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During Lon Nol’s Republic Regime, I was still too young to know what was happening in 
Cambodia. After a bloodless coup of Prime Minister, General Lon Nol and Sirik Matak who 
overthrew Norodom Sihanouk monarchy regime in March 1970, all the children and I in 
Taprohm Village still went to Prek Eng Primary School as usual. 
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[11] Life under Marshal Lon Nol’s Republic regime 

 

MY FAMILY and our villagers lived under Prince Norodom Sihanouk’s Sangkum 
Reastre Niyum Regime and Lon Nol’s Republic Regime, we the villagers seemed not to be 
worried about food because we were living very far away from the war zones. But when the war 
of Vietcong who were waiting for a long time patiently in Cambodian jungles being broken out 
rapidly after Prince Norodom Sihanouk who was ousted in 1970, we the villagers started to 
realize when the war would end?  

Phum Taprohm, Kandal Province on National Route No.1, about 7-8 kms away, the eastern part, 
from Phnom Penh. My home was located in Kandal Province it was along the Mekong River 
there was no hunger in my village. We all ate well and we were very happy. Around us were 
mango, jackfruit, coconut and sapodilla trees and many other fruit trees. It was a rich and 
bountiful land.  

 

Leaders of Khmer Republic regime1

If we didn’t want to go to the market, we just would fish and pick fruit, we could live very 
comfortable on my father’s wage. In our village, we already had electricity, but when the war of 
Vietcong and its comrade-at-arms of men-in-black, who had been waiting patiently in the jungles 
everywhere in Cambodia, were getting fiercer and fierce that Cambodia was going to throw itself 

 

                                                             
1 Cartoon by Bun Heang Ung http://sacrava.blogspot.com  
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into the turmoil and inevitable destruction. The villagers could not afford to use the electricity 
anymore. 

During Lon Nol’s Republic Regime, I was still too young to know what was happening in 
Cambodia. After a bloodless coup of Prime Minister, General Lon Nol and Sirik Matak who 
overthrew Norodom Sihanouk monarchy regime in March 1970, all the children and I in 
Taprohm Village still went to Prek Eng Primary School as usual. 

During the war, I've witnessed many horrible sights. Dead, swelled, naked body floating down 
the river where we bathed and drank. I remember body in a bag floating down the river. 

But when the War was getting fiercer and fiercer, I saw many US giant planes (Uncle Sam) 
dropped its B-52 bombs nearly on every province, which terribly had shaken the roof of my 
house. I heard the sounds of machine guns and bombs around me, but it was far away from my 
village. Some guns sounded like a fat man farting and I laughed a lot and thought it was very 
funny and I enjoyed that. 

Sometimes, I saw many bodies and wounded soldiers of Lon Nol came from other side of 
Mekong River on a motor boat. Those bodies and wounded soldiers were transported to Phnom 
Penh Hospital.  

Within months of 1970 invasion the Communists had isolated Phnom Penh, gained half the 
country and over 20 percent of the population. Each year they captured more. It became a war 
over the lines of communication. Despite the ambitions Kissinger expressed in “Strategy Three. 
Variant Three” the government controlled only a number of enclaves around Phnom Penh and 
provincial capitals-Kompong Thom, Kompong Cham, Svay Rieng, Takeo, Kampot, Kompong 
Som (the renamed port of Sihanoukville), a large area around Battambang in the northwest, and a 
strip of land between Battambang and Phnom Penh.  Apart from Battambang, none was self-
sufficient and all depended increasingly on Phnom Penh for rice and other essentials. Lon Nol’s 
troops were engaged principally in trying to keep the roads to them open. As they failed, more 
and more goods had to be transported first by water and then by air.2

About my father’s business, on a barge carrying goods from Phnom Penh to Prey Nokor, from 
Prey Nokor to Phnom Penh was a great risk, which his crews and he were always protected and 
escorted by a few gunboats to prevent from the men-in-black and Vietcong’s rockets and 
missiles. His journey was always safe at Mekong. But it was very risky business travelling along 
the Mekong River in those days in a barge: 

 

For the North Vietnamese too, communications were the key. After the invasion they rebuilt 
their supply routes into South Vietnam. They came down from southern Laos along the Mekong 
by water, path and road and some then turned straight east into Vietnam, while others curled 
                                                             
