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FADE | N:

MADI SON SQUARE GARDEN
New York Rangers v. Edmonton G| ers.
15,000 screaning fans leap to their feet.

G etsky steals the puck, streaks across the ice, beats two
def enders, shoots and scores.

Olers 6, Rangers 0. O ler fans bell ow approval.
One silent SPECTATOR, in overcoat, slacks and scarf, stands out in
the crowd, unnoved by the din. He is:
CONNER MACLECD
An aura of power and charisma sets himapart. H s hypnotic eyes
wat ch Ranger defenders slam Gretsky into the wall, punching and
ki cki ng him
SHOUTI NG PLAYERS stormonto the ice.
STI CKS SWNG in a BRUTAL FREE- FOR- ALL.
The crowd CHEERS. A DRUNK WHOOPS at the silent man.
DRUNK
Hel luva fight, ain'it? Helluva fight. Lotta

fun, ain'it?

bl i vious, Macl eod watches the battle. In his mnd, the STICK-
W ELDI NG PLAYERS BECOVE:

CUT TO

15TH CENTURY H GHLANDERS W ELDI NG BROADSWORDS
CLASHI NG in battle. Muntains tower over rocks and heat her.
VH NNYI NG HORSES, agoni zed CRIES, RI NG NG steel, SKIRLING Pl PES.
DRUNK (V. Q)
Let's go belt sonmebody, then | buy you a
drink. Whaddya say?

CUT TO

HOCKEY STI CKS CLASHI NG | N MADI SON SQUARE GARDEN
In the riot on the ice.

Concentrating, MaclLeod scans the crowd. Like a predator catching a
scent, he leaves swiftly. The Drunk yells after him



DRUNK
Hey! \Were ya goin'?

CUT TO

MACLEOD

Striding past rows of cars. FOOTSTEPS ECHO NG in the Garden's
under ground garage. MacLeod senses a presence. It's very close.

Suddenly, a MAN s silhouette appears in a tunnel, blocking his path,
breath steanming in the artic air.

MAN
MaclLeod.

A huge sword appears in the Man's hands. He sw ngs. Macleod
si desteps, drawi ng a weapon frominside his coat.

A Samurai sword, carved handguard, razor-sharp, feather-1ight.
The Man's overhead slanms onto concrete, ripping up hunks of stone.
MacLeod fans his bl ade.

MACLECD AND THE MAN S SWORDS

Clang in the tunnel, pulverizing cars, gouging colums in showers of
brilliant sparks.

Runni ng Feet, Shouting VO CES, distant SIRENS.

H s opponent is outmatched. Surging forward:

MACLEGD

Cuts off the Man's head. A shimering energy surges between the
corpse and MacLeod. MaclLeod starts to glow. The garage is crackling.
W ndshi el ds EXPLODE. SI RENS cl oser.

VO CE (O S.)
Over here!

Samurai sword in hand, MacLeod sprints off, swallowed by the dark.
Peopl e SHOUT.

CUT TO

MACLEGD

Raci ng through the garage. Behind him a woman screans. Desperate,
he hides his weapon in a roof duct hidden by tiles, driving it out
of sight.

In the arena above, New York scores. The CROAD CHEERS.

The SOUND DI STORTS, beconi ng.. .



CUT TO

CHEERI NG VI LLACGERS LI NI NG A RCAD

Loch Shiel, Scottish Highlands, 1536. G ami s castle towers over
t hat ched huts by the shore.

A DRAVBRI DGE CRASHES down | i ke thunder, skirling BAG Pl PES and
DRUMS

THE CLAN MACLEGD

Two hundred strong, rides out to battle, tartan cl oaks, bronze
shields, claynores flashing in the sun. Hatchet-faced FATHER RAlI NEY

chants prayers

FATHER RAI NEY
God bl ess our brave heroes. May this year of
Qur Lord 1536 bring victory to the C an
Macl eod.

VI LLAGERS
(cheering)
Death and damation to the Fraziers! Long
live the Can MaclLeod!

Ri ding in the col um:

CONNER MACLEOD

The i ce hockey spectator, 466 years earlier. The same age but rough-
hewn, not yet possessing the quiet strength of |later years. Eyes
al i ght, huge claynore sword strapped to his side.

Carved into the bl ade, the single word:

MACLEOD

Riding with him two ol der clansnmen: DUGAL, his cousin, short, arns
like trees, and ANGUS, bul ky and bearded. Dugal shouts over the din.

DUGAL
Are you scared, Conner?

MACLEOD

~ (lying)
No, cousin Dugal. |'mnot.

ANGUS
(to MaclLeod)
Don't tal k rubbish, lad. | peed my kilt the
first time | rode to battle.

DUGAL
(to MaclLeod)
Ah, Angus pees his kilt all the tine.



MacLeod | aughs, hiding his nervousness.
A pretty girl, KATE, races down the columm hol di ng high a bouquet.

MacLeod sweeps her up. She plants the flowers in his hat. She junps
down excitedly.

DUGAL
(continuing; to MaclLeod)
A girl like that can wound a sol dier nore

than a Frazier's sword, ny friend.

KATE
Angus, you and Dugal bring himback in one
pi ece. D you hear?

DUGAL
We know whi ch piece you want, |assie.

Yell from Angus. DRUMS and BAGPI PES

CUT TO

THE KURGAN

Standing on a hill, watching the Can MacLeod advance into the
gat hering nmoorish fog bel ow.

The Kurgan is a frightening hul k astride a massive black stallion
Fl ashi ng eyes and a cruel nouth.

Frazier chief MJRDOCH gal |l ops up

KURGAN

Is the one called Conner anong thenf
MJURDOCH

Aye.
KURGAN

Renember our pact. The boy is mne

Murdoch nods. He fears this giant.

FROM BELOW

can be heard the BATTLE CRIES and frenzi ed BAG Pl PES of the
MacLeod and Frazier clans.

MURDOCH
It's begun. Death to the MaclLeods!

They charge

CUT TO



THE BATTLE OF LOCH SHI EL, 1536

MaclLeods and Frazers collide in fury. Raging carnage. Fog slowy
nmovi ng in.

MaclLeod, Dugal and Angus in the thick of it. MaclLeod tries to engage
the eneny. Each time they avoid him

Dugal ' s hel pl ess beneath three Frazers. Flying fromthe saddl e,
Angus kills two of them The third bolts.

Gradually, the fog makes it inpossible to see nore than a few yards.
Each man's battle is his own, hopelessly separated fromthe battling
cl ansmen around them

W d-eyed, MaclLeod |eaps off his horse, hauling Dugal up.

MACLEGD
(shout i ng)
Nobody will fight ne!l They all run away!

DUGAL
(grinning)
Great, laddie. Stay by ne.

Suddenl y, they see:

A HULKI NG G ANT ON A BLACK STALLI ON

Thunderi ng down on them sword wheeling, an unstoppabl e juggernaut,
but chering everything in his path.

It's the Kurgan

MACLEGD
(transfixed)
Mot her of Cod!

He feels dizzy. The Kurgan knocks Dugal sensel ess, disintegrating
MacLeod' s shiel d.

Snarling, he vaults fromhis horse, driving his blade deep into
MacLeod' s stomach.

