










CURATORIAL STATEMENT

The filmmaker, screenwriter, film theorist, artist, and political activist Adachi Masao (b. 1939) 
is considered—along with Koji Wakamatsu and Nagisa Oshima—a leading figure in Japanese 
New Wave Cinema. Since the 1960s, Masao has produced many experimental films and 
written film scripts on a range of political topics. In the 1970s, Masao joined Nihon Sekigun, 
the Japanese Red Army (a communist group founded by Fusako Shigenobu in Lebanon in 
1971), for the purpose of supporting the Palestinian struggle. After a trip to the Cannes Film 
Festival, Masao and Wakamatsu stopped in Beirut to interview and film Palestinian fighters. 
Masao declared himself a militant for the World Revolution and the Arab cause. He then spent 
27 years in the Middle East: for the most part in the Bekaa Valley and, after the withdrawal of 
the Red Army from Bekaa in 1997, in Beirut.

There is little information about this period of Masao’s life. He claimed to have worked on 
several projects, but all film material was destroyed during air strikes. In 1997, Masao, 
along with four other members of the Japanese Red Army, was arrested. The arrest—which 
the newspapers of the day saw as part of the U.S.-sponsored Middle East peace process, 
and the Lebanese government’s intention to boost its international image—provoked a 
wave of indignation among Lebanese and Palestinian leftist groups, university students, 
local intellectuals, government ministers, and religious leaders. The arrest also mobilized, 
according to different accounts, from 100 to 160 attorneys, who declared their intention to be 
part of the defense team. In the end, the team was reduced to 50 lawyers due to the space 
constraints of the courtroom. Beginning in 1997, Masao spent three years in Roumieh prison in 
northern Beirut for passport forgery, illegal entrance, and residency in Lebanon—accusations 
he categorically denied in court. Due to the absence of an extradition treaty between Lebanon 
and Japan, he waited several years in a legal limbo until the completion of the juridical 
procedures. While in prison, Masao converted to Orthodox Christianity and married; he also 
practiced acupuncture and produced a series of drawings. In 2001, he was extradited to the 
Japanese authorities. Local media explained the extradition, and its timing, as part of the 
Lebanese government efforts to secure much-needed resources and investments for post–
Civil War reconstruction from the USA and Japan.

Over the past decade, there has been an increased worldwide interest in Masao’s films, 
writings, and cinematic theory. Many world institutions and leading newspapers (from the 
Cinémathéque Française to the Harvard Film Archive, the Rotterdam International Film 
Festival, and The New York Times, to mention only a few) have reported on him, studied his 
writings, or screened his films. He has not, however, been able to enjoy the hard-earned 
recognition due to problems with his legal status. Masao currently resides in Japan but is 
still considered a radical, and a “terrorist,” and is forbidden from attending the screenings, 
festivals, and conferences organized in various countries around his films and writings. His 
work has nevertheless provided recent inspiration for a number of contemporary French, 
British, German, Japanese, and American filmmakers, scholars, and artists.



AUB Art Galleries opens its current exhibition, Cut/Gash/Slash—Adachi Masao—A Militant 
Theory of Landscape, with the aim of reintroducing Adachi Masao to the Lebanese public 
following his eighteen-year absence from Lebanon (2001–2019). While his name may sound 
familiar within certain Arab political and cultural circles, Masao’s art, films, books, and film 
theories are much-less known or studied. In addition, the exhibition seeks to introduce Masao’s 
films and theory of cinematic landscape into AUB’s academic community and curricula. 
Specifically, the exhibit brings to the public and students’ attention the so-called discourse 
of cinematic fukei-ron (literally “theory of landscape” in Japanese) that emerged in Japan at 
the end of the 1960s. Masao was one of the main contributors and practitioners to the theory.

The “Cut/Gash/Slash” of the exhibit’s title is a reference not only to the techniques of cinematic 
montage but also to the complex imbricated relationships that inhere between artistic, 
social, and political practice. Coming from the tradition of radical left-wing documentary 
filmmaking—a tradition that, in Japan, developed in relation to the Zenkyoto movement: the 
student movement galvanized by protests following the signing of the U.S.–Japan Security 
Treaty (the so-called Anpo, or Nichibei Anzen Hosho Joyaku) in 1960—Masao proposed 
his own take on the relationships between the formal problems of art and sociopolitical 
contradictions. Masao provides a unique historical model of the artist, who does not merely 
equate artistic and cinematic practice with political practice; he makes them self-identical, 
one and the same. And his theory of landscape plays a central part in this equation.

One of Masao’s most celebrated films is a documentary entitled A.K.A. Serial Killer (Ryakusho: 
Renzoku Shasatsuma, 1969). Here, Masao works with the real-life story of Norio Nagayama 
(1949–1997), a convicted serial killer and later best-selling political novelist. The son of a 
Japanese peasant (like Masao himself, whose father was a poor apple farmer), Nagayama 
would kill four people with a pistol stolen from a United States Navy base in the late 1960s. 
Cinematically, Masao tells Nagayama’s story through long deep-focus shots, oblique angles, 
and extreme close-ups, all of which convey an additional parallel narrative: that of the 
changing Japanese townscape and landscape lying in between those cities where Nagayama 
traveled to commit his crimes. The film is composed of images of trains, rioting students, 
marching soldiers, ports, ships, trucks, industrial sites, and architectural fragments—it is a 
composite image of Japan at one of its most difficult moments in twentieth-century history: 
post-WWII post-industrialization. And yet A.K.A. Serial Killer remains a film (ostensibly) about 
the 19-year-old Nagayama, even though the protagonist neither appears in nor receives a 
single mention in the film.

As later film critics would suggest, Masao was, effectively, using his camera as Nagayama’s 
eyes, creating a subjective point-of-view that showed what he might have seen while 
traveling in between various cities: mostly, redundant urban landscapes undergoing rapid 
standardization. In critical literature on fukei-ron, A.K.A. Serial Killer—co-produced with Kōji 



Wakamatsu and made in collaboration with other members of the Japanese film community 
(Mamoru Sasaki, Masao Matsuda, Yu Yamazaki, Masayuki Nonomura, and Susumu Iwabuchi)—
has emerged as a classic example of landscape theory in Japanese New Wave Cinema. The 
main postulate of fukei-ron, as interpreted by Japanese critics of the 1960s (such as Mamoru 
Sasaki, Masao Matsudo, and Masato Hara), is that landscape representations in cinema 
can serve as a direct expression or manifestation of power. Through intentional choices in 
cinematography, editing, and mise-en-scène, Masao endows the landscapes of A.K.A. Serial 
Killer with poignant significance; and those artistic choices empower landscape to deliver 
a statement against the commercial media’s sensationalist treatment of Nagayama’s case 
through their fetishization and singularization of events, modeled on corporate advertising or 
capitalist agitprop.

The film’s landscapes, subject matter, and aesthetic attributes also work to question whether 
one can understand the complexities of this world through the depictions of isolated events, 
facts, and actions. Masao’s dissections catch a glimpse of the very dynamics of power in 
the process of manifesting social contradictions. His film seizes the material traces left 
by ideology on a constantly shifting landscape. In fact, Masao over-identifies himself with 
Nagayama. A.K.A. Serial Killer eliminates what Masato Hara called the “uncertain gaze,” 
or the “fetishism” which interferes in between the object filmed and the process of filming 
in conventional cinematic techniques. In his 1971 manifesto “What Shouldn’t Be Done?”, 
Masao wrote that “there is no other method of participation in the frontline of the global 
revolution conflict (both in its political and cultural senses) than to dissect the film itself.” 
The dissections consist in separating the landscape from everything else. In A.K.A. Serial 
Killer, landscape is not simply background, against which social contradictions are played 
out—as, for instance, landscape is treated in the Western tradition of the fine arts, where 
it is subordinated to historical and genre painting, or to the portraits of eminent historical 
events and figures—but becomes, instead, foreground: the frontline of political struggle. 
Masao’s theory also departs from the pre-modern Japanese (and Chinese-derived) tradition 
of landscape understood in terms of “famous places,” and subsumed under the art historical 
concept of meisho. According to meisho conventions, the landscape acts as a container of 
sacred power, gaining its capital value—and, in the past, its divine “atmosphere”—through 
decades or centuries of association of a particular “famous place” in the landscape with a 
religious narrative, or accumulating its power from visits by illustrious travelers, monks, 
artists, or literati.

Masao’s militant theory of landscape was constructed along and through his engagement 
with other genres of film, realized during the 1960s and the 1970s (pink film, youth revolt, and 
political documentary). In the current exhibition, A.K.A. Serial Killer occupies a prominent 
place alongside another important early documentary, which functioned as Masao’s 
cinematic declaration of war. The Red Army/PFLP: Declaration of World War (Sekigun-
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PFLP: Sekai Sensō Sengen, 1971) is a propaganda newsreel that has been discussed in 
terms of the “cinema of actuality.” The latter term, as theorized by Yuriko Furahata, has been 
used with regard to Japanese politics and filmmaking during the 1960s and 1970s, or the 
so-called “season of politics.” The Red Army/PFLP was produced from material gathered 
during Masao and Wakamatsu’s visits and stays in Lebanon during the early 1970s. And 
the cinematic declaration is constructed of footage gathered from Masao’s interviews with 
Palestinian fighters and their leaders. The film takes a militant political stance, as well as 
a distinct approach to the question of what constitutes news: it enacts the making of the 
news rather than its appropriation by or from mainstream corporate media. The approach 
bears resemblance to, and is constructed in dialogue with, a range of cinematic techniques 
developed by filmmakers and artists in other countries: from the Soviet film avant-garde to 
the Situationist International strategies of derive and détournement, as well as in relation to 
the members of the French Dziga Vertov group (Jean-Luc Godard and Jean-Pierre Gorin). 
Such productions do not merely function as illustrations or documentations of Palestinian 
struggle (echoing the Sanrizuka farmer protests against the appropriation of land for the 
construction of the Narita airport in Tokyo) but become what Ghassan Kanafani (1936–1972) 
identified as the communication of truth as the supreme form of armed struggle—or, “film 
as a weapon.”

Ultimately, Masao’s life in relation to art and politics can be put in the words of Takashi 
Tsumura, who, in commenting on one of Godard’s films, once declared: “We stand at a 
junction… where we either follow Godard and his pronouncement that films should not be 
political films but should be made politically, or we follow China and its ongoing cultural 
revolution and reject film altogether.” Masao’s work in some way stands at the same juncture: 
from his political films produced during the 1960s and early 1970s in Japan to his “27 Years 
Without Images” (to quote a part of a film title about him).

This exhibition, which is fully aware of the “archive fever” that has taken over the field of 
cultural production in our own times, also tries to reconstruct—or (to use the language of 
Russian Cosmism that has recently returned into prominence) to “resurrect”—those 27 
years without images. The exhibition thereby brings back to life a range of archival material 
collected in Lebanon and Japan, including newspapers, books by or about Masao, treatises on 
the political theory of landscape, interviews with Masao, writings by other key theoreticians of 
landscape, Masao’s drawings from Roumieh prison, footage of Juro Kara’s Jokyo Gekijo (The 
Situation Theater) shot by Joji Ide. The material brings into prominence a peculiar (unofficial) 
form of cultural dialogue taking place between activists, artists, film-makers, writers, actors 
from Japan and the Middle East in the 1970s. For instance, the Japanese theater director Kara 
(b. 1940) brought his whole situation theater group from the Shinjuku district of Tokyo into 
the Palestinian camps in Lebanon and Syria during the 1970s. Karo and his troupe gave the 
political struggle of the Palestinian people, in other words, a local theatrical form.



The exhibition displays other material manifestations of fukei-ron as well. Representing 
the medium of photography, for instance, are books by renowned Japanese photographer 
and photography critic Nakahira Takuma (1938–2015). It also displays posters produced 
by Japanese Neo-Dada artists of the 1960s: e.g. Genpei Akasegawa (1934–2014), who 
collaborated with Masao on numerous occasions. Additionally, four other films by Adachi 
Masao are screened. One is a more recent production made under the title Yûheisha – 
Terorisuto (The Prisoner, 2006)—a disturbing cinematic experience revolving around the 
tragic figure of Kôzô Okamoto, the only surviving agent of the Losd Airport massacre, who 
was subjected to many years of torture in captivity and who still currently resides in in 
Beirut. Also screened are three other early films by Masao: Bowl (1961), Galaxy (1967), and 
Female Student Guerrillas (1969). Lastly, we have put together an improvised collection of 
texts by or about Masao—which have been selected from a large body of writings in Arabic, 
French, Japanese, and English and written during different decades—as well as more 
specific writings on the theory of landscape by Masao Matsuda—which we have translated 
into English for the first time for this project.

Octavian Esanu and Go Hirasawa

Special thanks to Joshua David Gonsalves for feedback and discussions on the cinematography of Adachi Masao, 
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تفتتـــح المعـــارض الفنيـــة فـــي الجامعـــة الأمريكيـــة فـــي بيـــروت معرضهـــا كات / جـــاش / كاش - أداشـــي 
مســـاو - المشـــهد مـــن وجهـــة نظـــر محـــارب هادفـــة إلـــى إعـــادة تقديـــم أداشـــي مســـاو للجمهـــور 
ـــا  ـــمه مألوف ـــون اس ـــن ك ـــم م ـــان. وبالرغ ـــن لبن ـــرة )٢٠٠١ - ٢٠١٩( ع ـــة عش ـــه الثماني ـــنوات غياب ـــر س ـــي إث اللبنان
ـــه  ـــه ونظريات ـــه وكتب ـــه وأفلام ـــي، إلا أن فن ـــم العرب ـــي العال ـــية ف ـــة والسياس ـــاط الثقافي ـــض الأوس ـــي بع ف
ـــام  ـــم أف ـــى تقدي ـــعى إل ـــرض يس ـــا أن المع ـــل. كم ـــبة أق ـــة بنس ـــة أو مدروس ـــت معروف ـــام كان ـــول الأف ح
مســـاو ونظريتـــه الســـينمائية حـــول المشـــهد لمجتمـــع الجامعـــة الأمريكيـــة الأكاديمـــي ومناهجهـــا. 
ـــة  ـــوكاي - رون« )نظري ـــروف ب »ف ـــينمائي المع ـــاب الس ـــى الخط ـــاب إل ـــور والط ـــاه الجمه ـــت انتب ـــو يلف فه
ـــد  ـــاو أح ـــي. وكان مس ـــرن الماض ـــيتينيات الق ـــر س ـــي أواخ ـــان ف ـــي الياب ـــق ف ـــذي انبث ـــة( ال ـــهد بالياباني المش

المســـاهمين الأساســـيين والممارســـين لهـــذه النظريـــة. 

إن كات/ جـــاش/ كاش التـــي تظهـــر فـــي بدايـــة عنـــوان المعـــرض باللغـــة الإنجليزيـــة هـــذا هـــي ليســـت 
بيـــن  القائمـــة  إلـــى العلاقـــة  بـــل هـــي أيضـــا إحالـــة  المونتـــاج الســـينمائية  مجـــرد إحالـــة لتقنيـــات 
الممارســـة الفنيـــة والسياســـية. فمســـاو، القـــادم مـــن تقاليـــد الأفـــام الوثائقيـــة الراديكاليـــة اليســـارية 
ــي  ــان فـ ــي اليابـ ــة فـ ــة احتجاجيـ ــة طلابيـ ــو )حركـ ــة زنكيوتـ ــع حركـ ــاط مـ ــور بالارتبـ ــد تطـ ــو تقليـ - وهـ
ســـتينيات القـــرن الماضـــي( والتـــي توضحـــت معالمهـــا إثـــر الاحتجاجـــات التـــي تلـــت الاتفاقيـــة الأمنيـــة 
ـــد  ـــي ١٩٦٠( - ق ـــة ف ـــو والموقع ـــو جوياك ـــزن هوش ـــيبي أن ـــو، أو انش ـــة بأنب ـــة )المعروف ـــة - الياباني الأمريكي
ــدّم  ــية. يقـ ــة - السياسـ ــات الاجتماعيـ ــن والتناقضـ ــكاليات الفـ ــن إشـ ــة بيـ ــول العلاقـ ــه حـ ــن رأيـ ــن عـ أعلـ
مســـاو نموذجـــً خاصـــً للفنـــان، فهـــو لا يســـاوي فقـــط بيـــن الممارســـة السياســـية والفنيـــة، بـــل يطابـــق 
بينهمـــا ويعدّهمـــا شـــيئا واحـــدا. أحـــد أشـــهر أفـــام مســـاو هـــو فيلـــم »أ.ك.أ القاتـــل المتسلســـل«، 
)»رياكوشـــو: رنزوكـــو شاساتســـوما«، ١٩٦٩(. فـــي هـــذا الفيلـــم يشـــتغل مســـاو بقصـــة نوريـــو ناجايامـــا 
ـــت  ـــية حقّق ـــات سياس ـــب رواي ـــح كات ـــق أصب ـــت لاح ـــي وق ـــدان وف ـــل م ـــل متسلس ـــو قات )١٩٤٩ - ١٩٩٧(، وه
ـــاح  ـــزارع تف ـــده م ـــذي كان وال ـــه وال ـــاو نفس ـــا مس ـــي )كم ـــاح يابان ـــن ف ـــا، اب ـــدم ناجايام ـــات. أق ـــى المبيع أعل
فقيـــر(، علـــى قتـــل أربعـــة أشـــخاص مســـتخدما مسدســـا مســـروقا مـــن القاعـــدة البحريـــة الأمريكيـــة 

فـــي أواخـــر ســـتينيات القـــرن الماضـــي. 

