
      
         
         
 
 

         
      

   
      
         
         
         
         The Lost Executioner

       
      

   
      
         
         
         The Lost Executioner

       
         A Story of the Khmer Rouge

      
         Nic Dunlop

      
         [image: 111411540]

         
      

   
      
         
         
         First published in Great Britain 2005


         
         
         
         
         Copyright © Nic Dunlop

         



         
         
         
         
         This electronic edition published 2009 by Bloomsbury Publishing Plc



         
         
         
         
         The right of Nic Dunlop to be identified as the author of this work has been asserted him in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988



         
         
         
         
         
         All rights reserved. You may not copy, distribute, transmit, reproduce or otherwise make available this publication (or any part of it) in any form, or by any means (including without limitation electronic, digital, optical, mechanical, photocopying, printing, recording or otherwise), without the prior written permission of the publisher. Any person who does any unauthorised act in relation to this publication may be liable to criminal prosecution and civil claims for damages.




        
         Bloomsbury Publishing Plc, 36 Soho Square, London W1D 3QY




         
         
         
         
         A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library




         
         
         ISBN 978-1-40880-621-0



         
         
         www.bloomsbury.com/nicdunlop



         
         
         
         
         
         Visit www.bloomsbury.com to find out more about our authors and their books.

         
         
         
         
         You will find extracts, authors interviews, author events and you can sign up for newsletters to be the first to hear about our latest releases and special offers. 

         
         
         
      

   
      
         
         
         ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

         
         
         
         
         This book is the result of several years’ work in Cambodia, and many people have helped me along the way. Although I cannot
            name them all I would like to thank the following. In particular Andrew Marshall who tirelessly spent weeks going through
            the manuscript giving essential criticism and advice, as did Sarah Rooney and Ben Davies. I owe a deep debt of gratitude to
            them all for their encouragement, support and patience in helping a photographer to write.
         

         
         
         
         
         I’d also like to thank Bob Maat, David Chandler, Ben Kiernan for reading through the manuscript correcting inaccuracies and
            giving crucial advice. Stephen Heder for sharing much indispensable material and Alex Linklater whose enthusiasm and patience
            helped provide the basis for the book. Over the years it was the work, support and encouragement of John Pilger and David
            Munro as well as the pictures of Philip Jones Griffiths that set me on my course as a photographer.
         

         
         
         
         
         Thanks too to Nate Thayer for accompanying me on my return to Samlaut, Stuart Isett who also returned with me, Jennifer Adams
            for her work on an early version. A big thanks to Christine Chaumeau, Arnaud Dubus, Beaupahara Thong, Douglas Niven, Chey
            Sopheara, Chey Phearum, Kalyan Sann and all the staff at Tuol Sleng Museum. Dominic Faulder, Chean Nariddh Moeun, Chay Cee
            Chan, Henri Locard, Stefan Smith, Dana Langlois, the late Sok Sin, Thet Sambath, Ky Lok, Ouk Ly, Chhang Youk, Men Kimseng,
            Panh Rithy, Mary Dunbar, John Jackson, Victoria Lukens, Privan Limpanboon, Somying Soontornwong, Therese Caouette, Robin McDowell,
            Nicolas Revise, John Ryle, Robert Winder, Peter Carey, Geoff Sayer, David and Sophie Appleton, Paul and Helen Davies, Justin
            and Mischka Byworth, David McKaige and Michael Hayes of the Phnom Penh Post, my editors at Bloomsbury Mike Jones and Katherine Greenwood, my agent Robert Kirby, John Hyde and the Fund for Investigative
            Journalism for their belief in and support for the project.
         

         
         
         
         
         A special thank you to all the people in Cambodia who took me on often painful journeys through their lives and allowed me
            to reawaken memories that many would much rather forget. I can only hope that I have justified my intrusion. Some former Khmer
            Rouge were more open than others but I am sincerely grateful to them all for the time they spent talking with me, particularly
            In Sopheap.
         

         
         
         
         
         Above all I owe a deep debt of thanks to my friend Heng Ham Kheng and his family, for his indispensable, wise counsel throughout
            the turbulent times of recent Cambodian history.
         

