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EDITOR'S NOTE: Catherine “Kate” Webb, UPI's Phnom Penh
bureau manager, was captured last month by the Viet Cong in Cambodia.
For many days she was belicved dead. Suddenly, she was released by

the Reds. In this series she tells what happened before her capture and [yiie.

during her confinement,

By KATE WEBB

{Copyright, W71, Uniled Press indernational)
FIRST OF A SERIES

(Had it mot been for Toshifchl Swruki of Jupan's Nihon Denpa News, one of my

ee-caplives, this siory would be ke a silent movie,
cdhhm:.hﬂipﬂlmmmdvuuhﬂudulmmt

Pronamm

unid speaks Vietnamese well. For his eourage,

YBuza-kee,” as the Vielnamese
and untiring translation

macy
efforts, 1 am forever in debi, ﬂmﬂmﬂl&dhhﬂlmmmrﬂlﬂu
the ropes that al fimes bound us together,)

Wn stood in the dusk. an odd ltle
group of six, turning lo wave good-
bye to the soldiers who had come to
walch us leave on our walk back o
freedom.  “Tell the truth aboui us."”

they said.

“If we make it back," [ thought, “'if
we make it back.”

We were lucky. We made it back, 23
days after those first shois rang oul on

Highway 4.
* -

-

April 7 was o quiet, hot day. The
only photographs 1 had gotten were of
Cambodisn paratroopers swarming over
a water truck. The rosd was so hot, the
drops of water sizzled as they splashed
on the asphalt.

“*To heck with this," T thought
Chhim Sarath, the UPI driver, and
myself plodded down Highway 4. ‘“The
slory's in n today anyway."

I knotted my handkerchiel around my
neck as a sweal-calcher. Sweat was run-
ping into my eves, down my arms and
onto my camera. Il was about 1 p.m.

Then without warning the world ex-
ploded into the erack and whistle of small
arms {ire, the erash of mortars, hammer
of automatic weapons — and the sudden
sereams of w We “hml'm a g:h:h.
scrambling. A paralrooper ront me
trailed his leg, the green and brown of his
camouflage uniform drenched red.
movied forward down the ditch and
stained the grass. Crack! Blood hlos-
gomed from the paratrooper’s shoulder.

“The other way! The other wnf.'! Rack

to the C.P.! (Command Post),” 1 gasped
al Sarath, My fool was cul. I stumbled,
slipped on the bilood and my sandal came

. Sarath threw il forw 6 me.

“Miss Kate! Miss Kate! No, No!" The
face of a Cambodian f[reslance photo-
grapher appeared in front of me. “VC,
VG, chirran-na (many),”

"Radio, no radie , We muosi move
to radio,” Sarath said.

Then we realized what had happened.,
They were hitting the rear C.P, and the
forward C.P. We were in the middle and
the road was a shooting gallery,

The twice wounded paratrooper stood
uwp and moved like a ghastly red slee
walker, dazed. Crack! His other leg. He
fell beside us, his face still blank. Tea
Kim Heang, the freelance photogra y
put a cigaretle in the soldier's hand. He
smoked, sl , aulomatically. Another
YOung pa came running,
ﬂnubl&g,'ﬂp. from the direction of the rear
C.P., the of billels culting the air
around him, I saw Toshiichi Suzuki, the

behind us.

I lit a cigarette. “Thie s it," 1 thought,

The young paratrooper doubled and
ran again. We heard n volley of shots.
Another paratrooper followed him, more
shots, We looked @t one another, our eves
hollow with realization, and started
serambling back inte the into Viet
Cong lpes 56 miles from pafety of
Phnom Penh.

L] - -

5/

heavy
Heang, 31, the jovial
oneé calls “Moonface.™
AKAT punshot wounds he had received
only the week before on Highway 4 began
to filter through the bandages and color
his pale pink shirt. Sarath, 31, the
ﬂriv:r—inluipmm known to all as *Jim-
my,"” and Kong Vorn, 36, Suzuki's driver.
Move northeast, we decided. Try
keep between the road and the alrstrikes
and artillery. Charoon stripped off his
clothes — military flﬂlL“? of sorts —
and was left with only his ondershorts.
Sarath guickly hurlad‘ his identification
cards. We'll make the road before dark,
we reassured one another, Northeast,
parallel to the road, watch the sun and
then cul back o the road. There will be

c

g

reinforeements coming,
L] " L]
We scrambled, and ran as best we
could through the thick thorns rip-
ping our clothes and . Then the

thirsi. :I'in lit.'_'ltdhgslqj-
arms aml faces, barrages began
e Fall around us imdegt tried 1o move
k-