يســـرد مســـاو، ســـينمائيا، قصـــة ناجايامـــا عبـــر لقطـــات ســـينمائية عميقـــة التركيـــز، وزوايـــا مائلـــة، 
ـــاهد  ـــت بمش ـــي ألمّ ـــرات الت ـــة: التغي ـــة موازي ـــردية إضافي ـــا س ـــل كله ـــي تنق ـــرب، والت ـــديدة الق ـــات ش ولقط
المناطـــق الواقعـــة بيـــن المـــدن التـــي ارتكـــب فيهـــا ناجايامـــا جرائمـــه. يتكـــوّن الفيلـــم مـــن مشـــاهد 
لقطـــارات، وطـــاب ثائريـــن، وجنـــود يســـيرون، وموانـــئ، وســـفن، وشـــاحنات ومواقـــع صناعيـــة وشـــظايا 
معماريـــة - إنهـــا صـــورة مركّبـــة لليابـــان فـــي إحـــدى أشـــد الأوقـــات صعوبـــة فـــي القـــرن العشـــرين: مـــا 
ــل«  ــل المتسلسـ ــى »أ.ك.أ القاتـ ــا( يبقـ ــن )ظاهريـ ــع. لكـ ــد التصنيـ ــا بعـ ــة ومـ ــة الثانيـ ــرب العالميـ ــد الحـ بعـ
ــر  ــر ولـــم يُذكـ ــل لـــم يظهـ ــون البطـ ــن كـ ــا، بالرغـــم مـ ــرة ربيعـ ــا ذي التســـعة عشـ ــن ناجايامـ ــا عـ فيلمـ

حتـــى مـــرة واحـــدة طيلـــة الفيلـــم. 

ــا  ــا، خالقـ ــاو بفعاليـــة كاميراتـــه كعيْنـــي ناجايامـ ــاد الفيلـــم لاحقـــون، اســـتخدم مسـ ــا كتـــب نُقّـ وكمـ
نظريـــة ذاتيـــة لمـــا قـــد رآه أثنـــاء تجوالـــه بيـــن المـــدن المختلفـــة، مشـــاهد حضريـــة مكـــررة تحـــت تأثيـــر 
ــل«،  ــل المتسلسـ ــرز »أ.ك.أ القاتـ ــوكاي - رون، بـ ــة ب فـ ــة المتعلقـ ــات النقديـ ــي الأدبيـ ــريع. وفـ ــط سـ تنميـ
ـــي  ـــع صانع ـــي مجتم ـــن ف ـــاء آخري ـــع أعض ـــارك م ـــدّ بالتش ـــو، وأُع ـــي واكاماتس ـــع كوج ـــاون م ـــج بالتع المنت
يـــو يامازاكـــي، ماســـايوكو نونومـــورا، و  اليابانيـــة )مامـــورو ساســـاكي، ماســـاو ماتســـودا،  الأفـــام 
ــدة.  ــة الجديـ ــينما اليابانيـ ــار السـ ــي تيـ ــة المشـــهد فـ ــيكي لنظريـ ــال كلاسـ ــي(، كمثـ ــومو إوابوتشـ سوسـ



ــي،  ــط الفنـــي والسياسـ ــر للأفـــام، والناشـ ــيناريوهات، والمنظّـ ــينمائي، وكاتـــب السـ ــرج السـ ــر المخـ يعتبـ
أداشـــي مســـاو )المولـــود فـــي ١٩٣٩(، إلـــى جانـــب كوجـــي واكاماتســـو وناجيســـا أوشـــيما - شـــخصيات 
أنتـــج مســـاو  الماضـــي،  القـــرن  اليابانيـــة. ومنـــذ ســـتينيات  للســـينما  الجديـــدة  الموجـــة  رائـــدة فـــي 
العديـــد مـــن الأفـــام التجريبيـــة وكتـــب ســـيناريوهات أفـــام حـــول عـــدد مـــن الموضوعـــات السياســـية. 
ــي  ــر اليابانـ ــيكيجون، أو الجيـــش الأحمـ ــون سـ ــاو ب نيهـ ــق مسـ ــي، التحـ ــرن الماضـ ــبعينيات القـ ــي سـ وفـ
)مجموعـــة شـــيوعية أسســـها فوســـاكو شـــيكونوبو عـــام ١٩٧١ فـــي لبنـــان( غايتهـــا مســـاندة القضيـــة 
ـــة  ـــروت لمقابل ـــي بي ـــو ف ـــاو و واكاماتس ـــف مس ـــنيمائي، توق ـــان كان الس ـــارة لمهرج ـــر زي ـــطينية. وإث الفلس
ــة  ــورة العالميـ ــبيل الثـ ــي سـ ــل فـ ــه مقاتـ ــاو أنـ ــن مسـ ــا أعلـ ــم. حينهـ ــطينيين وتصويرهـ ــن فلسـ مقاتليـ
ــاع، وبعـــد انســـحاب  ــا فـــي وادي البقـ ــً فـــي الشـــرق الأوســـط، جُلهـ ــة العـــرب. وأمضـــى ٢٧ عامـ و قضيـ

الجيـــش الأحمـــر مـــن البقـــاع فـــي العـــام ١٩٩٧، اســـتقر فـــي بيـــروت. 

لا تتوافـــر معلومـــات وفيـــرة حـــول تلـــك الحقبـــة مـــن حياتـــه. ينقـــل مســـاو أنـــه عمـــل علـــى عـــدة 
أفـــام، لكـــن موادهـــا قـــد دُمّـــرت بفعـــل غـــارات طيـــران. وفـــي العـــام ١٩٩٧، تـــم اعتقـــال مســـاو إلـــى 
جانـــب أربعـــة مـــن أعضـــاء الجيـــش الأحمـــر اليابانـــي. أثـــار ذلـــك الاعتقـــال - الـــذي اعتبرتـــه صحـــف تلـــك 
ـــة  ـــن الحكوم ـــة م ـــا، ورغب ـــوم أمريكي ـــط المدع ـــرق الأوس ـــي الش ـــام ف ـــة الس ـــن عملي ـــزء م ـــه ج ـــرة بأن الفت
اللبنانيـــة فـــي تلميـــع صورتهـــا علـــى الصعيـــد الدولـــي - موجـــة اســـتنكار عنـــد عـــدة مجموعـــات 
لبنانيـــة وفلســـطينية يســـارية، وطـــاب جامعـــات، ومثقفيـــن محلييـــن، ووزراء وقـــادة دينييـــن. كمـــا 
ـــي أن  ـــم ف ـــن رغبته ـــروا ع ـــددة، عبّ ـــادر متع ـــب مص ـــا، بحس ـــى ١٦٠ محامي ـــد ١٠٠ إل ـــى حش ـــال إل ـــع الاعتق دف
يكونـــوا فـــي عـــداد فريـــق الدفـــاع. فـــي نهايـــة المطـــاف، تـــم اختـــزال الفريـــق إلـــى ٥٠ محاميـــا بســـبب 
ضيـــق قاعـــة المحكمة.بـــدءا مـــن العـــام ١٩٩٧، قضـــى مســـاو ثـــاث ســـنوات فـــي ســـجن روميـــة شـــمال 
بيـــروت بتهمـــة تزويـــر جـــواز ســـفر، ودخـــول وإقامـــة غيـــر مشـــروعين فـــي لبنـــان، وهـــي اتهامـــات نفاهـــا 

بشـــكل قاطـــع فـــي المحكمـــة. 

ــراءات  ــاء الإجـ ــنوات لإنهـ ــاو عـــدة سـ ــر مسـ ــان، انتظـ ــان واليابـ ــترداد بيـــن لبنـ ــاب اتفاقيـــة اسـ وبســـبب غيـ
ـــم  ـــة الوش ـــام بممارس ـــا ق ـــزوّج، كم ـــية وت ـــيحية الأرثوذكس ـــاو المس ـــق مس ـــجن اعتن ـــي الس ـــة. وف القضائي

وكانـــت لـــه عـــدة رســـومات. 

ــد  ــة قـ ــام محليـ ــائل إعـ ــت وسـ ــة. وكانـ ــلطات اليابانيـ ــل السـ ــن قبـ ــترداده مـ ــم اسـ ــام ٢٠٠١ تـ ــي العـ فـ
ــول  ــة للحصـ ــة اللبنانيـ ــا الحكومـ ــوم بهـ ــي تقـ ــود التـ ــن الجهـ ــو مـ ــه هـ ــترداد وتوقيتـ ــت أن الاسـ أوضحـ
علـــى مصـــادر ضروريـــة واســـتثمارات مـــن أجـــل مرحلـــة إعمـــار مـــا بعـــد الحـــرب مـــن الولايـــات المتحـــدة 

ــان.  ــة واليابـ الأمريكيـ

ـــه ونظريتـــه  ـــوادر اهتمـــام عالمـــي متزايـــد خـــال العقـــد المنصـــرم بأفـــام أداشـــي مســـاو، وكتابات ظهـــرت ب
ـــية،  ـــام الفرنس ـــة الأف ـــا مكتب ـــن بينه ـــدة )م ـــف رائ ـــة وصح ـــات عالمي ـــه منظم ـــت عن ـــد تحدّث ـــينمائية. لق الس
ــدّت  ــز(، وأُعـ ــورك تايمـ ــة نيويـ ــي، وصحيفـ ــام العالمـ ــردام للأفـ ــان روتـ ــام، مهرجـ ــارد للأفـ ــيف هارفـ أرشـ
دراســـات عنـــه أو عرضـــت أفلامـــه. لكنـــه لـــم يكـــن بمقـــدوره أن يســـتمتع بهـــذا الاعتـــراف الباهـــظ الثمـــن 
ـــا،  ـــر راديكالي ـــه يعتب ـــان لكن ـــي الياب ـــا ف ـــاو حالي ـــش مس ـــي. يعي ـــه القانون ـــة بوضع ـــاكل المتعلق ـــبب المش بس
و »إرهابيـــا«، وهـــو محـــروم مـــن المشـــاركة فـــي معـــارض أو مهرجانـــات أو مؤتمـــرات يتـــم تنظيمهـــا فـــي 
ـــن  ـــن الفناني ـــدد م ـــام لع ـــدر إله ـــد مص ـــه تع ـــإن أعمال ـــك، ف ـــع ذل ـــه. م ـــه أو كتابات ـــول أفلام ـــة ح ـــدان متفرق بل

والمخرجيـــن الســـينمائيين والباحثيـــن مـــن فرنســـا، وألمانيـــا، واليابـــان، والولايـــات المتحـــدة. 
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ــة  ــى نظريـ ــون علـ ــون يعملـ ــاد يابانيـ ــرها نقـ ــا فسّـ ــوكاي - رون«، كمـ ــية ل »فـ ــة الأساسـ ــت الفرضيـ وكانـ
ـــارا(،  ـــاتو ه ـــودا وماس ـــاو ماتس ـــاكي، ماس ـــورو ساس ـــال مام ـــي )أمث ـــرن الماض ـــتينيات الق ـــي س ـــهد ف المش

هـــي أن توصيفـــات المشـــهد يمكـــن أن تقـــدّم تعبيـــراً مباشـــراً عـــن الســـلطة أو تجليـــً لهـــا.

اختياراتـــه  المتسلســـل« دلالـــة مفجعـــة، عبـــر  القاتـــل  »أ.ك.أ.  المشـــاهد فـــي  يضفـــي مســـاو علـــى 
المقصـــودة الســـينمائية والتحريريـــة والإخراجيـــة؛ وتلـــك الخيـــارات الفنيـــة مكّنـــت المَشـــاهد مـــن أن 
ـــداث  ـــل الأح ـــاري بجعْ ـــام التج ـــل الإع ـــن قب ـــا م ـــة نجايام ـــطحية لقضي ـــة الس ـــد المعالج ـــالة ض ـــل رس توص

مثيـــرة للهـــوس والغرابـــة وقولبتهـــا بحســـب الدعايـــة المؤسســـاتية أو المرتبطـــة بالرأســـمالية.

إن مشـــاهد الفيلـــم وموضوعـــه وخصائصـــه الجماليـــة كلهـــا تعمـــل كـــي تقـــدّم تســـاؤلًا حـــول مـــدى 
ـــة.  ـــال منفصل ـــق وأفع ـــداث وحقائ ـــف أح ـــر وص ـــم عب ـــذا العال ـــدات ه ـــم تعقي ـــى فه ـــادراً عل ـــرء ق ـــوْن الم ك
إن تشـــريحات مســـاو تلحـــظ ديناميـــات الســـلطة وهـــي تتمظهـــر فـــي التناقضـــات الاجتماعيـــة. ويقـــوم 
فيلمـــه بالقبـــض علـــى الآثـــار الماديـــة لمـــا تبقـــىّ مـــن الأيديولوجيـــا فـــي مشـــهد مســـتمرّ فـــي التغيّـــر. 
ـــذف  ـــل« بح ـــل المتسلس ـــوم »أ.ك.أ. القات ـــا. ويق ـــع ناجايام ـــي م ـــي التماه ـــاو ف ـــرِط مس ـــر، يُف ـــع الأم ـــي واق ف
مـــا يســـميه ماســـاتو هـــارا »النظـــرة الحائـــرة«، أو »الفتيـــش«، وهـــو مـــا يتداخـــل بيـــن الشـــيء المـــراد 
تصوريـــه وعمليـــة إعـــداد الفيلـــم بحســـب تقنيـــات الســـينما التقليديـــة. ويكتـــب مســـاو فـــي بيانـــه عـــام 
ــة  ــوط الأماميـ ــي الخطـ ــاركة فـ ــرى للمشـ ــة أخـ ــد أي طريقـ ــه »لا توجـ ــه ؟« أنـ ــام بـ ــب القيـ ــا لا يجـ ١٩٧١ »مـ
للثـــورة الأمميـــة )بشـــقيها السياســـي والثقافـــي( ســـوى تشـــريح الفيلـــم نفســـه«. وتتكـــوّن التشـــريحات 
بالفصـــل بيـــن المشـــهد عمـــا عـــداه. ففـــي »أ.ك.أ. القاتـــل المتسلســـل« لا يكـــون المشـــهد مجـــرد 
ــا يتـــم التعامـــل مـــع الخلفيـــة،  ــا - كمـ الخلفيـــة، والتـــي تحصـــل التنقاضـــات الاجتماعيـــة بالارتبـــاط بهـ
علـــى ســـبيل المثـــال، فـــي التـــراث الغربـــي للفنـــون الجميلـــة، حيـــث تكـــون خاضعـــة للـــون الفنـــي 
التاريخـــي، أو تصويـــرا لأحـــداث أو شـــخصيات تاريخيـــة هامـــة - لكنهـــا تصبـــح، بـــدلا مـــن ذلـــك مقدمـــة 
ـــل  ـــي ماقب ـــد اليابان ـــن التقلي ـــرق ع ـــك، تفت ـــه، كذل ـــي. إن نظريت ـــال السياس ـــة للنض ـــة الأمامي ـــر: الجبه المنظ
الحداثـــي )وكذلـــك التقليـــد الصينـــي المشـــتق( حـــول المشـــهد كمـــا هـــو مفهـــوم بحســـب »المواقـــع 
ـــؤدي  ـــهد ي ـــإن المش ـــن ف ـــذا الف ـــب ه ـــو. وبحس ـــخ ل مييش ـــوم التاري ـــن مفه ـــي ف ـــن ف ـــة« و المتضمَّ الهام
دور الحـــاوي للقـــوة المقدســـة، حاصـــا علـــى قيمتـــه الأساســـية، وعلـــى »الأجـــواء المقدســـة« فـــي 
الماضـــي عبـــر عقـــود أو قـــرون مـــن الترابـــط بيـــن »مـــكان مشـــهور« محـــدد فـــي المشـــهد مـــع ســـردية 

دينيـــة، أو تضافـــر لقوتـــه عبـــر زيـــارات لرحالـــة مشـــهورين، أو رهبـــان، أو فنانيـــن، أو مثقّفيـــن. 

