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PREFACE

Rikidozan (Kim Sin Rak is his real name), the hero of this story and king of world professional wrestling, lived all his life with the national pride and self-respect of a Korean preserved in the depths of his heart.

I became acquainted with Rikidozan on Octo​ber 6, 1957. It was a Sunday and a wrestling contest for world championship was to take place at the Korakuen Ball Game Field in Tokyo between Rikidozan and Rue Thez of America. Unfortunately it rained and the contest was put off. On my way home I called at the house of Rikidozan with a few friends of mine.

Rikidozan was delighted beyond measure to see us Korean students in Japan. He said he was also a Korean and told us of the circumstan​ces in which he had found himself taken to Japan in an excited, sometimes furious, tone. It was in the latter part of the 1930's when Japanese imperialism was holding Korea as a colony.

Unusually strong and stout, he was taken to Japan in his teenage and made to discard his Korean name and adopt a Japanese one. But he was always subjected to national contempt due to his Korean origin. He won Japanese sumo wrestling contests many times, but never once his name was made known widely to the public.
So, with resentment against those who despised him because he was a Korean, he changed over to professional wrestling. In the ten-odd years when he was engaged in professional wrestling he defeated many celebrated professional wrest​lers of Japan, the United States and other capi​talist countries and held the world championship continuously. His name as the "king" of pro​fessional wrestling resounded throughout the world.

Indeed, we are proud of this. I met Rikidozan many times and 'saw the scenes of his contests directly and on television. In this course I was able to get a glimpse of his high national spirit as a Korean. This is why I have made up my mind to write ,a book to make the story of Riki​dozan known to the world.

January 1989


CHAPTER 1

1. From a Japanese Sumo Wrestler
to a Professional Wrestler

In February 1939 Kim Sin Rak (Rikidozan) entered the Nishonoseki Sumo Wrestling Company in Ryogoku, Tokyo.

In face of all descriptions of insults and mistreatments, he made desperate efforts to improve his sumo wrestling techniques in this company. Even when others were sleeping in the lodgings, he came out to the training gym​nasium and trained himself hard.

As a result, he participated in the regular sumo tournament in 1941, two years after he joined the Nishonoseki Sumo Wrestling Company. This was a startling event either for the whole sumo wrestling community of Japan or for the Nishonoseki company.

Tamanoumi, the head of this company, placed great hopes on Kim Sin Rak. Kim entered the regular tournament for the first time from the west team under the sumo wrestler's name of Rikidozan. This name was conferred on him by the Japan Sumo Wrestling Association.

He made good showings in the regular tourna​ments and his standing rose every year. All other sumo wrestlers would ascend the ladder of

wrestler's ranks with great difficulty, now rising and now falling. But Kim Sin Rak never once fell but kept rising rung by rung.

Rikidozan was now widely known among the sumo fans.

Even in the sumo wrestling community he came to be called by the name of Rikidozan ra​ther than by his Japanese name Momota Mitsu​hiro. Kim Sin Rak thus became Rikidozan.

Sumo experts predicted, "Rikidozan will soon become a Yokozuna (the highest title of the sumo wrestler—Tr.), grand champion sumo wrestler." The sumo fans held the same view.

The spring sumo tournament of 1950 offered Rikidozan a decisive opportunity. In the spring tournament the previous year he had suffered a reverse due to his illness from pulmonary distomiasis. But in the subsequent summer and autumn tournaments, he made good records. Therefore, if he should make a fair showing in this spring tournament of 1950, he could be pro​moted to the rank of Ozeki (second highest rank of the sumo wrestler—Tr.) or Yokozuna.

He fought splendidly and won the contests. The sumo fans believed that he would now be made a Yokozuna. The newspapers reported in the same way. Nevertheless, the ranking commi​ttee of the Sumo Wrestling Association did not take up the question of raising Rikidozan in rank.

The ranking committee refused to confer the well-deserving rank of Yokozuna on him for the sole reason that he was a Korean.

Rikidozan was a Korean. He was born at Sinpung-ri, Ryongwon Sub-county, Hongwon County, South Harngyong Province, on November 4, 1920, as the third son of the farmer Kim Sok Tae.

Momota Inosuke, a Japanese entertainment business manager, who happened to watch Kim's performance in the Korean wrestling circle was fascinated by his physique and fight and could snot keep his eyes off him. He took him to Japan and, changing his nationality into Japanese, sent him into a sumo wrestling company. Kim protested against the wicked attempt to make money through the instrumentality of him by fabricating his name, nationality and place of birth without his own knowledge.

But all he got for this was abuses, intimida​tion and thrashing.

He now made up his mind, "All right, if I am fated to be a Japanese sumo wrestler, I must be the king of sumo by all means. I must become a Yokozuna and shake up this Japanese sumo company who despise and humiliate me because I am a Korean."

After that, he was engrossed in hard training. And in face of all manner of national discrimina​tion and despise, he climbed up the ladder rung by rung from the bottom until at last he reached the rank of Sekiwake (the third rank of the sumo wrestler—Tr.). It was indeed the reward for the blood and sweats and tears he had shed for the past ten years.

And now again, he was being treated in this

unfair way, and so his anger burnt up in him. He went to Tamanoumi and declared:

"I'm disgusted with the sumo community and so I'm leaving my place."

