
Terrorists in the Safest City 

George B. Ringwald 

[Tokyo i s ]  the least crime troubled of any big city in 
the world.. . . (New York Times) 
Another leader of the Kakumarithii (Revolirtionav 
Marxist Faction) was killed in Tokyo Tuesday night in 
the latest of a series of bloody fights among radical 
elements. Shin Fimnazaki, 27, was slain by three 
members of the rival Chirkakirha (Middle Core Fac- 
tion), who jimniped on him with steel pipes as he was 
making a phone call in the tea parlor “Nile” .... 
(Mainichi Daily News) 

The World’s Largest City [Tokyo] Is Also The 
Safest. (Washington Post headline) 
Feuding radical groimps fought a bloody battle at 
Shimbashi Station in Tokyo around lunchtime Thirrs- 
h y ,  wielding steel pipes and stakes, and hurling rocks 
at each other. At least 35 persons, including 24 train 
passengers, were injured and one of them died later 
j-om a fractured skull. (Japan Times) 

met Makoto Matsuo, leader of the group that I cuts down its rivals with steel pipes in tea 
parlors and that rampages, with staves and rocks, among 
innocent train passengers, in a tiny cubicle of a room on the 
ground floor of a three-story business office building that 
would normally have no trouble blending into the gray 
alikeness of a hundred nondescript neighborhoods of To- 
kyo. 

The room was tightly if crudely sealed off from the rest of 
the building, its walls a patchwork of odd-shaped cardboard 
pieces and old blankets with patterns you were likely to find 
in the tourist shop of a Navajo reservation. We entered from 
the street, ducking our heads under a steel shutter that had 
been raised part way to let us in and that was then quickly 
lowered to seal us off from the outside. We sat across from 
each other, on a slightly raised floor that was haphazardly 

GEORGE B. RINGWALD has been Business Week’s Tokyo 
bureau chief for six years. While an investigative reporter for 
the Riverside, Calif., Press andEnterprise newspapers in 1968 
he won the Pulitzer Prize for meritorious service. 

covered with rush mats and under the glare of an unshaded 
overhead light bulb. Behind me, holding a flashlight and a 
tape recorder, stood a lone Chukakuha bodyguard. 

Half a dozen of them had marched downstairs with 
Matsuo when he came to keep his appointment with 
me-timing it to keep me waiting three or four minutes, 
exactly in the manner, I thought, of a rank-conscious 
business executive I might have been going to interview. 
Matsuo was the only one whose face and head were 
uncovered. The Chukakuha guards wore motorcycle crash 
helmets or construction worker hardhats and had masked 
the lower parts of their faces with casually draped scarves or 
towels. They all carried heavy, long-handled shovels, but 
obviously these were not going to fool anybody into 
thinking they were going to spade mulch in the Tokyo 
pavement. 

Private ownership of guns is prohibited in Japan, which 
is frequently cited as one of the reasons for the nation’s 
apparently low crime rate. But political terrorist groups like 
the Chukakuha and their arch foes, the Kakumaruha, who 
usually arm themselves with lethal steel pipes or bars, and 
the criminal gangs of the economic underworld, who 
occasionally clash with knives and swords, have proved 
that where.there is a will there still is a way. (Swords, 
incidentally, may be openly sold and traded in Japan, at 
least so long as they are Japanese swords, which are deemed 
national works of art and not weapons. Swords of foreign 
make, however, are classified as weapons, no matter their 
artistic or historic merit, and thus not importable.) 

Residents of the area refer to the Chukakuha headquar- 
ters as “the fort,” and with reason. The front of the 
building is heavily sandbagged, and on one comer of the 
roof a guard mans a makeshift lookout post that was 
obviously an architectural afterthought. (Matsuo told me 
later that the Chukakuha had bought the building late in 
1974 at a price of $4oo,OOO, which the group raised through 
party contributions and sales of its weekly and monthly 
publications. “It is still too small for us.” Matsuo com- 
plained.) 