ـــتينات  ـــال س ـــة خ ـــام المنتج ـــى الأف ـــا عل ـــل أيض ـــر مقات ـــة نظ ـــن وجه ـــهد م ـــاو المش ـــة مس ـــدت نظري اعتم
وســـبعينات القـــرن الماضـــي. فـــي هـــذا المعـــرض يحتـــل »أ.ك.أ القاتـــل المتسلســـل« مســـاحة بـــارزة إلـــى 
جانـــب فيلـــم وثائقـــي مبكـــر، والـــذي يعـــد إعـــان حـــرب ســـينمائي. وكان »الجيـــش الأحمـــر/ب ف ل ب«: 
فيلـــم ســـينمائي إخبـــاري إعـــان حـــرب عالميـــة )ســـيكيجون - ب ف ل ب: ســـيكاي ســـينزو ســـنجن، ١٩٧١( 
يعتبـــر بمثابـــة بروباغنـــدا تـــم شـــرحها بمصطلحـــات »ســـينما الواقـــع«. وهـــذا المصطلـــح، الـــذي نظّـــر لـــه 
ــام  ــة الأفـ ــة وصناعـ ــية اليابانيـ ــور السياسـ ــق بالأمـ ــا يتعلـ ــتخدامه فيمـ ــم اسـ ــد تـ ــا، قـ ــو فوراهاتـ يوريكـ
خـــال ســـتينات وســـبعينات القـــرن الماضـــي، أو فيمـــا يعـــرف ب« موســـم السياســـة«. تـــم إنتـــاج »الجيـــش 
الأحمـــر/ب ف ل ب« مـــن مـــواد جُمِعـــت خـــال زيـــارات مســـاو وواكاماتســـو وإقامتهـــم فـــي لبنـــان فـــي 
بدايـــات ســـبعينات القـــرن الماضـــي. هـــذا »البيـــان« الســـينمائي مبنـــيّ علـــى صـــور جمعهـــا مســـاو مـــن 
ـــل  ـــر المقات ـــة نظ ـــم وجه ـــذ الفيل ـــم. يتّخ ـــطينيين وقادته ـــن الفلس ـــع المقاتلي ـــا م ـــي أجراه ـــات الت المقاب
ـــتئثار  ـــن اس ـــدلا م ـــر ب ـــة الخب ـــرّع لصناع ـــه يش ـــر: إن ـــوّن الخب ـــا يك ـــة لم ـــة مختلف ـــب مقارب ـــى جان ـــية، إل السياس



شـــكر خـــاص لجوشـــوا دافيـــد جونزالفيـــز للتغذيـــة الراجعـــة والنقاشـــات حـــول صناعـــة الســـينما عنـــد أداشـــي مســـاو، 

ولمســـاعدته لنـــا فـــي اختيـــار العنـــوان. 
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وســـائل الإعـــام المملوكـــة مـــن الشـــركات. وهـــذه المقاربـــة تشـــابه ومروحـــة واســـعة مـــن التقنيـــات 
ـــون  ـــينمائيون وفنان ـــون س ـــا مخرج ـــات أعده ـــك التقني ـــا، وتل ـــاور معه ـــدّت بالتح ـــد أع ـــي ق ـــينمائية، وه الس
 Situationist ـــة ـــتراتيجيات منظم ـــرورا باس ـــوفيتية، م ـــام الس ـــي الأف ـــن ف ـــن التجريبيي ـــرى: م ـــن دول أخ م
ـــة  ـــب العلاق ـــى جان ـــه détournement، إل ـــادة التوجي ـــراف derive و إع ـــة ب الانج International المتعلق
بأعضـــاء مجموعـــة دزيغـــا فيتـــروف الفرنســـية )جـــان لـــوك جـــودار وجـــان بييـــر جوريـــن(. لـــم تكـــن 
ـــد  ـــانريزوكا ض ـــي س ـــرات مزارع ـــاكاة لتظاه ـــطيني )مح ـــال الفلس ـــق للنض ـــر أو توثي ـــرد تعبي ـــات مج الإنتاج
الاســـتيلاء علـــى أراضٍ لبنـــاء مطـــار ناريتـــا فـــي طوكيـــو( لكنهـــا أصبحـــت، كمـــا حدّدهـــا غســـان كنفانـــي 
ـــاحاً«.  ـــم س ـــون الفيل ـــلح - أو »ك ـــراع المس ـــى للص ـــوذج الأرق ـــا النم ـــة بوصفه ـــالا للحقيق )١٩٣٦ - ١٩٧٢( إيص

ـــا  ـــومورا، حينم ـــي اتس ـــات تكاش ـــة بكلم ـــن والسياس ـــص الف ـــا خ ـــاو فيم ـــاة مس ـــار حي ـــن اختص ـــرا، يمك أخي
علّـــق علـــى أحـــد أفـــام جـــودارد فـــي إحـــدى المـــرات إذ أعلـــن: »إننـــا نقـــف علـــى مفتـــرق طـــرق... إمـــا أن 
نســـير بحســـب إعـــان جـــودارد بأننـــا لا نصـــور أفلامـــً سياســـية بـــل نصـــوّر الأفـــام بطريقـــة سياســـية، أو 
ـــاو  ـــل مس ـــف عم ـــه«. يق ـــم برمت ـــض الفيل ـــتمرة وأن نرف ـــة المس ـــا الثقافي ـــن وثورته ـــدْي الصي ـــى ه ـــير عل نس
بطريقـــة مـــا علـــى مفتـــرق الطـــرق نفســـه، مـــن أفلامـــه السياســـية خـــال ســـتينيات وأوائـــل ســـبعينيات 
ــوان  ــن عنـ ــم مـ ــاس لقسـ ــي اقتبـ ــور« )فـ ــن دون صـ ــا مـ ــرورا ب »٢٧ عامـ ــان مـ ــي اليابـ ــي فـ ــرن الماضـ القـ

فيلـــم عنـــه(. 

ــي  ــاج الثقافـ ــال الإنتـ ــاح مجـ ــي تجتـ ــيفية التـ ــى الأرشـ ــه للحمـ ــام منـ ــي إدراك تـ ــرض، وفـ ــذا المعـ إن هـ
 Russian ــر الكونيـــة الروســـية ــاء، أو )باســـتخدام تعابيـ ــا الحالـــي، يســـعى كذلـــك إلـــى إعـــادة بنـ وقتنـ
ــد  ــرض يعيـ ــإن المعـ ــذا فـ ــور، لـ ــن دون صـ ــنوات ٢٧ مـ ــاء« السـ ــة( »لإحيـ ــت رائجـ ــي أصبحـ Cosmism التـ
إحيـــاء سلســـلة مـــن المـــواد المؤرشـــفة المجموعـــة فـــي لبنـــان واليابـــان، والتـــي تتضمّـــن كتبـــا لمســـاو، 
أو حولـــه، دراســـات حـــول النظريـــة السياســـية للمشـــهد، رســـومات، ومقابـــات، وصـــور لمســـرحية 
ــي  ــل جوجـ ــن قبـ ــة مـ ــف Situation Theater( الملتطقـ ــرح الموقـ ــو« )مسـ ــو جيكـ ــورو كارا »جيوكـ جـ
إدي. لقـــد قـــام المخـــرج المســـرحي كارا )المولـــود فـــي ١٩٤٠( باســـتقدام مســـرح الموقـــف الخـــاص بـــه 
مـــن شـــنجوكو إلـــى المخيمـــات الفلســـطينية فـــي لبنـــان وســـوريا خـــال ســـبعينات القـــرن الماضـــي. 
بكلمـــات أخـــرى، اســـتطاع كارا وفريقـــه أن يعطـــوا للنضـــال السياســـي للشـــعب الفلســـطيني نموذجـــا 
ــائط  ــن وسـ ــة مـ ــن »فـــوكاي - رون« مصنوعـ ــرى عـ ــواد أخـ ــا مـ ــر المعـــرض أيضـ ــا. يُظهـ ــرحيا محليـ مسـ
الصـــور الفوتغرافيـــة، ككتـــب المصـــور اليابانـــي الشـــهير والناقـــد ناكاهيـــرا تاكومـــا )١٩٣٨ - ٢٠١٥(. كمـــا 
ـــي  ـــرن الماض ـــتينيات الق ـــي س ـــدة ف ـــة الجدي ـــون للدادائي ـــون ينتم ـــون ياباني ـــا فنان ـــات أعده ـــرض لملصق يع
مـــن أمثـــال جينبـــي أكاســـيجاوا )١٩٣٤ - ٢٠١٤(، الـــذي تعـــاون مـــع مســـاو فـــي مـــرات عـــدة. فضـــا عـــن 
ذلـــك، ســـيتم عـــرض أربعـــة أفـــام أخـــرى لأداشـــي مســـاو فـــي المعـــرض. أحـــد تلـــك الأفـــام الأحـــدث 
تحـــت عنـــوان »يوهيشـــا - تيروريســـوتو« )الســـجين، ٢٠٠٦( والـــذي يعـــد تجربـــة ســـينمائية مزعجـــة تـــدور 
ــنوات  ــى سـ ــذي قضـ ــد، الـ ــار اللـ ــزرة مطـ ــن مجـ ــد مـ ــي الوحيـ ــو، الناجـ ــوزو أوكومتـ ــخصية كـ ــول شـ حـ
فـــي الســـجون الإســـرائيلية وحاليـــا يعيـــش فـــي لبنـــان. مـــن بيـــن الأفـــام المبكـــرة لمســـاو »الطشـــت« 
)١٩٦١(، »المجـــرة« )١٩٦٧(، »ميليشـــيات طلابيـــة أنثويـــة« )١٩٦٩(. وقـــد قمنـــا كذلـــك بجمـــع مجموعـــة مـــن 
ـــا  ـــه، خصيص ـــاو أو عن ـــل مس ـــن قب ـــة م ـــات مختلف ـــة بلغ ـــرة والمكتوب ـــة مبتك ـــة بطريق ـــوص المختلف النص
مـــن أجـــل المعـــرض، إلـــى جانـــب كتابـــات حـــول نظريـــة المشـــهد والتـــي تُرجمـــت للمـــرة الأولـــى الـــى 

اللغـــة الإنجليزيـــة لهـــذا المعـــرض. 

أوكتافيان إينســـاو وجو هيراساوا 
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A RAID AT EARLY DAWN

In the early morning of Saturday, February 15th, 1997, we, the five members of the Japan Red 
Army Faction, were arrested after our hideouts in Beirut, the Capital of Lebanon where each 
of us had been living, were raided.

February in Lebanon was the rainy season, and it had been drizzling for days.

Perhaps because of the whisky I had had for a nightcap, I was having a strange dream. I was 
hurriedly walking home in an alley after the rain, but the street was blocked by a puddle, 
and it was impossible to pass. I tried to jump over the puddle many times, but failed, feeling 
frustrated in my dream.

At 4:30, in the early adawn, the front door bell rang loudly. No one should be visiting at such 
an early hour, excepting some emergency, but even so, the way the buzzer rang was strange. 
I approached the door and looked outside through the peephole to see the superintendent 
standing plaintively, holding a plastic bucket. Since the water and power were often turned 
off in the district, it was not unusual to ask your neighbor for water. However, I asked myself, 
“Why so early in the morning? And why did he look so tense, almost in tears?” Checking 
him through the peephole closely, just at the moment I leaned over the door, BOOM!... The 
wooden door was smashed in from the outside and I was knocked to the floor.

Men in black rushed in to the far side of the room. About ten men followed in total, holding 
guns and screaming “Ahhh!” and trampling me as I lay fallen down along with the broken 
door, standing at the ready, and pointing their guns in all directions. 

The first storming unit searched around far side of the room, screaming, “Adachi! Adachi!” 
and lying at their feet, I couldn’t help but respond, saying, “Hey, I am here! I am Adachi!” 

Unsettled by the voice they heard at their feet, they beat, kicked and pinned me, cuffing 
my hands behind my back. Amidst their foolish and almost comical nervousness, I felt 
ridiculous, and my entire body hurt. At the same time, I told myself that perhaps this was 
indeed no laughing matter. 

Eventually a big guy—seemingly a commander— appeared, and consulting a “wanted” photo, 
he nodded and swore, “He is definitely Adachi.” 

Hastily recalling emergency protocol, I concluded that they were definitely either Lebanese 
military or national security police. If they were Mossad or European secret police, they 
would have instantly shot me dead with a silenced pistol and fled. 

Furniture and bookshelves were tossed, the bed and sofa were ripped open, as if their sole 



purpose was to smash and destroy rather than finding anything. Watching the scene, I 
wondered why the Lebanese security bureau were arresting us now. 

For more than twenty years, the Lebanese government had known about the military bases 
and training camps of the Japanese Red Army, who continued joint struggles along with 
Palestinian militants in the Bekaa Valley and elsewhere. Knowing this, they had in the past 
turned a blind eye, and we had thus far gotten away with it. But due to the pressures of 
the anti-terrorism policing coalition that the U.S. and Japan were promoting, the Lebanese 
government had followed suit, with constant sweeps of armed militant groups. Still, 
however, we had calculated that it would be some time before they would crack down on the 
Japanese Red Army, who had never caused any trouble in Lebanon. 

The Japanese government, in conjunction with the Metropolitan Police Department, teamed 
up with the Ministry of Foreign Affairs, reinforcing a policy of “Raiding the Japanese Red 
Army” as part of their effort at Middle Eastern diplomacy, and while pressuring the Arab 
countries, it was simultaneously trying to strengthen police-level cooperation. Relations 
were bolstered by inviting Lebanese police officers to train in Japan, as well as providing 
fifty free Land Cruisers per year to Lebanon, which was in turn to provide security-related 
information to Japan. 

However, in the Southern area of Lebanon, anti-Israel forces were still in combat, and if 
the Lebanese government were to arrest Japanese Red Army members, the Palestinian 
or Lebanese nationalist forces would go berserk, creating a large political incident. The 
government, as well as the security police had to avoid taking such political risks. 

However, here they were, trying to arrest us. There must have been some political reasoning 
behind this. I searched my mind, but the reason seemed unclear. Being an international 
organization, the Japanese Red Army was not under the jurisdiction of the national security 
bureau, who could thus take no action pursuant to their arrest independently. Lebanon 
and Syria had established a joint strategic system for international issues, though it was 
understood that action could only be taken by the decision of the “Supreme Security 
Council,” which both countries were supposed to manage jointly. And that the Supreme 
Security Council had been inundated with problems caused by the massive influx of volunteer 
soldiers returning after the establishment of the Taliban government in Afghanistan. On top 
of that, they were so busy controlling the anti-Syrian right-wing Christian militia groups that 
they could pay little attention to quiet groups like the Japanese Red Army.

So, why were they arresting us now? Contemplating this, while feeling vaguely the pain 
of having been beaten, I was suddenly shaken by my shoulders. The frustrated captain, 
accompanied by security police, was asking me something.



“Where are the other computers? According to the information we have, you should have 
more.” He sighed.

Why were they so hastily trying to seize the hard drives? Was cyber-crime their concern? But 
any data contained therein would meet solely Japanese specifications, and no matter how 
efficiently the Lebanese security police could work, it would take time to extract, and would 
remain useless to them for days. Shouldn’t they above all be cautious about weapons rather 
than such information? If armed, the Japanese Red Army was an underground revolutionary 
organization that poised to strike. In order to stave off such a counterattack, should they not 
try first to disarm us? Why first look for the hard drives? Had their preliminary research told 
them that in fact, we really were not armed? Also, I inferred that perhaps the reason that they 
were so frantically looking for the PCs and hard drives was that, though these items may be 
useless to them, there was someone over their shoulder waiting impatiently for their delivery. 

That’s it. Who was behind them? It could be none other than the Japanese police. In terms 
of the political balance, they had taken a risky step in making the arrest—despite being 
aware that this might look like an impossible task—was it all because of a strong push by 
the Japanese government on the Hariri administration?