Mortal |y wounded, MacLeod drops to his knees, vainly swi nging at the
ghastly specter. The Kurgan swats away his sword as though it were a
t oot hpi ck.

Rel i shing the nmonent, he raises his blade high, voice grating in
triunph

KURGAN
There can be only one.

MacLeod is hel pl ess. Tine hangs suspended. Lost in the blackness of
the Kurgan's eyes, he prepares to neet his maker.

At the last second, Dugal, Angus and others appear, pile-driving the
Kurgan back over dying cl ansnen.



KURGAN
Anot her time, Hi ghlander.

Li fe ebbing, MacLeod groans, staring at the sky.

CUT TO

POLI CE CRUl SERS

SCREECHI NG to a halt outside the Garden, SIRENS DYl NG bl ocking the
exit tunnel. Cops pile out, guns drawn, GARFIELD and HAGGERTY i n
char ge.

Headl i ghts appear. A BMW crests the ranp at 60, sees the bl ock,

SQUEALS to a snoking stop. Cops take aim

HAGCGERTY
(shout i ng)
Get out of the car! Put your hands on the
hood.
(not hi ng)
Movel!

MacLeod obeys. They frisk him Garfield finds a wallet, checks a
i cense:

MacLeod' s photo, name and address:
"RUSSELL EDW N NASH
1182 HUDSON STREET
NEW YORK, NY 10013"

Garfield shines a light in the suspect's eyes. They seem bottonl ess,
unaf r ai d.

GARFI ELD
VWere you going in such a hurry, M. Nash?

Garfield grabs his arm trying to handcuff him Bad idea. MaclLeod
hurls himaway. Garfield falls on his ass.

A ton of cops swanp MaclLeod, slanming his face into the w ndshield.
Enraged, Garfield staggers up, jamming his .45 into MacLeod' s neck.

GARFI ELD
Don't nopve, asshole. Don't even breat he.

Anot her cruiser arrives. It's DYI NG SI REN becones. ..

CUT TO

A LONE Pl PER ON GLAM S CASTLE TURRET
Hi s mournful LAMENT rising to the stars bove

CUT TO



MACLECD
Breathing his last on a trestle bed in a hut, torso bandaged.

Fire crackles in a hearth. Kate kneels by the bed. Battle-scarred,
Dugal and Angus stand by.

FATHER RAI NEY
In nomne patri, et fili et spiritus sancti.
Anmen.
(1 eavi ng)
It is over. Oher men are dying this day. |
must attend them

Kate col | apses, weeping. Dugal and Angus drag her away.
ANGUS
He's a Hi ghl ander, by God. The |ast sound he

hears shall not be a wailing wonan.

They | eave. Flickering shadows. MaclLeod' s abored breathing slowy
f ades.

CUT TO

LI EUTENANT FRANK MORAN, HOM Cl DE

In the garage under the Garden, breathing hard. Bul ky, in raincoat
and hat, six nonths to pension. Wth him

DETECTI VE WALTER BEDSCE

Honest, tough, not a nillion mles deep

At their feet, the Man's torso. Further away, the head. TV crews
jostle under lights. Fans shout behind barricades — when can they
get their goddamm cars?

BRENDA WYATT

Forensics, sexy in jeans, boots and w ndbreaker, shoves through the

crowd, ducking the barrier. She carries bags of equipnent.

JACK LEBOWBKY

Coroner's office, wild hair, pasty-faced, takes flash shots, unfazed

by the grisly scene.
Brenda j oi ns Moran.

BRENDA
Damm it, Frank. Forensics is supposed to be
notified the same tine as Hom ci de.
(noticing corpse)
VWhat a mness.



MORAN
Thi s one cane unassenbl ed.

Lebowsky | aughs.

BRENDA
(to Moran)
Did you make an arrest?
MORAN
Yeah. An antique deal er named Nash on Hudson

Street.

She noves away:

ANOTHER ANGLE

Frowni ng, she exanines a row of cars, confounded by the blitzed
wi ndshi el ds. What the hell happened?

BESI DE THE BODY
Lebowsky takes final shots, w nking at Bedsoe.

LEBOWSKY
(to Moran)
How come you're not asking me the cause of
deat h, Frank?

Bedsoe chuckl es.

MORAN

Cut the crap, Lebowsky. What tinme did he buy
it?

Lebowsky kneel s, exam ning the corpse, checking his watch.

LEBOWSKY
Ten. Ten-thirty. And whatever nade this cut
was razor-sharp.

BEDSCE
(to Moran, indicating
cor pse)
Frank, wasn't there sonmething on the teletype
about a guy killed in Jersey 2 nights ago,
just like this?

Moran scratches his head.

BEHI ND THE CORVETTE
Brenda freezes, staring down at a huge sword.
BRENDA

(shout i ng)
Hey, Frank. Look at this.



Moran and Lebowsky join her.

BRENDA
It's a Tol edo- Sal amanca.

MORAN
It's a what?

She dusts the jeweled hilt for prints.

BRENDA
A sword, Frank. A very rare sword.

MORAN
Worth nmuch?

BRENDA
Only about a million bucks.
(standi ng up)
Any antique dealer with a shop on Hudson
Street could tell you that.

CUT TO

MACLEOD

Sitting in a room waiting. Peeling paint, tape recorder, table and
chairs.

Garfield, the cop who booked him |eans on the wall, itching to get
even.

MacLeod suddenly stares at him Garfield shivers. The guy's eyes are
like | asers. The cop | ooks away.

MORAN AND BEDSOE

Enter, slanmm ng the door. Mdran's got a package and fol der. Bedsoe
joins Garfield against the wall.

Moran sits down, package by his chair. He clicks on the tape and
opens a folder.

Inside: wallet, noney and driver's license issued to Russell Nash
He tosses a nug-shot of a swarthy nan onto the table.

MORAN
Ever see this guy before, Nash?

MacLeod hasn't.

MORAN
Nane's Osta Vazil ek. Bul garian national. GCot
hi s head chopped off two nights ago in
Jersey.
(unwr appi ng package)
Ever get over to Jersey, Nash?



MACLEGD
Not if I can help it.

MORAN
You' re an antique dealer, right?

MACLECD
Yes.

Moran | ays down the jewell ed weapon.

MORAN
kay, what's this?

MACLECD
A sword.

MORAN
It's a...

(checks notes)
... Tol edo- Sal amanca broad-sword. Wrth a
mllion bucks.

MACLECD
So?

MORAN
You wanna hear a theory?
(MacLeod shrugs)
You went down to the garage to buy this sword
from sonme guy.

(qui ckly)
VWhat was his nanme?

MACLEGD
| don't know. You tell ne.
MORAN
Hi s name was I man Fasil. You fought about the

price. Then you cut off his head.

MACLEGD
Wanna hear another theory?
(Moran nods)
This Fasil was so upset by the Rangers' | ousy
performance tonight, he went down to the
garage and in a fit of depression, cut off
hi s own head.

Bedsoe LAUGHS.

MORAN
That ain't funny, WAlt Garfield can contro
hi nsel f no | onger

GARFI ELD
You a faggot, Nash?

MACLEGD
VWhy? You cruising for ass?



GARFI ELD
(1l eaning in)
"Il tell you what happened, Russell. You
went down to the garage | ooking for a hand-
job, and just didn't want to pay for it.