But this fortress is in Tokyo, I had to keep reminding 
myself, the capital city of one of the world’s majorcapitalist 
economic powers and a city that is touted by American 

21 



22 I WORLDVIEW I MAY 1976 

journalists as “the world’s safest.” The Chukakuha fort, in 
fact, is located on one of the city’s busiest thoroughfares 
and only a ten-minute tax i  ride from the bustling train- 
subway station of Ikebukuro, one of the more thriving of the 
twenty-three main wards in this city of eleven million 
population. It was as if I had stumbled into some Oriental 
theatre of the absurd, a feeling that was heightened when I 
saw neighbors outside strolling along the sidewalk with 
their children or noodle shop delivery boys riding by on 
their bicycles, pleasantly jingling their bells, all seemingly 
oblivious to the sandbagged building and its guerrilla 
warriors. 

That is what they are. Matsuo does not let you make any 
mistake about it. “We believe in the methods of 
revolution-violent tactics and guerrilla warfare-and we 
will continue to expand,” he told me, stating it concisely 
but quietly, with no dramatic excesses. “It will be impossi- 
ble to have a successful revolution without armed struggle. 
A peaceful revolution is possible only if the proletariat is 
armed.” 

Matsuo scorns the Kakumaruha for trying to achieve 
revolution without violence, and for that reason links them 
with the right wing and the rest of Japan’s despised 
“ c o ~ n t e ~ ~ e v o I ~ t i o n ~ e s . ”  “The revolutionary struggle,” 
Matsuo declares, “is against the state forces as well as the 
counterrevolutionaries. ” 

He is also contcmptuous of the Kakumaruha for recently 
indicating its willingness to accept an offer by some of 
Japan’s liberal cultural ilite to mediate a peaceful ending of 
the dispute between the two left-wing factions. “This 
shows their weakness,” Matsuo says. “They want more 
time to arm themselves.” And he curtly dismisses any 
thought of the Chukakuha participating in such apparently 
effete bourgeois practices. “It  will be impossible to have a 
talk without a fight,” he says. “Kakumaruha is the thing 
that suppresses the process of revolution, so i t  is something 
we have to get rid of rather than talk about.’’ 

Frankly, I am bored by all this ideological guff. In Tokyo 
today there are at least half a million families living in 
substandard housing (by the official definition of no more 
than two rooms per family), only 20 per cent of the city is 
served by modem sewers, and 40 per cent of the city’s 
streets are so narrow that even Tokyo’s small-sized fire 
trucks cannot get through them; there are thousands of bars, 
nightclubs, and Turkish bathhouses, where hundreds of 
thousands of women are daily and nightly pandered by a 
sleazy male underworld; hundreds of thousands of workers 
commute daily in and out of the city in dangerously 
overcrowded subways, trains, and buses; and thousands of 
industrial factories have polluted the sky and the earth and 
drained away the underground waters, so that the land is 
gradually sinking, posing the vision of an horrendous 
catastrophe if Tokyo is again hit by anything like the 1923 
earthquake-fire that leveled the Kanto region. 

I ask Matsuo why he and his revolutionaries are not busy 
trying to solve some of these social-economic ills of the city 
instead of trying to beat other human beings into vegeta- 
bles, and I get ideological gobbledygook in response- 
about how Chukakuha has to fight the revival of im- 
perialism in Japan today and “the ties between Japan and 
the U.S. imperialists.” I ask him what is his economic 
vision for Japan. After all, Matsuo was an economics major 

at Kyoto University, and his father is a professor of 
economics at another university near the city of Kyoto. But 
he shrugs and has no answer. 

It is difficult to imagine Matsuo wielding one of those 
long-handled shovels, beating a fellow human being to 
death. He is quiet-spoken and seems pleasant enough. I 
remember the words of the taxi driver who drove me from 
Ikebukuro Station to the Chukakuha headquarters: He 
frequently has Chukakuha guerrillas as customers and finds 
them “very polite.” Matsuo is a handsome young man of 
twenty-five, with wavy hair, not radically long. He wears 
glasses and dresses conventionally‘in dark slacks, modestly 
striped shirt and tie, and you could easily lose him in a 
crowd of Japanese “salarymen” or white-collar workers. 