HUNGER STRIKE

On March 6th, since an announcement by the Special Committee of the Cabinet on asylum 
issues had not come as had been scheduled for the day prior, we began a hunger strike as 
an act of protest. Omaya and my daughter came to meet me, conveying that the “friends 
committee” members did not seem to support the decision, and that they were also against 
it. Naturally, excluding Okamoto, it was carried out by only three of us. 

Inside our cell, we put up a note announcing, “We are on hunger strike until asylum is 
granted!” We refused the government supplied meals, and told Omaya and my daughter to 
stop bringing all food. 

On the second day of the hunger strike, I was summoned by the Security Captain. I handed 
him my statement, addressed to the Director, and added, “We have no intention of standing 
against the Roumieh Prison authorities. We only want to protest the fact that the Lebanese 
government has been delaying our asylum approval. We have also expressed this to the 
Director. Thank you.” 

The Security Captain tried to stop us saying, “We are your friends. So is the government. You 
should not do something which antagonizes us. You will suffer a loss.”



However, I claimed again, “Sir, this is only for the purpose of requesting political asylum. 
Not something intended to protest against any people.” The Security Captain also again 
said, “The hunger strike will not become an advantage. You should stop.” I then managed 
to convince him saying, “As soon as the Special Committee of the Cabinet announces the 
result, we will stop, so let us do it just for a week.” 

The Security Captain gave in, and made the decision, saying “If you insist, then it can’t be 
helped. You are going to the disciplinary cells.” I applied for permission to ask Mamo from 
the Salah family cell to take care of Okamoto, since I would have to leave him alone. As the 
Security Captain nodded, I returned to our cell and explained to Okamoto that I was going to 
stay by myself, and I asked Mamo to look after him. The prisoners’ group head on the second 
floor and others also sympathized and said that they wanted to help, and Mamo himself also 
readily agreed. 

The three of us were quickly given a body search, and were then taken to our disciplinary cells. 

The disciplinary cells were located in the attic of the half-destroyed court facility at the 
center of the prison. The cells were of two sizes, a solitary confinement cell, and a ward. We 
were both placed in the solitary confinement. 

Inside the ward there were lively inmates who we hadn’t seen before. When I asked the 
guard about them, he answered contemptuously, “They are from the southern region.” I 
realized that I didn’t know any of them. They were soldiers from “the Southern Lebanon 
Army” (SLA). Lebanese people in general held a grudge against them, considering them 
“agents for Israel.” They were despised by those whose family members had been killed or 
displaced by bombs and thus were segregated from the other prisoners in the common cell 
for their own safety. 

The disciplinary cell was extremely cold. Two blankets were folded and placed on the cots, 
but they were thick with sweat and grease. To drink water, we had to scoop it up from 
the bathroom sink with a broken and filthy plastic bottle, the same one used by previous 
inmates, so I didn’t feel like drinking unless I became desperately thirsty. There was 
nothing to do but to sleep, and as I was used to going out for a long walk each day, I grew 
unbearably bored. 

My only relief was the portable radio that the security team guard let slide at the time of my 
physical check-up. This was essential for following news about “asylum issues,” and the 
guard, who also used to be my patient, became very sympathetic towards me. Whenever 
he brewed coffee or tea for himself, he would always give some to the three of us as well. 



On the second day of our hunger strike, the news of it aired on the radio. Shortly after 
that, the guard called me saying, “you have an urgent meeting.” He took me to the meeting 
room in the convicts building. A pale-looking Omaya and my daughter were waiting there 
anxiously. They brought a message from our defense counsel asking that at least I alone 
quit the hunger strike, as our asylum was being negotiated, and countermeasures were 
required. At the same time they also conveyed that a decision was imminent, and to be 
prepared for judgement. 

I asked, “Please let me continue at least for a week.” Omaya gave in saying, “Everyone was 
expecting that you would say so.” 

Before returning to my disciplinary cell I peeked into my old cell. Okamoto was sitting in the 
room all by himself, swaying to the rhythm of the music on the radio. Upon seeing him in 
solitude I reconsidered, deciding that it would be best not to leave him alone, and I decided 
to stop my hunger strike immediately. When I proposed that to the Security Chief, he said, 
with a dry laugh “Since you are an old man, you shouldn’t have done it in the first place. You 
are after all a terrorist,” and he issued the order to lift my disciplinary cell confinement. 

I returned to the disciplinary cell and proposed to Wako and Tohira, “We cannot leave 
Okamoto alone. Also, it looks like the developments with our asylum issues are urgent. I am 
going to stop my hunger strike so I can stay in communication and return to him.” Both of 
them agreed and said, “We should have done it that way from the start.” I said, “But I have 
gotten permission to bring you water every day, so we can confirm information then. I have 
to leave the rest with you two, so do your best.” I returned to the cell with Okamoto.

OVERCROWDED TOWN

I. ANOTHER WORLD IN THE MOUNTAIN

After being carried and shaken around in an escort car like a metal box, we arrived at 
Roumieh Central Prison on Sunday, March 9th. 

It is located on the slope of a mountain which stands 500 meters tall—a twenty- to 
thirty-minute drive northeast from Beirut by car—from which the city of Beirut spreads 
out far below.

There are four big prisons and ten branch-like detention centers in Lebanon. Long-term 
prisoners, murderers, political prisoners, right-wing radicals, and Palestinian radicals are 
always subject to imprisonment in Roumieh Central Prison, equipped as it is with a well-



developed security system. Smaller prisons are located in cities such as Saida, Ba’albakk, 
Zahlé, Tripoli, and Beirut. 

Among these it is Roumieh Prison which holds the worst thugs, and is the most feared and 
abhorred by prisoners. It had been said that in the disciplinary cells of this pre-modern 
prison, torture such as waterboarding and electric shocks were carried out casually. 
It was also said that those who caused trouble at other prisons or didn’t respect prison 
authorities were assembled here to be intimidated. Monzel Ayoub, the abusive mastermind 
of this notorious prison, was promoted and appointed Prison Director a year after we got 
into Roumieh Prison. As I will describe later “the great Roumieh prison riot,” soon to make 
headlines worldwide would result.

Initially commissioned by a West German construction company about 25 years ago, the 
Roumieh Prison had been envisioned as a robust and modern facility, built on a large site. 
However, in 1975, with construction already underway, the central Lebanese government 
became functionally paralyzed by civil war, and as a result, construction was suspended. 
Although partially used as a prison, it would also come to house what became the Christian 
right-wing militia forces as the civil war intensified.

Due to the circumstance of its construction, parts of the prison initially designated as 
courts or other facilities were completely exposed to the elements, and hence deteriorated 
and were left to be destroyed. However, as a cluster of thick concrete buildings that can 
withstand bombardment, it was converted into an arsenal. When the civil war ended, the 
government forces took over the facility as a garrison, and used it as a training facility for 
special forces and artillery units.

The prison where we were held, therefore, was actually renting a part of the space in this 
large garrison from the government forces. However, initially the prison side had been 
the owner, leasing the space to the government forces. The fact that such a reversed 
circumstance could be tolerated for so long, one could say, seems to express a cultural 
characteristic of Lebanon, whereby the balance between right and wrong can be maintained 
through power relations.

A cluster of prison buildings—each of which was four stories, with wings extending outward 
in three directions, like Mercedes-Benz’s three-pronged star emblem connected by a 
corridor—was built like a terrace on the hillside.

The first floor of the three buildings is used entirely as office and warehouse space, with cells 
to hold inmates on the second to fourth floors. Each floor has approximately fifty cells, and 
each building has one hundred fifty, so there is a total of four hundred fifty cells.



However, three thousand inmates—four times the maximum capacity of seven hundred 
fifty—are crammed into the cells at all times, creating in effect an overpopulated small town 
towering over the hillside.

II. SHARED CELL

We arrived on a Sunday, when normal prison business was not in operation. A few individuals 
among the inmates overflowing from the entrance stepped forward to search our persons and 
carry-on luggage, and commandeered our accessories, such as watches and rings. Soon a 
few among them acting big approached and offered us cigarettes, and one of them asked me, 
“Want a drink?” When I replied, “I want to drink water,” for some reason sweets and coffee 
were offered to me. 

Also among them there was a middle-aged man whom everyone seemed to admire, who 
asked, seemingly on the behalf of the guards and the inmates, about the state of the National 
Security Bureau. As his bearing was dignified and distinguished, I thought that he must be a 
head guard or prison official, and as was always the case, I responded on our behalf by giving 
non-committal answers. However, as I found out later, he was also just an inmate, and the 
chief contact responsible for care packages.

It turned out that the entire group who were gathered there were actually all prisoners, and 
the man in undershirt who ran off to make coffee was the only guard in the group.

For example, when we arrived in the escort car, it was a guard in uniform with the key who 
opened the prison gates; and likewise, when we got out of the escort car at the entrance to 
the prison building, a guard with the key also opened and closed the iron bars of the jail. It 
seemed the only task of the guards was to open and lock the entrance and exit, and when we 
were taken to the management office, and had our bodies and belongings searched, this was 
the work of the inmates.

THE CARNIVALESQUE COURTROOM
LARGE DEFENSE TEAM

On March 8th, we stayed overnight in jail in the basement of the Ministry of Justice building. 
After that, from March 9th onward we were imprisoned at Roumieh Central Prison in 
Lebanon. We were housed in the detainees building. We were summoned to the court on 
May 19th, following an indictment issued by Judge Merza, and the trial was finally about 
to begin. This court, however, was entirely preoccupied with the political circus from the 
beginning to the end.



Mr. Busher visited us often at Roumieh prison located on a hillside in the suburbs of Beirut 
to discuss the trial. According to him, the Arab League Lawyers Alliance had announced that 
they would fully support our trial. He said that, with the full cooperation of Lebanese Bar 
Association, and the details of our trial defense being steadily prepared, there was nothing 
for us to worry about. 

However, since the paperwork methods and trial proceedings in general were entirely 
different from those in Japan, I asked Mr. Busher to keep us as fully abreast as possible. To 
this he would only reply that “at trials in Lebanon we lawyers talk vehemently, and in the end 
the judge just wraps it up and announces the verdict. That’s how it goes. There is nothing 
difficult. You guys don’t have to worry.” 

His argument was in principle based on the basic stance that “as long as we can demonstrate 
that this is a political trial, it’s going to be a big victory.” If we could think from that viewpoint, 
it seemed that we, the defendants, with a minor role, should do nothing. He said repeatedly, 
“Leave it to me!” and did not acknowledge our various concerns. 

I thought that the foundation of the idea was good. However, when we asked how we could 
assert that foundation, and where the emphasis should be, he said breezily, “After all this 
time, all you have to do to win is simply to proudly insist on being the Japanese Red Army!” 
In addition, he said, the lawyers of the Arab League, as well as Lebanese lawyers were also 
in firm agreement with this basic policy. 

While we were worrying, the Arab League Lawyers Alliance announced that more than 150 lawyers 
in the Arab countries would join the defense team, and the “Japanese Red Army trial” rather than 
simply an incident in Lebanon, had become big news in Arab society. However, on the other hand, due 
to the large number of lawyers involved, it was too difficult for the lawyers to adjust their opinions, 
and every time the defense team had a meeting, it became a sort of competition among lawyers. Mr. 
Busher and the Lebanese defense team found that it was difficult to continue actual legal activities, 
and in the end the situation was settled with a decision to select only 50 lawyers to participate pro 
bono. And in actuality, 15 lawyers from Arab countries and 15 lawyers from the Lebanese defense 
team, 30 lawyers in total, were to be in charge of the defense. The lawyers also shared concern that 
with such a large group, “enemy spies could blend into the team,” and apparently they were able to 
smoothly reach consensus by mutually selecting the representatives.

*	 Dairy excerpts from Adachi Masao, Hei no nakano senyaichiya (One Thousand and One Nights in Jail). Tokyo: 

Aiiku-sha, 2005.

	 Translated from Japanese by Yuzo Sakuramoto.





Monday Morning, 

February 28, 

2000. Archives 

and Special 

Collections. 

Jafet Library, 

American 

University of 

Beirut.



ــت  ــك الوق ــى ذل ــا حت ــور، وكن ــذه الأم ــم به ــع علمه ــرف، م ــون الط ــوا يغض ــد كان ــرى. لق ــق أخ ــاع ومناط البق
غيــر متعرضيــن لأي عواقــب. لكــن بضعــط لسياســات ائتــاف مكافحــة الإرهــاب المدعــوم مــن الولايــات 
المتحــدة واليابــان، التحقــت الحكومــة اللبنانيــة بالركــب، محاولــة التخلــص بشــكل مســتمر مــن المجموعــات 
المســلحة. لكننــا كنــا نظــن أنــه لازال هنــاك متســع مــن الوقــت قبــل أن يهاجمــوا الجيــش الأحمــر اليابانــي، 

الــذي لــم يتســبّب بــأي مشــاكل فــي لبنــان.

وأقدمــت الحكومــة اليابانيــة بالتعــاون مــع قســم الشــرطة  العاصميــة، ووزارة الشــؤون الخارجيــة، مدعوميــن 
بسياســة » مداهمــة الجيــش الأحمــر اليابانــي« مــن ضمــن جهودهــم المتعلقــة بالسياســة الشــرق أوســطية، 
وفــي وقــت كانــت تمــارس الضغــط علــى الــدول العربيــة، كانــت فــي الوقــت عينــه تســعى لتمتيــن التعــاون 
علــى مســتوى الشــرطة. تــم تعزيــز العلاقــات عبــر دعــوة ضبــاط الشــرطة اللبنانييــن للتــدرب فــي اليابــان، إلــى 
جانــب تقديــم خمســين ســيارة دفــع رباعــي )لانــد كــروزر( فــي الســنة، وفــي المقابــل يقــدّم لبنــان معلومــات 

أمنيــة لليابــان. 

ومــع ذلــك، كانــت مجموعــات مناهضــة لإســرائيل ناشــطة فــي منطقــة جنــوب لبنــان، وإذا مــا قامــت 
ــطينيين أو  ــون الفلس ــيجن جن ــه س ــي، فإن ــر اليابان ــش الأحم ــاء الجي ــى أعض ــض عل ــة بالقب ــة اللبناني الحكوم

الوطنييــن اللبنانييــن، مــا يثيــر ضجــة سياســية كبيــرة. 

فــي المقابــل، هاهــم الآن، يحاولــون القبــض علينــا. لا بــد مــن وجــود تحليــل سياســي لهــذا الأمــر. لقــد قلبّــت 
ــي لا  ــر اليابان ــش الأحم ــإن الجي ــا، ف ــم عالمي ــا كان التنظي ــي. ولم ــدّ ل ــم يتب ــبب ل ــن الس ــي، لك ــي عقل ــر ف الأم
يقــع ضمــن صلاحيــات الأمــن الداخلــي اللبنانــي، وبالتالــي لا يتأتــى لهــم الإقــدام بشــكل منفــرد علــى القبــض 
عليهــم بشــكل مســتقل. لقــد أنشــأ لبنــان وســوريا نظامــا اســتراتيجيا مشــتركا فيمــا خــص القضايــا العالميــة، 
لكــن كان مــن المعلــوم أن الإقــدام علــى عمــل مــا هــو منــاط بقــرار صــادر عــن » مجلــس الأمــن الأعلــى« الــذي 
مــن المفتــرض أن يــدار ســويا مــن قبــل الدولتيــن. لقــد كان المجلــس الأمنــي الأعلــى مثقــا بمشــاكل ســببها 
التدفــق الهائــل للجنــود المتطوعيــن العائديــن بعــد تأســيس إمــارة طالبــان فــي أفغانســتان. وفــي مقدمــة 
مشــاغلهم، كان الانشــغال بشــكل كبيــر فــي الســيطرة علــى  المليشــيات اليمينيــة المناهضــة لســوريا 

ماجعلهــم منشــغلين عــن الالتفــات إلــى مجموعــات هادئــة كالجيــش الأحمــر اليابانــي. 

ــن  ــم ع ــم الناج ــم بالأل ــعور مبه ــر، وش ــذا الأم ــي ه ــر ف ــا أفك ــا الآن؟ وأن ــى اعتقالن ــم إل ــذي دفعه ــا ال ــذا، م ل
ــؤالا.  ــيّ س ــرح عل ــي، يط ــن الداخل ــة الأم ــق بصحب ــب المتضاي ــزان. كان النقي ــي يهت ــرب، وإذ بكتف ــي للض تعرض

» أيــن الحواســيب الأخــرى؟ بحســب المعلومــات المتوافــرة لنــا، فإنــه يجــب أن يكــون لديــك حواســيب أخــرى«. 
قــال متنهــدا. 