Tamanoumi was surprised. If Rikidozan gave up, the Nishonoseki company would lose its pillar. This was a grave question affecting the fate of the whole company.

Taking Rikidozan by the hand, Tamanoumi said in a soothing tone:

"Rikidozan, this time they did so, but you'll be made a Yokozuna or an Ozeki at the next session of the ranking committee. So, please be prudent. This is a foregone conclusion, and it's a pity that you should throw away the prize due to you, isn't it?"

"No, they will do the same next time. I can't put faith in the Japanese in any case," said Rikidozan stubbornly. His eyes were blazing with indignation.

"Mr Tamanoumi, I'm Kim Sin Rak. While I've been engaged in sumo for ten years, I've never once thought myself to be Momota. This'll be the same in future, too. If I had thought myself that way, I would have been the loser in my sumo bouts. I think you know this, Mr Tamanoumi. My father is not Momota Inosuke but Kim Sok Tae. I'm not double-tongued. Good-bye."

Rikidozan came out of the Nishonoseki Sumo Wrestling Company.

Back to his lodging, he cut off his topknot which was the symbol of the Japanese sumo wrestler with a kitchen knife.

The history of Japanese sumo wrestling knew no case of a Korean being made an Ozeki or a Yokozuna. It was the opinion of the Japan Sumo Wrestling Association and the stand of the sumo community that no Korean should be given such a rank. It was therefore impossible for Rikidozan to rise to a higher rank whatever good showings he had made in the sumo contests and however outstanding he might have been technically.

After leaving the Nishonoseki Sumo Wrestling Company, Rikidozan scampered about in Tokyo to find employment. There was nobody who in​vited him and nowhere for him to go. In the end, he called at the Niita Building Company. As a sumo wrestler he had been personally acqu​ainted with the director of that company. Several times he had been his companion in drinking bouts. Fortunately Director Niita Shinsaku was in his office. Rikidozan told him why he came to see him and begged him to take him into the building company.

Niita listened to him, smoking a cigar.

"Well, if you want to return to sumo wrestling, I'll try my best to help you back," said he. "It's unreasonable to give up sumo when you're ex​pected to be a Yokozuna quite soon. Aren't you sorry?"

Niita said this not just for formality's sake.

If he used his influence, he could reinstall Rikidozan in his post in spite of the stiff usage of the sumo community.

He had a great influence on the sumo com​munity.

After the National Game House, the indoor stadium for wrestling, was burnt down in a US bombing in March 1945, the Japan Sumo Wrest-ling Association and sumo wrestlers were having a hard time for lack of wrestling facilities.

In this situation, Niita Shinsaku built for them a temporary National Game House with the investment of 30 million yen in March 1949. As a result, he became a man of great influence in the sumo community of Japan.

"For the life of me I won't be a sumo wrestler again," said Rikidozan. "I'll do any kind of work and so please take me on."

With this Rikidozan gazed at Niita.

"I wonder what kind of work I can assign to you," Niita muttered to himself and shut his eyes after stubbing out his cigar in the ashtray.

"If that's your wish, come and work in my company," Niita said, opening his eyes after some thought.

"I'm willing to do whatever work. I don't care if it's building labour."

"You were a renowned Sekiwake, and how can I put you to physical labour? Do the work of material supply department chief concurrently serving as field overseer for the engineering works."

Niita needed a strong field overseer to gain control over the rough construction workers. It was not easy to find a man as strong as Riki​dozan. So, Kim Sin Rak changed from sumo wrestler Rikidozan to the material supply de​

partment chief holding an additional post of field overseer in the Niita company.

After work one day Rikidozan went to the ca​baret Bimazu in the Ginza. It was crowded, and there was no unoccupied table. In a corner there was a large table, at which a fine-built customer was seated, drinking alone. Rikidozan approached it. He obtained the man's consent and sat down at the table.

"I think I saw you somewhere," the sturdy-built man said to Rikidozan.

"I'm Rikidozan."

"Rikidozan? You mean you're the sumo wrestler Rikidozan?"

"Yes, I'm."

"Indeed, so you are. No wonder that I thought I had seen you somewhere. I'm Harold Sakada, a wrestler. Let's make each other's acquaintance." "A wrestler?"

Rikidozan had heard and known about pro​fessional wrestling, but this was the first time he saw a professional wrestler.

"I'm a professional wrestler living in Hawaii, and at the same time a professional wrestling show businessman."

"In Hawaii? You mean Hawaii of the United States?"

"Yes, I came on September 16 with Bobby Branz well-known in the world's professional wrestling circles. Haven't you seen newspapers? There will be a professional wrestling match on September 30. If you have time to spare, come

and see it. Have you ever seen a professional wrestling match?"

"No, I've never seen it. And how is it done?"

"It's said seeing is believing. In a few days you'll be seeing the contests for yourself. At that time, I'll explain you the tricks while watching the matches."

Harold Sakada offered Rikidozan a cup. Riki​dozan asked him many questions about pro​fessional wrestling till late that night. Sakada was greatly interested in Rikidozan; he was deeply impressed by his physical build.