I ask him what his father and mother think about his 
membership in one of two groups that appear relentlessly 
dedicated to eliminating one another from the face of the 
earth, and he answers with ideological propriety: “The 
relation I have with my parents i s  not political.” 

t Shinbashi Station, in the heart of downtown A Tokyo, where hundreds of men and women 
stroll, lunch, or shopduring their noon break, four hundred 
members of the Chukakuha and four hundred members of 
the Kakumaruha clashed one day last summer in a noontime 
celebration of ideology.. . “Killed in the clash was Euchiro 
Kai, 20, a junior at Ritsumeikan University, a Kakumaruha 
activist,” reports the AsahiEvening News. “The44 injured 
included a five-year-old boy and 3 75-year-old man ....” 

y consciousness is crowded now with M another Tokyo scene. Early this year, with 
my son, then seven years old, I am waiting one morning for 
a bus outside Maguro Station, a major transportation hub of 
Tokyo, when I happen to glance to my left at another bus 
queue and notice that a couple of prospective passengers 
seem to have gotten into an argument and are striking at one 
another with furled umbrellas. Then, like a camera gradu- 
ally bringing the fuzziness into focus, I see that these are not 
waiting bus passengers, but rather three young men hitting 
another young man, not with umbrellas but with black bars, 
the deadly steel pipes that are the favored weapon of the 
Chukakuha and Kakumaruha. The victim is now on the 
sidewalk, squirming on his stomach under the repeated 
blows and shielding his head with his hands. The three men 
with the black bars all wear white gauze surgical masks, 
which are commonly worn by Japanese in the wintertime 
when they have a cold or some other infectious ailment. 
And what I am also aware of is that all around this quiet 
battle, which raises neither screams from the victim nor 
cries of vengeance from the attackers, there must be at least 
thirty people standing waiting for their buses, and nearly all 
of them seem to have their eyes carefully averted from this 
brutal scene. All of this seems to have come floating before 
my eyes like some surrealistic dream. And then, almost as 
quickly as I am aware of what is happening, it is all over. 
The masked attackers are suddenly fleeing, scuttling away 
into a nearby alley; the people go on waiting for their buses, 
and the victim is slowly getting to his feet. He shrugs off 
offers of help from one old woman in the crowd, and he 
hobbles off, his face strained with pain and shock, but no 
wounds visible to the eye. 



ow in the Chukakuha “fort” I am listening N to Matsuo saying, “So many people had 
to die for a sacrifice to the  Emperor during the  war, and 
we see a revival of that imperialist atmosphere to- 
day.. . . ” 

nd I recall my recent meeting with an A American businessman newly arrived in 
Tokyo and of his ecstatic reaction upon hearing about the 
two leftist groups trying to beat out one another’s brains. 
“Good! Good!” he cries, his face awash with happy 
radiance. 

It is suspected by Japanese in widely disparate walks 
of life that Tokyo police authorities take much this same 
attitude. Indeed, just recently I heard this view expressed 
by a high-ranking official in  the Foreign Ministry. The 
police, he said, seem to be purposely keeping hands off 
and letting the two groups “stew in their own juice, so to 
speak.” A veteran police reporter for one of Japan’s 
major daily newspapers, who arranged my interview 
with Matsuo, told me: “Many Japanese intellectuals do 
feel this way. And it  is very convenient for the police to 
blame i t  on the left.” 

interestingly enough, still another variant of this same 
criticism was volunteered by the cab driver during our 
ride to the Chukakuha headquarters. “These groups are 
being allowed to exist, because the government finds i t  
very useful in keeping up the scare about a leftist 
‘takeover,”’ said the cab driver, a man perhaps in his 
forties, who drove one of the kujin or private-owner cabs 
and who would thus hardly seem fo be one of Japan’s 
more radical anticapitalists. 

Whatever the explanation, Tokyo police have made 
little headway either in solving any of the revolutionary 
murders or in preventing the factional strife. As I am in 
the midst of writing this story, in  fact, there is this item 
from the Asahi Evening News of October 27, 1975: 
“Seven men believed to be Chukaku faction activists 
were attacked by men with steel pipes believed to belong 
to the Kakumaru faction early Monday morning in three 
cities in  Chiba Prefecture.” 

