TS

#96517
LORD BYRON & THE UNDEAD

Written by
James Thorpe

Cover An by HIGHLANDER fan Beki Wesghe, Mobile AL



Highlander

"THE MODERN PROMVETHEUS"
(PLEASE NOTE TI TLE CHANGE)
Witten by

Janes Thor pe

Pr oducti on #96517

January 7, 1997 Final Shooting Script

Filmine International H ghl ander



96517

"The Modern Pronet heus” Fi nal Shooting Scri pt

H GHLANDER

"The Modern Pronet heus"
Pr oducti on #96517
CAST LI ST

DUNCAN MACLEOD
JOE DAVEON
METHOS

MAURI CE

LORD BYRON

JERRY

M KE PALADI NO

CLAI RE CLAI RMONT
MARY SHELLEY

PERCY BYSSHE SHELLY
HANS KERSHNER

TWO GROUPI ES
TWO YOUNG G RLS

1/ 7/ 97



96517

"The Modern Pronet heus” Fi nal Shooting Scri pt

H GHLANDER

"The Modern Pronet heus"
Producti on #96517
SET LI ST
| NTERI ORS

BLUES CLUB
VI LLA DI CDATI - 1816
/ DRAW NG ROOM
/ BEDROOM
[ HALLWAY
BYRON S PENTHOUSE LOFT
STADI UM
/ DRESSI NG ROOM
/ TUNNEL
| BACKSTAGE

EXTERI ORS

STADI UM
| STAGE DOOR

ROOFTOPS

ALLEY

COUNTRY ROAD - SW TZERLAND - 1816

VI LLA DI ODATI - SW TZERLAND - 1816
| PATI O

BLUES CLUB

BYRON S BALCONY

STREET

BYRON S ROCFTOP

1/ 7/ 97



1701

H GHLANDER

"The Modern Pronet heus”

TEASER
FADE | N.
EXT. STADIUM - STAGE DOOR - N GHT 1701
A crowd of rock FANS m Il inpatiently outside the stage door

Sone of themwear tour t-shirts with "LORD BYRON AND THE
UNDEAD' enbl azoned i n bl ood red.

The stage door opens, the fans surge forward. Two SECURI TY
GUYS nove t hem back as

LORD BYRON energes, prinmed to brave the gauntlet. Early
30's, he carries a gold-handled CANE to ease his [anme right
foot. H's brooding eyes blaze with adrenalin, his slimbody
glistens with sweat. TW GROUPIES, rabid with excitenent,
shriek his nane. ..

GROUPI ES
Byron!  Byron

He whirls, stares right at them-- they GASP, awe-struck by
his presence. Mre than a man, he's a force of nature.

Suddenl y, one young man, JERRY, breaks through the security
cordon. He rushes up to Byron, breathless with excitenent.
He hol ds a cassette tape in his hands.

JERRY
Did you get ny tape?
(beat)
|"mJderry. Jerry @Grrity.

Two nuscl ed Security Guards quickly step in and pull Jerry
back.

JERRY ( CONT' D)
(as he's pulled away)
"End your confusion, |ove a man, not
an illusion."

BYRON
(finishing the lyric)
"l could never be all that you dream”
(to the CGuards)
It's okay.

They rel ease Jerry.

( CONTI NUED)
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1701 CONTI NUED: 1701

JERRY
You listened to it.

BYRON
| thought it was great.

Hi s voice is deep-throated, hypnotic. H's armw aps around
Jerry's shoul der, draws himcl oser.

BYRON ( CONT' D)
C nmon, Jerry. Let's go for a ride.

JERRY
This is for real

Byron guides himto his lino. One of the Security guys opens
t he door.

BYRON
As real as it, gets.

They get in the lino, pull out into the Paris night.
1702 EXT. PARIS ROOFTOPS - N GHT 1702

Si | houetted agai nst the deep bl ue-black sky, a FlI GURE bal ances
tightrope-style along a rain-slicked rooftop.

It's Lord Byron. The wind whips his hair around |like an
angry denented thing. He raises a whiskey bottle, tips his
head back, drenches his face in al cohol.

BYRON
The pause that refreshes.

He turns, offers the bottle to
JERRY

cl ut chi ng white-knuckled onto a chi mey top behind him
Jerry's had a few and tries to focus.

BYRON
Come and get it.
Jerry qul ps.
JERRY
(beat)
Ckay.

He pushes off, teeters slowy towards Byron.

VWHOOSH! A startled flock of pigeons swoop across the roof.
Jerry slips, loses his bal ance, slides towards the edge.

( CONTI NUED)
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A HAND shoots out, grabs himby the arm Byron pulls him
back up to safety. Jerry's shaken, grateful, hanging on to
Byron for dear life.

JERRY ( CONT' D)
You saved ny life.

They sit down oh the roof |edge, |egs dangling over the edge.
Jerry |l ooks down into the abyss... five stories to the ground.
Byron hands hi mthe whi skey.

BYRON
That's what it’s about. Living close
to the edge.
(beat)
Drink

Jerry does as ordered.

BYRON ( CONT' D)

Better?

JERRY
Sure. Geat. Can we talk about the
musi ¢?

BYRON

(not hearing him
You ready?

JERRY
Huh?

A dark gleamin his eyes, Byron points across the alley to
anot her rooftop, several yards away.

BYRON
Let's junp. Then we'll go | ay down
sone tracks.
(beat)

You and ne. Danon and Pyt hi as.
(Jerry doesn't get it)
Bat man and Robi n.

Jerry gets it, but hesitates. Looks across, gauging the
di stance, then | ooks back to Byron, who sighs his
di sappoi ntnent. He stands up.

BYRON ( CONT' D)
If you're not living, you're dying.

Jerry |l ooks up at Byron, then over the edge again.

JERRY
|"mcool. Really.

( CONTI NUED)
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Byron extends his hand. Jerry slowy reaches out and takes
it.

Next thing he knows, he's on his feet |ooking up at the man
he so desperately admres. Byron's eyes, his w cked smle,
they bl ast through his fear, through his doubt.

Jerry swall ows hard. He nods, alnost inperceptibly -- an
acknow edgnent of Byron's power, and a surrender of his own.
Byron saw it.

BYRON ( CONT' D)
Good.

JERRY
Bat nan and Robi n.

BYRON
No guts, no glory.

Byron | eads hima few steps back. Then with a running start,
t hey. ..

JUMP.

BYRON ( CONT' D)
Ger oni no!

Jerry SCREAMS as they fly through the night air..
LEGS KI CKI NG searching for a foothold,
HANDS FLAI LI NG, desperate for purchase,

FI NGERS REACHI NG OQUT, straining for sonmething solid to grab
hol d of...

Sonet hi ng pl ease God sonet hi ng anyt hi ng. ..

Not hi ng. They both fall short, plunmeting to the pavenent
five stories bel ow

1703 EXT. ALLEY - N GHT 1703
THAWUNK. Two crunpl ed bodies kiss the concrete.
After a nonment, Byron COUGHS back to life. He gets up, dusts
himsel f off. He |ooks down at Jerry's lifeless body like a
child | ooks at a broken toy.

BYRON
That was a very good try.

Byron picks up his cane and di sappears into the evening m st.

( CONTI NUED)
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BYRON (O. S.) (CONT' D)
G own aged in this world of woe. In
deeds not in years piercing the depths
of life so that no wonder waits him
FADE QOUT.

END OF TEASER
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ACT_ONE
FADE | N:
I NT. BLUES CLUB - N GHT

Dmlights struggle against the blue haze of G tanes.
stage, M KE PALADI NO, early twenties, plays guitar with

Dawson's bass and drum player to a small after hours crowd.
M ke's eyes are closed, his fingers dance over the frets in

a reverie t hat
experi ence.