MACLECD
You' re si ck.

Garfield swings. Kicking the table aside, MacLeod junps up, SMASHI NG
his fist into Garfield' s sternum Garfield goes down.

Moran's on Garfield in a flash, knee on his chest, Bedsoe struggles
to restrain MaclLeod.

MORAN
(shout i ng)
Cal m down!
(to Garfield)
| nmean it, damit!

Fl i ngi ng Bedsoe off him MacLeod picks up his wallet.
MACLEGD
Am | under arrest?
(no answer)
Then we're through
He wal ks to the door.

MORAN
Nash, we're just getting started.

MaclLeod is gone. Mdiran stands up. Garfield struggles to his feet.

GARFI ELD
Jesus. That guy hits like a train.
MORAN
Shut up, Rocky. I'll deal with you in a
m nut e.
He turns to Bedsoe
MORAN

Tail him Walt. And try and pay attention
That sucker's cool as ice.

Bedsoe | eaves. Mbran turns to Garfi el d.

EXT. POLI CE STATI ON — NI GHT
MaclLeod steps out into the crisp night air.

olivious to traffic, his eyes scan the dark. Sensing sonething, he
turns south, |ooking toward Jersey.

CUT TO



A TAN CUTLASS ON THE NEW JERSEY TURNPI KE

Kni fing through the night. Inside, behind the wheel

THE KURGAN — A CHI LLI NG SPECTER
Shark's eyes, short curly hair.

Li ke MacLeod, he hasn't aged but a hideous scar runs fromear-to ear
across his throat. It affects his voice, turning it into a netallic
gurgle. News on the RADI O

NEWSCASTER S VO CE
Police arrested a nan at the decapitation
scene in Madi son Square Garden. They have not
rel eased his nane.

KURGAN
(turns it off)
| know his nane.

H's nmetallic gargle is even nore grating.

He slams a cassette into the stereo, a high-decibel heavy-nmetal ROCK
SONG It's the Kurgan's ant hem

Ravi ng singer, pounding drums, shrieking guitars. In the headlights,
a sign:

"YOU ARE NOW LEAVI NG NEW JERSEY
THE GARDEN STATE
HOPE YOU ENJOYED YOUR STAY!"
The Kurgan sniles grotesquely.
KURGAN
| had a better tine than Osta Vazil ek. That
is for sure.

Hi s voice sounds |ike nails on a sl ate.

BRENDA

Sitting at a spectrograph, placing netal shards under a |ens.
Clanmping wires to them she starts a machi ne.

HUW NG sound. Crackling arc. She checks a computer, takes photos.
The arc dies.

She waits. A printer starts. Data rolls. She studies it.

BRENDA
It's not possible.

I ncredul ous, she runs the test again. Sanme result.

BRENDA
Son-of -a-bitch



Grabbi ng coat and bag, she heads for the door.

CUT TO

BEDSCE
Fol I owi ng MacLeod al ong Central Park South, down Broadway to Ti nes
Squar e
ANGLE

Hungry and tired, Bedsoe trudges past bums, porno-pits and neon
si gns.

MaclLeod descends stairs to a subway. Picking up speed:

BEDSCE

Races down after him Reaching the tracks, he can't believe his
eyes.

The platform s deserted.

CUT TO

BRENDA
Driving her red Pontiac, turning south on 5th Avenue.

Late-night traffic. Lionel Ritchie on the RAD O

AT 34TH

She turns west, arriving at Madi son Square Garden. Parking on the
street, she gets out, carrying a bag.

CUT TO

BRENDA
Wal ki ng through the garage, flashlight piercing the nurk
She shivers, heading for where Fasil was killed.

CUT TO

MACLEOD' S FACE IN THE FLARE OF THE LI GHTER

In the underground garage. Reaching into the roof-duct hidden by
tiles, he pulls out his Samurai sword.

Noti ng the chi pped edge and mi ssing pieces, he slides it into a
sheath inside his coat.



FOOTSTEPS. He snuffs the lighter

CUT TO

BRENDA

@Quiding a netal -detector across the floor. Chal k outlines where
Fasil's corpse used to be. Near a colum, a red light blinks on her
det ector.

Cradling the flash, she renmbves SHARDS with a scal pel, dropping them
into a plastic bag.

CUT TO

MACLECD
H dden i n shadows.

CUT TO

BRENDA
Hears a distant CLANK. She whirls her flashlight up the tunnel

BRENDA
VWho' s t here?

Sil ence. Sonething's down here. She can feel it.

Trying to control her panic, she heads for the exit. She starts
runni ng, faster and faster.

CUT TO

BRENDA
Trying to unlock her Pontiac. Heart racing, she drops her keys.

BRENDA
Coddamm i t.

Retrieving them she opens the door and ROARS of f.

CUT TO

BRENDA
Entering P.J. Clarke's. Alnpst enpty. It's late.

She takes a corner table, trying to cal mdown. PH L, the waiter,
appears.

PHI L
Hi , Brenda. \What can | get you?



BRENDA
Vodka. Lots of it.

He | eaves.

Renmovi ng the plastic bag from her purse, she opens it, tipping a
nmetal shard into her trenbling hand.

MACLECD

Enters and | ooks around. Spotting her, he sits in a nearby booth.
Phil re-appears with a bottle of vodka.

PHI L
Say when.

Three-quarters full.

BRENDA
When.

She drinks. Noticing MacLeod, Phil glides over, returning to Brenda.

PHI L
The guy over there wants you to join himfor
a drink.

BRENDA
VWhat guy?

Leani ng forward, she sees a dimprofile.

BRENDA
Thank himand tell himno

Phil delivers the nessage. Brenda gul ps vodka, mnd in turnoil.
Suddenly, MaclLeod sits by her side. She junps like a cat.

BRENDA
VWhat do you think you're doing?

MACLECD
Joining you. |I'd like to buy you a drink.

Brenda drains her vodka, setting down the gl ass.

BRENDA
| don't drink

About to tell himto get |lost, she looks into his eyes for the first
time. Unexpectedly, she's overcone by feelings of warnth and safety.

MACLECD
VWat's your nane?

Hi s voice caresses her. She's nmesnerized by his gaze. Adrift, she
hears hersel f answer.



BRENDA
Br enda.

The silence between themis electric. Phil RINGS the register. The
spell is broken.

She's got to get away fromthis guy. Shoul dering her bag, she rises,
headi ng for the door. He doesn't nove.

MACLEGD
Do you get over to Madi son Square Garden
much?

She freezes, heart poundi ng.

BRENDA
(turning)
VWhat did you say?
MACLEGD
Madi son Square Garden. Get over there much?
Eyes that were conforting 10 seconds ago are now cold, drilling into
her brain.
BRENDA
hy ?
MACLEGD
They' ve got basketball. The circus. Ice-
hockey.
(a beat)

VWhat's your |ast nane, Brenda?
She swal | ows hard
BRENDA
How come you're aski ng ne about Madi son

Square Garden? Did you follow nme in here?

No answer. He smiles. Her blood turns to ice.

BRENDA
VWo the hell are you?
MACLEGD
(rising)

Let me wal k you hone, Brenda. Pretty girl,
al one on the streets at night. No telling
what coul d happen.

BRENDA
Forget it. | can take care of nyself.