         
         
         
         
         Some of the identities of the people in this book have been changed or altered in order to protect them. Others cannot be
            named but know who they are – to them I am extremely grateful. I alone am responsible for the opinions and conclusions expressed
            in these pages. Finally I’d like to thank Pacharin Sinlawan for all her love, support and patience over the years that it
            took to research and write this book.
         



         
         
         
         
         For my Mother and Father



         
         
         
         
         and



         
         
         
         
         To the memory of David Munro
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         CHRONOLOGY

         
         
         
         
         9th–15th centuries – rise and fall of Khmer Empire centred at the city of Angkor.

         
         
         
         
         1864 Cambodia becomes a French protectorate.

         
         
         
         
         1953 Prince Sihanouk successfully negotiates Cambodia’s independence from France.

         
         
         
         
         1965 Sihanouk permits North Vietnamese to establish bases inside Cambodian frontier with South Vietnam, later allowing them
            to ferry communist supplies through Cambodian territory.
         

         
         
         
         
         1967 Samlaut uprising.

         
         
         
         
         1969 US secret bombing campaign begins.

         
         
         
         
         1970 March 18 – Lon Nol overthrows Sihanouk in a coup d’état while Sihanouk is abroad.

         
         
         
         
         March 23 Sihanouk, who is now in Bejing, calls his people to rise up. The war between the Khmer Rouge and Lon Nol’s government
            begins in earnest.
         

         
         
         
         
         April US and South Vietnamese forces invade Cambodia from Vietnam to destroy communist bases. They later withdraw.

         
         
         
         
         1973 Illegal US bombing is halted by Congress.

         
         
         
         
         1975 April 17, Lon Nol’s republic collapses and Cambodia falls to the Khmer Rouge.

         
         
         
         
         1979 Vietnam invades Cambodia, routing the Khmer Rouge, and occupies most of the country. They install client regime in Phnom Penh – the People’s Republic of Kampuchea. Refugee/ resistance camps are set up along the Thai-Cambodian frontier with support from China, Thailand and the West. Khmer
            Rouge are re-armed and supplied with Western aid.
         

         
         
         
         
         1982 Sihanouk announces formation of the Coalition Government of Democratic Kampuchea with the Royalists, the remnants of
            Lon Nol’s republic and the Khmer Rouge, who dominate.
         

         
         
         
         
         1984/5 Vietnamese launch major offensive in attempt to crush the resistance, pushing them into Thailand. The war continues.

         
         
         
         
         1989 Vietnam withdraws from Cambodia. Khmer Rouge capture gem mining town of Pailin.

         
         
         
         
         1991 Paris Peace Accords pave way for the United Nations mission.

         
         
         
         
         1992 Peacekeeping operation begins.

         
         
         
         
         1993 The Khmer Rouge withdraw from process and vow to disrupt election. Royalist Party wins a landslide victory in UN-sponsored
            elections. The Phnom Penh regime, under Hun Sen, forces a power-sharing arrangement in the new government. UNTAC with-xiv
            draws. The war with the Khmer Rouge continues.
         

         
         
         
         
         1994 Khmer Rouge is outlawed as a group.

         
         
         
         
         1996 Ieng Sary, former Khmer Rouge Minister of Foreign Affairs, splits from other Khmer Rouge in exchange for amnesty and
            brings western Khmer Rouge zones with him.
         

         
         
         
         
         1997 Pol Pot is tried by his movement in guerrilla base of Anlong Veng. Co-prime minister Hun Sen ousts his Royalist counterpart
            in a violent coup and fighting erupts between Royalists and government.
         

         
         
         
         
         1998 Pol Pot dies and Anlong Veng falls to government forces.

         
         
         
         
         1999 Ta Mok, the last of the Khmer Rouge, surrenders and is placed in prison to await trial.
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         The photograph of Comrade Duch as Commandant of S-21 that the author carried around in his back pocket, leading him to Duch
            in 1999 (Courtesy Tuol Sleng Museum)

         
         
         
      

   
      
         
         
         PROLOGUE

         
         
         
         
         THERE IS A photograph that hangs on the wall of an empty building. In it, a man sits behind a table, looking directly ahead,
            his eyes betraying nothing. He may be smiling, but it’s impossible to say. He speaks into a microphone, addressing a meeting
            of Khmer Rouge cadre who are out of shot. He holds the microphone with spindly fingers. I still look at the picture and wonder
            what he’s saying; whether he’s lecturing his staff on the purity of the revolution or perhaps instructing them on how to extract
            confessions.