At a table not far fromthe stage,

is a cross between nagic and a religious

MACLEOD

This kid' s great.

DAWGON

We picked himup in London. He cane
to every show, every night.

METHOS

No accounting for taste.

DAWSON

This is the first tinme he's been

onst

age. He was with us for/two

weeks haul ing anps for a bus ticket
before we even found out he pl ayed.

MACLEOD

He pl ays.

Just

(beat)
| ook at him

DAWGON

Never gets tight or nervous. Just
lays it out.

MACLEOD

Nervous? He's already forgotten
anybody el se is here.

(beat; to Methos)

Renmenber what that's |ike?

METHOS

| never played guitar.

MACLEOD

That's not what | nean.

(beat)

To be so lost in what you're doing
that there's no tine, no space.

( CONTI NUED)
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Met hos takes a drink of beer, plays it cool.
METHOS
There's a greeting card in there
somewher e
(of f MacLeod's | ook)
| don't remenber, but | wish | did.

MAURI CE stops by MacLeod's table. He's the Manager of the

cl ub.
MACLEOD
What do you think, Murice?
MAURI CE
Your friend plays well.
MACLEOD
C nmon, Maurice, book himfor a night
or two as an opening act.
DAVSON
The kid's got chops.
Maurice nods, listens to sonething in the nusic.
MAURI CE
He has nore. He has passion. |It's

a gift.
(knowi ng eyebr ow)
And a curse, n’est-ce pas?

BUZZ. MacLeod and Methos | ook toward the doors. Byron enters
with two beautiful G RLS, one hanging on each arm A nurnur
of recognition ripples through the crowd.

Met hos reacts. A little smle. Byron spots himand heads

their way.

METHCS

vell, well. Look who's here.
MACLEQD

Who's that?
DAVWSON

Byron.
MACLEQD

So that's Lord Byron.
Byron reaches their table, grabs Methos' hand warmy.

BYRON
Doc! It's been ages.

( CONTI NUED)
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METHOS
You' ve becone quite fanous again.

Byron brushes it aside.

BYRON
Can't seemto shake it.

Met hos handl es the i ntroducti ons.

VETHOS
Duncan MaclLeod. Joe Dawson.

Byron and MacLeod shake.

BYRON
Any friend of Doc's...
MacLeod takes in Byron -- dressed in black |eather, a cape,
sporting a cane -- and his spandex-clad entourage. He's not
i npressed.
MACLEOD
Char med.

But Dawson beans. ..

DAVSON
My pleasure! Been a big fan of yours
for a long tine.

BYRON
In that case, let nme buy you a drink.
(to Maurice)
Chanpagne. For everyone.

Mauri ce noves off.

Byron smles a twisted smle. He maneuvers the two Grls
into chairs and takes a seat at the table.

ON STAGE
M ke finishes to wld appl ause.
BYRON
(re: Mke)
Who' s the kid?
(wi thout waiting for
an answer)
He's not bad.

M ke conmes bouncing back to their table, punped.

( CONTI NUED)

1704
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CONTI NUED: (3) 1704

MACLEOD
Ni ce job, M Kke.

M KE
Ch, man, what a rush

DAWSON
(re the happy crowd)
You did great.

M KE
Thanks, Joe, | --

His eyes land on Byron, widen in recognition. Byron snmiles
expansi vel y.

BYRON
G eat chops, kid.

M ke's in heaven.

M KE
Are you... who | think you are?
(over whel ned)
|'"ve got all your CDs, man. Even
the inports.

It's a love-fest. Dawson grins, punches Methos in the
shoul der.

DAVWSON
(re: Byron)
Al this tinme, you knew this guy...
you didn't tell me?

MACLEQD
(to Met hos)
Yeah... Doc. ..

TRANSI TI ON TO
EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - SW TZERLAND - 1816 - DAY 1705

Byron rides along in an open carriage with his | over, CLAIRE
CLAI RMONT. They ki ss deeply, lustily.

Met hos (known then as DOCTOR BENJAM N ADAMS) YAWNS
ostentatiously. Caire G GEES. Byron cones up for air

BYRON

| fear the good Doctor grows weary
of our entertainnents.

( CONTI NUED)
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1705 CONTI NUED

METHOS
As spectator, surely. As participant,
never .

Claire SQUEALS with nock horror, swats Methos playfully with
her fan.

CLAI RE
Doct or Adans! Your effrontery shocks
ne.

BYRON

Shocked, are you? You would be nore
so if you saw himat his | abors.

Byron snuggles up to O aire again, breathes down her neck.

BYRON ( CONT' D)
Cutting open corpses, up to his el bows
inrotting flesh and naggoty entrails.

CLAlI RE
(recoils)
No! Truly!?

Met hos nods matter of factly.

METHOS
There are certain questions about
life only the dead can answer.

BYRON
Only the dead... and poets!

METHOS
Then | shall have ny answers when
the Shelleys arrive.

BYRON
Rat her, Percy Shelley and that wonman-
child, Mary, he calls wife that you
seem so interested in seducing.

They pass a couple of YOUNG G RLS wal king on the road. The
Young G rls recognize Byron, call out his nane.

YOUNG G RLS
Byron! Lord Byron!

Byron rises to the occasion, takes the reins in one hand,
rips off his cravat wwth the other, shouts..

( CONTI NUED)

1705
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1705 CONTI NUED: (2) 1705

BYRON
(quoting hinsel f)
"This Band, which bound thy yell ow
hair, I's mne, sweet girl! Thy pledge
of love; It clains ny warnest, dearest
care, Like relics left of saints
above."

He flings the cravat to the excited Grls and WH PS the horses
to a canter.

BYRON ( CONT' D)
Hah!

Suddenly, Methos and Byron get the BUZZ as
ANOTHER CQACH
races up behind them

HANS KERSHNER

a tall, powerful Imortal, is at the reins.
VETHOS
(to Byron)

You know hi nf?

BYRON
Hans Kershner. He thinks | slept
with his wfe.

CLAlI RE
Did you?
BYRON
(with laughter)
of course!

Byron | ooks to Methos. He smles w ckedly.
METHOS
(to A aire)
Hol d on.

Byron whi ps his horses. They take off. Meanwhile, in the
ot her carri age

KERSHNER

takes the chall enge and WHIPS his teamup to match Byron's
speed. The race is on!

Claire SCREAMS in delight, holding fast to her bonnet as the
carriages buck and sway dangerously.

( CONTI NUED)
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CONTI NUED: ( 3) 1705
BYRON

is clearly thrilled by the chase as

KERSHNER

races up along side him scowing.

BYRON

slows just a little, then drives his carriage into Kershner's.
WHEEL HUBS knock and GRI ND agai nst each other on the narrow

| ane. Kirshner desperately tries to hold his ground, but
fails. His carriage is driven off the road and crashes.
Kershner junps at the last mnute to safety.

As Byron's carriage madly races in the distance, his nad
| aught er echoes.

EXT. VILLA DI CDATI - SW TZERLAND - DAY 1705A

The carriage races up at a gallop. Caire's voice screans
its excitenent. Finally, the carriage halts.

Byron, Claire and Methos tunble out of the carriage, shaken,

breat hl ess -- and punped with excitenent.
BYRON
Am | as dangerous as ny reputation,
Doct or ?
VETHOS
(1 aughi ng)

You are nad.
(a significant gl ance
at Caire)
Are you trying to get us killed?

Byron's eyes sparkle, his body quivering in a kind of
exquisite ecstasy. A mad, brilliant smle.

BYRON
You speak of death

He taps the head of his cane on Methos' chest.

