there were mo-
ments when Mr. Kennedy's
personal performance justi-
fied either interpretation. It
was plain in Louisville — and
also plain nine days later in
Philadelphia, when he ap-
peared for mayoral candidate
William J. Green 3d — that he
was comfortable in the role of
party leader, exaggerating the
virtues of whatever Demo-
crats were at hand, and teas-
ing about his own potential
candidacy. But he had prac-
ticed that part for a decade.

But when he was campaign-
ing — not for Brown or Green,
or even Carter (for whom he
spoke brilliantly in 1976), but
for himself — Mr. Kennedy
was often uncertain. He would
say he was experimenting, but
he never had the luxury of ob-
scurity for a laboratory.
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Ronald Reagan has more of
the public behind him than any
other Republican. But he
seems to stay farther away
from them than the other can-
didates. Not for him the 14-
hour days, town meetings and
coffees and local talk shows.
Still, he manages to reach the
voters. Perhaps the best ex-
ample of this was an an.
nouncement he made on Nov.
13 — a long speech that made
dull reading. But it reached
more people than anyone
else's, because he did the
whole thing on television. He
carried a Presidential air as
he performed, and it made ef-.
fective campaigning.

The next day he came to
Washington for the announced
purpose of a press conference,
but it was cut off after 23
minutes of questions, follow-

ing an equal amount of time 1n-
troducing supporters, like ex-
football player Jack Kemp,
and his wife (“the quarter-
back in my family'’) and Sena-
tor Paul Laxalt of Nevada
(and "‘my little wafe, Carol’").
Mr. Reagan said nothing
surprising, and stuck very
carefully to the advice given
by chief campaign strategist
John P. Sears. Predictably, he
was criticized for campaign-
ing in a plastic bag, as Senator
Kennedy was later criticized
for saying what he thinks with-
out thinking whether to say it.
Those Reagan supporters
who did run the gantlet of Se-
cret Service and Capitol Police
for the press conference loved
it all, from introductions
through answers, and they
crowded around later to shake
his hand. The crowd tied up an
otherwise sleepy Senate Office
Building, prompting one
woman to demand to get
through the police lines, say-
ing, ‘“‘I'm not here to see an
aging movie star. I'm just
trying to get to my office.”’
They made her wait.
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A few candidates hardly ap-
pear 1n this notebook. Philip
M. Crane, the very conserva-
tive Illinois Republican, was
almost overcome with emotion
when he thanked Florida Re-
publicans for giving him the
highest number of second-
place votes. Still, he had only
the fourth-highest number of
first-place votes.

President Carter has not
been campaigning, in any
traditional way. The hostages
in Iran preoccupy him and
frustrate those who want his
job. ““I find 1t difficult to con-
tain myself on what 1 really
feel,”” George Bush said in
Oklahoma, holding back the
Yankee emotions. Still, he con-
tained himself, which was
more than Mr. Kennedy, Mr.
Reagan and the President's
mother managed to do.

On the drive back to Des
Moines from Waverly, the car
radio jangled with a vulgar
anti-Khomeini song.
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As a way of finishing off this
report on the incidental music
of the campaign, it might be
appropriate to mention one
other recent event that is com-
pletely trivial and yet, per-
haps, serves to sums up the ex-
perience not only of the candi-
dates, but of those who cover
them as well.

It is 5:45 A.M., or whenever.
The phone at one hostelry
rings. When you get to it, a
voice  announces: “Good
morning, this is your
prerecorded wake-up call.
Nice to have you with us at the
Hyatt Regency 0'Hare. Good
morning, this is  your
prerecorded....”
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