2 William Shawcross: Sideshow: Kissinger, Nixon and the Destruction of Cambodia (1986) P.200 
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westward and southward around Phnom Penh, eventually ending in the Mekong Delta. In the 
northeast, where the North Vietnamese began training the Khmer Rouge recruits, some 
Communist battalions defended these new supply lines while other forces were used to push Lon 
Nol’s troops back toward Phnom Penh and keep them preoccupied with their own survival. For 
Hanoi, as for Washington, Cambodia was a stalemated war. The aim was not to capture Phnom 
Penh but to tie down as many South Vietnamese and Cambodian troops as possible while Hanoi 
pursued its unchanging ends in Vietnam.3

The story of the river convoys illustrates how the use of American air power expanded in 
Cambodia. As the Mekong narrowed with the recession of the flood water, toward the end of 
1970, the convoys to Phnom Penh became more vulnerable to attack from the banks. In early 
January, Swank cabled Rogers to warn that supplies of petroleum in the city were dangerously 
low. In Saigon, the military worked out an emergency plan to provide Vietnamese naval support 
and United States air power to push the convoys through. 

 

The task of guarding the convoys was given to the U.S. Air Force, and to Army helicopter 
gunships. This drew instant protests from the U.S. navy, which wanted its own planes involved 
as well. In Saigon, the Air Force categorically claimed that, “Sufficient air assets were 
available,” and refuse to allow the navy in. but the Air Force had also assumed prime 
responsibility for keeping Cambodia’s road open. As the 1971 dry season progressed, North 
Vietnamese attacks on the roads grew so heavy that the Air Force was compelled to divert planes 
from the river convoys. The Navy was called upon.4

One day, in the evening in summer of 1971/2, my uncle’s (Heang) barge was carrying goods 
from Prey Nokor to Phnom Penh with his wife and three/five month daughter, were brutally 
ambushed by the men-in-black every direction. His barge was slowly sunk into the bottom of the 
Mekong by rockets of Vietcong and its comrade-at-arms, men-in-black. My family and I and 
other villagers watched helplessly in a distance from Taprohm Village. We all could see clearly 
that the machines and rockets were shot straight into the barge from every direction like the 
firework. For a reason, my father and grandparents were for sure about Heang’s barge from Prey 
Nokor to Phnom Penh because they had received a telegram from Prey Nokor. (Prey Nokor was 
a Cambodian former City, known as today “Ho Chi Minh”. I’d never heard “Saigon” in my 
village in those days.) In the morning, my father and other uncles were travelling on a motorboat 
to find Heang but they came back with their empty hands instead. We all thought Heang and his 
family were dead. But we kept praying in the name of Buddha for his safety to return home. But 
a few days later, Heang and his family came to Taprohm Village safely, but his wife was in 
shock condition. 

 

                                                             
3 William Shawcross: Sideshow: Kissinger, Nixon and the Destruction of Cambodia (1986) Pp.200-201 
4 William Shawcross: Sideshow: Kissinger, Nixon and the Destruction of Cambodia (1986) P.216 
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“My barge was starting to sink slowly into the bottom of the Mekong,” When he came to 
Taprohm Village by telling us more clearly. “I put my daughter on the top of my head, and my 
wife held onto my shoulder as I was trying to swim to reach the bank to get shelter for our safety. 
Because shelling like rain falling from the sky. While I was swimming carefully, sometimes I 
came out of the water to get some breathing.”  

Travelling on Highway Number 1 from Phnom Penh to Neak Luong and Prey Nokor was 
completely cut off. As (The Bombing) William Shawcross told us clearly that Neak Luong was a 
strategic town on the Mekong between Phnom Penh and the Vietnam border, vital to the Lon Nol 
government’s control of the river. In the middle of the town was one of the radar beacons 
essential to the B-52 bombing of Cambodia. Unlike in Vietnam, there were no ground radar sites 
to help planes to their targets in the country. Some missions came from under the control of a 
guide plane flying out of the Thailand; this program was known as “Pave Phantom Lead.” Early 
in 1973 one beacon was placed on top of the American embassy in Phnom Penh. At the same 
time more and more beacons were installed in Cambodian towns to cope with the expansion of 
the bombings. On August 7 one navigator who was using the Neak Luong beacon forgot to flip 
his switch. Six miles above the town the plane’s belly opened and the long thirty-ton string of 
bombs “boxed” without warning onto the people below. 