He shrugs, sitting down. She wal ks out, pausing to | ook back at him
in the gloom He raises his glass to her.

CUT TO



QUTSI DE THE BAR

Brenda waits in shadows, watching MaclLeod | eave. He stands for a
nmonent, | ooking up and down 55th Street.

Pulling up his collar, he noves off into the night, turning down a
dark alley.

Maki ng a fateful decision, she follows him

CUT TO

MACLEGD

Wal ki ng briskly near the East River. Cold wind blowing. 4:00 a. m
Desert ed.

Steamrises fromvents. Cars line the curb. Cats YOAL. It's spooky.
Heari ng FOOTSTEPS, he stops every few yards

At the corner of 46th, his eyes rake the street. Nothing. Wthout
war ni ng, he sprints off, disappearing into:

A SHADOAY CONSTRUCTI ON SI TE

RUNNI NG FOOTSTEPS. He grasps the Samurai hilt inside his coat.

A FIGURE hurtles round the corner. Springing forward, MaclLeod grabs
handful s of hair.

SHOUTI NG i n panic, Brenda fights to get free

BRENDA
Get your hands off ne!

Punping with adrenalin, MaclLeod shakes her, pulling her into the
dark, against a brick wall. She SCREAMS

A light goes on in a nearby apartnent.

MACLECD
Be quiet. | --

He breaks off, listening to the night, eyes flashing. Instinctively
MacLeod ducks, yanking her with himto the dirt.

Next second:

A GLEAM NG SWORD SHATTERS BRI CK

I nches above their heads. He rolls away fromher, struggling to
avoid a slashing blade. Dunbstruck, Brenda stares up at:



A HOALI NG G ANT WTH A SCAR ACRCSS H S NECK
W el ding a huge sword. It's the Kurgan

MacLeod grabs a steel pipe, blocking the Kurgan's nurderous bl ows.
The Kurgan's so fast, MaclLeod can't draw his sword.

I n desperation, he side-steps and charges, tackling him Locked
toget her, they topple down an enbanknent into:

A SHALLOWPIT

Untangl ing hinself, sword in hand, the Kurgan attacks. MaclLeod
defends hinmself with the pipe.

KURGAN
(swi ngi ng)
Good to see you again, MaclLeod. 400 years is
a long tine.

MACLEGD
(bl ocki ng)
You sliny bastard!

SOUNDS of DI STANT SI RENS

UP THE EMBANKNMENT

Brenda peers through the nmurk. Straining to see what's going on, she
| oses her footing. CRYING QUT, she falls:

INTO THE PIT
Cannoni ng i nto MacLeod' s back

MACLECD
Jesus Chri st!

(yel l'ing)
Cet the hell out of here!

Bel | owi ng, the giant charges again. MacLeod shoves Brenda out of the
pat h of sudden deat h.

KURGAN
(rasping)
There can only be one, Hi ghl ander
The two nen battle through the skel eton of a building. The Kurgan's
mur der ous bl ade mi sses MaclLeod by inches, slicing through solid
i ron.
The sky ERUPTS. THRASHI NG ROTORS. ROARI NG down- bl ast .

Bl i nding cl ouds of dirt and debris.



TS A POLI CE CHOPPER

Sear chl i ght beans probe swirling dust. Fromthe sky, an AMPLIFI ED
VA CE

VO CE (V. Q)
You, on the ground! Stay where you arel!

Brenda CHOKES, blinded. From nowhere, MaclLeod grabs her. Hi s arns
are like steel

KURGAN S VO CE
( SHOUTI NG out of the dark)
Sone other time, H ghlander. There can be
only one.

MacLeod haul s Brenda up the enbanknent, away fromthe light, melting
into the dark. SIRENS CLOSER

CUT TO

MACLEGD
Draggi ng Brenda across 1st Avenue.

BRENDA
(lungs bursting)
Stop. For Christ's sake.

They halt under a street-light. She gasps for breath.

BRENDA
Who in the nane of God was that? He called
you Hi ghl ander. Wat did he mean, "There can
be only one?" Only one what?

MACLEGD
Shut up!

He pulls her close, eyes like bullet-holes.

MACLEGD
Li sten, lady. You al nobst got yourself Kkilled.

BRENDA
I want --

He shakes her, trying to scare her away.

MACLEGD
Don't you ever follow nme again.
(i ntensely)
Forget about what you saw tonight. You only
have one life. If you value it.
(angrily)
Go hone!

He strides off. A garbage can CRASHES in an alley.



Brenda j unps.

CUT TO

KENNY, A DESK CLERK
Signing in the Kurgan. Ansonia Hotel, 73rd and Broadway.
A TV is on Derelicts litter the | obby.

KENNY, a chai n-snoki ng greaser, checks the nanme the Kurgan's witten
in the register, handing hima key.

KENNY
kay, M. Victor Kruger. Room 315. And |'m
gonna hit you for 20 in advance.

The Kurgan pulls out a thick roll of bills, dropping a 20. Kenny
eyes the roll greedily.

KENNY
Li sten, you want anything. Broads, blow Just
di al 0.

Pi cking up a bl ack, oblong case, the Kurgan heads for the el evator.

CUT TO

THE KURGAN
On a sagging bed in Room 315. Roaches crawl on a hot-plate.

Shirtless, heavily-scarred, he munches tacos, watching Yosenite Sam
on TV, digging the violence.

He opens his black case. Laid out in velvet slots:

THE COVPONENTS OF A LARCE SWORD

Meaty fingers caress quillions, ponmel, hilt and blade. Getting up,
he noves to the wi ndow. Bel ow, junkies shiver in Needl e Park

KURGAN
At last... the Gathering.

He chuckl es, an unnerving sound. KNOCK on the door.

A bl onde HOOKER in hot-pants and boots, breasts bursting froma
tight sweater, leans on the janmb, cracking gum

HOOKER
' m Candy.

KURGAN
O course you are.



Dragging her in, he flings her on the bed. Fearfully, she watches
hi m unbuckl e his belt. He slans the door.

CUT TO

DUGAL

Sl ammi ng down a tankard of ale in the danis tavern. Angus and Kate
sit with him

It's 1536, the day after the fight between the Frazers and MaclLeods.

Angry villagers pack the place, only one thing on their minds.
MacLeod' s strange delivery fromthe jaws of death.

Kate's thrilled by all the excitenent.

DUGAL
You saw the wound, Angus. He shoul d have
di ed.

KATE
| say he's got the devil in him

The tavern erupts in shouting

MacLeod enters. Sudden silence. Seeing Angus, he noves to join his
tabl e.

DUGAL

(rising)
Drinking with us, are you?

MaclLeod freezes. Kate's eyes sparkle. Angus avoids his gaze.

MACLEGD
VWat's the matter, Dugal ?

DUGAL
You. Tal ki ng and breathing and this norning,
all but a corpse.
(shout i ng)
How di d you manage that, Conner MaclLeod?

MACLEGD
Woul d you rather | was dead?

KATE

(to crowd)
It's not natural. He's in | eague with
Luci fer.
Upr oar .
MACLEGD

Don't say that, Kate.

DUGAL
"Il say it. You' ve got the devil in you.



MACLEGD
We' ve been ki nsmen 15 years, cousin.

DUGAL
Conner MacLeod was mnmy kinsman. | don't know
who you are.