BYRON ( CONT' D)
Yet note how quickly your heart beats.
You seem nore alive than ever

Byron draws the delighted Claire to him kisses her roughly.
He pulls Claire into a passionate enbrace, then they run
| aughing into the villa.
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1706 OM TTED 1706
1707 EXT. VILLA DI CDATI - SW TZERLAND - PATIO - 1816 - DAY 1707

A dramatic sky overhangs the stone cornices of the old villa.
A stormis approaching, bringing distant thunder.

BYRON
(dramatic readi ng)
The bl oated mass of flesh that was
his body stunbled toward ne. His
shrill and piercing voice scream ng
my nane. | ran in terror until ny
| egs were | eaden.

Scattered about on various chaises, Lord Byron, Claire
Clairnont, and Methos are joined by PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY,
smal |, delicate of frame, with a consunptive conpl exi on, and
beauti ful MARY SHELLEY, listening intently, her intelligent
eyes darting excitedly around, recording every detail.

BYRON ( CONT' D)
And | could run no nore. | turned
and | ooked into the lifel ess eyes
and the bl oodl ess face that was ny
own. | screaned. | was already
dead.

Cl ai re appl auds happily; Byron shoots her a disgusted | ook.

BYRON ( CONT' D)
What drivel .
(beat)
God, | bore even nysel f!

Byron tosses the handwitten sheets aside.

SHELLEY
| thought it was wonderful. And for
the evening's entertainnent. ..

Shelley starts to pass Byron a pipe filled with opium Byron
waves it away.

BYRON
It will take nore than Morpheus’
snoke to quiet nme tonight.

Mary turns to Methos in an attenpt to change the subject.
MARY

| trust you had a pl easant journey
this afternoon, sir.

( CONTI NUED)
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VETHOS
Only if one |like to dance near the
hal | s of deat h.

Claire stands and pirouettes.

CLAI RE

| love to dance.
BYRON

(to Shell ey)

What have you to cure a troubled
spirit? For mne has been wounded
inlife's battles.

Claire giggles.

CLAlI RE
You cannot wound a spirit.
Byron pulls a pistol froma desk. 1In a flash he's across
the patio, the barrel of the pistol pressed against Caire.
BYRON
Shall we test your theory, ny little
nynph? Shall | kill you here and

now?

Claire gasps. Methos junps to his feet.

VETHOS
| think we've taken this gane a little
far.
BYRON
(to Caire)
Shall | see your spirit rise up before
me? And pluck it fromthe air?
VETHOS
Enough!
CLAI RE
| only nmeant... | only...

Under Methos' glare, Byron relents and | owers the pistol.
Cl aire breaks down, sobbing. Mary rushes to her side, holds
her .

CLAI RE ( CONT' D)
| do not know what | neant.

BYRON
Shel | ey, the | audunum

( CONTI NUED)
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CONTI NUED: ( 2) 1707

Shel l ey produces a vial of |audanum passes it to Caire who
sips delicately. Her sobbing quiets. Byron is manic with
ener gy.

BYRON ( CONT' D)
Next time, preserve your ignorance
for one nore deserving than |

He raises his pistol and fires. A small statue SHATTERS.
EXT. VILLA DI CDATI - 1816 - NI GHT - ESTABLI SHI NG 1707A

Li ghtning clashes. Wnd hows. The old Villa |ooks |ike a
castl e against the storny sky.

BYRON (O S.)
Every one, cone! Cone!

I NT. VILLA DI CDATI - DRAVWNI G ROOM - NI GHT 1708

A roaring fire casts the roomin an eerie |ight. Byron stands
by the fireplace, book in hand. Methos, entering, |ooks at
Byron with anused suspicion. The others straggle in behind
hi m

VETHOS
What are you up to now?

BYRON
It is tine for nore stories.

He dramatically throws the book into the fire.

BYRON ( CONT' D)
Let us call forth the armes of the
ni ght and do them battle, soul to
soul, until they or we call hold,
enough, and give over the field.

SHELLEY
Sounds thrilling.
Mary reacts, exchanging a look with Methos -- less thrilled.
VETHOS

Sounds nor bi d.

SHELLEY
Let us bring forth our own ghosts
fromdeep within us. Fromthose
dead hunors rattling round the
m dni ght of our souls.

Byron turns his gaze directly on Mary.

( CONTI NUED)
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BYRON
Who's next? The quiet "Ms. Shelley?"
MARY
You nock nme, sir, but | have known
death. | have held it in ny arns.

(beat)
| hope never to feel the |like again.

BYRON
But feel you did. |In tasting grief,
in tasting fear, is that not the
time we truly live?
(a chal | enge)
So, fair nuse, what ghosts have you
to share tonight?

Mary's confidence wilts in the blinding spotlight of Byron's
attention. She turns her eyes away.

MARY
|"'mafraid ny imagination fails nme
at present.

BYRON

But | ook, dear |ady. Your neighbor
greedily gul ps the nectar of
creativity itself.

He takes the vial of laudanumfrom Caire and offers it to
Mary. Conscious all eyes are on her, Mary seizes it boldly.
She takes a quick sniff, then drinks deeply.

Al nost i mmedi ately, her eyes gl aze over, she begins to trenble
violently. Byron glares at her suspiciously.

BYRON ( CONT' D)
VWhat nelodrama is this?

Shel l ey giggles in a drunken stupor. Claire dances to mnusic
only she can hear.

But Methos sits up, concerned. Mary begins to CHOKE
uncontrollably. He rushes to her side and supports her as
her breathi ng eases.

METHOS
(to Shelley)
| think your wife has had enough,

sir.

Shel l ey, too drunk to hel p, waves a | angui d hand.

( CONTI NUED)
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SHELLEY
Carry on, dear doctor. Into your
hands | comrend her spirit.

Wth a snort of disgust, Methos turns his back on Shell ey
and scoops the swooning Mary into his armns.

DREAM SEQUENCE

Flash cut in EXI STING FOOTAGE (STOCK) of surreal beasts,
tal ons and fangs, processed for DREAM EFFECT. Then CUT TO

I NT. VILLA DI CDATI - BEDROOM - LATER - 1816

A barely conscious Mary tosses in her bed. Confused, blinking
t hrough her | audanum haze, she | ooks up at Methos, who stands

over her.

MARY
Am | dead?

Met hos smi | es.

METHOS
|f you are, then | nust be an angel,
and that's the one thing I'm not.

MARY
All this talk of death and ghosts.

She begins to get drowsy again.

MARY ( CONT' D)
| had a baby once. d ara.
(beat)
| dreant she cane back to life.
(through | abored
breat hs.)
Wth a beak for a nmouth, snarling
teeth and cl aws for hands.

VETHOS
It was only a dream

MARY
Somet i nes. . .
(she swal | ows)
Sometines | wonder who is nore
unhappy... those who die? O those
who |i ve.

She shivers. He softly strokes her hair, conforting her.

METHOS
You are w ser than you know.

( CONTI NUED)
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1709 CONTI NUED: 1709

He pulls the covers up, tenderly tucking her in.

METHOS ( CONT' D)
Per haps, dear Mary... death is not
truly journey's end, but nerely
anot her bend in the road.
(beat)
If we truly believe that, we can
live without fear.

Her eyes closer she drops off into sleep.

BYRON (O S.)
Br avo! Br avo!

Byron stands in the doorway, applauding and smrking at
Met hos.

VETHOS
(a whi spered hiss)
Be still!

Byron sits on the bed beside the barely conscious Mary. He
fondl es her hair.

BYRON
Still. So quiet. Al nost |ike death.

Hi s hand slips along her side, drifts down to her leg. Mary
stirs in response.

BYRON ( CONT' D)
Yet | ook! She stirs. | s she not
beautiful ?

VETHOS
That she is.

Byron places Methos' hand on Mary's breast. Methos lets it
stay for a nonent, his eyes going fromByron's face to Mary's.
Finally he takes the hand away.