Rumours of the accident quickly reached Phnom Penh, where dozens of journalists had gathered 
to await what everyone expected to be the Khmer Rouge “kill” after the bombing ended August 
15. Colonel David Opfer, the United States embassy’s air attaché, told them the accident was “no 
great disaster. The destruction was minimal.” Nonetheless, he and other embassy officials did 
everything they could to prevent reports from travelling to Neak Luong. Sydney S. Schanberg of 
the New York Times managed to do so. He found that one string of bombs had marched right 
down the main street, the hospital was destroyed, 137 people had been killed and 268 wounded.  

 

US Bombing in Cambodia, 1965-735

                                                             
5 
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The accident inevitably raised the question of how often such errors occurred in parts of the 
country where reporters could never penetrate. Commiserating with the townspeople, 
Ambassador Swank pointed out that “in war one learns to suffer, but it is especially 
disheartening to receive death and destruction from your friends.” The United States government 
promised funds to rebuild the hospital and pay compensation of about $100 per causality. A 
survivor thanked Swank for his generosity. The navigator was later fined $700 for his 
carelessness.6

One day may be in 1973/74, I saw my uncle, Heang again, one of his legs was slightly wounded 
by shrapnel, and one of his friends named “Kong”, shrapnel went straight into one of his eyes. 
He lost one sight. Kong and his family were also living in Taprohm Village. Kong worked on a 
Marine/gunboat for Lon Nol’s regime. I didn’t know where Kong’s Marine was going to, or 
where it was coming from? I only heard that my uncle and he were transported to Phnom Penh 
Hospital by a chopper. Because on Kong’s Marine, which a chopper/helicopter could land for an 
emergency. Sometime I saw Kong’s Marine was being anchored in the Mekong in front of my 
grandparents’ house before my uncle and he were badly wounded. Before January 1975, all 
roads into Phnom Penh had been decisively cut. Ninety-two percent of all the rice, fuel and 
ammunition on which the government depended for survival was brought by barge sixty miles up 
the winding river from South Vietnam. Through December, as the rains ended and the waters 
receded, the banks closed in and the convoys became more and more vulnerable. One convoy 
managed to pass up river just after Christmas, but as soon as the New Year offensive began, the 
Khmer Rouge committed over 5,000 troops to the banks of the lower Mekong between the 
Vietnamese border and the ferry town of Neak Luong. The government had failed to appreciate 
that the defense of the Mekong was far more vital to its survival than, say that of the enclave of 
Takeo. Inadequate forces were committed to keep the river open. For almost all of January no 
convoys came through, and the capital’s stocks of rice, fuel and ammunition were diminished. 
Finally, at the end of the month, one small convoy did manage to reach Phnom Penh. 

 

For the Vietnamese, Taiwanese and Korean crews, the voyage on the rusty barges and tugs were 
perilous. In the past they had usually had to brave an hour of heavy fire at a few well-known 
choke points along the river. This year the fire was extraordinarily heavy and almost continuous. 
Hour after hour, thousands of machines-gun rounds and hundreds of B-40, B-41 and 107-mm, 
rockets, grenades and mortars crashed into the sandbagged bridges of the boats and against the 
steel cages with which the ammunition barges were protected. For much of the trip many of the 
crewmembers were in pain, screaming “Back up, VC. Back up, VC.” The wheelhouse of one tug 
took a direct hit and collapsed on the Cambodian pilot. Even as the convoy finally straggled into 

                                                             
6 William Shawcross: Sideshow: Kissinger, Nixon and the Destruction of Cambodia (1986) Pp.294-295 
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Phnom Penh’s little dock; rocket sizzled across the water, smashed into a harbour tug and killed 
man.7

I only heard Vietcong but we’d never seen them with my own eyes because in Taprohm Village 
where we were living peacefully was a bit far away from battlefields. But I clearly saw US B-52 
dropped too many bombs on Arey Sat district about 2 and 3 km on other side of Mekong and 
many other parts of the country. If now we stand on the bank of Tonle Sap in the Royal Palace in 
Phnom Penh, we clearly see Arey Sat District on other side of Mekong is about 3.5/4 Km away. 

