Story in the Novd and for the Screen

| get alot of questionsaboutwhether the Rain bodks will be madeinto movies. 1t hasn®
hapopenad yet, athoughJet Li had afilm rights option at onepoint and Barrie Osbome,
Oscar-winning produer of theLord of theRingstrilogy, has onenow. To hdp the
option holders get amovie made, | Qe adapted thefirst book, Rain Fall, into a screenplay,
and thoughtl @ offer an excerpt hereto illugtrate how a story must changewhen it moves
from novd to screen.

Noves and movies are not stories themsel ves, they®e ways of storytelling. Thetrick in
adgpting anovd for thescreen, therefore, isto identify notthe essence of thenovd, but
rather of the story, and then to retain tha essence in moving the story to a mediumwith
itsown tendendes, limitations and possibilities.

Novds are made of words movies are made primarily of images and sound(yes, movies
contain dialogue and mightindudea voiceover, both of which are composed of words
but wede talking about the tendendes of these forms of storytelling, notthe outer limits
of their possibilities). Because movies are aboutsight and sound,thingstha can®be
seen or heard onthe screen have no place in thescreenplay. 1t follows, then, that
elements of anovd tha can®be seen or heard have to be transformed into images and
soundsif ther essence isto be expressed onthe screen. This difference makes it
paticularly difficult to adgpt afirst peson narative like Rain Fall, where much of what
you learn, indeed, much of what drives the story, comes from the protagonist@ own
thoughs and voice, nathe of which can drive amovie.

What followsisthefirst chapter 9f Rain Fall, then the same parts of thestory as they
appear in thescreenplay. If you®e curious read both, and keep in mind thefollowing
guestions

1. WhoG®theprotagonist? How is heintroduaed?

2. Wha doyou know aboutthe protagonist and what kind of person heis? How do
you know it?

3. Wha® happening in thestory? How do you know it& happening?

4. Whee doesthe story take place? How can youtell?

If you think aboutthese questionsas you read theexcerpts bdow, you® come away with
adegpe appreciation for thepossibilities and limitationsof each medium, and for the
craft of storytelling generally. Andif you haven®read the other Rain booksyet, the
chapter bdow will provideagoodintrodudion. Enjoy.

Chapter 1

Harry moved throughthe morning rush hou crowd like a shark fin cutting
throughwater. | was following from twenty meters back on the opposte side of
the street, sweating with everyoneelse in theunseasonale Octobea Tokyo hest,
and | couldn®hdp admiring how well thekid had learned what | @ taughthim.



He was like liquid theway he dlippeal througha space jus before it closed, or
drifted to theleft to avoid an emerging bottleneck. Thechangesin Harry®
cadence were accomplished so smoothly tha no one would recognize he had
atered his pace to narow theggp on our target, who was now moving amos
congicuousy quickly down Dogenzaka toward ShibuyaStation.

Thetarget@ name was Y asuhiro Kawamura. He was a career bureaucrat
connected with theLiberal Democratic Party, or LDP, thepolitical coditionthat
has been running Japan amog withouta break since thewar. His current postion
was Vice Minister of Land and Infrastructure at the Kokudolotsusho, the
successor to theold Condruction Ministry and Trangport Ministry, where he had
obvioudy donesomething to serioudy offend someonebecause serious offenseis
theonly reason| ever get acall fromaclient.

| heard Harry@ voicein my ear: GHe@ going into the Higashimura fruit
store. 1@ set up ahead.O We were each sporting a Danish-made, microprocessor
controlled receiver small enoughto nestle in the ear cand, where you@ need a
flashlightto findit. A voicetranamitter aboutthe same size goes unde thejacket
lapd. Thetranamissonsare burst UHF, which makes them very hard to pick up
if you don® know exactly wha you®e looking for, and they®e scrambled in case
you do. Theequipment freed usfrom havingto maintain congant visud contact,
and allowed usto keep moving for awhileif thetarget stopped or changed
direction. So even thoughl wastoofar back to seeit, | knew where Kawamura
had exited, and | could continuewalking for some time before having to stop to
keep my postion behind him. Solo surveillanceisdifficult, and | wasglad | had
Harry with me.