لــمَ كانــوا بعجلــة للحصــول علــى الأقــراص الصلبــة؟ هــل كان اهتمامهــم منصبــا علــى الجرائــم الســيبيرية؟ 
ــة  ــوات الأمني ــت الق ــا قام ــة، ومهم ــات الياباني ــط للمواصف ــة فق ــتكون مطابق ــة س ــات المحفوظ ــن البيان لك
ــدة  ــة الفائ ــتكون عديم ــذا س ــات، ل ــتخلاص البيان ــت لاس ــى الوق ــيحتاجون إل ــم س ــود، فإنه ــن جه ــة م اللبناني
بالنســبة لهــم لأيــام. ألا يجــدر بهــم أن يكونــوا مهتميــن أكثــر بلأســلحة بــدلا مــن تلــك المعلومــات؟ وإذا مــا 
كان الجيــش الأحمــر اليابانــي مســلحا وتنظيمــا ســريا ثوريــا متأهبــا للهجــوم، ألا يجــدر بهــم أن يجردونــا مــن 
الســاح فــي المقــام الأول؟ لــم البحــث فــي البــدء عــن الأقــراص الصلبــة؟  هــل توصلــوا مــن خــال بحثهــم 

الأولــي إلــى كوننــا غيــر مســلحين؟ 



صبيحـة يـوم السـبت، الخامـس عشـر مـن فبرايـر العـام ١٩٩٧، كنا خمسـة من أعضـاء الجيـش الأحمـر الياباني، 
قـد تـم القبـض علينـا، بعـد أن تمـت الإغـارة على مخبئنـا فـي العاصمة بيـروت حيـث كا نعيش. 

كان شـباط فـي لبنـان، شـهرا ممطـرا، وكان الـرذاذ يهطـل منـذ عـدة أيـام. لقـد خبِـرْتُ حلماً غريباً، ربما بسـبب 
الوسـكي الـذي تناولتـه متأخـرا فـي الليـل. لقـد كنـت أهـرع ماشـياً فـي أحـد الأزقـة بعـد هطـول المطـر، لكـن 
الطريـق كان مقطوعـا بسـبب بركـة مـاء، وكان من المسـتحيل تجاوزهـا. حاولـتُ أن أقفر لأتجـاوز البركة، عدة 

مـرات، لكـن فشـلت، مـا جعلني أشـعر بالضيـق أثنـاء حلمي. 

ــذا  ــي ه ــاك زوار ف ــون هن ــدر أن يك ــع. لا يج ــوت مرتف ــاب بص ــرس الب ــرع ج ــرا، ق ــف، فج ــة والنص ــاعة الرابع الس
ــرس  ــرع الج ــة ق ــة، إلا أن طريق ــة طارئ ــت حال ــن وإن كان ــة، لك ــالات الطارئ ــض الح ــا بع ــا خ ــر، م ــت المبك الوق
كانــت غريبــة. اقتربــتُ مــن البــاب واختســلت نظــرة مــن العيــن الســحرية لأشــاهد الناطــور واقفــا بحــزن، 
ممســكا وعــاء بلاســتيكيا. ولمــا كانــت المــاء والكهربــاء مقطوعــة فــي الحــي، فلــم يكــن أمــرا اســتثنائيا أن 
يطلــب جــارك بعــض المــاء. لكنــي ســألت نفســي،« لمــاذا فــي هــذا الوقــت المبكــر مــن الصبــاح؟ ولمــاذا يبــدو 
عليــه التوتــر الشــديد، يــكاد يبكــي؟« تأملتــه عبــر العيــن الســحرية بدقــة، وبينمــا أنــا متــكأ علــى البــاب، بــوووم! 

ــى الأرض.  ــا عل ــي مرمي ــارج وإذ ب ــن الخ ــم م ــاب يتحط وإذ بالب

ــر  ــم إث ــوا بعضه ــخاص تتباع ــرة أش ــي عش ــة. حوال ــى الغرف ــى أقص ــواد إل ــحون بالس ــخاص متّش ــع أش اندف
ــا مرمِــيّ علــى الأرض بجانبــي البــاب المحطــم،  بعــض، حامليــن مسدســات صارخيــن »آه!« ودائســين علــيّ وأن

ــات.  ــة الاتجاه ــي كاف ــاتهم ف ــاهرين مسدس ــة ش ــع جهوزي ــي وض وف

قامــت المجموعــة المقتحمــة الأولــى بالتفتيــش فــي أرجــاء الغرفــة، صارخيــن، »أداشــي، أداشــي!« وأنــا مرمــي 
عنــد أقدامهــم، لــم يكــن بمقــدوري ســوى الاســتجابة،« أنتــم، أنــا هنــا، أنــا أداشــي!« 

كأن الصـوت الصـادر مـن تحـت أقدامهـم قـد أزعجهـم، فمـا لبثـوا إلا أن انهالـوا علـيّ ركلا وضربـا وقامـوا 
بتثبيتـي وتقييـد يـداي للخلـف. وفي خضـم العصبية الحمقـاء والتي كادت أن تكـون هزلية، شـعرتُ بالتفاهة، 
وبـأن جسـدي كلـه يؤلمنـي. وفي الوقت نفسـه، قلت لنفسـي ربما كان هـذا الوضع برمته أمـرا مثيرا للضحك. 

فــي نهايــة المطــاف، ظهــر رجــل ضخــم - بــدا وكأنــه القائــد - وهــو ينظــر إلــى صــورة »مطلــوب«، هــز رأســه 
وأطلــق ســبابا، » إنــه بالتأكيــد أداشــي«. 

بســرعة اســتعدتُ بروتوكــول الطــوارئ، وخلصــتُ إلــى أنهــم بالتأكيــد إمــا الجيــش اللبنانــي أو الأمــن الداخلــي. 
ــتخدام  ــال باس ــي الح ــاص ف ــي بالرص ــى رمي ــوا عل ــة، لأقدم ــرية الأروربي ــرطة الس ــاد أو الش ــوا الموس ــو كان فل

كاتــم الصــوت ولاذوا بالفــرار. 

تــم رمــي الأثــاث ورفــوف الكتــب، والفــراش والكنبــة تــم تمزيقهــا وفتحهــا، كمــا لــو أن هدفهــم التحطيــم 
والتدميــر وليــس البحــث عــن أي شــيء. وبينمــا أتأمــل هــذا المشــهد، كنــت أتســاءل عــن ســبب إقــدام الأمــن 

الداخلــي اللبنانــي الآن علــى اعتقالنــا. 

لســنوات ناهــزت العشــرين، كانــت الحكومــة اللبنانيــة تعلــم مواقــع القواعــد العســكرية ومعســكرات 
التدريــب للجيــش الأحمــر اليابانــي، الــذي كان يناضــل جنبــا إلــى جنــب مــع المقاتليــن الفلســطينيين فــي وادي 

مداهمة الفجر المبكر 



ــة  ــن، زنزانـ ــن ذات حجميـ ــت الزنازيـ ــجن. كانـ ــط السـ ــي وسـ ــة فـ ــبه المحطمـ ــة شـ ــة المحكمـ ــة قاعـ عليـ
إفراديـــة، وجنـــاح. لقـــد تـــم وضعنـــا فـــي الحبـــس الإنفـــرادي. 

ــاب  ــه، أجـ ــا استفتســـرت مـــن الحـــرس عنـ ــاجين  مرحـــون لـــم نرهـــم قبـــا. حينمـ ــاح مسـ كان فـــي الجنـ
باحتقـــار، »إنهـــم مـــن الجنـــوب«. لقـــد أدركـــت أنـــي لا أعـــرف أيـــا منهـــم. لقـــد كانـــوا جنـــودا فـــي » جيـــش 
لبنـــان الجنوبـــي«. كان الشـــعب اللبنانـــي بالأغلـــب يكـــن لهـــم الضغينـــة، ويعتبرهـــم »عمـــاء لإســـرائيل«.  
ـــي  ـــف، و بالتال ـــبب القص ـــوا بس ـــم أو نزح ـــن عوائله ـــراد م ـــل أف ـــن قُت ـــخاص الذي ـــم الأش ـــد كان يحتقره وق

أصبحـــوا منفصليـــن عـــن الســـجناء الآخريـــن ضمـــن الزنزانـــة المشـــتركة حفاظـــا علـــى ســـامتهم. 

لقـــد كانـــت الزنزانـــة التأديبيـــة شـــديدة البـــرودة. وكان هنـــاك  بطانيتـــان مطويتـــان وموضوعتـــان علـــى 
الأســـرّة، لكـــن كانـــت تعلوهـــا طبقـــة ســـميكة مـــن العـــرق والدهـــن. وكـــي نشـــرب المـــاء، كان يتوجـــب 
علينـــا أن نغـــرف مـــن مغســـلة الحمـــام بكـــوب بلاســـتيكي متســـخ ومثقـــوب، وهـــو نفســـه الـــذي 
اســـتخدمه ســـجناء ســـابقون، لـــذا لـــم أشـــعر بالرغبـــة فـــي الشـــرب إلا حينمـــا يكـــون عطشـــي شـــديدا. 
لـــم يكـــن هنـــاك أي شـــيء يمكـــن القيـــام بـــه مـــا خـــا النـــوم، ولمـــا كنـــت معتـــادا علـــى المشـــي كل 

ــاق.  ــر لا يطـ ــعرت بضجـ ــوم، فإننـــي شـ يـ

مصــدر الراحــة الوحيــد كان الراديــو النقــال الــذي ســمح لــي الحــرس بالحصــول عليــه أثنــاء تفتيشــي. لقــد 
كان أساســيا كــي أتابــع أخبــار » قضيــة اللجــوء«، والحــرس الــذي كان أحــد مرضــاي، قــد أصبــح متعاطفــا 

معــي. وكلمــا كان يعــد القهــوة أو الشــاي لنفســه، فإنــه علــى الــدوام كان يعطــي بعضــه لثلاثتنــا. 

ـــرس  ـــي الح ـــك، نادان ـــد ذل ـــو. بعي ـــي الرادي ـــه ف ـــر عن ـــثّ خب ـــم ب ـــام، ت ـــن الطع ـــا ع ـــي لإضرابن ـــوم الثان ـــي الي ف
ــاك   ــن. كان هنـ ــجن المحكوميـ ــي سـ ــات فـ ــة اجتماعـ ــى غرفـ ــي إلـ ــارئ«. قادنـ ــاع طـ ــك اجتمـ ــا، » لديـ قائـ
ـــاص  ـــاع الخ ـــق الدف ـــن فري ـــالة م ـــي رس ـــا ل ـــد حم ـــق.  لق ـــي بقل ـــي ينتظرانن ـــت وابنت ـــر الباه ـــا ذا المنظ أوماي
ـــاوض  ـــه التف ـــم في ـــذي يت ـــت ال ـــي الوق ـــام، ف ـــن الطع ـــراب ع ـــف الإض ـــل أن أوق ـــى الأق ـــي عل ـــن من ـــا طالبي بن
ـــح  ـــرار أصب ـــاذ الق ـــي أن اتخ ـــوا ل ـــه نقل ـــت نفس ـــي الوق ـــادة. وف ـــر مض ـــى تدابي ـــة إل ـــاك حاج ـــوء، وهن ـــى اللج عل

وشـــيكاً، وأن أتجهـــز للقـــرار الـــذي ســـيصدر. 

ـــع  ـــا، » الجمي ـــا قائ ـــخ أوماي ـــد.« رض ـــبوع واح ـــل لأس ـــى الأق ـــتمرار عل ـــي بالاس ـــمحوا ل ـــاء اس ـــا، » رج ـــت قائ طلب
ـــول«.  ـــذا الق ـــل ه ـــول مث ـــع أن تق توق

وقبـــل أن أعـــود إلـــى زنزاتـــي التأديبيـــة اســـترقت النظـــر إلـــى هاتفـــي الخلـــوي القديـــم. كان أوكاموتـــو 
ــع  ــا وقـ ــو. وحالمـ ــن الراديـ ــة مـ ــيقى المنبعثـ ــاع الموسـ ــع إيقـ ــادى مـ ــدا، يتهـ ــه وحيـ ــي زنزانتـ ــا فـ جالسـ
ـــمت  ـــدا، وحس ـــه وحي ـــدم ترك ـــل ع ـــن الأفض ـــه م ـــرا أن ـــراري، معتب ـــي ق ـــر ف ـــدتُ النظ ـــزلا، أع ـــه منع ـــري علي نظ
قـــراري فـــورا بالعـــدول عـــن إضـــراب الطعـــام. وعندمـــا اقترحـــت ذلـــك علـــى رئيـــس الأمـــن، قـــال ضاحـــكا 
بســـخرية« لـــم يكـــن يجـــدر بـــك القيـــام بهـــذا الأمـــر مـــن الأســـاس كونـــك رجـــل عجـــوز. أنـــت فـــي نهايـــة 

المطـــاف إرهابـــي،« وأصـــدر قـــرارا يرفـــع بموجبـــه حبســـي التأديبـــي. 

عــدت إلــى زنزاتــي التأديبيــة ونقلــت قــرار لواكــو وتوهيــرا، » لا يمكننــا تــرك أوكاموتــو وحيــدا. كمــا أن التطوراات 
فــي قضيــة اللجــوء أصبحــت عاجلــة. ســأوقف إضرابــي عــن الطعــام ليتســنى لــي التواصــل والعــودة إليــه.« 
ــتُ علــى  ــا، » لكنــي حصل ــة«. رددتُ قائ ــام بهــذا الأمــر منــذ البداي ــا القي وافــق كلاهمــا وقــالا، » كان يجــدر بن



ــيب  ــن الحواسـ ــعور عـ ــم المسـ ــبب بحثهـ ــون سـ ــل أن يكـ ــن المحتمـ ــه مـ ــى أنـ ــتنتجت إلـ ــي اسـ ــا أننـ كمـ
والأقـــراص الصلبـــة أنـــه، علـــى الرغـــم مـــن كـــون تلـــك الأشـــياء عديمـــة الفائـــدة بالنســـبة لهـــم، إلا أنـــه 

يوجـــد شـــخص مـــا  خلـــف هـــذا البحـــث وهـــو منتظـــر بفـــارغ الصبـــر الحصـــول عليهـــا.  

هـــذا هـــو الأمـــر. مـــن كان خلـــف هـــذا العمـــل؟ لا يمكـــن أن يكـــون غيـــر الشـــرطة اليابانيـــة. مـــن حيـــث 
التـــوازن السياســـي، فإنهـــم قـــد أقدمـــوا علـــى مخاطـــرة كبيـــرة فـــي ســـبيل القبـــض علينـــا - بالرغـــم 
ــط  ــاج ضغـ ــر نتـ ــذا الأمـ ــل كان كل هـ ــتحيلة - هـ ــبه مسـ ــة شـ ــا مهمـ ــن أنهـ ــم مدركيـ ــن كونهـ ــن مـ مـ

ــري؟  ــى إدارة الحريـ ــة اليابانيةعلـ ــن الحكومـ ــديد مـ شـ

الاضراب عن الطعام

فـــي الســـادس مـــن آذار، كـــون إعـــان اللجنـــة الخاصـــة لمجلـــس الـــوزراء حـــول قضايـــا اللجـــوء لـــم 
يصـــدر كمـــا كان متوقعـــا فـــي اليـــوم الســـابق، بدأنـــا بالاضـــراب عـــن الطعـــام كعمـــل احتجاجـــي. 
جـــاء أومايـــا وابنتـــي لزيارتـــي، ناقليـــن رســـالة مـــن » لجنـــة الأصدقـــاء« فـــي عـــدم دعـــم هـــذا القـــرار، 
ـــة  ـــن الثلاث ـــا نح ـــن قبلن ـــذه م ـــم تنف ـــرار ت ـــإن الق ـــادة، ف ـــرت الع ـــا ج ـــه. وكم ـــون ل ـــك معارض ـــم كذل وأنه

مـــا عـــدا أوكاموتـــو. 

ـــد  ـــوء!« لق ـــب اللج ـــول طل ـــم قب ـــى أن يت ـــام إل ـــن الطع ـــون ع ـــن مضرب ـــة، » نح ـــا ملاحظ ـــا، علقن ـــل زنزانتن داخ
ـــام.  ـــب الطع ـــن جل ـــف ع ـــي بالتوق ـــو وابنت ـــا أوماي ـــة، وأخبرن ـــا الحكوم ـــي قدمته ـــات الت ـــا الوجب رفضن

فـــي اليـــوم الثانـــي للاضـــراب عـــن الطعـــام، تـــم اســـتدعائي مـــن قبـــل ضابـــط الأمـــن. ســـلمته رســـالتي 
الموجهـــة للمديـــر، وأضفـــت، » إننـــا لا ننـــوي مواجهـــة ســـلطات ســـجن روميـــة. إننـــا نـــود أن نحتـــج علـــى 
كـــون الحكومـــة اللبنانيـــة قـــد تأخـــرت فـــي الموافقـــة علـــى طلـــب اللجـــوء. لقـــد أوضحنـــا هـــذا الأمـــر 

أيضـــا للمديـــر، أشـــكرك«. 

