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      “Making a movie, I’m not scared. I can die for the movie.
I don’t want to die for nothing.”

      —Jackie Chan
    February 1996

   
      
            FOREWORD

      —OR—

      THE DAY JACKIE CHAN BEAT RAGING BULL


      IT CANNOT BE EXAGGERATED how big a star Jackie Chan is in most parts of the world. To say he has the fan following of Arnold Schwarzenegger, Sylvester
         Stallone, Bruce Willis, Jean-Claude Van Damme and Buster Keaton combined borders on just about right. To say his talent meets
         and exceeds the output of all these men is subjective, but still arguable.
      

      He’s been there, and not only done “that,” but done it all—from comedy, action and drama to period films and death-defying
         stunts.
      

      For years, this Hong Kong actor has unassumingly been building a fan following in the United States—a devoted corps of action
         movie lovers searching doggedly for bootleg tapes of Chan’s films to fill their insatiable hunger for the incredible.
      

      Now their search will be much easier.

      After twenty years as the top action star in the world, Jackie Chan has begun his assault on America in earnest. Many of you
         may only remember him from such poor vintage vehicles as Cannonball Run or The Protector. Many more of you may have just been introduced to Chan via New Line’s Rumble in the Bronx or Miramax’s Police Story—both revitalized Hong Kong imports. You’ll doubtless be seeing more of Chan in movies to come, both revamped oldies-but-goodies
         and new efforts.
      

      The first time I saw Jackie Chan, believe it or not, he was sitting quite still.

      The year was 1992, Hong Kong, and I’d just arrived on the set of one of the two movies he was filming at that time—Crime Story (Supercop being the other)—to see the actor at work and gather information for a comic book I wanted to produce, an idea that had come
         to me after seeing one of Jackie’s movies by chance in New York.
      

      Little did I know that, within two weeks of allowing a friend to persuade me to see a Hong Kong movie by some guy named Chan
         instead of renting Raging Bull, I’d be on a plane to Asia and then stepping foot onto a movie set with that same actor. Yet here I was. And there Jackie
         sat reading a paper.
      

      I was soon to learn that that would be one of the few times I would see Mr. Chan at rest, as over the next few weeks I watched
         Jackie run down busy streets, jump over barricades, vault off a truck, give better than he got while sparring with the Chinese
         military and throw me into a scene or two with his personal direction, coaching me in the art of acting for film (or at least
         drinking a cup of coffee—my demanding role).
      

      I returned home, eventually, with one truth: Nobody loves making movies more than Chan; nobody is more willing to give his
         all for the audiences like Chan; nobody is dying for action like Jackie Chan. Whether or not you agree with his tactics and his flirtation with the risky, it’s indisputable
         that Jackie Chan is a juggernaut of creativity.
      

      Actually, his every film is a continuation of his autobiography—the ballet of the human body as performed by Jackie Chan.
         There are glimpses into his life and opinions in every movie he makes—not to mention a chronological account of every broken
         bone and crushed head, broken finger and twisted knee.
      

      Out of respect for Jackie, I must say that this is not a tell-all book about his life. If that’s ever to be written, Jackie
         will have to do it himself. He’s the only one who has been there. However, in this book we will touch upon all of Jackie’s
         major movies, talk about what makes them “major” and include behind-the-scenes sidebars and descriptions of his showstopper
         fights and stunts.
      

      So, action movie lovers, martial arts fans and students, readers of the Topps Comics Jackie Chan series, those discovering
         Hong Kong cinema for the first time—this book serves as your companion. Pick it up and have fun.
      

      Jackie Chan, for his whole career, may have been dying for action, dying for the next adrenaline-pumping jump. But, as he
         starts a new chapter in his story, he’s also dying for you to discover him.
      

      R.W.
New York, 1996
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            CHAN: TAKE TWO

      “ALL OF AMERICA LOVES JACKIE CHAN—They Just Don’t Know It Yet,” the sign reads, clutched proudly by a fan in a crowd of twenty-five, waiting for their hero
         to arrive at the Los Angeles airport. He is coming to America . . . again . . . this time to promote his latest film, Rumble in the Bronx.
      