 

I clearly saw the brutalities of US B52 bombardments, but I never saw the brutalities of men-in- 
black (known widely today as Khmer Rouge) and their comrade-in-arm Vietcong because the 
villagers, my family and I were living safely in Taprohm Village were carefully protected by Lon 
Nol’s soldiers. On the other hand, we were not living in a battle zone, but US B52 campaign of 
levelling Vietcong and her comrade-in-arm Khmer Rouge. And from day to day, we heard all 
kinds of rumours of the brutalities of Vietcong and its comrade-in-arm Khmer Rouge who 
treated Cambodians who ran into their liberated zones like an animal.  

 

B-52’s raids near Cambodia border, 19688

One day, I saw my aunt’s mother-in-law’ families escaped from Chrouy Dang town in Kandal 
Province to live in my house in Taprohm Village. Chrouy Dang town is about 25/30 km away 
from Taprohm Village on National Route No.1. I remember once I was taken by my aunt’s 
brothers-in-law to visit their family there before the coup. I saw many Chinese built houses along 
side of Route No.1. Many of those houses were really Chinese businessmen. One of my aunt’s 
brother-in-laws was chef and Chinese bun cake maker. Route No. 1 in those days was as smooth 
as in Australia today. 

 

                                                             
7 William Shawcross: Sideshow: Kissinger, Nixon and the Destruction of Cambodia (1986) Pp.346-347 
8 www.historycentral.com/vietnam/b52Cambodia.gif 
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The reason they escaped from Chrouy Dang town because they were so fearful of U.S. 
bombardments and the brutalities of men-in-black and their comrades-at-arm Viet Cong. Chrouy 
Dang was a really hot spot during the war from 1970-75 for the inhumane bombardments of US 
and the cruel treatments of men-in-black and Vietcong against civilians.  

But peasant escapees from areas of Khmer Rouge control were telling of having to endure the 
relentless physical toil and harsh discipline that the Communists imposed. They told how 
children were taken from parental control and indoctrinated or turned into spies, of how people 
were executed for trivial offences, of how the Communists just used them as slaves. They told 
how Khmer Rouge arrived in villages and hamlets previously untouched by the war and 
immediately battered to death with hammers and all those who held any position of leadership or 
respect, abducting the remaining populace to be soldiers or labourers. The message loud and 
brutal filled with constant dread and fear and misery.  

I had departed Cambodia temporarily, and on my return found that the population in our room 
had swelled considerably. Joyously, the newcomers were relatives: Seejun’s younger sister 
Sreang, the sister’s husband Choum, taken into Pol Pot’s army in 1970 when the Communists 
entered their village and forcibly conscripted all the youths. Those who resisted induction were 
summarily executed. 

For four years Choum and Sang fought as Khmer Rouge, being told America planned to conquer 
Cambodia. But the savagery of the Khmer Rouge cruelty eventually repelled the young men, as 
did the harsh discipline and rigours imposed on the ‘liberated’ civilians under Communist 
control.9

While they were living with my aunt’s family and mine, too. Two of my aunt’s brother-in-laws 
still continued their studies in Phnom Penh. One of her brother-in-laws, named “Lieng,” who 
studied to be a doctor, told us happily that he would go to continue his studies in Paris after 
“New Year” April 1975. 

 

Another brother-in-law of hers, named “Tree”, who I didn’t remember what he was studying in 
those days. I always saw him going to school every morning. And eldest brother-in-law of hers 
still made Chinese bun cakes to make money for supporting their daily livelihood.  

My aunt’s husband was a French translator for working for French in Phnom Penh. But I didn’t 
know exactly where he worked. She had three children. 

My father and other villagers in Taprohm Village loved ousted then-prince Sihanouk very much. 
My father always said he would shave his head to mourn for Sihanouk’s returning to Phnom 
Penh. Nearly all ordinary Cambodians, like my father who didn’t know much about “Politics” in 
their country, always prayed to Buddha for peace to come soon so that our daily livelihood could 
                                                             
9 Simon Ross: Subjugation of Cambodia (1983) Pp.43-48 
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go as normal. They always liked to call Prince Sihanouk in those days, “Samdech Euv”. My 
father enjoyed very much when he heard Sihanouk’s voice on Radio being broadcasted from 
Peking:  

From Peking, Norodom Sihanouk launched his appeal to the Khmer people that they rise up, join 
the maquis, and begin an armed fight against the treacherous Lon Nol, Sirik Matak, and their 
masters, the American imperialists. Sihanouk specified that once they had formed guerrilla army 
patriot volunteers would find friends ready to give them rifles and ammunition and furnish them 
with adequate miliary training.  