Kate's eyes dance. The tension is electric

ANGUS
You' d best | eave, Conner.

MACLEGD
(bravel y)
"' mnot goi ng anywhere.

Dugal swings at MaclLeod's head, knocking hi mdown, kicking himin
the ribs.

A pl owman destroys a chair on MacLeod's back. Angus shouts over the
di n.

ANGUS
For CGod's sake, stop!

A villager belts MacLeod with a jug. Struggling, he disappears under
a shouting heap of clansnen.

CUT TO

MACLEOD W TH AN OX- YOKE STRAPPED TO HI S BACK

Arms bound to it with ropes, face battered, on his knees in the
dirt.

Beyond, damis Castle towers over Loch Shiel.

Dugal , Angus, Father Rainey and Kate stand in a circle of yelling
vill agers. The excitenent has unhinged Kate's mind.

ANGUS
(yelling at Dugal)
He's your cousin, nan.

FATHER RAI NEY
Burn him It's the only way.

VI LLAGERS
(chanti ng)
Burn himl Burn him

ANGUS
(over crowd)

Qui et!
The NO SE subsi des.



ANGUS
There' |l be no burning here today. W'l
bani sh him

KATE
Burn hinl Burn himn

Dugal ' s disgusted by Kate's religious frenzy.

DUGAL
Be quiet, Kate.

The villagers shout objections. He nods to Angus and they help
MaclLeod to his feet. He staggers under the yoke.

ANGUS
Can you wal k?

MACLEGD
["1l bloody well wal k out of here.

ANGUS
Move, friend. Before they change their m nds.

MACLEGD
"Il not forget you, Angus.

MacLeod is driven out. Villagers spit and curse. WId-eyed, Kate
dances round him

KATE
Devil! Devil! Devil!
VI LLAGERS
(chant i ng)

Devil! Devil! Devil!

ANOTHER ANGLE
Stunmbling along the | och, MacLeod heads for the nountains.

CUT TO

MACLEGD
Wal ki ng west on Christopher. Dimstreetlights. Dogs BARKI NG

CUT TO

MACLEOD S HOVE — 1182 HUDSON STREET, SOHO
Surrounded by Irish bars, art galleries, rubble-filled |lots.

MacLeod heads for a run-down shop next to a dilapidated ten-story
gl ass-and-i ron war ehouse.



On the shop door: "R NASH — ANTI QUES"
Rummagi ng for keys, he unl ocks the door and goes inside.

CUT TO

MACLEOD IN A RI SI NG FREI GHT ELEVATOR

The doors open. Before him

A HUGE, OPEN, NEW YORK LOFT

The change fromdrab outside to sunptuous inside is stunning. Exotic
fish swimin a huge aquarium

MacLeod descends the stairs to:

A SUNKEN LI VI NG ROOM

Filled with nodern art. High veilings, confortable sofas, Adam
fireplace, spectacular views of the river.

Movi ng past speakers and TVs, he drops his keys on a table beside an
i ntercom and answeri ng nachi ne.

In a silver frane on the mantle: a photo of MacLeod with a young
girl, 1952. MaclLeod noves through:

A GEORG AN DI NI NG AREA

Queen Anne table, silver candlesticks, tapestries on the wall. He
enters:

AN ULTRA- MODERN KI TCHEN

Loosening his tie, he fixes a drink and wal ks out.

CUT TO

MACLEOD

Entering his silver room Elegant and oval. Fabric walls. Sofas,
tabl es, displays of ancient artifacts:

On one wall, like spokes of a wheel: 13 broad swords.

Besi de them a bronze shield, claynore and cl oak, the bl ack-and-
yellow tartan of the O an MaclLeod.

Si pping his drink, he sinks into a sofa, eyeing a glass case lit by
pi n-spots. |nside:

An anci ent sheepskin doll.



A 16th century catal an feathered hat.
A rusty anvil and tongs.
MaclLeod stares at the anvil and tons, renenbering:

CUT TO

RED- HOT | RON I N TONGS

Crashing onto an anvil in a sweltering blacksnmith's forge. It's
1541.

W el ding a hamer, streaked with grime and sweat, MaclLeod pounds out
a horsehoe, plunging it into water. H SSING STEAM

In the five years since his banishnent, he's filled out although
he's I ost none of his wi de-eyed, youthful exuberance.

CUT TO
MACLECD
Shoeing a mare outside. The forge clings to a crag. Mles down a
precarious trail, the town of Jedburgh
Up the hill, a 3-story stone house. Fromthe house:

HEATHER MACLEQGD
Appears in sheepskins, bonnet and boots, carrying a basket.

Ful | -breasted, lusty and appl e-cheeked, she feeds geese, watching
hi m

HEATHER
(wavi ng basket)
Pie and ale. D you want it?

Droppi ng his hamer, he grabs her buttocks, crushing her to him
gri nni ng.

MACLECD
Al the tinme.

HEATHER
(squeal i ng)
You filthy sod. You're all muck and nuscl e.

MACLECD
Aye. The way you like it.

He grins, kissing her. Stripping his apron, he dunks his torso in a
rain barrel, shaking hinself off |ike a dog.

She smiles. He's the |oveliest man in the worl d.



CUT TO

MACLECD AND HEATHER
Maki ng love on the cliff-top in the grass. Remains of a picnic.

Thunder heads soar over the nmountains. A stormis coming. Macleod
ki sses her. She responds

HEATHER
You can do that forever if you like, my lord.
WIIl you, Conner?

MACLEGD
Aye, blossom | will.

Foreign CURSES. Startled, they sit up.

CUT TO

JUAN RAM REZ

Climbing the trail to the forge. dive skin, hawk nose, tw nkling
eyes, flashing teeth. Flintlock pistol in his belt, crossbow across
hi s back.

Strapped to his side, a Sanmurai sword, carved hand-guard, razor-
sharp, feather-light.

Overheated in cl oak, pantal oons, feathers and gl oves, he clanbers
hi gher, swooning with fatigue.

ANGLE

Dragging hinmself to the top, he nmops his brow

Seei ng the peasant couple before him he bows, hat sweeping the
ground.

RAM REZ
Greetings! | am Juan Sanchez Vill a-Lobos
Ram rez, Chief Metallurgist to King Philip Il

of Spai n.
(clicks heels)
At your service.

HEATHER
VWho?

Ram rez sees stars, |ooking down the trail.

RAM REZ
My God, man. That's a cli nb!

Breat hl ess, he replaces his hat, adjusting frills and furbel ows.



MACLEGD
VWat do you want ?

RAM REZ
Conner MaclLeod

MACLEGD
Maybe you' ve found him

RAM REZ
The sane Conner MaclLeod wounded in battle and
driven fromhis village five years ago?

The Spaniard narrows his eyes. Sonething seens to seize MaclLeod. He
clutches his chest, unable to beathe. Heather's al arned.

HEATHER
Conner ?

MACLEGD
(gaspi ng)
Heat her, go in the house.
(she hesitates)
Do as | say, woman

She backs up the hill and goes inside.

Ramirez flashes wall-to-wall teeth. THUNDER rever berates down the
val | ey.

RAM REZ
(re: Heather)
A beautiful young woman. |s she your wife?
(MacLeod nods)
Sad.