Abouttwenty metersfrom the Higashimura, | turned off into adrugstore,
oneof thedozensof open-fas ade structures tha line Dogenzaka, catering to the
Japanese obsession with health nogrums and germ fighting. Shibuyais home to
many different buzoku, or tribes, and members of several were represented here
this morning, united by a common need for oneof the populr bottled energy
tonics in which the druggores specialize Btonics claiming to be bolstered with
gingeng and other exotic ingredients but ddiveringingead with a more prosaic
jolt of ordinary caffeine. Waitingin frontof theregister were afew gray suited
sarariman D Qaary manOcorporate rank and file Dther faces set, chesp
briefcases dangling fromtired hands fortifying themselves for another
interchangeable day in themaw of the corporate machine Behind them, two
empty-faced teenagegirls, thar har reduced to steel wool brittleness by the dyes
they used to turn it orange noses pierced with oversized rings their cosumes
meant to prodaim rejection of thetraditiond route chosen by thesararimanin
frontof them but offering no unde'standing of wha they had chosen indead; a
gray-hared retiree, his skin sagging but his face oddly bright, probably in Shibuya
to avail himself of oneof the area@ well-known sexud services, which hewould
pay for out of a pendon accounttha hekept hidden from hiswife, notrealizing
tha sheknew wha hewas up to and simply didn®care.



| wanted to give Kawamura aboutthree minutes to get his fruit before |
came out, so | examined a selection of bandages that gave me aview of the street.
Theway hehad dudked into the store looked like amove calculated to flush
surveillance, and | didn®likeit. If we hadn®been hookel up theway we were,
Harry would have had to stop abruptly to maintain his postion behind thetarget.
He might have had to do something ridiculous like tie his shoeor stop to read a
street sign, and Kawamura, probably peering out of the entranceway of the store,
could have made him. Ingead, | knew Harry would continuepast thefruit store;
hewould stop abouttwenty meters ahead, give me hislocation, and fall in behind
when | told him the parade was moving again.

Thefruit store was a goodspot to turn off, all rightBtoo goodfor
someonewho knew theroute to have chosen it by accident. But Harry and |
weren®going to beflushed out by amateur moves out of some govanment
antiterrorist primer. 1Qe had tha training, so | know how ussful it is.

| left thedruggore and continued down Dogenzaka, more sowly than
before because | had to give Kawamuratime to come out of the store. Shorthand
thoughs shot throughmy mind: Are there enoughpeople between usto obscure
hisvisonif heturnswhen he comes out? Wha shopsam | passingif | need to
dudk off suddenly? Isanyonelooking up the street at the people heading toward
the station, maybe hd ping Kawamura spot surveillance? If | had aready drawn
any countersurveillance attention they might notice me now, because before | was
hurmrying to keep up with thetarget and now | was taking my time, and people on
their way to work dor® changethdr pace that way. But Harry had been theone
walking point, the more conicuouspostion, and | hadn®doneanythingto
arous attention before stopping in thedrugdore.

| heard Harry agan: Q@n at 1090 Meaning he had turned into the
landmark 109 Department Store, famousfor its collection of onehunded and
ninerestaurants and trendy bouiques.

No goodQl told him. (rhefirst floor islingerie. Yougoingto blend
with fifty teenagegirlsin bluesailor school uniforms picking out padded bras?0O

Q was planning to wait outsidg Ohereplied, and | could imagine him
blushing.

Thefront of 109is a populr meeting place, typicaly crowded with a
polyglot collection of pedestrians (Borry, | thought you were going for the
lingaie,Ol said, suppressing theurgeto smile. Qug hang back and wait for my
signd aswe go past.O

QRightO



Thefruit store was only ten meters ahead, and still no sign of Kawamura.
| was going to have to dow down. | was ontheopposte side of the street, outside
Kawamura@ probable rangeof conaern, so | could take a chance on just stopping,
maybeto fiddle with acell phone Still, if helooked, hewould spot me standing
there, even though with my father® Japanese features, | don®have a problem
blending into thecrowds Harry Bape name for Haruyosi Bbeing born of two
Japanese paents, has never had to worry aboutsticking out

When | returned to Tokyo in theearly eighties, my brown har, alegecy
from my mother, worked for me theway afluorescent vest does for ahuntr, and
| had to dyeit black to develop the anonymity tha protects me now. Butinthe
last few years the county has gonemad for chappasu, or tea-color dyed har, and
| don®have to be so vigilant aboutthe dye anymore. | liketo tell Harry he@
going to have to go chappatu if hewants to fit in, but Harry@ too much of an
otaku, a geek, to give much though to issues like persond appearance. | guess he
doesn®have that much to work with, anyway: an awkward smile tha always
lookslike it® offered in anticipation of ablow, atendency to blink rapidly when
he® excited, aface tha® never logt its baby fat, its pudginess accentuated by a
shodk of thick black har tha on bad days seems amog to floa aboveit. But the
same qudities tha keep him off magazine covers confer the unoldrusveness tha
makes for effective surveillance.