closer to the stumbling Into &
work of Viet Cong kers joined by tele-
phone wire HPpErE did not see
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{Our acquaintance with the Communists began at rifle point and
ended 23 days later with handshakes and whispers at a pre-down release
point. Throughout, I found in them an odd mixture of toughness and
thoughtfulness. They called themselves the “Liberation Front of Cﬂi‘l:l-
bodia,” with the same tongue in cheek humor that the Americans in
South Vietnam call themselves a “Military Assistance Command.” They
were Vietnamese, from the North and South of Vietnam, and like Ameri-
can Gls they were homesick, They listened to Radio Hanoi like Gls
listen to the Armed Forces Vietnam Network (AFVN). They cumgim'm:d
that Cambodian tea was not as geod as the tea from the plantations in
the north. They sang Vietnamese songs . . . and as we walked through
villages at night, we sometimes heard Cambodian kids calling out “Viet
Cong Vietnam," much the same as I have heard South Vielnamese
voungsters calling “O.K. G1.”)

M}r notebook entries for the day of our eapture were lost whin the
book was “confiscated,” but those first moments will take a long
time to forget.

The two soldiers who had m’;lturud us tied our arms behind our
backs with tape, vines and ropes, They ordered us into a nearby bunker
and a few moments later nlpp_manhpd with u green sack.

“It's plastique (an explosive widely used in Indochina),” I thought,
and tried to scramble out, passing the
word back 1o the others, We all thought
we would be Bown o pieces,

But the sack was for our cameras and
personal effects. One of the soldiers sal
nnﬂm:llll:isllr taking inventory of ut;.::

money. They eounted
mrm;rubﬂﬂlﬂnﬂfnﬂﬂm

It was the first of many walks which
were never short, always long. Buot it
was the worst, Stll parched with thirst,
tied individually and roped together in a
chaln with armed goards in front amd
behind us, we were pushed swiftly along
a winding jungle trail,

The trail was one we had crossed

makes of our watches and the detgils on
our 1.I) cards,

They brought water, in round North
Vietnamese military canteens, bul it was
not enough, We grabbed at the canteens,
drained them and pleaded for more,
They brought more from a nearby com-
mand post that we had passed without
seeing.

Running silently on his thick rubber
Ho Chi Minh sandals, one of the soldiers
returned with the first officer we were
He no rank insignis.
Only @ pistol on an American belt
fied him @z & superior.
drab brown shirl and green trousers, was
the same as those of the commaon
diers.

“You are invited to go to my place
where there will be food and waler'
he eaid, checking the hinds on our arms.
“It is a short wﬂk_lrﬂm hﬂt'.a."'

L
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sol- when we

several times while trying to elude the
Communisis, and led back to the Kirirom
road branching off from Das Kanchor,
the Cambodian outpost that had been our
hoped for rendezvous point with govern-
ment troops,

The guards stopped and hacked
branches from the trees around ws. With
difficully, we each held one with our
bound hands. Like walking trees, we
set off down the roadside,

American ohservation planes, the 0Y10
“Broncos' which also are used as gun-
ships, droned low over our heads.

Il you run [rom the planes, we will
shoat," I-!Iﬂm?undl warned.  “Jusi stop

you," Toshiichi Suruki of
Nihon Denpa News translated,

Thoy have to see us, T thought. The
planes were averhead almost at
trectop level, We would stand motion-
less for an instant on their spproach, not

=
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even moving into the forest, then move
on as the sircraft was directly overhead,
Even with my white jeans and two of the
others with white shirts, the pilois ap-
parently did not see a thing. T found
mysell laughing,

A pool of oily black water in a
hollow by the roadside. To = nlﬂg.n. we
ignored the threatening click of the
guards® rifles and crles of “Di|™ =Dy
{Go on, go on), We drank, Iyving on ouor
stomachs with our heads in the slimy
waler,

L] - L]

It seemed about two hours before the
first rest stop. We lay against a road-
side bank. # were yells from near-
by trees and soldiers appeared. They
stond over us, cocked their rifles and
prodded us. Owr shoes and Suzuki's
Elasses were ripped off and the soldiers
re-tied the men with wire, tighter this
fime. Mine wore left alone,

ﬂneuttlnguwdlwlhdwum
the other sat smoking. 1 motioned my
head al a soldier's canieen and asked for
witer. The soldier laoched and clicked
hiz AK breach again. Too tired to care.
I elosed my eyes. "American,” | heard
the soldier say. *‘No, no, Anglaise, Eng-
lish," Sarath [nsisted. Jimmy nudged
my shoulder with his, “Water, miss,"
he said, '