Harold Sakada was a second-generation Ja​panese born in Hawaii. He participated in the London Olympic Games in 1948 as a weight lifter and won a silver medal. Later, he changed over to professional wrestling and won world-wide fame by winning the world tag champion-ship of professional wrestling.

As scheduled, the professional wrestling con-test took place at the Memorial Hall on September 30. Rikidozan watched the match from. the front row of the seats. Professional judo players were also seen among the spectators.

The contest at the end, Rikidozan went to Sakada and told him of his resolve.

"I want to become a professional wrestler," he said.

"You aren't saying so under the sway of passing excitement?"

"No, not at all. I'm by nature as good as my word."

"Oh well, but countless people say by the

impulse of the-moment that they would like to become a professional wrestler. However, so many of them give up sometime later, that is, in a few months, unable to stand the hard train​ing., But be that as it may, let me believe in you as you say you aren't double-tongued."

Tapping Rikidozan on the shoulder, Harold Sakada told him to take time to think and then come to see him again. After that he returned to his lodging.

At six o'clock the next morning, Rikidozan called at the house of Director Niita.

"I want to have a talk with you, Mr Director."

"I told you to come to my office when you have some business with me whether it's private or official. I'm busy. So, go back."

"I won't go back even if you tell me to," Rikidozan retorted, and stood in the way of Niita Shinsaku.

"What's the matter? Say it promptly. Are you asking me for a loan of money?"

"If that's my business, I won't surely call at your home. The fact is...."

Rikidozan told him enthusiastically about the professional wrestling contest he had seen the previous night.

"So, you Rikidozan want to go in for it?" Niita asked back after hearing him out.

"Yes, sir. After the match was over, I went to see a wrestler called Harold Sakada and asked him to use his influence in my behalf."

"And did he agree?"

"Yes. He means to stay in Japan for about a
month, and he said he would give me elementary training in the meantime."

"Then what are you going to do after that?"

"I intend to go to Hawaii and undergo train​ing in professional wrestling in real earnest."

"And are you sure you'll hold out the show to the last this time? You'll not give it up half-way?"
"I'm prepared to face the music to the end. I don't want to let this chance slip away. I beg you to permit me," Rikidozan said with a bow.

"If there's money in the fighting business called professional wrestling, it deserves trying your hand at."

"Thank you, sir."

With this, Rikidozan stepped aside.

In the running car, Niita Shinsaku wondered which would be more profitable, keeping Riki​dozan as a field overseer or allowing him to become .a 'professional wrestler. If he should be-come a professional wrestler of world-wide fame, it will be far more profitable to choose the second alternative. But isn't he speaking by the impulse of momentary excitement and transient mood? Niita Shinsaku decided to find out how Rikidozan was spending his time every day, and to take a decision after that.

The finding was that he got up at dawn and did running exercise every day. When it was the hour to report for work, he went to the construc​tion site by motorcycle.

During the lunch break, too, he did the running exercise. A day's work over, he went straight

to Harold Sakada for coaching. He did not violate this routine even a single day.

Niita made up his mind at last. He dismissed RikidOzan from his plural posts of material supply department chief and field overseer and raised him to the office of adviser. Rikidozan was nominally an adviser, but he had nothing to do. So, he was able to devote himself to train​ing all day long.

On October 28, there was a ten-minute one game match between Bobby Branz and Rikidozan at the Memorial Hall.

Rikidozan thrust the chest of Branz with all his strength.

A Sekiwake as sumo wrestler before, he was really strong. But he was technically tactless. All his tricks were to push ,by main force, to lift and throw down his adversary and to strike with his palms. But this was insufficient to beat his opponent.

Meanwhile, Branz was struck with wonder at the unyielding spirit of Rikidozan who would not retreat even a step, countering his kicks with kicks. It was a surprise to him that there was so stubborn a wrestler in Japan.

The match ended in a draw. The professional wrestling experts of Japan call that day the "dawn ,of Japan's professional wrestling." This was how professional wrestling was started in Japan by Rikidozan.
2. Going to Hawaii Alone

Early in February 1952, Rikidozan left singly for Hawaii. Before departure he sent a telegram to Harold Sakada. When he received the telegram, Sakada was surprised.

Sakada recalled his first chance meeting with Rikidozan at the cabaret Bimazu in the Ginza of Tokyo a few years before. At that time Riki-, dozan asked him how to go about professional wrestling and if he could be a professional wrestler. And Sakada kindly explained to him: The professional wrestling contest is held between two professional wrestlers. Its rules are the same with those of free wrestling. But the former are rough and flexible. Most of the fouls are over-looked by the chief umpire. The arena is not a circle as that for amateur wrestlers but the same as the boxing ring. There are doubles and singles matches, and in general a three-game match is held in 61 minutes. But sometimes, a 10-minute one-game match, a 30-minute one-game match or a one-game match in unlimited time is held. But there is no fixed formula. When a contest ends in a tie, the wrestler who played foul will be a loser.

After telling him in detail of the rules of pro​fessional wrestling at that time, Sakada said:

"Professional wrestling is by no means an easy job. The professional wrestler must shed more sweat and blood than any other professional
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Sports players. He may be killed in the ring. Some say that professional wrestlers are sha​dowed by death. If you insist for all this, I'll try my. best to help you."