While they were happy with Sihanouk’s appeal to the Khmer people, the Khmer Rouge and the 
Vietnamese became mortal enemies, because on the one hand Pol Pot’s followers categorically 
denied the Vietnamese the least right to take the Khmer joining the maquis as a result of Lon 
Nol’s unpopular and antinational coup; and on the other hand the Vietnamese went right ahead 
and openly competed with the Khmer Rouge for the fresh recruits. They were aware not about to 
become Communists, that quite to the contrary they were firm nationalists and Sihanouk 
supporters, so the Vietnamese enticed them to enlist with thundering pro-Sihanouk slogans and 
the “generous” distribution of badges with a picture of Samdech Euv (“Prince Father”) as the 
people called Sihanouk. 

It was not really their country that Lon Nol’s troops were fighting for. Like soldiers anywhere 
they frequently fought for their own lives and those of their families. Many of them fought out of 
fear of the Khmer Rouge. They fought against atheism. They fought for their children, for their 
squads and for their platoons. They fought because they had nowhere else to go. The Khmer 
Rouge advanced on Phnom Penh in the 1973-74 dry seasons, but the capital held firm against the 
onslaught.10

When we all in Taprohm Village heard about the Khmer Rouge coming to the city. So we all 
villagers became real refugees. This was the first time we really became refugees. My family, 
aunts’ and uncles’ and I escaped from Taprohm Village to Saka Keo district. Saka Keo is 
bordering with Arey Sat where US B52 used to dropping its bombs, is about 3.5/4 Km away 
from Taprohm Village as above-mentioned. Some villagers went to some other directions for 
taking a refuge. But we all were staying at Saka Keo for about a few days because we all were so 
fearful of Khmer Rouge who was not far away from us. While we were staying there, we clearly 
saw two US giant planes dropped its bombs on Wat Viel Sbeu on HW No.1. Wat Viel Sbeu is 
about 2 or 3 Km away from Taprohm Village. 

 

  

                                                             
10 Simon Ross: Subjugation of Cambodia (1983) P.45 
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August 5, 1973, FANK recaptured Veal Sbeu, 3 miles Southeast of Phnom Penh 

Where we refugees were staying was so quiet, eerie and dangerous. My father and uncle decided 
to seek a safe refuge in Phnom Penh. When they came back with good news that we had to move 
on to Phnom Penh for our safety. So my family and I went to live in Boeung Keng Kang. I didn’t 
know where my aunt’s family and her mother-in-law’s families went. 

We were staying in my father’s cousin’s villa in Boeung Keng Kang, Phnom Penh. We were 
living on the ground floor, opposite there was a school. At nighttimes, my family and I went up 
stair on the first floor to watch a black and white TV, which I had never seen before. We all 
watched a comedian story and cartoons. At that time, we still had enough food to live on. We 
were different from other group of refugees who were starved and died of disease. While we 
were staying in my father’s cousin’s villa; I saw many students in the school opposite, cried and 
dressed white dresses to mourn for losing their loved teacher. I heard that their teacher was killed 
by the Khmer Rouge shelling onto Phnom Penh.  

Relieved at the lack of military action, the people of Phnom Penh emanated cheerfulness. For 
although one million lived in temporarily slums they at least were free of the oppression endured 
by millions of other Cambodians ensnared under Khmer Rouge control in the provinces.11

The refugees in Phnom Penh were in turmoil because they were running out of food supplies. 
The airlift of food prevented famine, but it did not stop starvation spreading through the city. In 
1973 the government’s estimate of the daily rice needed in Phnom Penh was 770 metric tons. 
During 1974, as tens of thousands more refugees arrived, the daily distribution fell to about 694 
metric tons. Still more refugees streamed in during the new offensive, but after the Mekong was 
closed the amount of rice distributed fell further almost every day. It was average for that period 
was 543 metric tons a day. Throughout February and March the airlift managed to bring in only 
about 440 metric tons day. 