" L] L]

We saw [or the first time h th
“liberation forces™ carry their -::-r 1:
the jungle, They tie by each
end to & wonden pole, ¥ carry thejr
dead and the same way, as we
were to see later thel night,

There must have been two gallons of
water and we dralned it as the
stood by laughing, To our relief, most
of the soldiers disappeared back into the

‘wonds,
We shuffled on uniil

burning our feel and tgfhumhﬁ
cutting inlo our ines, thirsty, bul we
were sweating again. We discarded our

tree branches, no longer
planes, Finally, we nm%llﬂ;
peared from the forest and growped
around. 1 had four cigareties left and
:u.: me, mu'lhnr b mllg“mhttd
behind & nearby tree. ;

BUB-CAT.



5S - 5fe/




WNDOCHINA ARCHIVE
UNIV. CALIFORNIA

PART THREE

By KATE WEBB
iCapyright, 1971, Unlied Press bfeenalisnolh
THIRD OF A SERIES

{The frankness of our captors amazed and puzzled me. Toshiichi
Suzuki of Nihon Denpa News and I both requested interviews, and it

was we who su

X

pently ran out of questions. The Vietnamese never
tired of talking. It l'nd‘yimlad, I personally concluded, the confidence
1 ing that public opinion wes on THE

gide

throughout the world. Most importantly, I believe, through the interviews

and chats with guards, as well as

what we saw, we obtained a glimpse of

what has puzzled the world—how and why they fight.)

Wﬁ spent two weeks in a place we called Phum Kasat (Press Village).
It seemed to be some kind of transient camp, a collection of thatched

roof “hootches” (huts) scattered under thickets of trees between two

villages, We were confined to two small huts, one built on the second

day when it became obvious the six of us were too cramped in the first.
They put Suzuki and 1 in one hootch, the Cambodians in the other.

There was a manger-type wooden water trough. small bamboo table, ham-

el We wers
o @ “squat-
* type toilet about 60 yerds away
through some trees at the rear, A lean-
to bath house, with a crock of water
filled only three times before we were
released, backed onio the small hut
Suzoki and I shared on those inter-
minably long days and nights.
We had no (dea why we were there
for how long. We sometimes lnst
the days and never saw our
g mirror, 1 made a crude sun
of a stick in the ground, We
oor  bwice dﬂl¥ imeala
d come by when the cows from the

mocks and  mozguito
itted 1o walk

e

:

casunal chais with our guards. Other-
it was nightly Radio Hanol broad-
rising before dawn for exercises
speculating on the movements of
s and 20 to so military per-
in the camp.
i night the guards gave Suroki and
it shell filled with rank
rice wine. [L was the only might

L pie
"Ess

for me and the uniforms given the
men would identily us as part of the
Bﬂlll:l.ll‘lili outfit if ever there was an

There were visits from the camp
doclor, @ cheerful young kid with a
shock of black hoir who lanced my fest
?d chnj}ud : llomhhge’: (Lgn Kim

eang, a freelance photographer) open
il'aﬂugll- He handed out pills for fever
and stomach upsels and warned us
aguinst becoming seciously ill because,
he said, nothing could be done about it

We came lo know and study the
camp dogs, enls and chickens, the habils
of ants, and made hall-bearied attempis
to learn one another's langoages, But
mosi of the time we sal, or lay, wrapped
in our own thoughts and deliberately
avoiding talk of home or families,
Phnom P:r:h or lrgnﬂnm.

I made some diary entries on the
back of a clgareite mh.ge:
driver intarpetet) i depths of Allaime

ver in n
low, Alter yesterday’s imn-rr:umm mh:
sure he going to be zapped. He told
mhgﬂtntfﬁiut&uﬂu}ih mi. :::dm:;,!:
was English an \
mm%ﬁ'ﬁt’mr;ﬂhﬂ
more paper w prison-
ers ns domeslic pets, ﬁ'::rm o menns
we must be in for Jong stay.*

“Ba 1Tth, Ten dayvs now and

:ﬂ‘lilhnntv ; H{ﬂﬂmﬁm
wm&&wm

L) m
R o
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the hell is this? Hot,

“Sunday 1Bth. Interrogate dav by
young man with screwed-up index finger
with wound, I call him The Finger.