Sakada read the telegram over and over again. It was sent by Rikidozan from Haneda Airport in Tokyo, and no mistake. He picked up the telephone receiver, and said:

"Is that the Sportsmen Club? This is Harold Sakada speaking. I want to speak to the director."

"I'm Oki."

"Are you Director Oki? I'm Sakada. I told you once about a young man called Rikidozan. This young man is coming to Hawaii."

"What are you talking about all of a sudden? Do you think this is Japan? This is Hawaii of the United States."

Oki would not believe what Sakada was saying. He thought it was a joke.

"It isn't a joke. I've just received a wire from him. He's coming by plane."

"A youth who is a failed ex-sumo wrestler and knows nothing about the ABC of professional wrestling...," said Oki derisively. He spoke in an uninterested tone.

"Do you think this Sakada is introducing to yon a scarecrow? If you aren't interested, I Won't bother you any more."

Sakada slammed down the receiver as if he was offended by Oki's disregard for his sincerity. He changed into a suit for street wear and left his home with his wife. After walking some distance,
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he came to a halt suddenly. Then he looked down the street in expectation of Oki.

"How can you expect Mr Oki to come without appointment? Let's go by ourselves," his wife said, holding his arm.

"Let's wait a little while more. I think he'll come." With this Sakada stroked his close-cro​pped head. Then he took out his cigarette case and lighted a cigarette, gazing down the street shaded by palm trees.

Oki's original name was Shikina Morio. His Okinawa-born parents had emigrated to Hawaii earlier. Oki was extraordinarily strong from his childhood. He was fond of judo and Japanese wrestling in his early years. Even after coming to Hawaii he continued to train himself in judo and Japanese wrestling. At the age of 17 he came out top in the Hawaiian wrestling.

In 1932 he made his debut in professional wrestling and won fame in the United States. Since then he was actively engaged as a pro​fessional wrestler with the name of Oki Shikina after his ancestral home Okinawa.

In 1937 and 1938 he competed against the "Golden Greek" Jim for world championship, and when the "Man of Steel" Rue Thez, the title holder for the championship of leading interna​tional professional wrestlers, had entered the professional wrestling community, he had coached him in training.

Whenever, newspaper reporters asked him if he was an American or Japanese wrestling player,

he would unhesitatingly answer, "I'm an Okinawa player."

"There he's coming," said Sakada raising his hand over his head.

car which had been coming at a great speed a suddenly in front of Sakada. Oki wearing coloured glasses opened the door of the car and asked the couple to get in quickly. Sakada and his" wife boarded the car. Oki drove the car at full speed.

"What a way to phone! Better not to put in Mich a call from the first."

"You're turning the tables upon me!" Sakada said scornfully and turned his eyes out of the car window.

When they reached the airport, the plane had already landed on the runway. The door of the. airliner was opened and the passengers came down the ladder.

"There he is. The hatless young man with a close-cropped hair. You see the man throwing out his chest."

Sakada waved his hand to Rikidozan who was walking towards the station building. Seeing Sakada, Rikidozan raised his hands clasped over his head

"Both his gait and potbelly smack of a sumo wrestler," said Oki giving out long breath.

"Mr Oki, you should wash off his ways of a ;sumo wrestler. He'll prove worthy of the trouble, I bet. Just wait and see. Some day you'll be making a bow to me in gratitude."
"There's no time. At the most only two weeks are left."

"You the celebrated Oki Shikina is whimpering. Two weeks are enough, I say. Rikidozan didn't know even the ABC of professional wrestling, but after 12 days' training he entered for a match for the first time in his life. And who do you think did he rival? He competed with Bobby Branz known as a leading wrestler in America. He fought a 10-minute one-game match to a draw."

"With Bobby Branz? It's incredible without seeing it with my own eyes. Maybe Branz deli​berately drew with him to brace him up. But the match this time will be different from that."

Oki was concerned. From February 17, that is, in two weeks, professional wrestling contests were scheduled to take place in Hawaii. Time was definitely short for coaching Rikidozan, a novice in professional wrestling, for the contests.

"How do you do, Mr Harold Sakada?"

"I'm quite well. I'm so glad to see you come a long way."

Rikidozan and Sakada were delighted, holding each other's hand.

"Let me introduce to you Mr Oki Shikina," said Sakada looking round at Oki who was standing by their side.

Rikidozan greeted him by lowering his head. "How do you do? I'm Rikidozan. Please do me a favour in future."

"How do you do? I've heard of you from Mr Harold Sakada. And have you come all alone?"
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Oki looked around.

"Yes, I've come by myself."

"By yourself?"

Oki measured Rikidozan from top to bottom with his professional eyes. For a professional wrestler Rikidozan was not of a very large build. But he had a rather smart figure as a sumo wrestler,

"The- contests will start on February 17. Once you have come, you can't go back doing nothing. See the matches for yourself by way of a start. It's said seeing is believing. So, you should see them to know what professional wrestling is. Let me hear your decision after that."

Taking out his cigarette case from his pocket, Oki offered a cigarette to Rikidozan.

"No, thank you. I don't smoke."

"Then you don't drink, too?"

"Yes, I drink a little."

Oki and Sakada laughed, looking at each other.

"Your brisk character catches my fancy."