METHOS ( CONT' D)
Let her rest.

Byron's fingers trace the Iine of her leg up to her inner
thigh. Mary MOANS softly.

BYRON
But woul d she want to sleep? | say
we take her, and push the bounds of
our rapture to heaven itself.

Met hos is tenpted, but resists.

( CONTI NUED)
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MVETHOS
| think we should | eave before we
push the bounds of decency.

Byron | aughs, and starts to unbutton Mary's gown.

BYRON

Decency neans nothing. Al that
matters is this nonent, the three of
us here, in this room

(wi th passion)
Look at her, feel her hunger.

(beat)
VWat's the point in living if we
don't taste what life offers us?

He ki sses Mary, deeply.

VETHOS
Enough!

Met hos tears himaway from Mary.

BYRON
How dare you
(beat)
This is ny hone. M life. | wll
do with it as | choose.
(with a smle)
Unl ess you choose to stop ne.

Wth catlike grace, Byron draws his sword from his cane,
holds it at the ready. Methos shakes his head, does not
answer the chall enge.

METHOS
Put it away and | eave her be. 1I'd
rat her have your poetry than your
head.
There's an edge of steel. Sonmething in the voice. There's

no sword in his hand, but Byron sees the tip of the iceberg
of sonething he doesn't want to ness with. He petulantly
sheat hes his sword.

BYRON
Very well. As a favor to you.
TRANSI TI ON TO:
EXT. BLUES CLUB - THE PRESENT - NI GHT 1710

The place is closing down, everyone’s comng out. M ke tags
al ong wi th Dawson, Methos and MacLeod, still brimmng with
exci tenent.

( CONTI NUED)
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M KE
Wen | was up there, it was |ike
Cl apton was in nmy head and | was
pl ayi ng al ong.

DAVSON
Li sten, you wanna open for us tonorrow
night? 1t's okay with Murice.

M KE
Are you kidding? 1|'d do anyt hing.
VWhat ever it takes.

MACLEOD
(a smle)
| think you already did what it takes.
DAVSON
Come on by in the norning, we'll run

sone tunes, see how it feels.

M ke's ent husi astic response is cut off as the club door
opens again and Byron and the Grls energe, heading for their
waiting |ino.

BYRON
Hey, M ke... Wanna cone janf?

M KE
You're serious?!

BYRON
" monly asking once.

M KE
Sur e!

As M ke noves to follow Byron --

DAWSON

See you in the norning.
M KE

"1l be there.

(head spi nni ng)
| can’'t believe this is all happening.

DAWSON
(alittle concerned)
One thing at a tinme, okay? Don't
get crazy.

M KE
Sure, yeah.

( CONTI NUED)
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Byron starts to | eave.

BYRON
Now or never, M ke.

M KE
(to Dawson)
| gotta go.

He hurries off after Byron, gets in the linp. MacLeod | ooks
to Met hos.

MACLEOD
Arrogant son-of-a-bitch.

VETHOS
Most geni uses are.
(a shrug)
He's connected. He could make M ke's
career with one phone call.

Dawson wat ches the lino pull out into traffic, unable to
conceal a touch of concern.

DAWSON
Yeah, kid's in the big tinme now

1711 EXT. BYRON S PENTHOUSE BALCONY - NI GHT 1711
Byron and M ke bal ance along a slippery railing.
The G rls stand nearby, chanpagne in hand.

BYRON;
How do you like it?

W de- eyed M ke | ooks down.

M KE
|'"'mtoo scared to tell.

BYRON
Hah! O course you are! Scared...
to... DEATH

He flings his arns wide |ike sone giant |eather bird of prey.

BYRON ( CONT' D)
Suck it in, man! Savor the fear!

M ke hesit ates.
BYRON ( CONT' D)

You can do this.
( MORE)

( CONTI NUED)
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BYRON ( CONT' D)
(beat)
Look deep. Let it fly.

M ke gets caught up in the nonment. He mmcs Byron, arns
outstretched, head thrown back. The wi nd whips his hair.

BYRON ( CONT' D)

That's it.

(beat)
Death! Life! Fear! Swirl it around
in your nmouth... and spit it out!

M ke lives a nonent of sweet ecstasy...

BYRON ( CONT' D)
Feel it.

Then, M ke slips. Loses his footing, topples off the rail --

Byron catches himby his belt, pulls himback to safety. He
spins M ke around, grips his face, |Iocks on with those tractor
beam eyes of his. A voice |like dark thunder..

BYRON ( CONT' D)
You were there.

M ke nods excitedly.

M KE
VWhat a rush! \What’'s next?

BYRON
Now you are alive. Now we play!

I NT. BYRON S PENTHOUSE LOFT - NI GHT 1712

Decorated in eclectic Punk-Gothic. Oversized wi ndows show
the lights of Paris. G ant noderni stic CANDELABRAS t hrow
nmolten half-light on tw sted shapes of furniture. Bizarre
wor ks of ART dot the walls (Mnet neets Kandi nsky),

interspersed with various ro ck and novie POSTERS. One of
themis an oversized poster of "Frankenstein." The overal
effect is sensual, exciting... but also unsettling.

An UNEARTHLY WAIL rips through the air.

M ke riffs drunkenly on his guitar. A near-enpty glass of
whi skey sits at his el bow

Somet hi ng noves across the room A dark, squirm ng mass of
human linmbs. A MOAN. A SHRIEK. Pleasure? Pain?

The shadows shift.

( CONTI NUED)
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It's Byron and the Grls playing Kama Sutra - The Hone Gane.
Byron unravel s hinsel f, applauds M ke’'s playing.

BYRON
Br avol! You are the man.

M ke's got whi skey tongue.

M KE
Uh... thanks. You really think so?

BYRON
| said so.
(to one of the Grls)
Didn't | say so?

She nods. The Grls float over, snuggle up to Mke, now
duly baptized by the Master.

BYRON ( CONT' D)
(back to M ke)
You're com ng by the studio tonorrow,
right? Sit in on sone tracks. Meet
sone peopl e.

M KE
(going for cool)
You know it.

Byron pulls out a small packet, raises it high above his
head.

BYRON
Ni ght cap, anyone?

He snorts a pinch of white powder, offers it next to M ke.
M ke shakes his head.

M KE
Thanks, but... | don't think so. |
uh, | oughta get going.

Byron's eyes turn to ice.

BYRON
That' s cool

M KE
So... what tinme tonorrow?

BYRON
(cool)
Actually, tonorrow s a little busy.
But ny manager'|l| send you a coupl a
tickets for the show

( CONTI NUED)



96517

"The Modern Pronet heus™ 24. Final Shooting Script 1/7/97

1712 CONTI NUED: (2) 1712

He turns his back on Mke. A silent signal. The Grls drift
back to Byron, sidestepping Mke |like fresh roadkill.

D sappoi nted, M ke grabs his guitar, weaves toward the door.

BYRON ( CONT' D)
Don't know what you're m ssing.

M ke turns around. Byron's smling face floats an inch away.

H s eyes flash Iike Fourth of July fireworks. [Inside, Mke
feels hinself slipping off that railing again. Slipping and
falling. Into Byron's eyes, Byron's smle... how bad could
it be?

He puts out his hand, takes the packet of white powder.

BYRON ( CONT' D)
You' re the nman.

FADE QUT.
END OF ACT ONE
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ACT _TWD
FADE | N:
| NT. BLUES CLUB - DAY
It's early in the day, the club is enpty. Except for Dawson
and his band practicing on stage for an audi ence of MclLeod
and Methos. Maurice putters around behind the bar.
M ke enters, high as a kite. He heads for the stage, starts

taking out his guitar. Everyone stops playing and | ooks at
hi m

DAVWSON
You're | ate.
M KE
Sorry.
DAWSON
You don't want to do this, just say
So.
M KE
No, man, |'m ready.