ــوا  ــم أن تقدمـ ــدر بكـ ــة . لا يجـ ــك الحكومـ ــم، كذلـ ــن أصدقاؤكـ ــا، » نحـ ــا قائـ ــط أن يوفقنـ ــاول الضابـ حـ
ــة«.  ــتبوؤون بالخيبـ ــتعْدينا، سـ ــل يسـ ــى عمـ علـ

بالرغـــم مـــن ذلـــك، فإنـــي طالبـــت مجـــددا، » ســـيدي، هـــذا الأمـــر هـــو فقـــط لطلـــب اللجـــوء السياســـي. 
ـــة  ـــن اللجن ـــا تعل ـــا، » حالم ـــه قائ ـــي إقناع ـــت ف ـــا نجح ـــن بعده ـــخص«. م ـــد أي ش ـــا ض ـــا موجه ـــس احتجاج ولي

الخاصـــة للحكومـــة النتيجـــة، فإننـــا ســـنتوقف، لـــذا اســـمح لنـــا بالقيـــام بهـــذا العمـــل لأســـبوع فقـــط«. 

ــة  ــى الزنزانـ ــالك إلـ ــيتم إرسـ ــر. سـ ــا مفـ ــررت، فـ ــا، » إذا أصـ ــرارا، قائـ ــذ قـ ــؤول، واتخـ ــاط المسـ ــخ الضبـ رضـ
ـــي  ـــو، كون ـــي بأوكوموت ـــي يعتن ـــاح ك ـــة آل ص ـــن زنزان ـــو م ـــن مام ـــب م ـــي أطل ـــإذن ك ـــت ب ـــة«. تقدّم التأديبي
ســـأضطر لتركـــه وحيـــدا. وإذ أومـــأ الضابـــط برأســـه، عـــدتُ إلـــى الزنزانـــة وشـــرحتُ لأوكوموتـــو أنـــي 
ســـأضطر للبقـــاء وحيـــدا، وأنـــي طلبـــت مـــن مامـــو الاعتنـــاء بـــه. أبـــدى رئيـــس مجموعـــة الســـجناء فـــي 
ـــرعة.  ـــه بس ـــو نفس ـــق مام ـــون، وواف ـــم الع ـــتعدون لتقدي ـــم مس ـــوا إنه ـــم وقال ـــرون تعاطفه ـــق وآخ الطاب

ثلاثتنـــا خضعنـــا لتفتيـــش، ومـــن ثـــم تـــم أخذنـــا لزنازينـــا التأديبيـــة. كانـــت تقـــع الزنازيـــن التأديبيـــة فـــي 



لفتـرة طويلـة يظهـر الخصائـص الثقافية في لبنان، حيـث تكون المحافظـة على التوازن بين الصـواب والخطأ 
عبر علاقـات القوى.

تـم بنـاء مبانـي السـجن المتجمعة كشـرفة متكأة علـى تلة، بحيث يكـون كل مبنى مكونا مـن أربعة طوابق، 
بأجنحـة تمتـد فـي ثلاثة اتجاهات كشـعار نجمة مرسـيدس بنـز،  يربط فيما بيـن المباني ممر. 

زنازيـن  الأخـرى  الطوابـق  تضـم  بينمـا  للتخزيـن،  ومسـاحة  للمكاتـب  كامـل  بشـكل  الأول  الطابـق  يخصـص 
السـجناء. يحـوي كل طابـق مـا  يقـارب خمسـين زنزانـة، بحيـث يحـوي كل مبانـي 150 زنزانـة، أي  مـا مجموعـه 

زنزانـة.  وخمسـين  أربعمائـة 

لكنـه يضـم ثلاثـة آلاف سـجين - أربعـة أضعـاف قدرتـه الإسـتيعابية البالغـة سـبعمائة وخمسـين - هـؤلاء 
السـجناء محشـورون فـي الزنازيـن طيلـة الوقـت، مـا يخلـق بلـدة صغيـرة مكتظـة قابعـة علـى سـفح تلـة. 

اا. الزنزانة المشتركة

لقـد وصلنـا يـوم الأحـد، حيث لا يعـد يوم عمل عـادي في السـجن. بضع أفراد من بيـن السـجناء الخارجين من 
المدخـل تقدمـوا إلـى الأمـام وقامـوا بتفتيشـنا وتفتيـش حقائبنا واسـتولوا على حلينـا كالسـاعات والولاعات. 
بعـد ذلـك تقـدم نحونـا أضخمهـم وعـرض علينـا سـجائر، وسـألني أحدهـم، » هل تـود شـرابا؟« عندمـا أجبته، » 

أود أن أشـرب المـاء«، لسـبب مـا قـدّم لي حلـوى وقهوة.

كمـا كان هنـاك شـخص فـي منتصـف العمر وبـدا أن الجميـع يحترمونه، طـرح علينا سـؤالا بالنيابة عـن الحرس 
والسـجناء، حـول وضـع مكتـب الأمـن الوطنـي. من سـلوكه يتبـدى أنه مهيـب وذو شـخصية بـارزة، فقلت في 
نفسـي لا بـد أن يكـون  رئيـس الحـرس أو مسـؤولا فـي السـجن، وكمـا هـي العـادة فـي مثـل تلـك المواقـف، 
فإنـي قدّمـت بالنيابـة عـن زملائـي إجابـات مبهمـة.  ومـع ذلـك، فإنني اكتشـفت لاحقـا، أن هذا الشـخص كان 

مجـرد سـجين، ومكلفـا بالعنايـة بالطرود. 

وتكشّـف الأمـر عـن كـون المجموعـة كلهـا عبـارة عـن سـجناء، والرجـل المرتـدي قميصـا داخليـا الـذي أسـرع 
ليعـد لنـا قهـوة كان الحـرس الوحيـد مـن بيـن المجموعـة. 

فمثال، حينمـا أوصلتنـا سـيارة المرافقـة، كان حـارس مرتديـا الـزي الرسـمي حامال مفتاحـا وقـام بفتـح بوابـة 
السـجن؛ وبالمثـل، وحينمـا خرجنا من سـيارة المرافقة عند مدخل السـجن، فإن الحارس أيضـا فتح لنا القضبان 
الحديديـة للسـجن. بـدا وكأنّ المهمـة الوحيـدة الموكلـة للحـرس هـي فتح وإغالق المداخـل والمخـارج، بينما 

تكـون مهمـة أخذنـا إلـى مكتـب الإدارة وتفتيشـنا وحاجياتنا هي مسـؤولية السـجناء.

قاعة المحكمة الكرنفالية
فريق الدفاع الكبير

ــن  ــع م ــذ التاس ــا، ومن ــدل. بعده ــوزارة الع ــي ل ــق الأرض ــجن الطاب ــي س ــا ف ــا ليلتن ــن آذار، قضين ــن م ــي الثام ف
آذار فصاعــدا، تــم ســجننا فــي ســجن روميــة المركــزي فــي لبنــان. كنــا محبوســين فــي مبنــى المحكوميــن. 



تصريــح بجلــب المــاء لكمــا كل يــوم، وبالتالــي نســتطيع التثبــت مــن المعلومــات حينهــا. علــيّ الآن أن أتــرك 
الباقــي معكمــا أنتمــا الاثنــان، لــذا إبــذلا أقصــى جهدكمــا.« وعــدت إلــى زنزانتــي لأبقــى مــع أوكاموتــو. 

البلدة المكتظة 

ا. عالم آخر كائن في الجبل 

بعـد أن تـم نقلـي وتأرجحـي فـي سـيارة مرافقة كصنـدوق معدنـي، وصلنـا إلى سـجن رومية المركـزي الأحد 
التاسـع من آذار. 

يقـع السـجن علـى منحـدر جبـل يصـل طولـه لخمسـمائة متـر - يبعـد مسـافة عشـرين إلـى ثلاثيـن دقيقـة 
بالسـيارة شـمال العاصمـة بيـروت - ومنـه يمكـن رؤيـة العاصمـة بيـروت تمتـد بعيـدا بالأسـفل. 

هنـاك أربعـة سـجون كبيـرة وعشـرة مراكـز توقيـف فـي لبنـان. وعـادة مـا يتـم الـزج بسـجناء المـدد الطويلـة، 
المركـزي،  روميـة  سـجن  فـي  الفلسـطينيين  والمتشـددين  اليمينييـن،  والمتشـددين  السياسـيين،  والسـجناء 
المجهـز بنظـام أمنـي متطـور. أما السـجون الأصغر فتقع فـي مدن كصيـدا وبعلبك وزحلة وطرابلـس وبيروت. 

للرهبة  إثارة  السجون  أكثر  ويعد  المجرمين،  أسوأ  يتضمّن  بكونه  رومية  سجن  يمتاز  السجون  تلك  بين  من 
والمقت بالنسبة للسجناء. ولقد كان يشاع أنه في الزنازين التأديبية لهذا السجن القديم، كان التعذيب مثل 
السجون  في  الشغب  مثيري  أن  أيضا  قيل  كما  دوري.  بشكل  يجرى  الكهربائية  والصدمات  بالغرق  الإيهام 
الأخرى أو أولئك الذين لم يحترموا سلطات السجن  كانوا يُجمعون هنا لترهيبهم. لقد تم ترقية منزل أيوب 
المدبر السفيه لهذا السجن ليصبح آمر السجن بعد سنة من قدومنا إلى سجن رومية. وكما سأبين  الرأس 
لاحقا فإن » أعمال الشغب الكبرى في سجن رومية« قريبا ستتصدر العناوين الأولى في مختلف أنحاء العالم. 

فـي البـدء تـم تكليـف شـركة بناء ألمانية غربيـة ببناء سـجن رومية منذ حوالـي ٢٥ عاما، والذي تـم التخطيط له 
ليكـون منشـأة حديثـة ضخمـة، قائمـا على موقع كبيـر. لكن، في العـام ١٩٧٥، وبينمـا كانت أعمـال البناء تجري 
علـى قـدم وسـاق، أصبحـت الحكومـة اللبنانيـة عمليـا مشـلولة بسـبب الحـرب الأهليـة، ونتيجـة لذلـك توقّفـت 
أعمـال البنـاء. وفـي وقـت كان يسـتخدم كسـجن بشـكل جزئي، أصبـح أيضا يضم ما عـرف بقوات الميليشـيات 

اليمينيـة المسـيحية وأُوار الحـرب الأهلية يضطرم. 

وبسـبب ظـروف بنائـه، خُصّـص قسـم منـه كمحاكـم وتعرّضـت أقسـام أخـرى للعوامـل الطبيعيـة، وبالتالي 
اسـتطاعت  السـميك  المسـلح  الاسـمنت  ذات  المبانـي  مـن  تجمعـا  لكـن  لتتدمـر.  وتركـت  حالتهـا  تدهـورت 
القـوات  اسـتولت   ، الأهليـة  الحـرب  انقضـاء  وبعـد  للأسـلحة.  مخـزن  إلـى  تحويلهـا  وتـم  القصـف،  تقـاوم  أن 
للقـوات  تدريبيـة  بعـد كمنشـأة  المنشـأة  وجعلتهـا ثكنـة عسـكرية، واسـتخدمتها فيمـا  الحكوميـة علـى 

المدفعيـة.  ووحـدات  الخاصـة 

لـذا كان  السـجن الـذي كنـا محتجزيـن فيـه، قسـما مسـتأجرا من تلك المسـاحة الواسـعة للثكنة العسـكرية 
التابعـة للجيـش. لكنـه فـي البـدء كان مملوكاً من قبـل إدارة السـجن، التي أجّرتـه بدورها للقـوات الحكومية. 

ومثـل هـذا الواقـع المعكوس الـذي يمكن أن يكـون مقبولا 
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تــم اســتدعاؤنا للمثــول أمــام المحكمــة فــي التاســع عشــر مــن آذار، بعــد أن صــدر قــرار اتهامــي  مــن قبــل 
القاضــي ميــرزا، وكانــت الجلســة قــد شــارفت علــى البــدء. لكــن هــذه المحكمــة كانــت مشــغولة بالســيرك 

السياســي منــذ البدايــة وحتــى الختــام. 

لقــد زارنــي الســيد بشــر عــدة مــرات فــي ســجن روميــة الواقــع علــى ســفح تلــة فــي ضواحــي بيــروت لمناقشــة 
ــكل  ــا بش ــاند قضيتن ــه سيس ــن أن ــد أعل ــرب ق ــن الع ــاف المحامي ــإن ائت ــي، ف ــل ل ــا نق ــب م ــة. وبحس المحاكم
تــام. كمــا قــال أيضــا، أنــه وبالتعــاون الكامــل مــع نقابــة المحاميــن اللبنانيــة وكــون تفاصيــل محاكمتنــا يتــم 

العمــل عليهــا بشــكل مســتمر، فــا حاجــة للقلــق بتاتــا. 

مــع ذلــك، ولمــا كانــت الطــرق المتبعــة فــي لبنــان فيمــا خــص المعامــات وإجــراءات المحاكمــات مختلفــة 
كليــا عــن مثيلاتهــا فــي اليابــان، فإنــي ســألت الســيد بشــر أن يبقينــي علــى اطــاع تــام قــد الإمــكان. ويــرد علــيّ 
بالقــول، » أنــه فــي المحاكمــات فــي لبنــان نقــوم نحــن المحاميــن بالــكلام بحماســة، وفــي نهايــة المطــاف 
يقــوم القاضــي بإنهــاء الأمــور مصــدرا حكمــه. هكــذا تســير الأمــور. لا صعوبــة فــي أي شــي. أنتــم أيهــا الرفقــاء 

عليكــم ألا تقلقــوا«. 

لقــد كانــت حجتــه مســتندة إلــى موقــف أساســي. »طالمــا كان بمقدورنــا أن نبيّــن أن القضيــة هــي سياســيّة، 
فإنهــا ســتكون نصــرا مبينــا«. وإذا مــا فكرنــا مــن وجهــة النظــر هذه، يظهــر أننــا المتهمــون ذوي دور محــدود ولا 
يتوجــب علينــا القيــام بــأي شــيء. لقــد قالهــا مــرارا،« دع الأمــر لــي!« ولــم يعــر دواعــي القلــق عندنــا أي اهتمــام. 

اعتقــدت أن أســاس الفكــرة مقبــول. لكــن حينمــا ســألت كيــف يمكــن التثبــت مــن هــذا الأســاس، وأيــن يتوجــب 
أن يكــون التشــديد، رد علــيّ بفــرح، » فــي نهايــة المطــاف، كل مــا يتوجــب عليــك فعلــه كــي تربــح هــو ببســاطة 
إصــرارك وبفخــر أنــك الجيــش الأحمــر اليابانــي!« كمــا أضــاف أن المحاميــن العــرب، إلــى جانــب المحاميــن 

اللبنانييــن، مُجْمعــون بشــكل راســخ علــى تلــك السياســة الأساســية. 

وفــي الوقــت الــذي كنــا فيــه قلقيــن، فــإن ائتــاف المحاميــن العــرب قــد أعلــن أن أكثــر مــن ١٥٠ محاميــا فــي 
الــدول العربيــة قــد انضمــوا إلــى فريــق الدفــاع، وأن » محاكمــة الجيــش الأحمــر اليابانــي« ليســت حدثــا صغيــرا 
ــدد  ــبب الع ــل، وبس ــي المقاب ــك، وف ــع ذل ــي. م ــع العرب ــي المجتم ــيا ف ــرا أساس ــت خب ــل أصبح ــان، ب ــي لبن ف
الضخــم مــن المحاميــن، كان مــن الصعــب أن يتوافقــوا فيمــا بينهــم، وفــي كل مــرة يحصــل فيهــا اجتمــاع 
لهــم، يصبــح الأمــر منافســة فيمــا بينهــم. أدرك الســيد بشــر و المحامــون اللبنانيــون أن الاســتمرار فــي العمــل 
القانونــي أصبــح أمــرا صعبــا، وفــي نهايــة المطــاف تــم حــل الموقــف باختيــار ٥٠ محاميــا فقــط للمشــاركة لمــا 
فيــه الصالــح العــام. وفــي الواقــع، فــإن ١٥ محاميــا مــن الــدول العربيــة و١٥ محاميــا مــن لبنــان، مــا مجموعــه 
ثلاثــون محاميــا، تولــوا زمــام الدفــاع. وقــام المحامــون كذلــك بالتعبيــر عــن قلقهــم حــول » قــدرة العــدو على 
أن يختــرق الفريــق« فــي ظــل كونــه مجموعــة كبيــرة، وعلــى مــا يبــدو فإنهــم اســتطاعوا وبســهولة  الوصــول 

إلــى إجمــاع عبــر اختيــار ممثليهــم. 