"I haven't come to Hawaii just to have a look professional wrestling matches. I've come to play a game myself," said Rikidozan, looking

Oki straight in the face. His eyes were as candid as ,his words. Oki who had been watching the e of Rikidozan for a while, put a hand on his shoulder.

If that's your earnest desire, I'll put you in ring. But you must remember Hawaii isn't an but the United States. You may be killed
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in the ring. Are you willing to fight for all that?

Do you know how the whites treat the yellow people? They treat them like the Negroes." "I know."

"You say you know?" Oki tilted his head.

"In Korea they are waging a war, aren't they?

A war between the Koreans and the Yankees. I, Rikidozan, am not so easily be killed by a

white man," said Rikidozan, clenching his fists. His eyes were blazing.

"He was a Sekiwake at one time. So, who

knows he won't make a good showing?" Sakada put in a word in his favour.

"If so, let's start training tomorrow. I'll make

my decision depending on the results of train​ing," Oki said, tapping Rikidozan on the shoulder.

"We've only two weeks left, and so let's start it today."

Oki was really surprised.

"All right. That's a good idea," Oki said and stepped towards his car.

With four persons on board, the car sped along the road at a high speed. From that day Riki​dozan was coached by Oki Shikina. Training was hard and intense—running 12 kilometres barefoot over the sands, then marking time with running steps, then lying on a plank with his feet tied

to it with cord and repeating thousands of times the actions of raising and laying down the upper

half of his body with his hands locked behind the back of his head, then performing 500 times the motions of crouching and standing up holding a barbell, and so on.

Oki Shikina thought that Rikidozan would give up in a few days. But the young man endured the burden silently.

3. His Forte KARATE Chop

Every professional wrestler has his own forte. In particular, a professional wrestler of world-wide fame has his own special trick which is not known to others. And a powerful trick. But

Rikidozan had no special trick of his own. He could not expect Oki to initiate him into one. Oki was not teaching him the techniques of pro​fessional wrestling. He was only giving him general and rudimentary training. It was im-possible to learn the techniques of professional wrestling in a short period of two weeks.

While going through the training under the guidance of Oki Shikina, Rikidozan kept thinking of it. He weighed 118 kilogrammes and was 176 centimetres in stature. So, he was not large but rather small as a professional wrestler.

After two weeks' training, he lost 13 kilogram​mes and now weighed 105 kilogrammes. To play a, match against European or American wrestler who had a large physique, he needed some te​chniques quite original and unexpected to them. Without such a forte, he would only sustain bitter reverses and could not expect to win. This was an urgent problem for Rikidozan.
He had been thinking of this ever since he had decided to be a professional wrestler. After his contest with Bobby Branz, he thought of this all the more earnestly. Moreover, he was now going to play games with American wrestlers in Hawaii which was not Japan. So, without a special trick, it was fully possible that he might be beaten to death in the ring.

He searched intensely for a way out and, in the end, the thought flashed upon him that he might apply his favorite tricks in sumo wrestling to professional wrestling matches. One of his favorite sumo wrestling tricks was to throw down his opponent by hooking his leg from the outside and heavily leaning on him. But it was not sui-table to be applied to professional wrestling. It might have been good for defensive purposes, but it did not seem to be an effective offensive trick. Another of his specialities was to thrust the opponent out of the ring by using harite, or slapping his chest with both palms. It was not merely pushing him out with palms, but thrusting by putting all his weight into his arms. This was very powerful.

While being trained by Oki Shikina, Rikidozan resolved to round up his own striking art by combining his favorite trick in sumo wrestling with the karate blow. So, he went into training by striking his right hand on the trunk of a palm tree or on the sand. In other words, he started training himself in the art of chop. He struck down on anything he came across—stones, sand, wood and what not, as if to strike
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.off a feeling of solitude. He kept striking with clenched teeth although blood was trickling from Ms hand. In later years his right hand was known widely as a "Golden Right Hand" or a "Right Hand of Justice" in the professional wrestling world. Rikidozan himself would call it "my hand sword and my patented article". This was his karate chop. But for the karate chop he could not have won the world championship in pro​fessional wrestling. Perhaps he must have met his death in Hawaii.

After winding up the training on the beach, Oki Shikina plunged into the sea with Rikidozan and washed himself clean, and then got into his car.

"Rikidozan, the games will start tomorrow and so let's call it a day and go home."

"Mr Oki, you go first, please. I'll go back after doing some more exercises by myself," answered Rikidozan making the gesture of a karate chop with his right hand.

"If so, I'm going first."

Oki started his car. The car went out of sight in no time.

Under the moon Rikidozan started to strike down on a palm tree. His blow was formidable. It produced a sound as if an axe's blow on a tree. Rikidozan who was absorbed in intense training felt hungry and sat down on the sand. He looked up at the sky. The moon was well down over the horizon. Gazing up at the bright moon, he felt a pang of nostalgia for his native village. He seemed to see vividly before his eyes
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the field paths and the sands on the east coast which bore his footmarks of boyhood, the tall elm tree on the approach to the village, the stream flowing down before it, and the figure of the mother labouring over her wash before the laundry stone in the yard. He wondered if his parents and brothers and his wife and daughter back at home should be looking up at that moon thinking of him. His eyes grew moistened.