         
         
         
         
         It is a crudely reproduced photograph, copied again and again, badly printed and blown up so that all the mid-tones have been
            obliterated. It has been stained over the years and seems to belong to a part of history long forgotten. The original negative
            is missing and this is the only single portrait known to exist. There was a time when I shuddered just to look at it. And
            then I began to carry it with me everywhere I went in Cambodia.

         
         
         
         
         The photograph is of Comrade Duch (pronounced Doik), commandant of Tuol Sleng prison. As head of the Khmer Rouge secret police,
            Duch was personally responsible for the extermination of perhaps as many as 20,000 men, women and children. He was the principle
            link between Khmer Rouge strategy and the actual mechanics of mass murder. He was Pol Pot’s chief executioner.

         
         
         
         
         On 17 April 1975, Khmer Rouge forces, who had besieged the capital for months, filed into Phnom Penh and declared the dawning
            of a new era; Cambodia was to begin again. Overnight the Khmer Rouge embarked upon the most radical revolution the world had
            ever seen. They evacuated the towns and cities, forcing people into the countryside, and mobilised the entire population in
            their attempt to transform Cambodia into a rural, classless utopia from which few would return. They then closed the borders
            and Cambodia vanished.

         
         
         
         
         ‘Les Khmers rouges’, a term coined by Prince Sihanouk, were a small group of Paris-educated Cambodian communists who began
            organising against the government in the 1960s. The United States then launched an illegal bombing campaign to dislodge North
            Vietnamese bases and supply routes inside Cambodia. By the time the bombing was halted, more than a million Cambodians were
            either dead or wounded and almost half the population had become refugees. Exploiting the devastation in the countryside,
            the Khmer Rouge overthrew the US-backed regime in 1975.

         
         
         
         
         Four years later, in 1979, the world woke to scenes of a second holocaust. Images of skulls and emaciated children were beamed
            into living rooms, alerting millions to the sufferings of the people of Cambodia. The entire population had seemingly disappeared
            for almost four whole years, to emerge battered, tortured, starved, and all but destroyed. A third of the population had died
            and hundreds of thou- sands had been executed. Today – a quarter of a century later, and seven years after the death of Pol
            Pot and the demise of the Khmer Rouge – no-one has yet been held to account for what happened.

         
         
         
         
         
         I first became aware of Cambodia from a National Geographic article in the early 1980s. Along with the photographs from ancient temples in the jungle were images of mass graves that
            had just been exhumed. What struck me was how fertile and vibrant the countryside looked. Amid this emerald landscape clothes
            and skulls were mixed in the chocolate earth, as though the countryside had melted in the midday sun to reveal a terrible
            secret. When the film The Killing Fields appeared I must have watched it at least fifteen times at various London cinemas. I would sometimes sneak off to see it on
            my own for fear of ridicule by my peers, as though I was sliding off to watch porn in Soho. At the same time, I began to take
            an interest in photography and documentary films about conflict. I read avidly. I scoured the bookshelves of London, hoping
            to get an idea of the country. I wanted to see what Phnom Penh had looked like before, during and after the Khmer Rouge. I
            couldn’t find anything. It was as if the West had wilfully collaborated with the Khmer Rouge and erased Cambodia from our
            memories.

         
         
         
         
         For me, Cambodia had become shorthand for all that was wrong in the world. I wanted to understand how a movement that laid
            claim to a vision of a better world could instead turn people into instruments of overwhelming evil, producing a revolution
            of unparalleled ferocity. Much of the killing occurred in my lifetime; the secret bombing of Cambodia had begun the year I
            was born (I have a vague recollection of helicopters on the television), and by the time the Khmer Rouge were in power, rooting
            out enemies, I was old enough to be one of their victims.

         
         
         
         
         Who were these faceless perpetrators? Like the word ‘terrorist’ the term Khmer Rouge had become so overused that it had ceased
            to hold any meaning for me, as though they had simply emerged from the flames of the US bombing. Eventually, in the summer
            of 1989, at the age of nineteen, I left art school for Cambodia to find out for myself. I later moved to Bangkok as a photographer
            and made frequent trips to the country. I never believed that I would get so close to an answer.