تم ترجمة النص من اللغة الانجليزية الى اللغة العربية من قبل وسام  عطار.



CITY AS LANDSCAPE
MASAO MATSUDA

It was a strange festival. Naturally there was a miniature shrine and a festival float to create 
a garish atmosphere. A party led by the priest, with children swarming around it, was 
walking in a procession toward the groves in the shrine, which was slightly higher, in the 
middle of the small local city. As we were filming these proceedings we couldn’t help but to 
laugh. The small annual mid-summer ceremony was moving gracefully along, despite our 
nefarious laughter, though minus the tourists usually seen at this type of local city festival. 

The reason for our laughter was that the festival procession was modeled after the daimyo 
gyoretsu, a reenactment of a feudal lord’s procession, with men proceeding solemnly in 
step, thrusting feathered-spears high into the air. “Down on your knees, down on your 
knees.” shouted the guide, attended by people carrying fubako letter boxes and nagamochi 
lacquer trunks, followed by majestic-looking samurai horsemen wearing hakama. In short, 
it was everything that one would imagine when hearing the words daimyo gyoretsu, just like 
a painting. Given a closer look, there was also a group of men that couldn’t be anything but 
court officials in costumes. As I’ve said, there was, in fact, everything—from a Shinto priest 
standing on the sidewalk performing purification rituals, to a miniature shrine, a float, flutes 
and taiko drums—all the stereotypes of a “festival” that we had become familiar with since 
childhood through images or movies. All that was missing was the “excitement” that a 
“festival” should have been accompanied by. 

The festival took place at Abashiri City, in the extreme north of Hokkaido, bordering on the 
Sea of Okhotsk. Why was there a feudal lord’s procession at the Abashiri shirine? That this 
simple and basic question was the cause of our laughter I don’t need to reemphasize. This 
region, where the remains and relics of the Okhotsk potters, early settlers of the region, were 
discovered, was inhabited by the Ainu from the Edo-Ainu period about four hundred years 
ago. There could have been traffic from mainland Japan coming and going, in the process 
of political administration by bakufu, the central government, due to economic control by 
the Matsumae clan, as well as militaristic necessities in the late Edo period. However, since 
it was after the county office of Abashiri Village was founded in 1880 (Meiji 13) that a large 
number of Japanese started to travel there, and four years later an elementary school and 
a temple were to be established, naturally the foundation of the Shinto shrine would have 
been later than that.

Based on these historical specificities, should we attribute the fact that the illusory feudal 
lord’s procession suddenly appeared at a festival in this extreme Northern city, where a 
feudal lord’s procession had never taken place, to the strong sense of commonality that 
lingered as a remnant in the memories of the original colonizers? Here, quoting a prototype 
of a simple indigenous Ainu festival described in Short History of Abashiri, I can describe the 
rival accounts of the native folklore and the colonizer’s folklore as an object for investigation:



“The first visitors who bring a sign of spring to this region are seals arriving, carried on 
the drifting ice. The hunting of the seals, carried out by wading through the ice fields, was 
enough to satisfy the adventurous spirit of natural men. When the time came, the people 
in the village rowed their boats to Boshi Iwa, placed an altar on the island to decorate a 
wooden wand, and the family’s patriarch prayed to the coast for the fish harvest... Boshi Iwa 
became a sacred site to connect the life of the Ainu with the gods, and people called this 
island Chiba Shiri, and worshipped it.” 

It is sufficient to say that the festival ritual held in Abashiri bore absolutely no relationship 
to the description above, and in fact, it was in every sense the worst kind of imitation of 
the festivals that were preserved in the cities of the mainland. Today the sacred place 
Chiba Shiri, which is only remembered as the origin of the word Abashiri, is nothing but a 
bizarrely shaped rock. And furthermore, as is plainly pointed out in my earlier description 
of the absence of tourists at the Abashiri Shrine festival, it is rare to find anyone who shows 
interest in the methods of festivals imported directly from the mainland. Young tourists 
who visit Abashiri in summer go on pilgrimages rather to the Abashiri Prison, in the exact 
opposite direction from the Abashiri Shrine. Am I the only person who reads keen sarcasm 
toward the daimyo gyoretsu in the fact that today, the ‘holy land’ in Abashiri, is the so-called 
Abashiri Bangaichi, i.e. Abashiri Prison, and the god who is enshrined therein is in fact a 
film actor? 

Allow me to briefly describe the purpose of our trip to shoot the film during which we ran 
into this quasi-festival in Abashiri by chance. In the second half of 1969, I was shooting a 
documentary film, along with a small number of friends, which followed the footsteps of 
a teenager. This film, on which we had just barely completed work and were now taking a 
break from, was in fact about the <serial killer> Norio Nagayama. This is made clear with 
its structure of one hour and twenty-six minutes of film footage shown between the opening 
intertitles, <Last fall four murders were committed in four cities with the same gun/This 
spring a nineteen-year-old teenager was arrested/He was called a serial killer> and the 
closing intertitles, <In the fall of 1968 four murders were committed in four cities with the 
same gun/In the spring of 1969 a nineteen-year-old teenager was arrested/He was called a 
serial killer>. Abashiri is the town where Norio Nagayama was born and spent his childhood. 

This text does not aim to discuss our film directly, rather it is based on the four months 
of my own experience of having travelled through different cities in Hokkaido Tohoku, 
Kanto, Tokai, and Kinki in order to experience for ourselves the oscillating path that Norio 
Nagayama had taken. I must comment next on my impressions of the area of Itayanagi-
cho, Kita-Tsugaru-gun, Aomori-shi, where Norio Nagayama, who was born “outside” of the 
Abashiri Yobito area in the outskirts of Abashiri, moved with his family at the age of five. I 



could not help but see this small rural town as a surrogate of Abashiri. In other words, the 
unique local character was extremely eroded, and we discovered instead a homogenized 
landscape which can only be called a copy of the central city. Whether it was the colonized 
city Abashiri or the indigenous town of Itayanagi or ultimately the metropolitan city of Tokyo, 
they all looked almost identical to our eyes. 

And somehow, this experience of anticlimax after trying to discover the distant cause of his 
crime within the dark climate of the north seems to be common to other people as well. 
For example, a TV reporter notes on this small town with a population of 23,000 as follows: 
“Upon the arrest of Norio Nagayama, newspapers and TV reporters gathering scholars, 
writers and critics, tried to quickly fabricate an image of him... Among these literati, the 
one who stood out as being the most persuasive was the statement by Mr. T, a poet and the 
leader of an underground theater group, who came from the same Aomori, and had gone 
through similar circumstances. He regarded Norio Nagayama as an urban gypsy, drifting 
through the urban desert of Tokyo, saying that what had made him have his nightmarish 
murderous intent was <the desolate and forlorn sky of the northern country>... On the 
contrary, however, the sky of Itayanagi was stunningly bright. Mount Iwaki was shining 
silvery-white against smog-free, bright blue sky.” (Dokyumentari Seishun)

This documentary writer, after remarking frankly that his image of <the desolate north> 
had been shattered, provided various data about the riches of the town. I already mentioned 
that we, having visited this town three months later than he did—that is, in summer instead 
of spring—shared this impression. Perhaps this poet, “Mr. T” from Aomori (a.k.a. Shuji 
Terayama), would reject it as the ad hoc idea of carefree tourists. Sure enough, we, who 
had not experienced the mid-winter of Tsugaru, didn’t have the impression of a <desolate 
north>. It could be said however that our eyes, as those of tourists, could be inversely paired 
against those of the quasi-intellectuals from rural areas, who can only think in terms of 
stereotypical dichotomies between center=fertile; and rural=desolate. Now it is only a 
homogenized landscape that exists, in the city as well as in rural areas, in the center as 
well as in the periphery, in <Tokyo> as well as in the <homeland>. Suppose we saw apple 
orchards extensively continuing in Tsugaru Plain, it would never be seen as a lush green 
forest, but merely as something stained with white spots from the spraying of pesticides 
associated with our grey capital. Evidently <the desolate and forlorn sky> is also the name 
for our smoggy sky. 

We thus were unable to find the <homeland> that may have nurtured Norio Nagayama, 
either on the Okhotsk Coast or on the Tohoku Plain. Indeed, all we saw was a miniature 
<Tokyo>. We can even identify a small slum located at the corner of Itayanagi where Norio 
Nagayama had lived during his elementary school days with any number of locations in 



*	 Translator’s Note:

	 According to Terayama, there were two types of people, one “history-type” and the other “geography-type.” The 

“history-type” remains at one place investigating one’s life through repetition and accumulation; “geography-

type” on the other hand, tests life through migration, changing one’s base and seeking encounters. He argues 

that traditionally the Japanese in the “closed-country edict” of souls, used to be “history-type” honoring 

aspects of repetitions, as characterized by a cycle of four seasons, so Terayama hoped to break free from such 

“historicism,” and live and question traveling geographically and dialogically

Tokyo. We must confirm that the dichotomy of <Tokyo> versus <homeland>, which was 
the premise at the time when Gan Tanigawa expressed, “Do not go to Tokyo, create your 
homeland” at the end of the sixties, is no longer commensurable. The fast growth of our 
monopoly seems to increasingly expose directions for homogenization on a daily basis using 
the entire Japanese Archipelago as a single megalopolis.

It is clear that explaining the situation in which the local youth population—even including 
Norio Nagayama as a typical instance—has been concentrated in the city exclusively based 
on the nature of a capitalist economy, will make us fall into the net of objectivism. If it were 
the case, would they ditch their <homeland> and come to <Tokyo> in response to Shuji 
Terayama’s Iede no susume (In praise of running away from home)? Perhaps the true answer 
lies where the pearls of wisdom of both Gan Tanigawa and Shuji Terayama are sublimated. 
In other words, a countless number of Nagayamas must be trying to go to <Tokyo> and 
create their <homelands> there. It is precisely in <Tokyo> that something primordial that 
they seek can be found, because their own <homeland> has in fact been merely an imitation 
of <Tokyo>. Thus, their zealous gaze toward <Tokyo> can’t help but highlight their true 
<homeland> in the domain of invisibility. The journey to <Tokyo> thus becomes a trip to 
the primordial world for themselves. Without having even a single moment to rest, they 
continue their journey, which is the complete opposite of the ethnographers who go on their 
journey in search of our past origins in the present day, either to the middle of nowhere, or 
on remote islands. 

In this context, when Shuji Terayama—a proponent of “in praise of running away from 
home,” presenting himself seemingly as a sympathizer of Nagayama’s wandering—quotes 
his own clever aphorism, “When one is abandoned by history, one references geography,” 
he ends up being oblivious to the fact that he has been outwitted by the “history-based 
thinking” that he himself denounces. *As a result, what Terayama does, as seen in his 
writings on Norio Nagayama—which were included in his books Boku ga senso ni iku 
toki (When I Go to War) or Kofuku-ron (On Happiness)—is only to indicate Nagayama’s 
lack of “strength of thought,” “imagination,” as well as “dramatic imagination.” Terayama 
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fails to extend his own thought to the reality of Nagayama, and of all Nagayamas as the 
nameless masses of the underclass, whose “historical” stability could be created only 
through “geographical” wandering. He argues, “We are too tied up with too many Jokyo-
ron (writings on situation) to distinguish whether an act is heroic or criminal.” However, I 
believe it is absolutely unproductive and empty to preach “the restoration of imagination” 
in a tone recommending the promotion of virtue, to people who have nothing to do with 
“circumstances” or “situation,” but are dependent only upon the “power to act,” rather 
than the “power of thought” as a springboard. 

Presenting a choice between “history” and “geography” is indeed a history-based way of 
thinking that has already been inscribed in the interiority of the person presenting it. 
It is also true that those who favor this type of thinking tend to immediately switch to a 
geography-based way of thinking. In other words, they place a blank map of Japan based on 
the “imagination” that is already conceived in their mind in which they walk in the footsteps 
that Nagayama had taken and pretend that they understood something. And if Nagayama’s 
journey, being initially <a journey to something primordial>, is connected to the stops along 
his migration in the external world, the map of Japan that appears in his internal world may, 
as we imagined before, have a completely different appearance from what it looks like in 
reality, with an extremely bizarre shape. 

Here, just in case, let us follow the trajectory of Nagayama’s wanderings, dividing it into 
periods, which were also to become our itineraries. 

The outskirts of Abashiri city–Downtown Abashiri city-Itayanagi–(running away from home) 
Hiromae-Aomori-Hakodate-Itayanagi–(running away from home) Yamagata-Fukushima-
Itayanagi-(Move to Tokyo for collective employment) 

Tokyo/Shibuya-(quit job/illegal migration) Yokohama-Nagoya-Hong Kong-Yokohama-Oyama-
(employed) Utsunomiya-(thereafter moved from one place to another) Osaka-Moriguchi-Tokyo/
Haneda-Kawasaki-Yokosuka-Kawasaki-tokyo/Yodobashi and Higashi Nakano-Ikebukuro-
Sugamo-Odawara-Aatami-Nagoya-Osaka-Kobe-(illegal migration) Yokohama-Tokyo/Nerima-
Nishiogikubo and Higashi Nakano-Itayanagi-Tokyo-Nagano

Yokosuka-Tokyo/Ikebukuro-(thereafter moved from one place to another )-Shiba-Kyoto-
Yokohama-Tokyo/Ikebukuro-Hakodate-Otaru-Sapporo-Hakodate-Nagoya-Yokohama-
Tokyo/Shinjuku and Nakano-Yokohama-Tokyo/Harajuku 

Each period of wandering has its respective time span—fifteen years for the first period, three 
and a half years for the second, and six months for the third. One can easily notice that each 



period correlates to the three phases of his growth, living, and crime, indicating an expansion 
of space and fluctuation of time which are inversely proportional to each other incrementally. 
Japan for Nagayama may have been a strangely distorted, non-Euclidean space. And whether 
it be nevertheless or precisely for this reason, in following the trajectories of Norio Nagayama 
across the country over four months, all views of rural and remote regions reflected a 
homogenized landscape to our eyes, as those who had reenacted the journey. 

The journey to search for <homeland> as something primordial that has been lost, thus, always 
marks the end as we discover similar landscapes no matter how far we go. In his recent essay, 
borrowing from Walter Benjamin, Suehiro Tanemura points out “the reverse perspective, with 
which to view scenery as if an unfamiliar town were the town of your birth, or vice versa,” 
(Toshi, First Issue). So perhaps in Japan it is only through the homogenization of landscape that 
the irreconcilable distortion of time and space existing between “unfamiliar town” and “town of 
your birth” becomes visible. And via this distortion landscape is no longer commensurate with 
‘nature’ or ‘climate’ in that it can be irreversibly and abruptly excised, through the collision of 
the natural and the artificial. It is for this reason, as I have previously asserted in my book Bara 
to mumeisha (A rose and the nameless one), that Norio Nagayama in his endless <journey to 
the primordial> “must have fired the bullets to cut through the landscape.” 

Shooting the documentary on Norio Nagayama, our foremost objective was to strengthen 
our perspective as to how Japan, as landscape, could possibly be captured. Our specific 
time and space would invariably differ from the trajectory of Norio Nagayama, even as we 
adhered to the same itinerary. And if a single element is to be extracted from the time and 
space between us, it indeed is the landscape: Yes, it is landscape that is picture-perfect, 
like a painting or a large mural in a traditional Japanese bathhouse. We may have been 
following the reverse cycle of what Benjamin had described as an aphorism in praise of 
French photographer Atget:

“It has quite justly been said of him that he photographed landscape like scenes 
of crime. The scene of crime, too, is deserted; it is photographed for the purpose 
of establishing evidence. With Atget, photographs become standard evidence for 
historical occurrences, ...” (“The Work of Art in the Age of Mechanical Reproduction”) 

We, contrary to Atget, filmed the scenes of the crimes as landscape. Even though, according 
to Benjamin, it should be expected that “in the crowd, the city was now landscape, now a 
room” (“Arcades Project”), our camera eye at last only captured the “city as landscape,” but 
was unable to reach “city as room,” possibly because it was neither the “circumstances” 
nor “situation” (terms the intelligentsia were so be fond of), but rather landscape that had 
surrounded, confronted and antagonized Nagayama, and that in order for us to grasp him 



materially from the outside, landscape was to be our only option. But let us not waste time 
in digression. It will suffice to stress that through landscape, we attempted to aim for his, or 
our own <invisible homeland>.