      He has been here before. Only then . . . there had been no crowd.

      Jackie Chan, an effervescent, stunt-crazy action star from Hong Kong, has his Beatles mop-top of a coif commented on because
         of the way, when he’s kicked or jumps off a building, it defies gravity—much like the rest of his body in his forty-odd movies
         as the leading action star in the world. That hair isn’t the only resemblance to the Fab Four. He too has experienced the
         raw thrill, and terror, of the adoring mob rushing—the fans with their “love” crushing up against his van, in search of a scribbled signature
         to press somewhere and tell people years from now that “they remember when . . .” He has seen the obsessed commit suicide
         when his private life is reported—one girl drank poison in front of his office building and another threw herself in front
         of a train for unrequited love. He has had the feeling of not really knowing what a normal life might be. After all, he’s
         never had one.
      

      
      Just how big is Jackie Chan in most parts of the world? Is there a contrast to the Beatles? Well, unlike Lennon, he’s never
         claimed to be bigger than Jesus Christ . . . even though they do share the same initials.
      

      Here, at the L.A. airport in 1996, Chan reasons, based on previous trips to the United States, that he will not face any fans
         who will hound him through airports or chase him through busy streets in taxis like they do in Japan, Thailand or Korea. Today,
         all of that exists in other countries. Not here . . . not in America. He has wooed this lady before. She will never accept his gung-ho style of filmmaking and sense of humor, he thinks.
      

      She is the last holdout in his world bid for love.

      Yet, as he disembarks and smiles at the modest—by his standards—welcoming committee, he has his first inkling that this time
         things will be different. Now the fans are here.
      

      Flashback to 1980 and Jackie’s first attempt at American stardom: Chan may have been able to know what it was like to walk
         down the street like everybody else—something for which he claims to occasionally yearn. Only he didn’t want it then. He wanted
         to jump and somersault and say, “Look at me. I’m here, America. Love me.” Raymond Chow, head of Golden Harvest in Hong Kong,
         was trying to give Chan that chance. After successes like Drunken Master (1978) and Young Master (1980) set all-time box office records in Hong Kong with exhilarating action and comedy, the time seemed right for Jackie
         to go to Hollywood and try on Bruce Lee’s shoes.
      

      To paraphrase Norma Desmond, his feet were the right size. It was the movies that were too small.

      Battle Creek Brawl (1980) did nothing to attain him Lee-like status. He tried again with Cannonball Run (1980), Cannonball Run II (1983) and The Protector (1985). He was too new, too different . . . and maybe too good. He was put into the hands of directors who didn’t understand him or even try. Directors who let other people choreograph
         his
          stunts and fights, as if no matter how good he was, Hollywood had to be better.
      

      “I think my dream is over . . . I stay in L.A., I studied my English . . . I almost gave up the Asian market,” said Jackie
         in the Important Magazine. “But after the movie was filmed I traveled all over America doing almost a new place and a new promotion every day . . .
         just keep flying. Every radio, T.V. station where I go, when I get there, all the same questions . . . ‘Man, what’s your name
         again? Are you new Bruce Lee?’ It makes me very tired.”
      

      Chan went back to Hong Kong and proceeded to produce hit after hit, convinced that America was a mistress he would never have.

      Now . . . she is coming to him.

      “It’s not easy,” Chan said in Time Out New York, about the place that broke his heart. “I’m not saying I’m coming back—I’m just trying.”
      

      Don’t be deceived. Everyone in Hollywood has known about Jackie Chan for a long time. In one way, it was good to have him,
         but over there in Hong Kong . . . far away . . . where they could take scenes and stunts from his wildly clever movies and
         use them in their own without many people noticing the lift. In another way, they hoped he’d just disappear—a daredevil in
         another country doing what none of their action “megastars” could.
      

      What if Jackie did come to town? What then?
      

      New Line Cinema and Miramax/Dimension—those fun-loving imps of the movie industry—decided it might be fun to find out, shake
         things up. Wasn’t it time for the return of the prodigal son?
      