Coming back to himself, he dressed and got on a bus to return to his lodging. He felt hungry and searched in his pocket for money. There was an enough sum for a meal. Getting off the bus, he walked towards a restaurant in the busy quar​ters of Honolulu.

At this moment six Yankees besieged Rikidozan. They were all of large and solid build.

"We want to drink some more and you buy our drink for us, will you, Your Honour Yellow Man, sir?" said the tallest man and put his hand on the shoulder of Rikidozan.

"I've got no money. And even if I have, how should I buy your drinks for you strangers?" answered Rikidozan checking his rising anger.

"Hey, don't you know us? I'm sure this is your first visit to Honolulu. None in this Honolulu has ever declined our request. You need a severe lesson to come to your sense, I reckon."

A punch landed on the face of Rikidozan b fore he knew.

"How can you behave in this indecent manner?" Rikidozan protested, giving the tall fellow a fierce stare.

"You, an Asian, dare to stare at a white man, n American gentleman at that?"

Rikidozan got another punch and the tail of his eye was rent.

"If you die here, your body'Il be lost. If you want to save your life, treat us to drinks or pro​strate yourself and ask for quarter."

Now one of the villains took out a dagger and brought its point to the chest of Rikidozan. But the latter remained standing calmly.

"The guy has got strong nerves for a Jap." "Must be a Chinese fellow."

"It's Vietnamese swine."

Another man put this sharp dagger on the side of Rikidozan.

"I'm a Korean."

"What? A Korean rascal? Rub him out!"

Rikidozan swiftly sprang back a few steps. One of the rogues dashed in and thrust his dagger at Rikidozan's side. It was a critical moment. Rikidozan gave a karate chop on his arm. The man gave a shriek and collapsed. But the other five attacked him with daggers at one time. Rikidozan countered them with his karate chops. The fight did not last long. It ended in a few minutes. When the police arrived on the scene, Rikidozan was nowhere to be seen. The six ruffians notorious for their hooliganism in Honolulu were strewn over the street, smeared with blood. The next day the newspaper Body reported that there was a great melee the previous night, in which the professional wrestler Rikidozan knocked down six American roughs.

The newspaper report immediately made Riki​dozan widely known among the professional wrestling fans of Honolulu. Recalling that day's incident after many years, Rikidozan said:

"I was highly delighted at that time. The thing that gave me the most kick was that I knocked down Yankees in the Iand of America. At the same time, I had an opportunity to test the power of my karate chop in actual fight...."

The opponents of Rikidozan in Hawaii were formidable wrestlers who passed by the fearful names of "Wolf Chief," "Czechoslovakian Tiger," "Fierce Bull of Texas," "Ghoul," and "Russian Woods".

What would become of Rikidozan who was making his debut on the arena of professional wrestling? The professional wrestling fans and press reporters were unanimous in predicting that he would surely meet with miserable defeats and would fall and be unable to rise again in the ring.

Oki Shikina was also of the same opinion. Sakada, too, thought likewise. Therefore, they told him to withdraw from the contests. They said gently:

"Better give up because they are known as fearful wrestlers in the world's professional wrestling community.

"Rikidozan, you ,aren't yet known as a pro​fessional wrestler, so you won't lose face even if you stand back. I'm afraid you won't be able to rise again in the ring."

But Rikidozan was adamant. He answered to them:

"I'm not the type to withdraw my decision once made. My opponents are mostly American wrestlers, so I'll put their noses out of joints by hook or by crook. Please believe in my karate chop."

With this he raised his right hand.

What will become of Rikidozan after all? As foreseen by the fans and reporters, will he be struck down dead in the ring never to rise again?

Let us study the processes of his matches in detail. His first contest took place at the Shibik Auditorium in Honolulu on February 17. Over 6,000 fans came to see it. His rival was Ulch Zich, a fierce player also known as "Wolf Chief". He was a veteran with rich experiences.

Sakada was concerned and went to see Riki​dozan in the players' waiting room.

"Rikidozan, you had better give up. Somehow I feel uneasy," he said.

"Mr Sakada, don't worry please. It's my inten​tion to try out my karate chop in actual fighting. If that is ineffective, I may be killed. But I'm not sorry. It's the path of my own choice, isn't it?"

Rikidozan came into the ring. When the bell rang, Ulch Zich began to frisk all over about the ring raising queer voices like a wolf's cries, striking blows at his opponent. Rikidozan dodged about trying to avoid his blows. In other words, Ulch Zieh attacked and Rikidozan defended.

Rikidozan did not take the initiative. Being an experienced player, Ulch Zich took advantage of it and skilfully used his fists to inflict blows on his opponent. His unceasing powerful attacks prevented Rikidozan from grasping his rival's posture. But while being hit, Rikidozan kept his senses and tried hard to take in every movement of "Wolf Chief".

Eight minutes passed. Ulch Zich saw that Rikidozan was a greenhorn. He made ready to knock him down completely with a decisive blow. His eyes flashed menacingly.

At this very moment Rikidozan struck him in the chest with his right hand. He used his karate chop. It was so terrific that "Wolf Chief" totter​ed, screaming with pain. Seizing this opportunity, Rikidozan flung himself upon him and threw him to the ground. Then he held him down. Ulch Zich's two shoulders touched the floor. Thus Rikidozan won the bout in 8 minutes 40 seconds.