Now at the end of our journey, we arrive at Tokyo, to which Nagayama returned repeatedly—this 
obscene megalopolis, an archetype of <homeland> for those wandering lower-class masses 
from remote areas. Was there that primordial ‘excitement’ in our capital that had disappeared 
even from the <festival> of that local city? Of course there was not. We won’t likely be able to 
forget that hollow parade named <Shinjuku Festival> which had passed through the streets 
of Shinjuku on a fall day at the end of October. A few days earlier, a festival procession led by 
the fife and drum corps of a certain religious organization was passing by. It was the exact 
imitation, believe it or not, of a television talk show scene, without the least difference. How 
sad it was for the original one to imitate the <shadow> of the media that it had delivered itself! 
And as was appropriate to this completely empty place, looking as if it had been transformed 
into a dead city under martial law, with nobody except for the uniforms of riot police and 
civilian clothes of the vigilante standing out, it was no longer a landscape even, but the funeral 
of the landscape. “Be quiet! a funeral procession is passing by you. Tilt the binarity of your 
kneecaps towards the earth and sing a song from beyond the grave.” (Lautréamont) 

The lower-class masses trying to realize their <homeland> in <Tokyo>, through their initial 
energy that had been accelerated in the seeking of something even more primordial now 
know no bounds. Having enough of the fictitious festival, and as the betrayal of <Tokyo> is 
gradually becoming evident, the people set out on an endless <journey> to find the excitement 
of a genuine festival, in the sense that Lefebvre referenced about the Paris Commune, 
saying, “the <festive> style is the style proper to the Commune.” Meanwhile, among the texts 
on urbanism written by experts I had skimmed through to write this essay, the only text that 
never ceased to stimulate me was Kaoru Mizuki’s fierce critique of Goro Hani, in which he 
describes the primordial form of this <journey> as follows:

“.....they effortlessly become free from their family or local authorities. But how 
transparent and precarious that freedom is. They begin to make a living floating in the 
Megalopolis, but can we even call that living? The thoughtlessness and incompetence of 
comparing the flow of these people at the bottom of the social hierarchy with a Greek city’s 
agora, or with the Renaissance city-states (apparently built on the freedom and equality 
of the citizens) becomes apparent when one imagines the overwhelming pain of their 
wandering. Could the Nihon University student movement be thought of as the rebellion 
of those poor young people who had abandoned their homeland against the mega-city of 
Tokyo? Sons of lesser traders and manufacturers with no destinations in local smaller 
cities cannot survive without endlessly continuing their revolt.” (Revolution and Utopia)



“Poor young people who abandoned their homeland” try to realize their true homeland “in 
the rebellion against the mega-city Tokyo.” What is so remarkable about Kaoru Mizuki’s 
urban theory is that instead of perceiving a city as a historical and present given, he positions 
it within a specific process of movements from generation to maturity, and ultimately to 
extinction. Mizuki also takes Takaaki Yoshimoto’s thought-provoking argument, “Why can a 
city remain to be a city?” one step further, as if to retort, “when will a city become extinct?” 
The extinction of the city! Isn’t this precisely the words that can be uttered only by those who 
rigorously reject the illusion that the nameless masses wander making a false ascension 
based on quasi-binary oppositions between local and center, rural and city, or frontier and 
capital, and thus acquire a penetrating view to directly face the reality that their journey 
to the ‘primordial’ means nothing but simply moving sideways from lower-class to lower-
class, from the social bottom to the social bottom, and from slum to slum?

At that moment, the city no longer registers as ‘landscape,’ instead takes on wholly the 
attributes of a ‘room.’ 

Here I recall, by happy chance, that Régis Debray had bitterly called cities “livable 
purgatories.” Of course he carefully limited this statement to “those in the Caribbean... 
compared to the urban agglomerations of Asia or even of Europe.” However, with that in 
mind let us listen to a little more of what Debray says:

“...any man, even a comrade, who spends his life in a city is unwittingly bourgeois in 
comparison with a guerrilla. He cannot know the material effort involved in eating, 
sleeping, moving from one place to another – briefly, in surviving. Not to have any 
means of subsistence except what you yourself can produce, with your own hands, 
starting from nature in the raw. The city-dweller lives as a consumer... Life is for 
all – unequally given, but given nonetheless.

It exists in the shops in the form of finished products.....It is said that we are immersed 
in the social, and prolonged immersion debilitates. Nothing like getting out to realize to 
what extent these lukewarm incubators make one infantile and bourgeois.” (Revolution in 
the Revolution?) 

As opposed to a <city> as implied in the quote above, Régis Debray positions a true homeland 
for guerrilla fighters in the <mountains>. Those who can laugh at this declaratively affirmative 
proposition-like urbanism issued from the Third World as dogmatic and metaphysical, are 
fortunate. We are living in the transformative period in which all of Japan is also about to 
be turned into a gigantic city. We no longer have <mountains> to which we should go back. 
Despite this, however, in a long lasting battle where we occupy, deconstruct, and transform 



our city into common space for revolution, if we wish to live as guerilla fighters, we must 
raise mountains for ourselves high in the midst of “livable purgatories.” We, who live in 
Japan, anti-revolutionary <home country> bearing the original sins of the expropriations 
and massacre of the Third World, must turn this place where we are forced to live, into a 
purgatory in the true sense of the term: as a purifier of our souls. 

As various proponents of <future> and their epigones are whole-heartedly praising, the 
long-term investment that is forecast for the last twenty years of the 20th century, is said 
to be a cumulative amount of 500 trillion yen. When considering the total capital that was 
dropped on the archipelago by Japanese capitalism, whose GNP has gone up to third place 
in the world, was accumulated to be 30 - 50 trillion yen, there is no doubt that an investment 
of ten times that amount over the next twenty years will increasingly facilitate the Japan’s 
megalopolisation. And we must listen to the arrogant offensive of this monopoly, not as 
signaling the takeoff of Japanese imperialism, but rather as its death knell. We were already 
able to follow the footsteps of the nameless masses, drifting from one city to another 
searching for their <invisible homeland>, among the homogenizing landscape. They never 
“lay a claim to the truth; they do not say that they represent the truth, for they <are> the 
truth” (Frantz Fanon). Perhaps for the first time we are facing a transformative period in 
which our lower-class proletariat are forming a new class. Occupying cities in an ontological 
mode of wandering, now slowly rising up, as the gravediggers of capitalism. 

The <invisible homeland>, in an attempt at a genuine festival, will gradually rise. “What is 
required is a fortuitous gap created by chance. As long as there is only a “gap,” perhaps 
human beings may start something. With human desires colliding, we humans live in 
chaos.” This condition, expounded by Kaoru Mizuki, inevitably must come. 

What is required is not to preach “the resurrection of the dramatic imagination” to the 
lower-class masses. We ourselves must set out on a journey crossing the landscape into 
the midst of battle, where we realize ourselves as truth.

*	 Originally published in Masao Matsuda, Fukei no shimetsu (Extinction of the Landscape), Tokyo: Tabata-

shoten, 1971. 

	 Translated from Japanese by Yuzo Sakuramoto.
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MAHDI OF THE NEGEV DESERT
MASAO ADACHI

The Silk Road is the historical lifeline through which the east wind blows, with only the 
syphilis bacteria drifting back from the west. The hot east wind creates a whirlwind, 
enveloping the last oasis of the Tigris Euphrates, becoming the sandstorm that is the Negev 
desert, the entrance to the Middle East.

In the name of right-wing pan-Asianist thought, the Japanese had run through Manchuria, 
but ran aground at  the Bay of Bengal. Here, one among them disappeared, after traveling 
up and down the road in the costume of a monk. And professor Arnold Toynbee came from 
the west, illustrating how syphilis had spread.

No one outside knew what was happening in the Negev desert, where the Silk Road ended 
in the west.

This is not the Desert of the “Desert Moon” as sung of in the Japanese children’s song. After 
the evening calm, the dust begins to gather as if from nowhere, covering the grasslands 
of Hegius, and moving northward, attacks the cities of Amman, Damascus, and Baghdad. 
Even the enormous setting sun, with all its sunlight being swallowed, melts like the hazy 
moon into dusk and vanishes. The west winds blowing from the Mediterranean Sea can only 
merely flutter that curtain of yellow dust. 

There, the Silk Road becomes an animal trail, and by the time it has reached the sea, all 
signs of people have disappeared. 

This dust of the Negev swallowing the middle east swirls at the dead center of the Arab-
Palestinian soul. 

A young French man circumvented the Negev, and moving south reached Aden, Arabie; his 
name was Paul Nizan. Another from Western Europe named Lawrence Durrell swam across 
the Mediterranean to Palestine, and becoming entangled in that curtain of the yellow dust, 
came upon  the four protagonists of The Alexandria Quartet. One of them named Balthazar 
became a wealthy man, but as an elderly gay man was killed by a young sailor at the harbor 
in the port town of Beirut, who was then blinded in turn by the dust from whence he came. 

Who put up the yellow dust curtain? What is happening deep in the Negev desert? What is 
happening in Palestine, where the east wind melts into the air, and the west wind is blocked 
and flows backwards? 

It is widely acknowledged that the Gods Yahweh (Judaism), Jehovah (Christianity), and Allah 
(Islam) had since ancient times inhabited this unknown corner of the Negev. 



Judaism regarded Jesus Christ as a heretic and crucified him to death, waiting for a new 
Messiah (Savior), who was expected to come again from the Negev. Christianity on the other 
hand, called Jesus the son of God, worshiped him as a Messiah, and, along with the Holy 
Spirit, the Trinity was formulated in the Negev desert. Islam recognized Jesus, Adam, Noah, 
Abraham, Moses, and Mohammad all as prophets of the Negev. 

That Yahweh, Jehovah and Allah were one god inside of this yellow curtain, those outside the 
Negev were to turn a blind eye. Enduring sand storms every evening, they prayed toward the 
hazy sun that life today and death tomorrow would be peaceful, and they searched for their 
Messiah in their own times, and built their own cities. And as they vied and fought against 
each other, some as wandering peoples fled, but others, buried at the bottom of the desert, 
stayed. And the grudge of those among them now living stuck to the soles of their feet, and 
reached the bottom of the desert, where they could feel  “the blood of the people” pulsing 
below. And hence they would declare themselves “the people.” 

Around the same time, those who had escaped the yellow dust returned, hoisting the sail 
of their own grudge in the west winds, blowing anew. Again, the peoples vied and fought. 

However, the people on the west wind, who claimed that Jerusalem, the city of the Messiah 
belonged alone to the God Yahweh (Jews), had failed to remember the wrath of the Negev. 

Some mistook that wrath for a conflict between Arab Palestinians and Jews, believing that 
the wars in the Middle East were “religious wars,” and stayed away out of fear. 

And those for whom a newly-stored western wind blew against that yellow curtain were 
soon to realize the wrath of the Negev. 

On the last day of splendid May weather, a wind from the east, dashing straight along the 
Silk Road, created a tornado in Tel Aviv, where the western wind had amassed. People 
feared this eastern wind, but they tried to convince themselves that the east wind and the 
wrath of Negev were “separate things.” 

Then, on a sunny day in July, a gust of east wind came in amidst the drift from the west, and, 
moving across the Mediterranean Sea became one with the yellow dust, causing a blast in 
Tripoli, letting the people know what the wrath of Negev really was. 

This wrath of the Negev desert is at dead center for the peoples of Arab Palestine. 
Originally those who lived in the Negev desert survived by dedicating everything to the Messiah 
except for a tent, an armful of household goods, and a flock of sheep. But the devious mind, 



failing to remember its upright commandments, would succumb to the west wind, amassing 
excessive wealth, creating a city and indulging in pleasure at will, neglecting the Messiah and 
further exploiting those who lived in hardship and poverty. 

Therefore it is the soul of Arab Palestine, with its origins in the Negev, that bears the right 
and responsibility to defeat such evil and depravity. The Gods Yahweh (Judaism), Jehovah 
(Christianity) and Allah (Islam), are but One under the guidance of Mahdi <the guided one>, 
who is of the Negev desert. Thus it is that Mahdi <the guided one> can punish each of them 
separately. The wrath of the Negev is, indeed, the wrath of this Mahdi <the guided one>. 

It was Mahdi who punished and destroyed the Solomonic dynasty of the Jews. It was also he who 
destroyed Roman Empire, driving it away from the desert, as well as Ottoman Turkish Empire. 

It has always been the case around the Negev every one or two hundred years that infidels, 
neglecting the commandments of the desert, robbed and collected treasures to build their 
kingdoms. Those kingdoms however, were always dragged deep into the desert, buried under 
the sand and eliminated by Mahdi. 

The Bedouin, the nomadic tribes of the Negev are the keepers of the desert. Kurds overlooking 
the Negev from the mountains also kept vigilance at all times. When the Bedouins and Kurds 
gathered under Mahdi <the guided one>, the British and French Empires, driven out of the 
desert, had to abandon their “colonialist” ambitions. 

The Negev, where Mahdi resides, is thus the seat of the world’s soul, and devious infidels who 
swarm around, targeting the “blood of the people” running under the feet of the peoples of the 
Negev never abate. Phoenicians and Arab Palestinians, as well as Zionists, the new people of 
the west wind, have been rushing into the Negev from all over the world. 

Mahdi has been exploding with fury, and the “neo-colonialist” ambitions of a new people of the 
west wind have incurred the wrath of the Negev desert once again. 

On October 6th, 1973 that wrath, summoning the wrath of the gods of the Sahara and Libyan 
Deserts in the west, and coloring the Suez and the Red Sea with the blood of the furies, 
was poised to reach Gaza. In the east, all the grudges and anger which had accumulated at 
the end of Silk Road were awakened, and via Baghdad and Damascus spread to the Golan 
Heights to eliminate the evil which occupied Palestine, “the land flowing with milk and honey” 
intersected by Jordan River.

This new wrath, giving strength to those disciples of Mahdi’s <the guided one>, who turned 



into “stars of the Orion,” as well as to the sons of the occupied land who became the Red 
Army,  would again bury everything deep beneath the sands of the Negev.

Evil people, falling back on popular sentiment, saying, “I fear that I will be thrown into the 
Mediterranean and drowned,” as if reliving for themselves, à la the “Flying Dutchman” their 
persecution at the hands of the Nazis—when in fact each had fed on the other—must be 
punished by the keepers of the Negev. 

At that moment, Mahdi will appease the wrath of the Negev by quietly opening the yellow 
curtain to the wind from the east, and allow us to draw a lifeline extending beyond the Silk 
Road’s end. That lifeline, gathering wind increasingly from the east, will travel across the Red 
Sea from Hegius, and following the Nile cross the deserts of Libya and the Sahara, extending 
south to reach the summit of Kilimanjaro.

However, this will not be realized until the evil mind of the people of the west wind, who send 
“the blood of the people” through iron pipelines and by iron ships, is destroyed. 

As the easterly people, it is not until we, the sinful people of Japan, wish to abandon the 
western mind, and—with only those belongings that we can carry and a pair of shoes—follow 
the yellow curtain’s edge, continuously along the Silk Road, that we will be able to meet Mahdi 
again and search for the Messiah.

Otherwise, we will have to encounter the wrath of the Negev, which runs along the Silk Road 
up east at full speed, filled with the burning wind of fury coming out of that yellow curtain 
of dust . When that furious wind—after briefly brushing the Himalayas—blows through the 
Indian subcontinent, it will turn a reddish-yellow, and traversing the bloody-minded unrest 
Southeast Asia, it will further transform into a red dust, enveloping  not only Japan and 
Manchuria, but the Pacific Ocean in a giant step, turning from a monsoon into an ill wind. 

Is this what we as easterly people must do to appease this furious wind of Negev? Or would it 
be to whip the wind from the east into a raging storm, and blow away all of the winds from the 
west, including even those from the Roman and French Empires of old? 

Only those who are with Mahdi <the guided one> shall know.

*	 Originally published in Masao Adachi, Eiga eno Senryaku (Strategies for Films). Tokyo: Shobun sha, 1974.

	 Translated from Japanese by Yuzo Sakuramoto.
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