| had reached the point where | was sure | was going to have to stop when
Kawamura poppeal out of thefruit store and reentered theflow. | hungback as
much as possible to increase the space between us watching his head bobbing as
he moved down thestreet. He wastall for a Japanese and tha hdped, buthewas
wearing adark suit like ninety percent of the other people in this crowd B
induding Harry and me, naturally Bso | couldn®drop back too far.

Jug as | @ redevel oped theright distance, he stopped and turned to lighta
cigarette. | continued moving slowly behind and to theright of the group of
people tha separated us knowing he wouldn®be able to make me moving with
thecrowd. | kept my attention focused on the backs of the suitsin front of me,
jug abored morning commuter. After amoment he turned and started moving

agan.

| allowed myself thetrace of asatisfied smile. Japanese don®stop to light
cigarettes; if they did, they@ lose weeks over the course of thar adult lives. Nor
was there any reason, such as a strong headwind threatening to blow out a match,
for him to turn and face the crowd behind him. Kawamura( obviousattempt at
countersurveillance ssimply confirmed his guilt.

Guilt of wha | don®know, andin fact | never ask. | indst ononly afew
questions Isthetarget aman? | don®work aganst women or children. Have
youretained anyoneelse to solve this problem? | don®want my opeationgetting
tripped up by someone3 idea of a B-team, and if you retain me, it@ an exclusve.



Isthetarget aprindpd? | solve problems directly, like the soldier | once was, not
by sending messages throughuninvolved third parties like aterrorist. The
concernsbehind thelast question are why | like to see indgpendent evidence of
guilt: it confirmsthat thetarget isindeed the prinapd and notacludess
innocnt.

Twice in eighteen years the absence of tha evidence has stayed my hand.
Once | was sent againg the brother of a newspaper editor who was publishing
stories on corruptionin acertain politician@ home district. The other time it was
agand thefather of abank reformer who showed excessive zed in investigaing
the size and naure of hisingitution® bad debts. | would have been willing to act
directly againg the editor and thereformer, had | been retained to do so, but
appaently theclientsin question had reason to pursue a more circuitousroute that
involved misleading me. They are nolonge clients, of course. Not at all.

|®n notamercenary, athoughl was nothing more than that once upona
time. Andathoughl doinasens livealife of service, | am nolonge samurai,
either. Theessence of samurai isnotjud service, butloydty to his master, to a
cause greater than himself. There was atime when | burned with loydty, atime
when, suffused with the samurai ethic | had absorbed from escapist novds and
comicsasaboyin Japan, | was prepared to diein the service of my adopied liege
lord, the United States. Butloves as unaitical and unrequited as that onecan
never last, and usudly cometo adramatic end, asminedid. | am areaist now.

As| cameto the 109building | said QPassing.O Not into my lapd or
anything stupid like that Bthe trangmitters are sengtive enoughso tha you don®
need to make any subtle movementsthat are like billboads for a trained
countersurveillance team. Not tha onewas outthere, butyou aways assume the
worst. Harry would know | was passing his postion and would fall in after a
moment.

Actudly, the popukrity of cell phanes with earpieces makes this kind of
work easier than it oncee was. It used to betha someonewalking aoneand
talking unde his breath was either demented or an intelligence or security agent.
Today you see this sort of behavior al thetime among Japan( keitai, or cell
phone geneation.

Thelightat the battom of Dogenzaka was red, and the crowd congelled as
we approached thefive street intersection in frontof thetrain station. Garish
neon signsand massive video monitors flashed frantically on thebuildingsaround
us A diesel-powered truck grounditsgears asit doggel throughtheintersection,
laboriousas abargein amuddyriver, its bullhomsblaring distorted right-wing
pariotic songstha momentarily drowned out the bells commuters on bicycles
were ringing to warn pedestriansout of theway. A street havker angled a
pushcart throughthe crowds rivulets of sweat running down the sides of his face,
thesmell of steamed fish and rice followingin his zigzagging wake. An agdess



homeless man, probably aformer sarariman who had log hisjob and his
mooringswhen thebubbk burst in thelate eighties, dept proppeal agang the base
of astreetlight, inured by alcohol or despair to thetempest aroundhim.