When Rikidozan returned to the waiting room, Oki Shikina congratulated his victory, patting him on the shoulder.

"Congratulations, Rikidozan! Your karate chop is really powerful. To knock down "Wolf Chief' with one blow! You must improve it further."

"Thank you."

Rikidozan changed his clothes. He left for his lodging by car with Oki Shikina.

"Rikidozan, to be strong is not everything in professional wrestling. You must remember that you are dealing with the audience."

Rikidozan caught his meaning. He was giving

hint that professional wrestling was a show business. Namely, it was necessary to entertain the spectators. Therefore, the wrestlers needed some skilful acting. This was essential for the organizers of professional wrestling matches to make money.

"I, this Rikidozan, cannot do so. It is not to make money that I became a professional wrest​ler. Moreover, I cannot do so since most of the 'professional wrestlers are Americans. I will play the games regarding them as battles of life or death. I cannot make a concession on this point, even if I am offered a mountain of gold. Mr Oki, I believe you will understand this feeling of mine."

Seeing that Rikidozan's determination was unshakable, Oki Shikina squeezed his hand.

"Rikidozan, you're a dreadful man. I fully understand your feeling."

Afterwards, Rikidozan was called a "Cement Player" in the professional wrestling world. It implied that he was an irreconcilable wrestler or a wrestler who fights to the finish.

4. I Want Korea to Have It

After his match with "Wolf Chief", Rikidozan faced Asering in the ring. It was a 30-minute one-game contest. The game was played at the Shibik Auditorium. This match was unfavorable for Rikidozan. He had trained himself so hard to perfect his karate chop that his right hand was
badly torn and the bone was visible through the open wound. Therefore, he had to play the game with his hand bandaged.

One day before the match, Oki Shikina called at the lodging of Rikidozan. Without the use of the right hand, Rikidozan would be as good as a warrior without a sword. So, Oki advised him to call off the contest. He said he would take remedial measures for him so that he should put off the contest until his right hand would heal up.

"Mr Oki, you know well my disposition. It's true I'm handicapped by the loss of my right hand's use, but I won't draw back."

Oki said nothing more.

The next day the match was held on time. Rikidozan entered the ring, followed by Asering. Asering raised his locked hands over his head and waved them in greeting to the audience. The hall resounded with the thunderous applauses and cheers of the audience.

"Asering, take revenge for Ulch Zich!"

"Finish off Rikidozan!"

The atmosphere in the hall was menacing. The bell rang. Asering sprang on Rikidozan like a panther. Oki Shikina could not bear to see the scene. Asering was mean. He only aimed at the bandaged hand of Rikidozan. He was trying hard to catch hold of his right hand. Rikidozan played the game passively, shielding his right hand with his left one.

After desperate efforts, Asering succeeded at last in seizing his opponent's right hand. Clutch-

-ing it, he dragged his match round and round Iii the ring. Rikidozan had no choice but to be dragged about. This was a dirty move running counter to the rules. Oki Shikina jumped onto the ring and protested to the chief referee. But the latter shook his head and demanded Oki to get out of the ring. At this moment Oki Shikina struck a hard blow on the two hands of Asering which were gripping the right hand of Rikidozan. This made the American wrestler let go his hold. Rikidozan's right hand was freed.

The chief referee gave a warning to Oki. The latter apologized for his slip and got out. Before coming down from the ring, he shouted to Riki​dozan:

"Rikidozan, you've got no retreat! This is Hawaii! America, I tell you!"

The sordid Asering tried to take hold of Riki​dozan's right hand again. Beads of sweat broke out on the latter's face. The thought flashed through the mind of Rikidozan that he might be killed if he remained on the defensive. He glanced down at Oki Shikina. Oki read his resolution. He nodded assent to the resolution of Rikidozan.

Asering hurled himself on Rikidozan to grab his bandaged right hand. Rikidozan gave an uppercut strike to his rival's lower jaw with his head. Then without loss of time he held his neck with his left arm and, kneeling down, applied a belly throw to him. The gigantic figure of Asering described a semicircle in the air and fell down to the floor with a heavy thud. Rikidozan pressed him down with his 105-kilogramme body. Asering

closed his eyes with his arms spread out limply on the floor. The bandage on Rikidozan's right hand was soaked with blood. He won the game in 14 minutes 3 seconds when his adversary's both shoulders touched the ground simultaneous​ly. His name became known to the world's pro​fessional wrestling circles. Now many professional wrestlers challenged him to a game one after another. He took up all their challenges and won over them every time.

The Hawaiian newspapers gave wide publicity to the spectacular feats of Rikidozan. The Boxing Magazine spared three pages to introduce Riki​dozan.

Rikidozan worsted every opponent he met: in the ring. He won an easy victory over Pilo Pilasen who passed by the name of "California Bear". Karl Devius, also known as "Ghoul", too, gave in to Rikidozan. In the 30-minute one-game match with Iwan Kamerov, alias "Russian Woods", Rikidozan won by knocking him down in 27 minutes 30 seconds.

As Rikidozan kept beating all his rivals, Oki Shikina felt an urge to play a doubles match in a pair with him. He called at Rikidozan's lodging and told him of his desire.