      Seeing a groundswell of enthusiasm for Chan’s work without the benefit of ever having a stateside release, both companies
         simultaneously scrambled to pick up rights to different Chan crowd pleasers. New Line was first up at bat. They took a then
         two-year-old movie, Rumble in the Bronx, reedited it, restructured it, rescored it, redubbed it, and brought Chan in as the home-run hitter of a media blitz that
         can only be called inspired.
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      ‘‘We’re in the business of Americanizing Jackie Chan as much as we can,” said Mitchell Goldman, president of marketing and
         distribution at New Line in New York magazine. “Once we establish him as an action star in an American setting, it will be easier for his Asian pictures to cross
         over.”
      

      What they failed to realize was the secret that Hollywood was hiding: Chan didn’t need to be categorized and didn’t need to
         be “Americanized.” Jackie movies are universal. People just had to see them first.
      

      The films of Jackie Chan have been called unrelenting physical drama: cliff-hanger, kung fu and Keystone comedy all in one.
         Ted C. Fishman of the the Film Center wrote that conveying this to friends used to watching Hollywood movies is like telling a forest Pygmy about the Sistine Chapel.
         Get your average American moviegoers to see one Jackie film, though, and they’ll probably become adoring fans.
      

      More people have seen Jackie’s movies now in America than ever before. New Line Cinema and Miramax had counted on that. Jackie
         was doubtful. “It is hard for Asian actors in America,” he said. “People did not see The Lover to see John Lone. They did not see Joy Luck Club to see Joan Chen.”
      

      But the marketing machine was out to prove him wrong, starting at the 1996 Sundance Film Festival. Shortly before the midnight
         screening of Rumble in the Bronx at the overflowing Egyptian Theater, Sundance program director Geoffrey Gilmore excitedly introduced Chan. Jackie humbly
         acknowledged the applause and screams, then held out a wallet and announced that it had been left in the woman’s toilet and
         asked if the owner was in the audience. An incredulous young woman ran to the stage to retrieve her billfold and got a kiss
         from Chan to boot. The crowd’s love fest with the actor’s rare appearance didn’t end until after two a.m. Jackie Chan received what no other celebrity at the festival had ever received—a standing ovation before his film was shown.
      

      From there, Jackie charmed the jaded West Coast press, as well as the hard-to-please New York journalists, letting one female
         reporter touch
          the hole in his head that he sustained in a life-threatening stunt gone wrong. He topped off this visit with an appearance
         on David Letterman and a performance that was a touch of genius. After pleading nervousness, Jackie suddenly punched Letterman’s water glass,
         then flipped onto the desk, did some acrobatics, and proceeded to spin in circles and smash six bottles that Letterman placed
         in front of him, finishing with a flip into Letterman’s chair. People took notice. One person watching was Jay Leno, and he
         had to have Chan on his show too. By the time Rumble in the Bronx opened on February 26, 1996, everyone had to have Jackie Chan, and he delivered with a film that made $30 million at the
         box office. For the first time in American cinematic history, the top two films in America were essentially Hong Kong action
         films—Rumble and legendary Hong Kong director John Woo’s Broken Arrow.
      

      Buzz reverberated. “Who is this new guy Chan? Where did he come from? Why haven’t we seen him before? More, more, more?”

      More was there, more was waiting . . . but there was some confusion as to when New Line and Miramax would release their respective
         films. They weren’t partners, after all. But Jackie, in his characteristic problem-solving way, took care of that by convincing
         the two companies to coordinate their release schedules.
      

      “Now they’re friends,” said Jackie.

      If he was going to woo this new lover—America—it had to be done gently, and be done right. He had waited so long. Jackie returned with a new offering in July 1996—this time a three-year-old film, Supercop, released by Miramax/Dimension.
      

      Despite the fact that Miramax released the film smack-dab in the middle of the 1996 Summer Olympics, followed by the Republican
         National Convention—a slow movie period—with very little promotion, Supercop opened at number six.
      