MaclLeod's tenples are in a vise. Ranmirez opens his tunic, tracing:

A SCAR FROM NECK TO HI P
Wth el egant finger

RAM REZ
VWen | was young, a cart ran over ne. |
shoul d have di ed. But the wound heal ed by
itself.

Stars expl ode inside MacLeod's head. The forge, the house,
everyt hi ng' s spi nni ng.

RAM REZ
The sensations you feel. It is the
Qui ckeni ng.

THUNDER CRACKS over head. The storm breaks. HOALI NG WND. Ramirez's
eyes blaze with unearthly light.



MACLEGD
(shout i ng)
VWho are you?

RAM REZ
(shout i ng)
W are the sane, MaclLeod. W are brothers.

Li ghtning etches their silhouettes against the rolling sky.

CUT TO

BRENDA
Movi ng t hrough a squad-room t oward

Moran on the phone, at his desk. Walls plastered with nug-shots.
St eam pi pes HI SS & BANG

Seei ng Brenda, he waves her to a seat with the receiver.
SHOUTI NG on the |ine.

MORAN
(into receiver)
Listen, pal. My advice is, get a bigger one
next tinme. One that'll bite him

He sl ams down the phone, eyeing Brenda.

MORAN
Here's what |I'mdealing with. Guy calls up
Hom ci de. Wants to swear out a conplaint. Hs
Vi et nanese nei ghbor ate his dog.
(a beat)
How are things in Forensics?

BRENDA

Dull. Cone on. let's have |unch
MORAN

VWho pays?
BRENDA

Me.

Moran likes it. He puts on his coat. Thay head for the door. Brenda
st ops.

BRENDA
Frank, | left my purse. Go ahead. 1'll catch
you by the el evator.

Moran | eaves. Brenda returns to the desk, opens a drawer, and finds
what she's | ooking for:

A bound, blue fol der containing photos of Fasil's body, the sword,
copy of an interrogation report, and:

a



NASH S MJG SHOT
It's the guy fromthe bar who fought the scarred giant.

BRENDA
I'll be dammed. Russell Nash.

She stares at the picture. Even in the harsh photo-flash, his face
is conpelling. The eyes, haunting, evoking tineless mystery.

Moran's phone RINGS. She junps.

d anci ng around, she jots down Nash's address, shuts the drawer,
gets her purse and heads out.

CUT TO

YUNG DOL KI' M

Alone in a rising elevator. An oriental with nahogany skin, obsidian
eyes, guard's uniformand cap, carrying a huge sword.

He watches the floor nunbers, stops at 40. The doors open. He creeps
out into:

AN EMPTY, CARPETED HALLWAY

Silence. diding past silent offices, he spots:

A FIGURE WTH A SWORD I N AN ALCOVE

Swi nging, he slices off the figure's head. It rolls into the light.
He stares down at it. It's plastic. He has destroyed a mannequi n.

Behi nd him CROAKI NG LAUGHTER. Kimturns. The Kurgan appears wth
hi s weapon, anused by his little joke.

KURGAN
Such a brave warrior
(suddenly ice-col d)
Let's see how you can handl e the real thing.

The Kurgan charges, battering Kiminto:

AN OFFI CE

Filled with rows of computer desks. The Kurgan goads Kim side-
st eppi ng bl ows which SMASH files and phones. He's like a giant cat
pl aying with a hel pl ess nmouse.

KURGAN
You fight Iike an old woman, Kim You're
di sgusti ng.



No | onger amused, the Kurgan becones a one-man w ecki ng-crew. He
chases Kim blitzing the office. The brilliance of his swordsmanship
i s staggering. unexpectedly:

Kimdrops his sword on the carpet. Behind him through a wi ndow, the
Iights of Manhatten.

KURGAN
VWhat are you doi ng? Pick up your sword.
KI M
Tradi tion, once nore?
KURGAN
It is all we have?
KI M
It's no | onger enough. I'mtired, Kurgan.
Four hundred years w thout rel ease. Let's be
done with it. | want peace.
KURGAN
I will give you peace

(raising sword)
There can be only one.

He cuts off Kim s head. A shinmering energy flashes between the
corpse and Kurgan.

He starts to gl ow. Conputer-screens EXPLODE. From nowhere, a
terrifying wind starts blowing. Pares fly. Water-coolers CRASH to
the floor.

The wi ndow | MPLODES, sucking Kim s body out into space. It falls 40
floors.

CUT TO

MACLEOD AT HOVE

Shar peni ng his Sanurai sword with a jeweler's file before a
CRACKLI NG FIRE. He's in his sunken | ounge.

On a coffee-table in front of him a book:

"A

METALLURG CAL HI STORY
OF

ANCI ENT SWORD- MAKI NG

BY
BRENDA J. WYATT"

He studies the sniling photo, reading the bio. The author does
forensics work for the City of New York.

Above him fish swmin the aquarium He watches them mind drifting
back through tine.



CUT TO

RAM REZ & MACLECD
In a boat, heading for an island in the mddle of a |loch

Respl endent in feathered hat, jewelled tunic, cape and boots, the
Spani ard mans the oars.

Al armed, MaclLeod sits facing the Spaniard, white-knuckling his
cl aynore.

MACLECD
| don't like boats. | don't like water. |'ma
man, not a fish.

RAM REZ
You conplain endlessly. | wonder if I'm
wasting ny tine with you, brother

MACLEGD
Stop calling me brother. You look like a
worman, you stupid haggis.

RAM REZ
Haggi s? What is haggi s?
MACLEGD
A sheep's stomach stuffed with nmeat and
bar | ey.
RAM REZ
VWhat do you do with it?
MACLEGD
You eat it.
RAM REZ

How revol ting
Resting the oars, he takes snuff, inhaling deeply.

LOUD SNEEZE. The boat rocks violently.

MACLEGD
(quaki ng)
Be still, for God's sake. You'll tip us over.
RAM REZ
So?
MACLEGD

| can't swimyou Spani sh peacock
Their angry voices carry across the |ake.

RAM REZ
I am not Spanish. | am Egypti an.



MACLEGD
You said you were from Spain. You're a liar.

RAM REZ
You snell |ike a dung-heap. You have the
manners of a goat. And no know edge of your

potenti al .
Geefully, Ramrez starts violently rocking the boat.

MacLeod is terrified. See-sawing wildly, he grabs for an oar.
Ram rez suddenly throws hi moverboard.

HUGE SPLASH. YELLI NG MaclLeod di sappears, bobbing up, flailing his
ars.

MACLEGD
Hel p ne. |' m drowning.

Ramirez rows for the island.

RAM REZ
You can't drown, you fool. You're imortal.

MacLeod sinks in bubbles. Ramrez keeps row ng.

CUT TO

BRENDA

Par ki ng outside 1182 Hudson Street. CGetting out of the car, she
checks the address in her notebook. Across the street, the sign:

"R NASH — ANTI QUES"
She heads for the door.

CUT TO

MACLEOD

Staring into the fire in the sunken Iounge. A flashing |ight
distracts him He flips a switch, hearing VO CES on the | NTERCOM

FEMALE VO CE
I"msorry, Mss Watt. M. Nash is
unavai |l abl e.

BRENDA' S VA CE
| need to talk to himnow Can | call him at
hone?

d ancing at Brenda Watt's book on the coffee table, he gets up. He
pushes a button that opens a door leading to the outer office.