The Dogenzaka intersectionislike this night and day, and at rush hour,
when thelightturnsgreen, over three hunded people step off the curb at thesame
ingant, with another 25,000waitingin thecrush. From here on, it was goingto
be shoulder to shoulder, chest to back. | would keep close to Kawamura now, no
more than five meters, which would put abouttwo hundeed people between us |
knew he had a commuter pass and wouldn®need to go to theticket machine.
Harry and | had purchased our tickets in advance so we would be able to follow
him rightthroughthewickets. Not tha the attendant would notice oneway or the
other. At rush hour, they®e practically numbed by the hordes; you could flash
anything, abasebdl card, probably, andin youd go.

Thelightchanged and the crowds swept into oneanother like abattle
scene from some medieval epic. Aninvisible rada that 1®n convinced is
possessed only by Tokyoites prevented a mass of collisionsin the middle of the
street. | watched Kawamura as he cut diagondly across to the station, and
maneuvered in behind him as hepassed. There were five people beween usas
we surged past the attendant@ boot. | had to stay close now. It would be chaos
when thetrain pulled in: 5000people pouiing out, 5000people stacked fifteen
degp waiting to get on, everyonejockeying for postion. Foreignaswho think of
Japan as apolite sodety have never ridden the Yamanote at rush hou.

Theriver of people flowed up the stairs and onto the platform, and the
soundsand smells of the station seemed to arouse an extra sense of urgency in the
crowd. We were swimming upgream agang the people who had jug gotten off
thetrain, and as we reached the platform thedoors were already closng on
handbagsand the odd protruding elbow. By thetime we had passed thekiosk
midway down the platform, thelast car had passed usand a moment later it was
gone Thenext train would arrive in two minutes.

Kawamura shuffled down to the middle of the platform. | stayed behind
him but hungback from thetracks, avoiding hiswake. He was looking up and
down theplatform, buteven if hehad spotted Harry or me earlier, seeing us
waiting for thetrain wasn®going to unneve him. Half the people waiting had
jug walked down Dogenzaka.

| felt therumble of the next train as Harry walked past me like afighter jet
buzing a carrier control tower, the dightest nodof his head indicating that the
rest was with me. | had told him | only needed hishdp untl Kawamurawas on
thetrain, which iswhere he had always goneduring our previoussurveillance.
Harry had donehis usud goodwork in hdping me ge close to thetarget, and, per
our script, hewas now exiting thescene | would contact him later, when | was
donewith the solo aspects of thejoh.



Harry thinks|@n a private investigator and that all | doisfollow these
people aroundcollecting information. To avoid the supiciousappearance of a
too-high mortality rate for the subjects we track, | often have him follow peoplein
whom| have nointerest, who of course then provide some measure of cover by
continuing to live their hgppy and obliviouslives. Also, where possible, | avoid
shaing the subject@ name with Harry to minimize the chances that hedl come
across too many coinddental obituaries. Still, some of our subjectsdo have a
habit of dying at theend of surveillance, and | know Harry has a curiousmind.
So far hehasn®asked, which isgood | like Harry as an asset and wouldn®want
him to become aliability.

| moved up close behind Kawamura, jug another commuter tryingto get a
goodpostion for boadingthetrain. Thiswasthemod ddicate pat of the
opedation. If | flubbel it, hewould make me and it would bedifficult to get
sufficiently close to him for a secondtry.

My righthand dipped into my pants podet and touched a microprocessor-
controlled magne, aboutthesize and weight of a quarter. On onesidethe magne
was covered with blueworsted cloth, like that of the suit Kawamura was wearing.
Had it been necessary, | could have stripped away the blueto expos alayer of
gray, which was the other color Kawamurafavored. On the opposte side of the
magnd was an adhesive backing.

| withdrew the magnd from my podket and protected it from view by
cupping it in my hands | would have to wait for theright moment, when
Kawamura@ attention was distracted. Mildly distracted would be enough.
Maybe as we were boading thetrain. | peeled off thewax pgper coveringthe
adhesive and crumbled it into my left pants podket.

Thetrain emerged at the end of theplatform and hurtled toward us
Kawamura pulled a cell phoneout of his breast podket. Started to inputa number.