         
         
         
         
         
         In early 1997, I travelled out to Svay Rieng province, part of the ‘Eastern Zone’ under the Khmer Rouge. It was here that
            the killing took on a fury unmatched in the rest of the country. Hundreds of thousands perished here and the countryside is
            littered with mass graves.

         
         
         
         
         The evening was drawing in and the cool breeze rustled the sugar palms that towered above as I followed an old farmer along
            the dyke. The sun was easing its way down behind the trees ahead, bathing the scene in a golden light. He stopped at an intersection
            of paddy fields and crouched in front of a small puddle. I did the same, enclosed by a sea of green rice shoots.

         
         
         
         
         The farmer began recounting the scene immediately after the Vietnamese army had driven out the Khmer Rouge. He described how
            he and others pulled nineteen corpses out of the puddle in front of us. ‘It was deeper then,’ he said. Further on there were
            more; men, women both young and old. ‘We could smell the bodies,’ he told me. ‘That’s how we found them.’ The Khmer Rouge
            had used the pagoda as a prison, destroying it before they fled. ‘And they led people to be killed over there,’ he said, pointing
            to a pile of rubble on the other side of the field.

         
         
         
         
         I sat and nodded in silence. I remember thinking how I couldn’t feel anything and yet I could almost see a film reel flick
            images past the old man’s eyes, recalled from some secret place in his memory, as he recounted his experiences. ‘At night,’
            he said, ‘I can still hear their screams.’

         
         
         
         
         The farmer could see it right there in front of him and all I could think of was how beautiful the scene was and how guilty
            I felt for thinking that. Over the years travelling through Cambodia I would make pilgrimages to countless local Khmer Rouge
            execution sites whenever I could. All these visits seemed to do was remind me that, although we occupy the same world, we
            live in separate universes. The chasm of understanding was as wide as ever.

         
         
         
         
         
         Tuol Sleng, a former secondary school or lycée, sits in the heart of the capital, Phnom Penh. After their victory, the Khmer Rouge converted the buildings into a secret
            facility, code-named ‘S-21’, with Comrade Duch as commandant. In keeping with the Khmer Rouge obsession with absolute secrecy,
            prisoners would arrive at the gates of the prison, often at night, in the deserted Cambodian capital. Here they were tortured
            to confess to their ‘crimes’. They were accused of working as spies for the KGB, the Vietnamese, the CIA and, in some cases,
            all three. Afterwards they were taken out of the city and executed. Of the 20,000 who passed through Tuol Sleng’s gates, seven
            survived.

         
         
         
         
         The prison is now a museum where thousands of mug shots of Comrade Duch’s victims are displayed in the same rooms they were
            tortured in. The Khmer Rouge, like the Nazis, were meticulous in their record-keeping and thousands of documents and negatives
            have survived. Names and ages, even height and weight, were recorded.

         
         
         
         
         Over the past sixteen years, on almost every trip I made to Cambodia I wound up at Tuol Sleng, drawn to it by the idea that
            it might yield answers to some of the questions that stalked my mind. There, I would pore over the archives and the thousands
            of photographs of victims in an attempt to make sense of what had happened to them. The photographs bear silent testimony
            to the sufferings of the Cambodian people and it was these images that haunted me. For me, they had become a permanent reminder
            of the world’s impotence, of our collective guilt in failing to prevent the crime of genocide.

         
         
         
         
         As commandant of Tuol Sleng, Comrade Duch presided over the mechanics of the Khmer Rouge genocide, and was a key witness to
            it. He was present at many of the interrogations at Tuol Sleng, where a wide variety of torture methods were employed. They
            ranged from electrical shocks and the pulling out of toenails, to severe beatings and near drownings. His testimony in a trial
            of former Khmer Rouge leaders would be crucial in upholding the overwhelming evidence that exists of mass murder. The documents
            kept at the former prison are clear evidence of his guilt, with notations written in his hand ordering executions and details
            of gruesome methods of interrogation. In one memo a guard asks Duch what to do with nine boys and girls held at the prison
            who were accused of being traitors. Duch has scrawled across it, ‘kill every last one’.