CUT TO



IN THE OQUTER OFFI CE
RACHEL ELLENSTEIN, 52

Good- | ooki ng, business-like, in pant-suit and gl asses, sits at a
desk in Nash's shop, talking to Brenda. Antiques everywhere

RACHEL
I'"'mafraid not.

MacLeod appears.

MACLEOD
Hi

RACHEL
This is Brenda Watt, M. Nash.

MACLEGD
(to Brenda)
Ah, Watt. That's your |ast namne.
(turning)
We' ve already net, Rachel
(to Brenda)
VWhat can | do for you.

Resol ute, she takes a deep breath.

BRENDA
I'd |'i ke sone advi ce.

MACLEGD
Are you the kind of woman who takes advice.

BRENDA
That depends.

She neets his gaze, ready for anything. He grins. Rachel enjoys the
sparring.

MACLECD
Advi ce about what ?

BRENDA
VWhat can you tell me about a seven-foot
lunatic hacking away with a broadsword at one
o' clock in the nmorning in New York City,

1985?
MACLEGD
Not nuch.
BRENDA
Then how about a Japanese sword nade in 600
B.C.?

(he frowns)
The netal in the blade fol ded 200 ti nes.

MacLeod shakes his head. This woman just keeps com ng.



MACLEGD
| don't deal in exotic weapons.

Taking her arm he guides her to a display-case.

MACLEGD
Can | show you sonething in 18th Century
silver?

BRENDA

That's not why | cane here, and you know it.

She |l ooks right into his eyes. Her closeness unsettles him

MACLEGD
Do you cook?
BRENDA
hy ?
MACLEGD
| thought we m ght have diner
BRENDA
(provocativel y)
Did you?
MACLEGD
Yes.

He finds her aggressiveness sexy. Before he can speak, the street
door opens.

Bedsoe bursts in.

Seei ng MacLeod and Brenda, he turns away, scrutinizing a tapestry —
mermai ds frolicking with sea-nonsters.

By the door, Macleod pauses at Bedsoe's el bow, contenplating the
garish creation.

MACLEGD
The Rape of Neptune's Daughter by the Fish

Creatures.
(Bedsoe blinks at him
Do you like fish?

BEDSCE
To eat, you nean?

MacLeod i s gone.

CUT TO

RAM REZ

On the island, by a CRACKLING fire, back to the loch. The boat's on
t he beach.



Bri ght sunshine. Stunning scenery. He enjoys the solitude, sword at
his side on the ground.

Behi nd him 50 yards away, the | ake surface swirls silently.
Somet hing is out there. A glowering head appears.
I TS MACLEOD

Ri sing up out of the lake. Spotting Ramirez, he wades cautiously to
t he shore.

Covered in duck-weed and sline, he draws his claynore, creeping
silently to within feet of the Spaniard' s back

Slowy he raises his sword in both hands high over Ramirez's head.
He's going to cut the bastard in half.

Wth all his mght, he brings the sword down. Sonething incredible
happens.

Li ke lightning, wthout | ooking back, Ramirez grabs his Samurai
parries the blow and is up and facing himin one blind notion

MacLeod' s claynore flies from his hands.

RAM REZ
VWhat took you so |ong?

MacLeod watches his sword | and on the beach 50 feet away.

MACLECD
This can't be. It's the devil's work.
RAM REZ
(1 aughi ng)
You numbskull! Clod! You're no better than

the villagers who threw you out.

Livid, MaclLeod splutters water, staring back at the loch, trying to
make sense of what's happened.

RAM REZ
You cannot die, MaclLeod. Accept it.

Two fish wiggle free fromthe Highlander's tunic, flopping to the
sand.

Scowl i ng at the Spaniard, he wi shes this cup would pass from him
suspecting in his heart it will not.

MACLECD
(through his teeth)
... hate... you..

RAM REZ
Good! it's a place to start

CUT TO



MACLEOD AND RAM REZ SPARRI NG BY A WATERFALL

CLANG NG st eel -on-steel . Rai nbows of spray span the gorge. MaclLeod
is strong but awkward. Ramirez's Samurai SINGS in a brilliant
di spl ay of swordsnanship.

RAM REZ
No, no, pendejo. Protect your stupid head.

MacLeod thrusts. Ramirez bl ocks.

RAM REZ
Concentrate! You can survive anything but
steel against your throat. If your head
| eaves your neck, it's over.

Bel | owi ng, MaclLeod strikes. Ramirez deflects the bl ow with ease.

RAM REZ

Move your feet!

(advanci ng)
We nust fight until only one remains. There
can be only one.

(shout i ng)
Move your feet, | said!

(ducki ng a swi ng)
You are safe only on holy ground. None of us
will violate that |aw

Exhaust ed, MaclLeod staggers. Ramirez taunts him jabbing himin the
butt.

MACLEOD

(yel l'ing)
You over-dressed haggis. |I'"'mgoing to split

you in half.

Swi ngi ng his claynore, MaclLeod goes berserk, mnissing Ramrez
al t oget her, smashing brush, denvolishing trees.

Finally, he collapses, gulping for air in the grass. Ranirez stands
over him

RAM REZ
Get up!
MACLEGD
Go to hell. 1've had enough.

The Spani ard's expression changes. Switching tack, he sits beside
hi s young charge, watching the THUNDERI NG fal | s.

RAM REZ
You nust fight. You nust learn to keep your
head. On you may depend the fate of nortal
men.

MACLECD
| don't care. i don't want it.



RAM REZ
None of us chose it.

MACLEGD
Then how did it happen, for God' s sake?

RAM REZ
How does the sun know when to come up?

Ram rez points to SQU RRELS CHATTERI NG under an oak.

RAM REZ
Those squirrels all 1ook alike.
MacLeod frowns.
RAM REZ

But once in a while, one is born different.
Wth blue eyes. And fur white as snow. O hers
of its kind try to destroy it or drive it
away.

Flicking a bee off his pantal oons, he noves into the oak's shade.
The squirrel s scanper away.

RAM REZ
You nust |learn to conceal your special gift.
To harness your power.
(a beat)
Until the time of the Gathering.

MACLEGD
VWhat gat heri ng?

RAM REZ
Questions, questions. Too much talk.

Slicing the air with his Sarmurai, he waves MaclLeod up.

MACLEGD
' mnot noving.
RAM REZ
Then 1'11 cut you where you sit.

Wearily, MaclLeod rises. The Spaniard advances, poundi ng MaclLeod
backwar ds.

RAM REZ
It is said that when only a few of us are
left, eons fromnow, we will feel an

irresistible pull to a faraway land to fight
for the Prize.

CUT TO



MORAN

Smoking a cigar at his desk in the squad-room Before him a copy of
the New York Tinmes. Headline: "HEAD- HUNTER STALKS NEW YORK"

Bedsoe slunps in a chair.
MORAN

(to Bedsoe)
You're sure it was Brenda?

BEDSCE
In Nash's shop. Talking to him
MORAN
(hal f-smling)
That ball sy broad. | never know what's goi ng
on with her.
(t hi nki ng)
VWhat did she and Nash tal k about? Did he say
anyt hi ng?
BEDSCE
Yeah. He asked ne if | liked fish.
MORAN
Fi sh?