Okay, doit now. | brushed past him, placing the magné on his suit jacket
just bdow theleft shoulder blade, and moved several paces down the platform.

Kawamura spokeinto the phonefor only afew seconds notloudly
enoughfor me to hear over the screeching brakes of thetrain dowingto ahdtin
front of us andthen dipped the phoneback in hisleft breast podket. | wondeed
whom hehad called. It didn® matter. Two stations ahead, three at the mosg, and
it would bedone

Thetrain stopped and its doa's opened, releasing a gush of human
effluent. When theoutflow slowed to atrickle, thelines waiting on either side of
thedoors collapsed inward and poured indde, as thoughsomeonehad hit the
reverse switch on agiant vacuum People kept jamming themselves in despite the



warningstha Orhe doas are closng!Oand the mass of commuters grew more
swollen until we were all held firmly in place, with no need to grip the overhead
handles because there was nowhere to fall. Thedoors shut, the car lurched
forward, and we moved off.

| exhded owly androtated my head from sideto side, hearing thejoints
crack in my neck, feeling thelast remnants of nervousess drain away as we
reached thefind moments. It has always been thisway for me. When| wasa
teenager, | lived for awhile near atown tha had a nework of gorges cutting
throughit, and at some of them you could jump from thecliffsinto deep
swimming holes. You could see theolder kidsdoingit al thetime Dit didn®
look so far up. Thefirst timel climbed to thetop and looked down, though,|
couldn®bdieve how high| was, and| froze. Butthe other kidswere watching.
Andrightthen, | knew tha no matter how afraid | was, no matter what might
happen, | was going to jump, and some indinctive part of me shutdown my
awareness of everything except the ssmple, muscular action of running forward. |
had no othe perceptions no awareness of any future beyondthetaking of those
brisk steps | remember thinking thet it didn®even matter if | died.

Kawamura was standing in front of thedoa at oneend of thecar, abouta
meter fromwhere | was postioned, his righthand holding oneof the overhead
bars. | needed to stay close now.

Theword | had gotten was tha this had to look naural: my speciaty, and
thereason my services are aways in demand. Harry had obtained Kawamura®@
medical recordsfromJikel University Hospital, which showed tha hehad a
condition called complete heart block and owed his continuing existence to a
pacemaker ingalled five years earlier. Turn off the pacemaker, and you turn off
Kawamura.

| twisted so that my back was to the doors Da dlight breach of Tokyo®3
minimal train etiquete, but!| didn® want anyonewho might speak English to see
thekindsof prompts tha were goingto appear on the screen of the PDA
computer | was carrying. | had downloaded a cardiac interrogaion program into
it, thekind adodor uses to adjust a patient® pacemaker. And | had rigged it so
tha the PDA fed infrared commandsto the control magne. Theonly difference
between my setup and a cardiologi st@ was that mine was miniaturized and
wirdess. Tha, and| hadn®taken theHippoasatic oah.

The PDA was dready turned onand in slegp mode so it powered up
ingantly. | glanced down at the screen. It was flashing Qbacing parameters.O |
hit the enter key and the screen changed, giving me an option of Qhreshold
testingQand Gensing testing O | selected the former and was offered arangeof
paameters. rate, pulse width, amplitude | chose rate and quickly set the
pacemaker at itslowest rate limit of forty beats per minute, then returned to the
previousscreen and selected pulse width. The screen indicated that the



pacemaker was set to ddiver current at durationsof .48 milliseconds | decreased
the pulse width as far as it would go, then changed to amplitude Theunit was
preset at 8.5 volts, and | started dropping it ahdf-volt at atime. When | had
taken it down two full volts, the screen flashed, Or ou have now decreased unit
amplitudeby two volts. Are you sure youwant to continueto decrease unit
amplitude?0 | entered Or esOand went on, repesting the sequence every time |
took it down two volts.

When thetrain puled into Yoyogi Station, Kawamura stepped off. Was
hegetting off here? That would bea problem: the unit@ infrared had limited
range and it would bea chdlengeto opeate it and follow him closly at the same
time. Damn, jug a few more seconds | thought bracing to follow him out But
hewas only allowing the people behind him to leave thetrain, and stoppel
outsidethedoors. When theYoyog passengea's had exited hegotback on,
followed closgly by several people who had been waiting onthe platform. The
doors closed and we moved off agan.