Neither the Japanese police nor the press seem to know 
exactly how many persons have been killed, much less 
those merely wounded (and possibly crippled, blinded, 
or paralyzed for life), in  the bloody rivalry between the 
two left-wing factions. One reason may be that new 
factions seem to be constantly springing up in the volatile 
political left field of Japan, and it  is not always clear 
which is which. D 

About the same time as the recent attacks in Chiba 
Prefecture, a bedroom community adjoining Tokyo, a 
young Kakumaruha activist identified as Yorihiko 
Umeda, twenty-two, a liberal arts sophomore at Tokyo 
University, was struck down on the university campus 
and beaten to death with steel pipes by ten members of a 
newly emerged group called Hanteigakuhpo, or anti- 
imperialist student council. 

Although police seemed able to identify quickly the 
group of killers, no arrests were reported. There rarely 
are. Or when arrests are made, as in  the melee at 
Shinbashi Station, one does not subsequently read or 
hear about any criminal prosecution or court trial. Ad- 

mittedly, i t  may be difficult to pinpoint criminal respon- 
sibility in cases involving as many as ten killers or when 
the wounded victims themselves are unwilling to talk to 
police investigators. But such legal niceties seldom seem 
to deter the authorities from arresting and jailing leftist 
radicals when their attacks are against the established 
order recognized by the ruling conservative government 
of Japan’s Liberal Democratic Party rather than against 
one another. According to Matsuo, two Chukakuha 
comrades arrested as suspects in the killing of a police- 
man have been kept in jail for three-and-a-half years, 
without benefit of trial. Matsuo himself was arrested late 
in 1971, accused of agitating citizens to armed struggle, 
and spent thirteen months in  jail before he was finally 
allowed to post bail. The trial of his case is still not 
concluded. 

Last April the Japan Times reported: “According to 
the National Police Agency, a total of 30 activists have 
been murdered in 26 cases of strife involving various 
groups of the ‘newleftist’ camp.” Twenty-three of the 
victims were from the Chukaku or Kakumaru factions, 
according to the Japan Times. But about the same time 
the Yomiitri Shinibirrt reported: “A total of 28 men have 
been killed in bloody clashes between rival ultraleftist 
groups.. . .Twenty-four of the 28 victims were members 
of the Chukakuha and Kakumaruha.” 

After the most recent rash of battles in Tokyo and 
Chiba Prefecture the police and press seem to have 
settled on nineteen as the number of members in the two 
factions killed so far in  late 1975, compared with eleven 
in 1974. 

There is also some confusion over what the fighting is 
about and how it  started, but the generally accepted 
version is that the present Chukaku and Kakumaru 
factions, each claiming four thousand members or so, are 
splinter groups from the Kakukyudu (National Commit- 
tee of the Revolutionary Communist League), which was 
formed in 1959 with the dual-purpose slogan of “anti- 
imperialism and anti-Stalinism.” The two factions are 
reported to have gone their separate ways four years later 
in a dispute over ideological policy. 

My Japanese newspaper contact explains i t  this way: 
“The Chukakuha wanted to make its revolution public in  
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battles with the police and the Establishment. They felt 
that if they battled with the police, the public and 
workers would come to their support. The Kakumaruha, 
however, said it  was too early to do this-Japan was not 
ready for the revolution-and they wanted first to 
organize better ideological I y . While the Chukaku ha 
fought the police in the 1960’s. the Kakumaruha re- 
mained on the sidelines. So now they stand accused of 
not being true fighting revolutionaries. ” 

It was not until  1970, however, that their ideological 
differences led to violence and the first murder victim, a 
Kakumaruha member. And it was more than a year after 
that, in December, 1971, before the Kakumaruha, in 
retaliation, beat to death two members of the rival group. 
The violence has escalated from there, and the authorities 
have made little progress in ending it. From a talk I had 
recently with an inspector of the Tokyo Metropolitan Police 
Department i t  seems unlikely that they will be any more 
successful in the future. 

I asked the inspector, who had. agreed only most 
reluctantly to see me at all and only on condition that his 
name not be mentioned, what he thought the police could 
do to stop this urban warfare, and he told me, presumably 
in all seriousness: “These radical students must control 
themselves, and they should change their attitudes so as 
not to use violence in their arguments. And the police 
must continue their efforts to control such violence. We 
should continue observation of the groups and try to get 
information. ” 

The inspector seemed out of his depth even in trying to 
explain what the Chukaku and Kakumaru factions were 
fighting about. “We understand that in their theories 
both differ from international communism,” he told me, 
“and also a little bit from the Japan Communist Party. 
But we don’t have exact information on how differ- 
ent.. ..” 