         
         
         
         
         There were many rumours of Duch’s whereabouts: that he had been killed during one of the many purges of Khmer Rouge ranks;
            that he was working under a pseudonym for an aid agency in northern Cambodia. He had not been photographed for more than twenty
            years, and he had never spoken about his role in the killing. It seemed that Duch, like so many others who were responsible
            for the Cambodian holocaust, had vanished. But with the civil war coming to an end in 1998, and new parts of the country opening
            up every month, I thought I’d show his photograph to Cambodians I met to see if anyone recognised him. Even if by some incredible
            coincidence someone did, I knew they would be reluctant to speak. He was a terrifying figure even among the Khmer Rouge. As
            a fighting force, the Khmer Rouge no longer existed, but former members were everywhere: as government officials, army generals,
            village leaders. As one Cambodian put it, ‘They are all around us; we live among the tigers.’

         
         
         
         
         Over many years working as a photographer in Cambodia it became clear to me that if we were ever to understand the Cambodian
            holocaust, and bring any measure of justice, finding Duch and others like him was vital. Duch was the most important witness
            to those dark years and could shed light on a highly secretive period in his country’s history. And I wanted to know what
            it was that had turned a seemingly ordinary man from one of the poorer parts of Cambodia into one of the worst mass murderers
            of the twentieth century.
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         Kaing Guek Eav (Comrade Duch) at the age of about seventeen (Photographer unknown)

         
         
         
      

   
      
         
         
         
         PART I

       
         Kaing Guek Eav

     
      

   
      
         
         
         CHAPTER 1

      
         ‘Better to destroy ten innocent people than let one enemy go free’

       
         
         IN MARCH 1999, I hitched a ride with a mine-clearance organisation into the former Khmer Rouge zone. We left Battambang early
            in the morning and began our journey down Route 10, one of the most fought-over stretches in Cambodia. After an hour of bouncing
            over spine-jarring roads, past hills that soared like cathedrals from the flat rice plains, we turned left at a junction and
            all signs of civilisation vanished. There were no houses, no people, no fields. The road was new.

         
         
         
         
         Here the road threaded deep into the mountainous forest close to the Thai border and our ultimate destination: the former
            Khmer Rouge district of Samlaut. This was the last area to have ceased hostilities with the Cambodian government after more
            than thirty years of almost continuous upheaval. Samlaut had been the first place to rise up against the government in the
            late 1960s. And it was here, in June 1998, that the Khmer Rouge finally laid down their weapons, bringing the conflict full
            cycle and opening the area up to outsiders. Although the war was over, and the Khmer Rouge defunct, the same local leaders
            remained in control. But the ghosts of the past were still far from laid.

         
         
         
         
         The jeep jerked to a halt at a military checkpoint marking the start of former Khmer Rouge territory. Shacks of recently returned
            refugees were huddled in the trees along the side of the road. Young soldiers in government uniforms

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
      

   ops/styles/page-template.xpgt
 

   

     
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
            
            
            
            
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





ops/images/lostexecutionerHBtext_0028_001.jpg





ops/images/lostexecutionerHBtext_0020_001.jpg





ops/images/lostexecutionerHBtext_0011_001.jpg
@51 SAKET
SURING NATRAG
(TA MOK'S CAME)

POL POTS
Shaves @

CAMP 1001
(50N SEN'S CAMP)
|

PHNOM
CHAT 5 ANGREK R

-@ANLONG
L VENG

@STUNG TRENG
@FROVIENG

CHAIYOT VILLAGE
KOMPONG CHEN
DUCH'S BIATHPLACE

NEW HOUSE —4

KOMPONG THOM
DAE KRAHOM

OKRATIE

- BORA
CAMP

> BAN MA
MUANG CAMP
OMPONG CHAM

CARDAMOM 2 Banr
RANGE  yieance @
L4 W PHNOM PENH

M-99@

KOMPONG SOM
(SIHANOUK VILLE)

L)





ops/images/lostexecutionerHBtext_0003_001.jpg
TOOMSBURY






ops/images/9781408806210.jpg
The Lost

Executioner

A Story of the Khmer Rouge

‘A-penetrating biography of a torturer and his accomplices ... Never
has this story been as relevant as it is today. Without Nic Dunlop’s
photographer’s eye, which enabled him to identify Duch, it is true to
say that [ wouldn’t have written The Gaze’ ERANCOIS BIZOT

NIC DUNLOP