He runs a couple of chords. Wth a shrug, Joe signals his
guys and they start playing. MKke joins in, but he's sl oppy,

fighting to keep up, squinting at his instrunment. Yesterday's

magi ¢ i s nowhere in sight.

MacLeod and Met hos exchange a | ook, realizing, just as
DAWSON

stops playing and puts a hand on Mke's arm stopping him

M KE
What ?

DAVWEON
Maybe you shoul d get sone sl eep.
W'll do this later.

MACLEOD
Tough ni ght ?

M KE
It was hot. You should' ve heard ne.
Byron said | was awesone. | was
flying.

MACLEOD
| think you still are.

( CONTI NUED)
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MacLeod and Dawson share a | ook.

DAWSON
(beat)
He give you sonething to help you
al ong?
M KE

What do you nean, nan?

DAVWSON
Look. . .

Dawson takes a deep breath, decides to take the plunge.

DAWSON ( CONT' D)
Maybe this is none of ny business.

M ke sees it comng, starts to squirm

M KE
Maybe it isn't. You should have
heard ne. | was never better.
DAWSON

Getting high doesn't help your
pl aying. You just think it does.

M KE
You accusi ng nme of sonething?

DAWEON,
Not hing I haven’t done nyself. And
paid for. Wrds of wisdom.. take
‘emor |eave 'em

M ke gets his back up.

M KE
Look, man. W’ re tal king about
Byron. You should be happy for ne,
not bitching at ne.

He storns off, alnost knocking Maurice down as he exits.
Dawson | ooks after himin frustration.

DAWSON
Screwed that up, didn't 17?

MACLEOD
Sonebody di d.

He | ooks over at Methos, waiting. Wth a sigh, Methos stands
up.

( CONTI NUED)



96517
1713

1714

"The Modern Pronet heus” 27. Final Shooting Script 1/7/97

CONTI NUED: ( 2) 1713
VETHOS
"1l go talk to Byron.
MACLEOD
"1l join you.

(off Methos' reaction)
Just to make sure he |istens.

DAVWSON
Thanks, guys.

They exit. Dawson picks up his guitar, but his heart's not
init, he doesn't play.

Maurice, W ping a nearby table, |ooks up at Dawson.

MAURI CE
You are worri ed.

DAWSON
Damm right. Kid's in a tough place.

MAURI CE
To play the great nusic, one nust
enbrace life, yes?

DAVSON
The good and the bad, hall el ujah.

MAURI CE
| was a young man, working in ny
Uncle's club, the first tine | heard
Charlie Parker.
(beat)
Sonetinmes the man is not as strong
as the nusic.

Maurice shrugs his world weary shoul ders, noves off, |eaving
a troubl ed Dawson on stage.

I NT. BYRON S PENTHOUSE LOFT - DAY 1714

Lord Byron | ays down the law to his MANAGER, who scri bbl es
notes furiously on a pad as Byron is | anbasting him

BYRON
Life, my friend, is in the details.
| |Iike alnmonds, not cashews.

MacLeod and Met hos enter m d-harangue. Byron stabs the air
with his cane for enphasis. It's clear he's just busting
the guy's chops.

BYRON ( CONT' D)
Shel | ed, roasted, unsalted.

( CONTI NUED)
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Met hos watches this display with benusenent, but MclLeod
registers a scow of distaste. Byron plays up the nonment
for their benefit.

BYRON ( CONT' D)

And fed to ne by wonen... Tal
wonen... Wth long black hair..
(beat)

| know you want to nake ne happy.

The Manager scanpers off. Byron relaxes, all cal mand grace,
turns to MacLeod and Met hos.

BYRON ( CONT' D)
Aft ernoon, boys.

METHOS
Still lacerating the help, | see.
BYRON
Ahhh, it's good to be the Star.
MACLEOD
You and M ke had quite a session
| ast night.
BYRON

Kid's got a good shot.

MACLEOD
That's why we're here.

Byron ignores MacLeod, pulls out another packet of white
powder and offers it to his guests.

VETHOS
Pass.
BYRON
Got to rev the notor or you're just
idling.
(beat)

Don't know how you guys |ive w thout
it.

MACLEQD
Just fine, thanks. And so did M ke.
At least until |ast night.

Byron snorts sonme coke, reacts.

BYRON
Whoa! That's better. Inmmortality
gets pretty dam dull after the first
couple centuries, doesn't it?

( CONTI NUED)
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He sniffs, w pes his nose, refocuses on Methos.

BYRON ( CONT' D)
VWhat's the secret, Doc? What do you
do when there's nothing left but the
deep, cold enptiness that stretches
for centuries behind us... when you
look in the mrror and all you see
is the abom nation that you are.

Met hos doesn't answer.

1/ 7/ 97
1714

TRANSI TI ON TO,

1715 INT. VILLA DI CDATI - HALLWAY - 1816 - ANOTHER NI GHT

1715

Mary stands by the door to the drawi ng room She appears

tentative, unsure of entering.

Foot steps behind her. She turns. It's Methos. He offers

her his arm

METHOS

Shal | we?
MARY

| confess, I'mafraid to go in.
METHOS

It's just his way of being
ent ert ai ni ng.

(beat)
They're only ghost stories.

MARY
Told by naster wordsmiths. Lord
Byron's words are things that wll
live forever. Wat have | to offer
i n such conpany?

METHOS
Your heart. Your dreans.
(beat)
Your ni ght mares.

Mary turns sharply. Sonmething in his voice. A confession?

MARY
| s that where you found your story?

Met hos nods sl owy.

MARY ( CONT' D)
Pray, tell ne.

( CONTI NUED)
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He shakes hi s head.

MVETHOS
Not now.

He gently takes her hand and pulls her toward the draw ng
room

METHOS ( CONT' D)
Come, let us show Byron and Shel |l ey
that they do not have the only
creative mnds of the day.

I NT. VILLA DI CDATI - DRAW NG ROOM - 1816 - NI GHT 1716

Claire, stoned and drunk, dress falling off her shoul ders,
pl ays the piano for Shelley, Byron and Dr. Polidori. As
Met hos and Mary enter, Byron stands, ains his cane in their
direction.

BYRON
We began to despair of your conpany.

He bends over Shelley's ear, whispers loudly so all can hear.

BYRON ( CONT' D)
Har k, Percy! The good Doctor is in
| ove with your Mary. \Wat say you
to that?

Shelley raises a glass of claret in a drunken toast.

SHELLEY
| say run! And fleet be thy feet.
Fly fromlove, that horned beast
that inpales all nen!

Mary | ooks stricken, but says nothing -- this isn't the first
wound she's received at Shelley's hand.

Met hos is about to retort when he gets the BUZZ. H s eyes
nmeet Byron's -- another Immortal. Byron noves to him

BYRON
(sotto)
It seens ny destiny awaits.
(to the assenbl ed

conpany)
Wth your perm ssion, ny friends.

He takes Methos by the armand they | eave the drawi ng room
together, Mary's eyes follow ng them out.
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1717 INT. VILLA DI CDATI - HALLWAY - 1816 - CONTI NUOUS 1717

Met hos and Byron nove toward the front door.

VETHOS
The j eal ous husband?

They reach the door. Soneone is pounding on it from outside.
Byron pulls it open to reveal Hans Kershner, soaked to the
skin fromthe storm outside.

BYRON
Hans, good friend! Conme, man. Warm
thy sodden self by ny fire.

VWHAM

Kershner lets | oose with a roundhouse punch. Knocks Byron
on his ass.

KERSHNER
That is for my wife!

Ker shner draws his sword.

KERSHNER ( CONT' D)
Def end yoursel f!