But he had little difficulty or hesitancy in  answering 
another question, which 1 was prompted to ask by his 
frequent association of the words radical and left. “In 
general, radical involves both left and right,” he said. 
“But in Japan when we say radical it usually means 
left.” 

It is precisely this tunnel vision of officialdom that 
worries many thinking persons in Japan today. Beyond 
the horrible senseiissness of the killings-if there can be 
any “beyond” to the taking of human life-is the ever 
present danger that the violence of the left will ultimately 
provoke repression from the right. Already there are too 
many worrisome signs of the government’s growing 
intolerance for the political liberty granted Japanese 
citizens by their postwar constitution. 

Under the frequently rambunctious regime of former 
Prime Minister Kakuei Tanaka-like his cqunterpart in 
the U.S., Richard M. Nixon, he was a law-and-order 
enthusiast and suffered a similarly embarrassing de- 
nouement when he was forced to resign by press revela- 
tions of the private fortune he had questionably amassed 
during his public service career-the Japanese Govern- 
ment proposed a host of measures that indicated its 
essentially “prewar mentality,” as it was described by 
the Asahi Evening News. The legislative measures in- 

cluded reviving the chauvinistic “morals” course in the 
pub1 ic schools, restricting political activities by 
teachers, and tightening the nation’s liberal abortion 
law, the last measure particularly dear to Japanese 
industrialists worried about the declining supply of 
cheap labor. Even more far-reaching in its repressive 
implications was the proposed revision of the Japanese 
penal code, which, among other things, would provide a 
three-year prison sentence for anyone found guilty of 
“insulting” a foreign chief of state, for “alcoholic 
convicts,” and for any employee of a private enterprise 
convicted of making public “industrial secrets.” 

In the face of strong public protest the government has 
quietly shelved these various proposals, but i t  is not 
likely to forget them. The Japanese press has noted that a 
majority of the members on the Legislative Council, 
which drafted the proposed new penal code, favored the 
revision and will no doubt bring it  up again at a more 
propitious time. 

An escalation of terrorist violence might well provide 
the appropriate climate for pushing through such repres- 
sive legislation. Recently, in the wake of the seizure of 
the U.S. Embassy in Kuala Lumpur by Japanese Red 
Army guerrillas and their successful bid to have five 
comrades freed from prison in Japan, the government 
began preparing for Diet approval a foreboding amend- 
ment to the Passport Law, which would enable au- 
thorities “to inquire into the identities of visa applicants 
more effectively,” as government sources told Japanese 
reporters. Equally ominous, if hardly surprising, were 
the cries of “Kill them! Kill them!” that came from 
enraged bystanders when police were rounding up 
Chukakuha and Kakumaniha participants in the bloody 
clash at Shinbashi Station last July. And after that clash 
there was a marked increase in citizen complaints about 
the Chukaku-Kakumaru violence. “They want the 
police to get tougher,” the Tokyo police inspector told 
me. 

n his Ikebukuro bunker Matsuo dismisses this I concern about a right-wing backlash with his 
customary rhetorical zeal. “Revolution is always a 
struggle where you have to overcome backlashes,” he 
says. “Also, such a backlash would not be because of 
our increased terrorism, but because the police are just 
expressing their latent reactionary tendencies. ” 

And I am reminded of something else the taxi driver 
told me on the way to the Chukakuha headquarters. What 
worries him, he said, is that the violence of these two 
feuding factions migk  prompt police to “take i t  out on 
other movements” by Japanese citizens. As an example 
of what could happen, he related that because of street 
fights and litter created by groups competing for space to 
distribute leaflets outside train and subway stations in 
Tokyo, the police now require such groups first to get a 
police permit. 

“This is a constitutional right,” noted the cab driver, 
“but now the police are infringing on this.” Apparently, 
however, such matters are of no concern to the Chukaku 
and Kakumaru factions. The cab driver shook his head 
slightly and said, “They seem to be very isolated from 
the people.” 