At two volts, the screen warned me tha | was nearing minimum output
values and it would bedangerousto further decrease output | ovarodethe
warning and took the unit down anothe hdf volt, glanang up at Kawamuraas|
did so. He hadn®changed his postion.

When | reached a single volt andtried to go further, the screen flashed,
Or our command will set the unit at minimum output values. Are you certain that
you wish to enter this command?0 | entered O¥ es.O It prompted me onemore
time anyway: Or ou have programmed the unit to minimum outputvalues. Please
confirm.O Again | entered Gres.O There was a one second dday, then the screen
started flashing bold-faced letters: Olhacceptable output values. Unacceptable
output values.O

| closed the cover, butleft the PDA on. It would reset automatically.
There was aways the chance tha the sequence hadn®worked thefirst time
around,and | wanted to beableto try againif | had to.

There wasn®any need. Asthetrain pulled into Shinjuku Station and
jerked to a stop, Kawamura stumbled agang thewoman next to him. Thedoors
opened and the other passenge's flowed out, but Kawamura remained, gripping
oneof theuprightbars next to thedoa with hisright hand and clutching his
package of fruit with his left, commuters shoving past him. | watched him rotate
counterclockwise untl his back hit thewall next to thedoor. His mouth was
open; helooked dightly surprised. Then dowly, amog gently, hedid to the
floor. | saw oneof the passenga's who had gotten on at Y oyogi stoopdown to
assist him. Theman, amid-forties Westerner, tall and thin enoughto make me
think of ajavelin, somehow aristocratic in his wireless glasses, shook
Kawamura@ shoulders, but Kawamurawas past noticing the strange® efforts at
succor.



(Daijoubudesu ka?Ol asked, my left hand moving to suppott
Kawamura@® back, feelingfor themagne. Isheall right? | used Japanese
because it was likely tha the Westerner wouldn®undestand it and our interaction
would be kept to a minimum.

OWakaranai,Othestrange muttered. | don®know. He pated
Kawamura@increasingly bluish cheeks and shook him again Babit roughly, |
thought So hedid spesk some Japanese. It didn®matter. | pinched the edgeof
themagné and pulled it free. Kawamurawas dore.

| stepped past them onto the platform and the in-flow immediately began
surging onto thetrain behind me. Glanang through the window nearest thedoor
as| walked past, | was stunne to see the strange going throughK awamura@®@
podets. My first thoughtwas tha Kawamura was being robbed. | moved closer
to thewindowfor a beter ook, butthe growing crush of passenge's obscured my
view.

| had an urgeto get back on, butopeationdly tha would have been
stupid, and anyway it wastoo late. Thedoaswere aready didingshut | saw
them close and catch on something, maybeahandoag or afoot They opened
dightly and closed agan. It was an apple, fallingto thetracks as thetrain pulled

away.
Now let® see how the same sequence is written for the screen:

AERIAL SHOT - TOKYO B MORNING

High - rises. Signs in Ja panese. Neon giving way to
daylight. The first commuters beginning to hit the
streets.

INT. JOHN RAINOS APARTMENT D MORNING

A one - bedroom apartment, small and neat. A couch, a wooden
Wing Chun training dummy, a huge collection of jazz CDs, a
high - end stereo system, a bookshelf with volumes in English
and Japanese. A desk and computer. The apartment is
unadorned except for several posters of jazz musicians.

JOHN RAIN, mixed Asian/Caucasian, about forty, lies on his

back on a futon, already awake. A digital CD alarm clock
on the floor next to him reads 5:59. At 6:00, the clock

goes off: a jazz standard. Rain listens for a moment,

then gets up. He's wearing boxers; he's in serious shape.
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Rain pulls open the bedroom curtains, cracks his neck, and
| ooks out on the city below him. In quick cuts he showers,
shaves, and selects a suit from a neatly arranged closet.
Next to the hanging suits are several martial arts gis

(white uniforms) and worn black belts. He makes a
cappuccino in a high - end machine

Dressed now, Rain slips on a watch. He picks up a handheld
computer and presses a button. The screen flashes
PACEMAKER INTERROGATION PROGRAM. Rain pockets the
computer, then checks through the peephole of the door

before going out.

EXT. JAPANESE MIN ISTRY OF CONSTRUCTION - MORNING

YASUHIRO KAWAMURA, a ranking bureaucrat in his sixties,

approaches the bland facade of the Ministry, briefcase in

hand. HeOs pale and looks unwell. He pauses to take a

last drag on a cigarette, then grinds it out decisive ly on
the sidewalk. He coughs violently. When it passes, he

takes a deep breath and starts up the steps.