Byron nakes a show of standing shakily, |eaning heavily on
his cane, favoring his |ane foot.

BYRON
Al as, ny good man, | am a poet, not
a warrior.

KERSHNER

What you are is a cuckolding cripple.

Byron whi ps his sword out suddenly, com ng erect, putting
paid to the inmage of a man too lane to fight.

BYRON
Try me, and you shall see the poet's
mettle.

Met hos hastily tries to intervene.

VETHOS
(to Byron)
You're not ready for this. Gve

way.
(to Kershner)

Thi nk, man, who this is. Wuld you
be Lord Byron's nurderer?

( CONTI NUED)
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BYRON
(brash)
He shall be Lord Byron's first
conquest.
Ker shner draws his own sword.

KERSHNER
Try nme then, boy.

Methos is forced to dodge out from between the two conbat ants
as

BYRON

makes the first lunge, driving Kershner through the door and
out onto

EXT. VILLA DI CDATI - PATIO - 1816 - CONTI NUQUS 1718
The patio stones are slippery under the falling rain. Byron

and Kershner struggle for footing as they dodge and parry.

Met hos watches fromthe front steps.

ANGLE ON THE FRENCH DOORS

where MARY wat ches secretly.

BACK TO SCENE

as Byron presses Kershner to his knees. He struggles to get
up, |l oses his bal ance..

BYRON

knocks KERSHNER S SWORD from hi s hands and presses the point
of his sword to Kershner's throat.

ANGLE ON THE FRENCH DOORS

Mary GASPS in w de-eyed horror.

METHOS

hears her, sees her watching. He calls to Byron:

W Lord METHOS ( CONT' D)
ord!

Byron | ooks up, sees Mary, potential wtness.

A BEAT. Then, through clenched teeth, to Kershner..

( CONTI NUED)
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BYRON
| give you your head. Leave now,

and live.
Byron rel axes his stance, turns his back on Kershner and
heads for the patio doors. But Kershner's no man of honor.
He scranbl es over to where his SWORD |ies..
Mary wat ches Byron approach. Over his shoul der, she sees
sonmet hing FLASH in the noonlight. Steel. Suddenly, her
hand flies to her nouth as...

KERSHNER (O. S.)
Ar ggggghhhhhh!

Byron arches his back as Kershner’s SWORD stri kes a nortal
wound.

Mary makes as though to run forward. Methos grabs her, holds
her back.

Kershner withdraws his sword. Raises it for the killing
bl ow.

BYRON

using every last ounce of life left, swi vels around, brings
his sword up with both hands,

VHOOSH!

and takes KERSHNER S HEAD.
BYRON fal |l s dead.

ANGLE ON

a horrified MARY, struggling to pull away from Met hos as he
tries to drag her away

ZAP!

A LI GHTNI NG FLASH freezes her in her tracks. Another FLASH
illum nates the carnage before her as the awesone power of
the QU CKENI NG tw sts and contorts Byron's |ifel ess body

i ke a danci ng dead t hing.

And then, it's over. The lightning ends. The thunder stops.
Only the wind and the rain renmain.

Mary stands stunned, having seen it all, Methos still holding
her .

( CONTI NUED)
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Byron lies dead next to his fallen foe.
FADE QUT.
END OF ACT TWD
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ACT THREE
FADE | N:
1719 EXT. VILLA DI CDATI - 1816 - N GHT 1719

Met hos kneel s by Byron. Mary’s blanched face, stares at
t hem stunned beyond belief.

MARY
How. . .

Byron stirs weakly. Mary stares at the wound in his chest,
now heal ed.

Met hos takes her hand. She recoils fromhis touch.

MARY ( CONT' D)
He |ives. Yet | saw. ..

METHOS
Atrick of the storm
MARY
| amnot Claire! Do not speak to ne

i ke a fool!
He nods his acknow edgnent. No |ies.

MARY ( CONT' D)
| saw himdie, and live again. Wile
my little Clara lies buried in her
grave.
(beat)
How can he live! VWile ny flesh and
bl ood turns to dust! Explain this!

Met hos grabs her hands, speaks earnestly.

METHOS
There is no expl anati on.
(the best he can do)
He is not governed by the | aws of
nortal flesh. H's kind is different.

MARY
How do you know this? How can you
know t hi s?

He | ooks in her eyes, cannot deny her the truth.

METHOCS
Because | amli ke him
(beat)
| mortal .

( CONTI NUED)
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Mary | ooks fromthe recovering Byron to Methos. Sees the
truth in his eyes. Her anger gives way to tentative wonder.

METHOS ( CONT' D)
| beseech you, tell no one. W nust
live in secret.

MARY
(under st andi ng)
O you woul d be hunt ed.

METHOS
For the perversion of nature that we
are.

MARY
How many years have you wal ked this
earth?

METHOS
Centuries.

(beat)
Too many centuri es.

Mary neets his gaze.

MARY
Poor, tormented creature. The sad
hero of a never ending story.
Resurrected by lightning to eternal
|ife and eternal | oneliness.

She reaches out to touch his face, to confort him

Bef ore Met hos can speak, Byron coughs back to life,
interrupting the nonent. He sits up, taking in the scene.

BYRON
An interesting bit of entertainment
this was, | wager

He rises, does his best to brush off his sodden cl ot hes.

BYRON ( CONT' D)
Cone, there is a fire inside, and
stories to tell.
(to Mary)
| f you have one.

MARY

| do. Mne will be about the anguish
of imortality.

( CONTI NUED)
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METHOS
(1 ooki ng at Byron)
And what, Mary Shelley, will you
call your story?

MARY
"The Modern Pronetheus"... a man
born of fire.

TRANSI TI ON TO,
1720 INT. BYRON S PENTHOUSE LOFT — THE PRESENT 1720

Byron stands in front of the giant "Frankenstein" poster.
He reads to MacLeod and Methos from a book. .

BYRON
"Light, feeling, and sense will pass
away; and in this condition nust |
find nmy happi ness."”

He snaps the book shut.

BYRON ( CONT' D)
"Frankenstein," gentl enen.
(beat)
Mary Shell ey's greatest work.

MacLeod' s getting restless.

MACLEOD
Get to the point.

BYRON

The point is we're all Frankenstein's
nmonster. Doomed to wal k the frozen
tundra for eternity.

(gestures to MaclLeod

and Met hos)
O the streets of Paris. What's the
di fference?

(pi cks up cocai ne)
At least this gives us the illusion
of life.

He holds it out to MacLeod. MaclLeod SMACKS it out of his
hand, scattering white powder everywhere.

MACLEQOD
If that's your idea of life, you
m ght as well be dead.

BYRON
So speaks the hero.

( CONTI NUED)
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MACLEOD
| want you to listen to ne. No
poetry... No illusions... no lies.
This is real, and it's a warning.

(beat)
Leave the kid al one.

Byron raises his hands in nock surrender. MaclLeod turns on
his heel, storns out with Methos on his tail.

Byron stands alone with the giant poster of the nonster he
has cone to despise as hinsel f.

EXT. STREET - DAY 1721

MacLeod and Methos buy a couple of crepes froma street corner
vendor, wal k and tal k.

METHOS
Didn't think you two would hit it
of f. Matter and anti-matter. Put
"emin the same room.. kaboom

MACLEOD
Your friend is a ness.
VETHOS
(mld)
He's a geni us.
MACLEOD
He's patheti c.
VETHOS
It would be easy to think so.

(beat)
Do you renenber what it's like to be
so hungry it hurts?

(of f MacLeod's nod)
Byron feels like that all the tine.
Twenty thousand peopl e scream ng his
name, and it's not enough to fil
that hole inside him

(beat; you'd al nost

t hi nk he'd been there)
Al ways wanting nore. Always needing
nor e.

(beat)
Try it sonetine.