      “Years ago when I walked in the door few people knew me,” said Jackie to reporter Eleonore Kuhn. “I totally lost confidence,
         and that time was not good. But for all those years, I collect audience.”
      

      
      In 1980, if there had been a sign at the airport on Jackie’s arrival that read “All America Loves Jackie Chan . . .” he would
         not have been able to understand it. He didn’t know English. Perhaps now, an older man, a wiser man, a man who has had many
         lovers, he remembers that sign and its prophetic message. And although he smiles, it is a smile tinged with melancholy. Now,
         in America too, he will have to be Jackie Chan. In every corner of the world, he will have to be Jackie Chan.
      

      For better or worse, he has done his job well.

      “Things like this, when you want it, you can never get it,” he has said. “When you don’t want it, it comes back. It’s always
         like that.”
      

      Jackie Chan—the “new” sensation, the twenty-year veteran—has crossed that invisible Hollywood Maginot Line against foreign
         subtitled or dubbed movies, putting a whole new spin on the phrase “made in Hong Kong.”
      

      Instead of being the next Bruce Lee for America, he is the first Jackie Chan.
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      Name: Jackie Chan
      

      Manager: Willie Chan
      

      Status: Actor/Director/Producer/Screenwriter/Stuntman
      

      Birth name: Chan Kong Sang. Sang meaning “to be born” and Kong standing for “Hong Kong” (“born in Hong Kong”).
      

      Also Known As: Chen Yuen Long—first movie name. His father called him Jack Chan, which became Jacky Chan at Lo Wei Studios, and Jackie Chan
         at Golden Harvest. (He also, for a short period, went by the name of Paul.)
      

      Nicknames: Shing Lung—means (“to become a dragon”)
      

      Pow Pow—nickname as baby. Means “precious”

      Big Nose—nickname for himself

      Adopted Prince—nickname at China Drama Academy

      
      Double Boy—because of his huge appetite as a child

      Sunkist Boy—because of his sunny disposition

      Date of Birth: April 7, 1954
      

      Birth Weight: 12 pounds!
      

      Blood Type: AB
      

      Eyesight: Can see what he needs to see, although it helps to close one eye
      

      Place of Birth: Hong Kong
      

      Best School Subject: Kung fu
      

      Worst School Subject: Math
      

      Good point: Loves work
      

      Bad Point: Can’t sit still and eats too fast
      

      Family Origins: Shandong, China
      

      Height: Five-foot-nine
      

      Zodiac Sign: Aries
      

      Chinese Sign: Horse—said to be cheerful, popular, witty, perceptive, talkative, independent, adventurous, vivacious, energetic, impetuous,
         affable and honest. Also hot-tempered, rash, headstrong, impulsive, stubborn and fickle. (“Willie laughs at me and says I’m
         more of an ox because I am such a workaholic,” says Jackie.)
      

      Habits: Quit smoking in the early 1990s
      

      Hobbies: Anything that catches his fancy, from collecting porcelain teacups to becoming an expert on fine wines
      

      First Hit:Snake in the Eagle’s Shadow (1977)
      

      Directorial Debut:Dragon Lord (1979)
      

      Favorite movie of his own:Miracle (1989) for directing; Police Story (1985) for action
      

      Fighting Style: Northern kung fu, southern style kung fu, Hapkido, karate and judo with a liberal dose of acrobatics
      

      Workout Routine: “I can’t go jogging in Hong Kong in daytime. I have to go at night. I wear a cap over my head, pulled down, so people won’t recognize me. I go running with my bodyguards,” said Chan in
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      his fan club newsletter. “I do light weights in the gym, and I use the mirror to practice new fighting movements.”

      Languages: Cantonese, English, Mandarin, some Japanese, Korean and Thai
      

      Education: Two years of Primary One. The China Drama Academy for stage performers from age seven through seventeen. Supplemental education
         on movie lots and the streets of Hong Kong
      

      First Love: Movies
      

      Second Love: Car racing
      

      Favorite American TV Show:America’s Funniest Home Videos!
      

      Most Watched Movie Musical:The Sound of Music

      Favorite Condiment: Tabasco sauce
      

   


End of sample
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