 

Reports by the various charitable relief organisations and investigations by the World Health 
Organisation and by the Senate Refugee Subcommittee had already showed that malnutrition 
was a serious problem in 1974. In February 1975, the office of Inspector General of Foreign 
Assistance at the State Department asserted that “children are starving to death” in Cambodia. 
That conclusion was hard to avoid. In the camps and in the streets, in the cardboard shelters, in 
the Cambodian Hotel refugee center, one could see sick children everywhere. Those who 
suffered from kwashiorkor, extreme protein deficiency, had distended bellies and swollen hands, 
feet and ankles. Their hair was falling out or running light brown, and so was their skin; they 
behaved was listlessly as one might expect. 

                                                             
11 Simon Ross: Subjugation of Cambodia (1983) P.49 
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Other children had simply far too little to eat to be able to grow properly and were suffering from 
marasmus. Their match like limbs hung over the empty skin folds of their bodied, they had 
almost no muscular control, and eight-year olds looked like shriveled babies. For most of them 
there was no hope. The World vision child nutrition center had to turn away 1,758 severely 
malnourished children between December 1974 and February 1975; they had beds for only 235 
of the worst new cases. The Inspector-General’s report noted: “It requires little imagination to 
picture these wretchedly frail and sickly little bodies, borne away in their weak mother’s arm, 
carried to an alley somewhere, to die; certain to suffer, untreated, and unhospitlized.  

No one knows how many thousands of children died in Cambodia in those final months before 
the end of the war. Their suffering was perhaps the most poignant demonstration of the 
government’s inability to sustain its population, but in these final weeks the majority of the 
population collapsed into the sort of half life that the refugees had always endure. The U.S. AID 
Termination Report commented later that although more and more people were still pushing 
desperately into the enclaves and thus exacerbating the refugees crisis, it was at the same time 
less and less readily identifiable as a distinct problem…[and] became inseparable from the larger 
social economic collapse of the country.” By now, “There was little or no food to be had by 
anybody-refugees, civilian or soldier. Malnutrition became rampant, especially in Phnom Penh, 
and spread to all classes of the Khmer society.”12

While we were staying in Phnom Penh, my father always tried to find out the situation in 
Taprohm Village because we desperately wanted to go back home. In Phnom Penh, sometime I 
heard the explosion to have taken many lives. 

 

Confidence in Lon Nol faltered after the Chenla II debacle and then plunged to a nadir of despair 
at later antics. There was the rambling television speech warning Cambodians to beware of 
highly-trained Viet Cong rabbits strapped with explosives and sent to Phnom Penh by the 
Communists to blow the city up.13

The problem of feeding and governing the three and half million people crowded into the 
enclaves on the losing side. In total secrecy, they decided that as soon as victory was theirs, the 
cities would immediately by emptied of their populations. 

 

The people Phnom Penh had little way of judging the effects of the bombs, shells and rockets the 
FANK had rained on Communist positions and ordinary villages, but one criterion was their own 
fear and the destruction caused by the Communists’ random shelling of Phnom Penh. These had 
taken place throughout the war, whenever the Khmer Rouge had managed to push within range. 
Now the fire was much more frequent, and the principal target was the airport. Over these first 

                                                             
12 William Shawcross: Sideshow: Kissinger, Nixon and the Destruction of Cambodia (1986) Pp.348-349 
13 Simon Ross: Subjugation of Cambodia (1983) P.50 
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three months of 1975, more than 2,500 rockets and shells were fired at Pochentong in an attempt 
to half the airlift.  

The city itself suffered rather worse from the bombardment. One day in early February, a rocket 
landed just outside Le College de Phnom Watt and shot shrapnel and flying glass into a 
classroom. Eight were killed and thirty-five wounded, many terribly, by that one missile. By the 
middle of February, over 700 rockets had skewed across the river into the city, killing over one 
hundred people. On March 10 a single 107-mm. Rocket struck just outside the door of the 
Monorom Hotel in the international section of the city. Eleven people were killed and twenty 
wounded. The security guard on duty at the door died in the arms of an American television 
correspondent.14

When my father got good news that the situation in Taprohm Village was calm, and there was 
nothing to be taken away from our houses. We were so happy to go back home because we 
didn’t really want to stay in Phnom Penh. It was so boring. But the circumstance had forced us to 
do so. It was an indisputable situation we had to face to.  