MACLEOD
No t hanks.

Met hos pauses, searches his nenory quickly, recites..

( CONTI NUED)
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METHOS
"She wal ks in beauty, like the night
O cloudless clinmes and starry skies."

MACLECD
"And all that's best of dark and
bright Meet in her aspect and her

eyes. "
(beat)
| know t he poem
VETHOS
Point is, how can you think |ike
that, wite like that... w thout

being larger than |ife? Mzart.
Van Gogh. Charlie Parker. Messed

up guys.

MACLEOD
DaVi nci. Bach. N ce, normal guys.
And great artists.

VETHOS
Cnon... you can't deny the world
needs its JimMrrisons, its Kurt
Cobains... and yes, its Lord Byrons.

(beat)
He's given the world great poetry.
And he wi Il again.

MACLEOD
At what price?

1722 EXT. BYRON S ROOFTOP - DAY

Pouring RAIN. Boom ng THUNDER. Dazzling FLASHES O
lightning. But the nost dramatics elenent of all is

LORD BYRON

naked to the waist, hugging a lightning rod anchored to the
roof. Byron tosses his head back, lets out a PRI MAL HOAL
like a wolf from hell

BYRON
Ahhhhhhhh!  C non, old man! Cone
get nme! Are you there?!

Anot her FLASH of |ightning streaks across the sky. Over the
noi se of the rain and thunder Byron SHRI EKS to the heavens..

BYRON ( CONT' D)
Cowar d!

He runs his TONGUE al ong the wet |ightning rod.

( CONTI NUED)
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BYRON ( CONT' D)
(to sonmeone O S.)
That's the difference between you
and ne
(hugs the rod)
| enbrace life. You run fromit.

He turns his scowing face to
M KE

standing off to one side, drenched and m serabl e.

BYRON
"Daddy" doesn't like you playing in
my sandbox.
M KE
| didn't tell themto cone. | swear.
BYRON
Details, kid. | don't need the
aggravation, know what | nean?
M KE
But they don't understand.
BYRON
O course they don’t. They never
will. Because they're dead and they
don't even know it.

(beat)
The world is full of small nmen with
smal | dreans.

(pul l'ing himcl ose)
What do you want, M ke?

(beat)
Are you ready to grab onto life with
bot h hands and squeeze it "til i
screans for nercy?

M KE
"' m ready!

Byron lets go of him shoves himaway.

BYRON
don't think so. You want to play
n the big tine, gotta be a big boy.
(beat)
Go hone, kid.

1/ 7/ 97

A brilliant FLASH of lightning directly overhead. Byron

SCREAMS to the thunder, to the heavens.

( CONTI NUED)
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1722 CONTI NUED: (2) 1722

BYRON ( CONT' D)
C nmon, | dare you

M ke watches for a nonent, then |eaves.
1723 EXT. BLUES CLUB - DAY 1723
MacLeod and Dawson are approaching the club together. As
they reach it, M ke Pal adino peels out of the doorway. He's
pi ssed.

M KE
Thanks for nothing, you guys.

MacLeod knows Dawson doesn't deserve that tone of voice.

MACLEOD
You have a problenf
M KE
Did | ask you to mnd ny business?

(beat)
Just stay the hell out of ny life.
(re Dawson)
| f he wants to spend the rest of his
life playing in dives like this,
that's fine. But | don't.

He turns to stormaway. A HAND reaches out, grabs hi mroughly
by the arm spins himaround. |[It's MacLeod.

MACLEOD
VWho the hell do you think you're
tal king to?

M KE
Let go.

MACLEOD

Call a cop.

(stares hi mdown)
All we're doing is | ooking out for
you.

(beat)
And Joe could be the best friend
you'l | ever have.

M KE
(sarcastic)
Right. He's gonna nmake ne a star

MACLEQOD
You think Byron gives a damm about
you? You think he cares whether you
[ive or die?

( CONTI NUED)
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CONTI NUED: 1723

M KE
He's ny shot.

DAVSON
Maybe.

H s face conflicted, M ke doesn't answer. He turns and wal ks
of f. Dawson calls after him

DAWSON ( CONT' D)
Hey.

M ke | ooks back.

DAWSON ( CONT' D)
You're still opening tonight.

M ke hesitates, then keeps on wal ki ng.
| NT. BYRON S PENTHOUSE LOFT - DAY 1724

Byron sits alone in his loft, a half enpty bottle of Jack
Daniels in one hand, "Frankenstein" |oom ng over his shoul der.

BYRON
(quoting Byron's
“Pronet heus")
"Titan! to whose immortal eyes The
sufferings of nortality; Seen in
their sad reality. Wre not as things
t hat gods despise..."

A KNOCK at the door. Byron twitches -- the spider sensing
the fly. He's his old arrogant, sneering self as he opens
t he door on M ke.

BYRON ( CONT' D)
Mommy say you could conme out and
pl ay?

M ke struts past himforcefully.

M KE
| don't need anybody's permi ssion to
do anyt hi ng.

BYRON

By CGeorge, | think he's got it.
(cl appi ng hi s hands)
Bravo! Let's celebrate.

He noves to a table, opens a drawer, and takes out a silver
case containing a syringe.

( CONTI NUED)
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1724 CONTI NUED: 1724

BYRON ( CONT' D)
Nane your poison.

M ke hesit at es.
BYRON ( CONT' D)
M ke, are you going to di sappoi nt
nme?
1725 EXT. BLUES CLUB - NI GHT 1725
M d- scene, Dawson tal ks to MacLeod.

MACLEOD
M ke never showed up?

Dawson shakes hi s head.

DAWSON
What the hell. Maybe | shoul da
figured. W' d choose ny life over
Byron’ s?
MACLEOD
You woul d.
DAWSON
(sadly)
He wouldn't be here if it wasn't for
ne.
MACLEOD
Don't hold yourself responsible for
him Joe.
DAWSON
You woul d.
(beat)
The kid's got a whole life in front
of him
MACLEOD
Yeah.
(beat)

"1l see you later.
MaclLeod starts to head down the street.

DAWSON
Where are you goi ng?

MacLeod cal |l s back over his shoul der.

MACLEOD
Where do you think?
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1726 I NT. BYRON S PENTHOUSE LOFT - NI GHT 1726
The loft is dark, still, quiet.
BANG BANG

Soneone pounds on the door.
A BEAT.
THWACK! The door flies open, SPLINTERS the frane.

MACLEOD bursts in. He quickly scans the room.. it appears
to be enpty.

He turns to | eave, notices sonething..
sonmet hing white. ..

a HAND. . .

trailing out from behind the sofa.

He dashes over | ooks down.

MACLEOD S POV

MKE lies in a contorted heap, his dead white face staring
gl assy-eyed at the ceiling.

MACLECD knows in his heart it's hopel ess, but he drops to
his knees, feels for a pulse. The kid is cold.

MACLEOD
Damm him
He grabs the nearest thing that isn't nailed down -- a | anp,
an enpty whi skey tunbler, maybe a chair -- and hurls it across

the room at the gloony Frankenstein poster, shattering the
gl ass.

FADE QUT.
END OF ACT THREE
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ACT FOUR
FADE | N:
EXT. STADI UM - N GHT 1727
Est abl i shi ng.
| NT. STADI UM - DRESSI NG ROOM - NI GHT 1728

A couple of tall women with | ong black hair are | eaving
Byron's dressing room They pass Methos on his way in.

BYRON
Hey, Doc!

Byron's dressed in his concert costune -- a gothic burl esque
of studded | eat her and Renai ssance frills.

BYRON ( CONT' D)
Gonna be a killer show tonight.

VETHOS
|'mnot here for the show.

BYRON
Vell. ..

He gestures to a buffet table Iaden with Iiquor and food.