Notiee girl has wedding
soft voice, Dad there “T.i

§
very good F . The o squat in
mil. unif. They all lough when 1 ask of
difficulties  with  Sihanoukists.
Splitting headache after interrogation. All
in French.™

Wi were given p for the 29
tion questionnaire a:ﬁ asked b 598
more (0 keep a journal. Suzuki

Wiis
keeping notes, jn J They made
no attempt to take or read them,
and gave us each two sheets of

for our personal use. They are me
as I write now, torn into a tiny book
crammed with writing. Suzuki folded and

1 had writien for UPRI
iltu:tlm‘: in ﬂamn;ndh oo e iinig

-5
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I found the daylong interragation

and worrying (Suzuki's question-

ing been shorter), It was hot, It was
interesting, and confusing:

Why were you [ollowing the Lon Nol
troops?

Why do you work for the American im.
perialists?

You cannot be a neutral observer in
this war. Everyvone iz on one side or
the other.

We do not believe you put yourself in
dangerous military situations if you are
not ClA. Then would you risk your life
il you were not?

1 tried 1o put g5 much humor as I
could in my answers:

ould you rather 1 rewrote govern-
ment handouls? You, I think, could
answer that beiter than I could . . . This
Is the first epportunity T have had to
meet you . .. Sometimes 1 think my
profession is ma{nmnﬂ.l. i

They quipped return, but 1 was
never cerlain whal was serious and what
was nol, :

- [ ]

During the guestioning 1 velferated:
“I am not & clairvoyant, 1 don’t know
who will win the war, If T did | would
probably leave and siop reporting, 1

am an observer and don't have political
sides, 1 try to report both,” They
brought Suzuki in,

He answered the gquestion differently,

“How come,” asked The Finger, “that
you bolh say vou are asking ohjectivity
and you both have different ideas?®

“We are different people,' we replied
simultaneously (I translated into French
for Suzuki this time).

The interrogation group laughed and
Suzuki was senl out again,

“De you realize." sald the old man in
civilian clothes, “you are a prisoner of
war," that one shot through the head
could finish you, just like that?"

“I'm in your hands,” I said, grinning, i

“That's up to you now, thers's nothing
I can do about it. Besides T don't con-
sidder mysell a prisoner of war, I'm not
o soldier.”

“Then consider voursell an invited
goest.,” he said.

been no threat in the tone of his voice,
tion often fell into a humor-
ous vein, seemed o he nmn#
themselves, the Vietnamese, but

would suddenly [wist.

It ended on an odd nole. The Finger
looked up serlously, and said, “If you
really are objective, as you say,
musi wani io stay with us, ha &pent
s0 much Ume with the other gide,
want o go back 1o your family or
with us?'

F

The man assigned to relay our ques-
tons was the 48-yearold southerner 1
had nicknamed Dad,
emaclation, wiry and wearing the scars
of old wounds on both legs, He
he came from the South Vieinamese
ﬁu;n"n.: Hu:l;l:e in the H:imrlmﬂllm Un-

northerners we met, he carried a
tiny Buddha on his cigarette lighter
chain, He had, he told us, been in the
resistance for 26 years.

Which was tougher, we asked him,
the war against the French or the war
against the Americans? “The war against
the French colonialists,” he snswered
unequivocally, We were to hear the same
from other érs we metf.

“In the Mrst resisiance,” the man
called Dad said, “we did not have the
equipment ind training we do now."

He fingered the hammocks we sal on
and commented that they were very
importani in the ** le against the
American imperialists. ™ man has
one, he said, “then we slept on the
ground. "

*“The French were better soldiers than

the Amerlcans.” he said, *“Their planes Sai

mm;;mw and the pilots would

il they had wsed their
bombs, knew more about the
country, the nch; WEFE Mmbre en-

trenched, they knew mchhl.”
(Surmki told me he had heard the same
answir many times in Hanoi.)

The bom is heavy,
T

i
figt

5
k

SAIME as his scattered
battlefields after air and artille
Twenly-six years. He must have
there oo, many more times,

%

Bouth Vietnam.™

now, like the one French.
Before it was just Vietnam, bul now the
American sggressorg inv Lans
and Cambodia.

“We have been in Cambodia for
vesrs,” he admitted without hesitation
hutnn;niﬁntdwndmhlm-ﬁuh
a small place, Eﬂumulwhdm
cause against aggression, now, the

SCOrm Vieinamese seemed to have for
%hﬂ. b | 4 it-mﬁ'tﬁw
w home," one guards
mluuuyuzul;m.}

5 is he in Peking and not Hanoi,"
1 am “And are you afraid of a
Chinese-Cambodian alliance because of

The man from Ben Tre lnughed once
:gﬂn.“l’nd;:&thuww he is



i




"
g

INDOCHINA ARCHIVE
UNIV. CALIFORNIA

Pacific Stars & Stripes
l'lﬂl.r.-lrll.l'l'ﬂ.