 

When we all the villagers came back to live in our village again, my father business went on as 
usual, but this time was so risky one. One day, a few months before Phnom Penh was taken over 
by the “Mysterious Anonymous Higher Organisation.” His barge was carrying goods to 
Kompong Chhnang Province along Tonle Sap River, which always was escorted by a few 
gunboats to prevent from the men-in-black’s attack. When all goods on his barge were loaded 
onto Kompong Chhnang Port. His barge was reloaded with lots of goods before travelling back 
to Phnom Penh.  “As my barge was travelling along with other barges, all of sudden, my crews 
and I were being attacked from every direction by the men-in-black’s machineguns and 
mortars…” He told us boldly when he came back home, “My barge was travelling ahead of 
others. I saw something strange across Tonle Sap River floating. My crews and I used a long 
bamboo to push it down into the deeper water in order not to let my barge get stuck and blew up 
apart.” 

“One of barges was travelling behind us was caught, which was blown up and sunk into the 
bottom of Tonle Sap.” He told us sadly by praying to his ancestral soul and spirit and Buddha to 
protect him from being sunk into the bottom of Tonle Sap, “When my barge was out of trouble, 
we all sailors were so relieved, safe and sound.” 

When war was drawing closer and closer to the end, my father never travelled on the barge 
carrying goods from Phnom Penh to Prey Nokor again because it was too dangerous. Along both 
sides of the Mekong were the men-in-black were secretly waiting to attack on any convoy that 
came and went. The convoy brought just two weeks of supplies. It was the last ever to reach 
Phnom Penh. By the time the crews had recovered from their ordeal and set off back to Saigon, 

                                                             
14 William Shawcross: Sideshow: Kissinger, Nixon and the Destruction of Cambodia (1986) Pp.354-355 
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the Khmer Rouge had introduced a fatal new weapon. They stretched nylon line and wire rope, 
salvaged from tugs sunk in earlier operations, across the river. The lines were supported by 
bamboo floats and attached to them were small mines, supplied by China, which were detonated 
from the shore as ships passed over them. Several vessels in the empty convoy were sunk. 

With American advice, the FANK (Forces Armee Nationes Khmeres) leadership developed 
plans for coordinated army, navy and air-force sweeps of the river. The navy was to cut the 
barricades, while artillery was unleashed on Khmer Rouge positions, helicopters were leapfrog 
troops up the riverbanks just before convoys passed, and the ships were to run the most 
dangerous of choke points at night. The scheme was, as General Palmer pointed out, “an 
excellent piece of staff work from a U.S. Staff College viewpoint.” 

Instead, the navy alone made haphazard attempts to clear the river. They were not successful, 
and by the end of March the navy had lost about a quarter of its ships and had 70 percent of its 
crewmen killed or wounded. The river was never reopened, and the city began to starve.15

My father was planning with his barge carrying goods from Phnom Penh to Kompong Chhnang 
Province again, but his dream was ended when the infidel monkey group/Khmer Rouge took 
over Phnom Penh in 1975. 

 

Who were behind the Gall Bladder harvesters? How many Khmer Rouge groups are there? How 
many Pol Pots are there?  Who was behind Angkar Leu/Cap Tren? Who secretly created Killing 
Fields in 1800-1845 and 1945 to present day in Khmer Krom, and in Kandal from 1975 to 1979 
to brutally massacre more than 3 million innocent Cambodians, more than 460,000 lives again 
from 1979 to 1991 in Cambodia like that? Who brutally forced Cambodian refugees back into 
Cambodia from 1975 to 1979? Why are there so many and many Khmer refugees who are 
brutally dispersed to live everywhere on this planet so far so worse? Why are Cambodian lands 
getting shrank a little by little in the West “Siam” and in the East “Yuon” like that? Can the 
people in the outside world consider “Siamese and Yuonese” as the “Two civilized Nations” on 
the dead bodies of Khmers who were brutally butchered in the name of protecting of a tiny 
present-Cambodia? Who keep encroaching and plundering Cambodian lands so far so worse like 
that?  

 

 

                                                             
15 William Shawcross: Sideshow: Kissinger, Nixon and the Destruction of Cambodia (1986) P.47 