"Rikidozan, how about playing a doubles match in a pair with me? Though old, as I see you cut down Yanks one after another, I feel an irresistible effusion of strength from inside."

"If you want it, let's have a try at it. But I'm afraid we cannot coordinate ourselves well."

Rikidozan readily accepted Oki's request. Thus,

they played a doubles match. Their rivals were am Rice, Hawaii's championship holder, and Karl Devius known as "Ghoul". Rikidozan beat his opponent, but Oki lost a point. So, they lost he game by a score of zero to one.

"Sorry. We've lost it because of me," said Oki apologetically when they returned to the lodging after the game.

"We were beaten because we failed to coor​dinate ourselves. Let's have training in coor​dinating ourselves in future," Rikidozan ans​wered and encouraged Oki.

Before leaving Hawaii for the United States proper, Rikidozan made a challenge to Branz and Simonovich, the Pacific doubles champion-ship holders. In this doubles match, Rikidozan's pair beat their opponents by a score of 2 to 1 and won the Pacific doubles professional wrest-ling championship. This was the first champion-, ship gained by Rikidozan.

Early in June two big men sat drinking beer in the restaurant at the Hawaii Airport. They were Rikidozan and Oki Shikina.

"Truly, I couldn't have made a name in the professional wrestling world without your help. Probably I might have been crippled or killed here in Hawaii. Please continue your favours towards me," Rikidozan said filling Oki's empty mug with beer.

"Don't be too humble," retorted Oki waving his hand
"Thank you. Please continue to help me kindly in future, too."

"Rikidozan, I'm ready to do all I can for you. This is not mere lip service."

With this Oki squeezed his hand.

"The airliner leaving Honolulu for San Fran​cisco is taking off soon. The passengers are re-quested to go out to the platform," the loudspea​ker announced.

The two persons emptied their mugs and rose. Holding a suitcase in his hand, Oki walked side by side with Rikidozan.

They halted before the ladder.

"Rikidozan, I've a few things to speak to you.

"First, I've contacted Markovich, the pro​fessional wrestling match organizer. So, he'll take good care of you. But if you put as much faith in him as in me, you'll taste a bitter ex​perience. Bear it in mind always that he's not a black but a white man, an out-and-out Yankee.

"Secondly, you play games with the spirit of a Korean, but had better not reveal your Korean nationality. The professional wrestlers in the United States are mostly white men, and because the Yankees are now having a hard time of it in Korea, they bear ill feelings towards her. I tell you this because you may be subjected to white terrorism.

"Thirdly, I think it preferable you wear long black tights underneath. Frankly, you have short thick legs and so don't appear shapely. There-fore, long black tights will set you off to advan​

tage. Moreover, it will hide the ugly scar left y operation on the back of your thigh and even protect it.

"Always keep these three points in mind. And should anything happen to you, wire me. Then Eli go to help you by all means."

Oki Shikina handed over the suitcase to Rikidozan. Rikidozan received it. He was grateful and filled with a feeling of respect for Oki who Was treating him like a blood relation.

"Mr Oki, I'll always bear your instructions in my mind."

Then Rikidozan ascended the ladder. The plane took off on time and landed in San Fran​cisco on June 10, 1952. Two days later, that is on June 12, he had a contest in the Winter Sta​dium of San Francisco. This was his first game in the United States proper. The game was to his great disadvantage. He had not refreshed himself after the fatiguing journey and had no workout before going into the match at the Win-ter Stadium. Worse still, he had not the least knowledge about his opponent Ike Agings. But the latter was well informed about Rikidozan. He had read all the newspaper articles about the games played by Rikidozan in Hawaii and learned his strong points from Markovich, the game sponsor. So, he had elaborated his tricks to cope with him.

In the light of such handicaps, Rikidozan asked Markovich to defer the date of the game for a few days at least.

"Mr Rikidozan, I would be glad if I could comply with your request, but I can't do so. The date of the match has already been made public and every seat booked," answered Markovich in his refusal to the request.

Rikidozan knew his craftiness and could not insist further.

Ike Agings passed by the alias of "Shell of Kentucky". As his nickname suggested, his body was as hard as a shell. He was a savage wrest​ler. During World War II he had commanded a US tank unit, and then had been rampant in a notorious band of thugs in the United States. He did not know a passive attitude in the game but always attacked the opponent. When his opponent happened to be a Negro or an Asian, he would rush at him like mad. This was why he was highly popular with the Americans.

As advised by Oki Shikina, Rikidozan went up to the ring in tight black sports trousers, and greeted Ike Agings. At that moment he saw danger in Agings' eyes.

The bell rang. From the beginning Rikidozan rained karate chops on Agings. So, Agings was helpless to use his tricks. To avoid the hail of hand chops, he had to move round the fringe of the ring. Then he leaped on Rikidozan giving a cry like a scream. At that moment Rikidozan's right hand went up high and came down hard on his rival's neck in a karate chop. Agings lost his balance and reeled. Rikidozan lost no time in lifting his huge body into the air and then hurled it to the ground. Then he held him down.

won the match as his opponent's two should-s touched the ground.

Ike Agings' ignominious defeat infuriated the 
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