BYRON ( CONT' D)

Party doesn't start 'til later, but
hey... make yourself at hone.
METHOS

Leave t own.

BYRON
Say what ?

D stant CROAD NO SE begins to swell in b.g.

VETHOS
MacLeod w Il be com ng here.
(beat)
As an old friend, I"'mtelling you
now woul d be a good tine to go on
tour.
(beat)

| n anot her country.
BYRON

And di sappoint ny fans? 1've got a
show to do. Tonight.

( CONTI NUED)
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1728 CONTI NUED: 1728
VETHOS
It used to be nore than a show.
(beat)
You were reaching for the heavens.
BYRON
(wi th passion)
There is no heaven. It's an illusion
for fools and innocents.
(beat)
| have no dreanms, no hopes, no poetry
left. | feel nothing but this gnaw ng

hunger and hear nothing but ny own
voi ce, screaming ny failure.

(beat)
You know what | am

METHOS

(wi th synpat hy)
Yes. | know.

Byron can't take pity. He cones up close to Methos, slinks
an armaround his shoulder. Covering up his nonent of pain
wi th a nocking tone:

BYRON
But do you know who you are? You're
the guy in the audience, Doc. And
I|"mthe guy on the flying trapeze.
(the ol d snugness)
Who' s having nore fun?

METHOS
But who lives |ongest?

BYRON
Who cares

METHOS
| do.

BYRON
Do you want a tonbstone that says,
"He lived for centuries.” O one
t hat says, "For centuries, he was
ALl VE!'"

METHOS
You haven't been listening. | don't

want a tonbstone.
The b.g. noise gets |ouder as the CROAD begins to CHANT...

CROND (O S.)
By-ron! By-ron! By-ron

( CONTI NUED)



96517 "The Mddern Pronet heus” 47. Final Shooting Script 1/7/97
1728 CONTI NUED: (2) 1728
Byron cocks an ear.

BYRON
Hear that!? They're playing ny song.

Byron picks up his guitar and heads for the door.
1729 INT. STADI UM - TUNNEL - MOMENTS LATER 1729

Met hos wal ks down the tunnel that |eads fromthe dressing
roons to the stage.

Byron's band can be heard as MJFFLED ROCK in b.g.
Met hos gets the BUZZ. He turns.

MACLECD

strides purposefully forward.

MACLEQOD
M ke Pal adi no's dead. O.D.ed.

Met hos puts hinmself in his path, tries to slow himdown.

VETHOS
| don't suppose a discussion about
personal responsibility would interest
you right now.

MACLEOD
Sure it would. | hold Byron
personal |y responsi bl e.

METHOS
He didn't force Mke to do anything.

MACLEOD
That's a | oad of crap and you know
it. MKke is dead because of Byron.

VETHOS
M ke is dead because of M ke.

MACLEQOD
That boy idolized him and Byron put
the gun in his hand and dared himto
pull the trigger.
(wi th passion)
"To live like nme you have to be like

ne.
(beat)

Except M ke couldn't. He wasn't
| mortal .

( CONTI NUED)
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CONTI NUED: 1729

VETHOS
And that's Byron's fault?

He pushes past. Methos runs to catch up.
METHOS ( CONT' D)
Mac, wait! Think about the poetry
he's witten, the nusic he's nade.
The music he has yet to make. Are
you prepared to kill all that?
MacLeod conmes up short, gets in Methos' face.
MACLEOD
And what about M ke? What nusic
coul d he have made?
Methos is quiet. No answer.

Eyes hard, jaw set, MaclLeod noves off down the tunnel, the
CROAND CHEERING in b.g. Methos lets himgo.

| NT. STADI UM - BACKSTAGE - CONTI NUCUS 1730

Byron's band has finished their set. Mnic CHEERS and
VWHI STLES continue b.g. as Byron bounces backst age.

Drenched in sweat, eyes blazing, panting |like he's just run
t he Boston Marat hon. .

He gets the BUzZZ. A tall FIGURE storns down the dark tunnel.
It passes under an overhead |light --

MACLEOD
bears down on himlike a freight train from hell

BYRON
Lenme guess? You want an aut ograph.

MACLEOD
No t hanks.

MacLeod pulls his sword.

Byron flicks his cane and out conmes his sword, and then with
his freehand, pulls a | arger bl ade.

In the B.G, the crowd is chanting.

BYRON
Listen to that! They |ove ne!

( CONTI NUED)
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1730 CONTI NUED: 1730

MACLEQOD
But it doesn't help, does it?
(beat)
Tell me, is there anything you despi se
nore than yourself?

BYRON
(stung)
You.

Byron | ashes out. MacLeod neets the challenge. They duel
down the corridor and out into --

1731 EXT. STADI UM - STAGE DOOR - CONTI NUOUS 1731

They circle each other.

BYRON
You think all this is about right
and wong. |It's not nearly that
significant.
(beat)

In the end, this --
(pointing his sword
at MaclLeod)
s all that matters.
Byron | unges, MaclLeod defl ects the bl ow, knocks Byron a bit
of f balance. But years of conpensating for his lanme right
foot have nmade Byron extrenely dexterous. He twists in the
air, cones back ready to attack

MacLeod puts his back into it, goes at himwth a series of
rapid swings. CLANG

Byron's SWORD i s knocked out of his hands, goes flying through
a car wi ndow. d ass SHATTERS.

MacLeod swi ngs, takes Byron's head.

The QUI CKENI NG begi ns.

LI GHTNI NG dances over head.

FLOODLI GHTS Pop And EXPLODE in the electrical storm

B.g., the excited cromd CHEERS at the spectacul ar LI GHT SHOW
high in the sky above the stadi um

Back on the ground,

MACLECD convul ses in a paroxysm of ecstasy as he receives
the strange wild sacranment that was Byron's essence.

( CONTI NUED)
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1731 CONTI NUED: 1731
Al'l the brooding, flanboyant intensity of one of the world's
great artists... and all the despair and nel ancholy inherent
wi t hin.
FADE QUT.

END OF ACT FOUR
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ACT @ TAG
FADE | N:
1732 I NT. BLUES CLUB - N GHT 1732

Quiet. After hours. Enpty tables. The late night crowd is
gone.

On the dimstage, Dawson and his guitar play a sad, neandering
mel ody.

Met hos sits at a nearby table nursing a beer.

MacLeod enters. Methos | ooks up, their eyes neet. And hold
for a BEAT.

MACLEOD
Byron's dead.

Met hos goes back to his beer.

MacLeod gl ances toward Dawson. No reaction. Did he hear
hin? He takes a step toward the stage.

DAWSON
| heard you.

He | ooks at MacLeod with enpty eyes. He shakes his head,
goes back to his guitar.

MacLeod noves over to Methos' table. An awkward BEAT --
MacLeod has nothing to apol ogize for, but after all... Byron
was his friend.

Met hos speaks to the table.

VETHOS
| told you this was inevitable.

Cl ose enough for MacLeod. He takes a seat. Methos | ooks
up, shrugs.

METHOS ( CONT' D)
Matter and anti-matter. | think
Byron knew it, too.

MACLEOD
It didn't have to be that way. He
coul d have stopped it. Before Mke

got hurt.
VETHOS

Byron? Back off? No way.
( MORE)

( CONTI NUED)



96517 "The Mddern Pronet heus” 52. Final Shooting Script 1/7/97
1732 CONTI NUED: 1732
METHOS ( CONT' D)
(beat)
Not after all the years that led up
to this nonent. His |ife had becone
one | ong tragedy.
He takes a sip of beer.
METHOS ( CONT' D)
And we all know how those end, don't
we?
But MaclLeod doesn't answer.
He just nods, listening to the lonely wail of Dawson's guitar.
FADE QOUT.

THE END
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