T OF SERIES

W
FILE /;III!.

g'/’“ nnrf/iurcn. d

By KATE WEBB

[(Copyrignt, 1971, Uniled Press Islernofieeal)

(Living guerrilla style was weakening us, especially me, daily. Our
captors seemed unaffected by the tough regimen. Our release was hinted

af but never promised.

I began to be racked by fevers. Then suddenly,

we crossed from one world to another, a world of shadow in the night to
the unaccustomed glare of light, speed and noise.

Symbolically, it was at dawn when we made the crossing to freedom,
a lonely, hesitant and Er.igm.em-d group waving a white flag on Highway 4.

I remembered what |

ad written at the time of a prisoner of war release

in South Vietnam in 1968: “ Their eves look like those of sleepwalkers, but

their feet tell you it was real.”)

entry in my scrap paper journal: “Monday. April 26. Ache all over,

Anmld with fever.

in mine and Suz mosquito nets. Helos over
trencher. Gap tooth says release in three days, but secret. [ fi
a deliberate leak to get something out of us. Eyes burning wi

Still no cigarettes. Fever cold as cold. Wrapped

Spend 30 mina
re that
fever.”

again.

That evening we sat in a circle in the dark listening to Radio Hanoi
news. Several of the officers came down to ask how I felt. The doctor

had given me a tiffomycin tablel after
Tashiichl Suzuki had ¢ him.

The interpreter [ called Mr. Libera-
tion squatted beside me in the dark.
“You must do yvour best to k your
health,” he sald. I nodded, of
the malaria case I had seen passing on
o i s R R

a o litter. It was
coming more difficult to force my mind
into reality.

A column of six men moved inio the

w on their backs, silenily
mn stares al us over thelr
shoulders. went in the direction of
the kitchen, n in & nearby cluster of
trees and a place we had never seen. I
wialched them, wondering the guer-
rilla troops always mao silently,
seemingly without orders. Drab anti-like
columins.

Tea Kim Heang, the freelance photo-
grapher, whom we called Moonface,

and threads from a peasanl searf they
had given me and pulled more vines from
I!hrz!truni around us o make me & neck-

L] -
The following day, April 27, Dad, the
man assigned to answer mine and Su-
mki’s questions, said we would be re-
leased. We had been talking of Sihanouk
all marning, hunched over the bamboo
table in our shelter, “Bunker” and *“Ky,"
two of the eamp dogs, dozed under our
ham . My fever was down. But 1
was still wra in mosquito nets and
Suzuki's shirt which he had discarded be-
cause ol the heai.

“You will be released at Tmpaanu
Erail on Highway 4, Dad told us
“The Liberation Front will assure your
safety. You will have two sels of clothing,
ﬁ le;!!{l; Eéntg U.5. dollars) each for

nsport, ‘not enough, must
nol be alraid to tell us, Ymmwrmnnl

sessions will be returned, but accord-
En:l:"m rules, your cameras will be

Swruki :ndlwrplﬂ:m.wddmﬂ
seem purzled or surprised, release
had been hinted at earlier, but nol men-

tiomed “Are satisfled? H
youl nnmm ““2““. asked. e

TELL THE TRUTH

We simply nodded. “Cam on,'"" we said
{Vieinamese for *Thank You™).

“You are sad about your cameras,’
said Mr. Lib who had joined us and was
squatting at the doorway of the crowded
shelter,

“Yeu," we sabd,

“We are sarry, butl it is the rules,”™

Mr. Lib said. “We are not teking them
for ourselves."™

I wondered if the cameras were belng
glven to the Khmer

release, and
I‘l!'rdruh. Scalds m'n}"
to force food. Must eat. Getting too weak.
Long slow day. Dad goes thru of

nmm.hutuf:mmru.ﬂuuﬁhm
ting on May 1. We discuss northerners

ished. “Today,” he said while I inspected
the atitches on his ol o
::i-dwhllut %med the hmdrlﬂhh time
hicsid Im were okay, “‘Lay off

Bathing had become a major
Individually, we should
::.:dh?ll mnhu;aihull

or Suruki and I

glasses) into the bathhouse and 10p the
waler from an earthenware crock
our sweat-soaked bodies,

.f-
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Mew Zealand
born Kaie Waebb,
Combodia bureau
manager for
United Press Inter-
nafienal, whaose
series of arlicles
about her ture

by the Viet
Wﬁum
Clans ¢ sfzﬁfw
18,19, 20, &4 May 1971
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