INT. JAPANESE MINISTRY OF CONSTRUCTION - SECURITY DESK

Two uniformed GUARDS sit behind a table. To their right is

awalk -through metal detector. Kawamura enters.
GUARD #1 N
Good morning, Kawamura - san. YouOre
early today.
KAWAMURA

Yes, a busy day. Good morning.
Kawamura starts to walk around the metal detector.

GUARD #2
Sir, if you could just step through the
metal detector...

Kawamura looks at him, irritated.

GUARD #1
(to Guard #2)
Kawamura- san has a pacemaker. He
doesnOt need to go through the metal
detector.
(to Kawamura)
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IOm sorry, sir. WeOre still changing
over from the night shift. He didnOt

know.
GUARD #2
But...
Guard #1 silences h im with a stare.
GUARD #2

(bowing his head)
| apologize, sir.

Kawamura nods and continues inside. He pauses and pats his
pocket.

KAWAMURA
Damn it, | forgot my key.
. GUARD #1
IOm sorry, sir?

KAWAMURA

My office key. | went home late last
night and must have left it in my
office. Can you let me in?

GUARD #1
| would sir, but | have to stay here.
My shift doesnOt end for another half
hour.

KAWAMURA
| see. Well then, why donOt you lend
me your key for a few minutes.

GUARD #1
My key?

B KAWAMURA
IOl jus  tlet myself into my office,
get my own key, and come right back.

N GUARD #1
Sir, I0m really not supposed to give
out the security key --

KAWAMURA
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| have a lot to do and IOm in a hurry.
IOll be back in five minutes.

GUARD #1
Yes, sir.
(pulling out a key)
Please sir, five minutes.

KAWAMURA
(takes the key)
Yes, yes.

INT. JAPANESE MINISTRY OF CONSTRUCTION - ELEVATOR

Kawamura rides the elevator to the top floor. As the doors
open, he takes three quick breaths and steps out into the:

CORRIDOR

Empty. Kaw amura looks left and right, but sees no one. He
strides down to one of the offices. He double checks the
nameplate next to the door, which says OMinister of
Construction,O and uses the guardOs key to open the door.

OFFICE

The office is well - decorated a nd there are many wall photos
of the Minister together with domestic and foreign

dignitaries. Kawamura takes a CD from one of his suit

pockets and inserts it into the bay on a desktop computer.

He works the keyboard, looking up nervously as he does so.

After a moment, a message appears on the screen: COPYING.

INT. JAPANESE MINISTRY OF CONSTRUCTION - SECURITY DESK

Kawamura returns the guardOs key with a nod. He keeps
moving and continues outside.

EXT. JAPANESE MINISTRY OF CONSTRUCTION

The moment Kaw amura leaves the building, he opens his cell
phone and punches in a number. He holds the phone to his
ear and keeps walking.

EXT. TOKYO STREET - MORNING

Rain cruises along a heavily trafficked street on a
motorcycle. Something in his pocket RINGS loud| y. He
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reaches in and pulls out the handheld computer. On the
screen, a message blinks: CELL PHONE ACQUIRED:
TRIANGULATING. The screen switches over to a street map
with a moving, blinking light: KawamuraOs cell phone

signal. Rain takes the motorcycl e into a smooth U - turn.

EXT. TOKYO SIDEWALK - SHIBUYA - MORNING

1tOs high rush hour and thereOs a lot of car and pedestrian
traffic. Kawamura walks briskly, glancing behind
periodically. As he passes a glass phone booth, a man
inside turns his head to watch him: itOs Rain.

Rain checks KawamuraOs wake, then leaves the phone booth
and falls in behind him.

As Kawamura walks, he becomes more agitated. He increases
his pace and his backward glances become more frequent.

Rain maintains his distance and k eeps people between
himself and Kawamura for cover.

Kawamura ducks into a fruit store, forcing Rain to move

past his position. Rain stops at a news stand and pulls

out the handheld computer. The blinking light -
KawamuraOs cell phone -- is stationary. But after a
moment, it begins moving again.

Rain watches for a long beat, his back to the sidewalk,
then turns and falls in behind Kawamura.

EXT. TOKYO SIDEWALK - SHIBUYA

Rain reenters the flow behind Kawamura and follows him.
Kawamura is now carrying a giftwrapped box of fruit. They
approach a large structure. A sign says SHIBUYA STATION.

INT. SHIBUYA TRAIN STATION

The platform, one of dozens in this station, is packed with
commuters. 1tOs noisy: ANNOUNCEMENTS IN JAPANESE BLARE
from loudspeakers ; various MUSICAL CHIMES announce the
arrival and departure of RUMBLING TRAINS; people SHOUT into
their cell phones. Amidst the thick, shifting crowds, Rain

moves close to Kawamura, undetected.

The train arrives. Kawamura, Rain, and hundreds of other
people surge onto it. The doors close.
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INT. SUBWAY CAR

As the passengers jostle for position, Rain stumbles

against Kawamura. Kawamura looks frightened and
suspicious, but seems relieved when Rain mumbles an apology
and moves away.

CLOSE ON KAWAMURAOSAEK

Rain has placed some sort of cloth - covered disk, presumably
adhesive - backed, over KawamuraOs left shoulder blade.

BACK TO SCENE
Rain takes out the handheld and begins to work the keypad.

The screen flashes INFRARED PACEMAKER INTERROGATION
SEQUENCE.Rain hits the enter key. The screen changes to
RATE, PULSE WIDTH, AMPLITUDE.

Rain chooses RATE and sets KawamuraOs pacemaker at its
lowest rate limit of 40 BEATS PER MINUTE.

Kawamura blinks several times as though confused. His hand
rises slowly and he rubs his chest.

The screen now reads PULSE WIDTH: .48 MILLISECONDS. Rain
decreases the pulse width as far as it will go, then
changes to AMPLITUDE.

Kawamura is now pale and perspiring. Rain glances at him,
then returns his attention to the computer.

The screen reads 8.5 VOLTS. Rain takes it down two volts,

and the screen flashes YOU HAVE NOW DECREASED UNIT

AMPLITUDE BY TWO VOLTS. ARE YOU SURE YOU WANT TO CONTINUE
TO DECREASE UNIT AMPLITUDE? Rain enters YES.

The train stops at the next station and the doors open.
Kawamura and a number of other passengers get off. Rain

tenses to follow, but then sees that Kawamura was only

making way for the people behind him. Rain waits. After a

moment Kawamura gets back on. The doors close and the

train leave S.

The screen now reads 3.0 VOLTS.
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Kawamura is quite pale now. He looks confused. He rubs
his chest as though intuiting that something has gone wrong
within it.

Rain drops the amplitude to ONE VOLT. The screen flashes

YOUR COMMAND WILL SET THE UNIT AT MINIMUM OUTPUT VALUES.
ARE YOU CERTAIN YOU WISH TO ENTER THIS COMMAND? Rain
enters YES. There is a one second delay, then the screen

begins flashing bold - faced letters: UNACCEPTABLE OUTPUT
VALUES.
The train pulls to a stop at the next station. Kaw amura

has gone gray. His eyes are fluttering. As the doors
open, he slumps with his back against the wall.

Passengers flow off the train, but Kawamura remains. His
mouth is open; he looks slightly surprised. Then he slides
slowly to the floor.

Rain closes the handheld and drops it in his jacket pocket.
Passengers begin to get on the train. One of them, a mid

forties Caucasian STRANGER, sees Kawamura and stoops to
help him. The stranger shakes Kawamura's shoulders, but
Kawamura eyes have rolled up and he seems not to notice.

Rain bends as though to assist, supporting KawamuraOs back.

RAIN
Is he all right?
STRANGER
_(looking at Kawamura)
| donOt know.
B RAIN
IOl get help.

Rain stands and squeezes past oncoming passengers to get
off the train.

INT . TRAIN STATION
Rain moves away from the train. HeOs holding something in

his hand: the cloth - covered pacemaker interrogation
device.

16



Rain drops the device in his pocket and glances back at the
train. Through the open doors, Rain sees the stranger

goi ng through KawamuraOs pockets. Rain pauses, surprised.
The stranger rips open KawamuraOs fruit box and empties it.
Apples and oranges roll out and fall to the tracks below.

Rain takes a step forward as though to get back on. But
the doors close and th e train pulls away.

| hopeyou enjoyed thisintrodudionto adapting anove for the screen band that wedl
see how the script looksat thelocal multiplex sometime soonE
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