CUT TO

MONTAGE — MACLECD AND RAM REZ FI GHTI NG
Various |ocations and tines.

Slowy, MaclLeod inproves, gaining control. Hi s blows, stronger, his
coordi nati on surer.

Rami rez is pleased.

HEATHER

Bartering for a flapping chicken in Jedburgh Market. In a group of
SHOUTI NG WOVEN

Bri ght sunshine. FLAGS and BANNERS CRACK in the wind off the sea.

Farnmers sell cows and sheep. Crowds mill around. Open fires,
Musi ci ans and Hawkers.

MacLeod and Ramrez watch Heather. Ramirez holds onto his hat. He
buys an apple, bitting into it.

Far up the valley, MacLeod's forge is a dot on the craggy
nount ai nsi de.

RAM REZ
You will have no family. W cannot have
chil dren.



A BAND PLAYS. Grls dance around a maypol e. MaclLeod | ovingly watches
Heat her bag a SQUAWKI NG BI RD.

MACLEGD
That won't please Heather. I'Il tell you that
for nothing.

Ram rez shrugs. Heather holds up the sack

HEATHER
(call'ing)
Here's dinner. Be off now | fancy a new
dr ess.
They watch a Juggl er.
RAM REZ

You nust | eave her, brother

MacLeod scowl s. The Juggler drops his balls in the swirling w nd.
The CROWD WHI STLES

They arrive at a grassy arena. Huge men in kilts toss 40-foot cabers
to the CHEERS of the crowd.

RAM REZ
| was born 2,437 years ago. In that time, |
have had three wi ves.

MaclLeod tries to figure the man's age.

A Whore sashays past, skirts billow ng, ogling Ranirez. G aciously,
he bows to her.

RAM REZ

The | ast was Shaki ko, a Japanese pri ncess.

(i ndi cating Sarmurai)
Her father, Kamekura, a genius, made this for
me in 593 B.C. It is the only one of its
ki nd.

(remenbering)
Li ke hi s daughter

Drawi ng the Samurai, he tosses it to MaclLeod, who catches it,
testing its weight.

RAM REZ
VWhen Shaki ko died, | was shattered. | would
save you that pain. Please |et Heather go.

MACLEGD
She's nmy wife, man. | |ove her

He sees her, gaily pushing through the crowd, ablaze with col ored
si | ks.



RAM REZ
Then you will cause yourself great anguish. |
buri ed Shaki ko with ny own hands.
(enotional ly)
I had to go on, never again to hear the sound
of her voice, her laughter. She left behind
such a sil ence.

Heat her flies into MacLeod' s arns, kissing him show ng himthe
cl ot h.

HEATHER
Dyou like it? Tell nme true.

MACLEGD
(eyei ng Ram rez)
Aye, blossom It's fine.

Del i ght ed, she dances around him entwining himin the col ored
cl ot h.

CUT TO

W ND- WHI PPED WAVES ON THE STORMY NORTH SEA

O f the Scottish coast. Cold sun. Seagulls on the w nd. Muntains
agai nst cumul us.

Suddenly, on the shore:

A G ANT STAG W TH SHI NI NG ANTLERS

Rears up in the gorse. Head high, still, it watches:

RAM REZ AND MACLEOD WALKI NG ON THE BEACH
MaclLeod's freezing to death.

RAM REZ
Now for the last of our training.

The Spaniard points to the stag, shouting above the surf.

RAM REZ
Trust ne. Let your mind feel the stag. His
bl ood. Coursing. His heart. Beating.

The SOUNDS OF THE TWO HEARTS POUND in his brain.

MACLEGD
(enthrall ed)
| feel him

RAM REZ
It is the Quickening. W are at one with all
[iving things.



The stag bolts.

MacLeod' s perception is forever changed. The highl ands, the sea, the

trees. They're like old friends he'll never see the same way again.
RAM REZ
VWen we first met, you felt ill. Remenber?

Shi vering, MaclLeod nods.

RAM REZ
Did you ever feel that way before?

MACLEGD
Yes. When the MaclLeods fought the Frazers,
and a black knight ran nme through. Only it
was di fferent, nore painful

Her ons swoop | ow over the waves.

RAM REZ
That bl ack knight was the Kurgan. It is
because of himthat | sought you out.
(MacLeod bl i nks)
There is great power in the Quickening. But
Nat ure has not given us equal shares. Sone,
i ke you and t he Kurgan, have nore.

MaclLeod' s ears are freezing.

RAM REZ
And when one of us takes another's head, the
vi ctor becones stronger

They cl anber through rocks, away fromthe angry sea

CUT TO

A DEEP- WATER POND SURROUNDED BY FERNS
Silent and old, under a done of fir trees.
MacLeod and Ramirez sit on the bank.

Sheddi ng his boots, yanking up his pantal oons, Ranirez steps
gingerly into the pool, reacting to the cold.

MACLEGD
VWho is the Kurgan? Where does he cone fron?

RAM REZ
The Kurgans were an ancient people fromthe
st eppes of Russia. For anusement, they tossed
children into pits with hungry dogs to fight
for meat.

In the trees above, a blue jay arrives hone with food for hungry
nout hs.



RAM REZ
| have fought the Kurgan 3 tines. In Babylon
G eece and Chi na.

He skips out of the water, drying his feet.

RAM REZ
The last tine, | was lucky to get away with
ny head.
(repl aci ng boots)
The Kurgan is the strongest of all immortals.
He is the perfect warrior.

MacLeod shudders.

RAM REZ
He cares about nothing or no-one. He is
conpletely evil.
(i ntensely)

If he wins the Prize, nortal nen will suffer
an eternity of darkness and sl avery beneath
hi s boot .

MACLEGD

How do you fight such a savage?

RAM REZ
Wth heart, faith and steel

CUT TO

RAM REZ AND MACLEOD ON A WOODLAND PATH
Above them sunset changes green to gold. Ramirez draws his Samnurai
RAM REZ
Now. Let us see what kind of swordsman you

have beconme. On guard, pendejo.

MaclLeod' s al ready noving, claynore spinning. He feints. Ramrez
ducks.

O f-bal ance, the Spaniard retreats, warding off deadl ythrusts.

RAM REZ
In the end, there can be only one.
(swi ngi ng)
It is the Prize for which we all struggle.
The Kurgan nust never win it. Alone, | cannot

stop him
(retreating)
You may have a chance

Sure-footed, MacLeod tracks himthrough fallen tinber.
MACLEGD

If it cane down to just us two, would you
t ake my head?



Ram rez doesn't answer. MaclLeod | eaps forward, claynore a WH STLI NG
RAZOR

Ramirez parries, but it's no good. The student has becone the
nmast er.

Losi ng his bal ance, Ranirez topples into a gully. MacLeod's on him
in a second, blade against his throat.

Breath rasping, they hold each other's gaze in green twilight. An
eternity passes, then

MaclLeod throws his sword away.
Reachi ng out.

MACLECD
G ve me your hand, brother.

Ramirez snmiles. His work done. MaclLeod haul s himup

CUT TO

MACLECD STRI DI NG THROUGH CENTRAL PARK
Skaters on the ice. Kids fight with wooden swords in Sheep Meadow

Behind him trying to | ook inconspicuous, the faithful Bedsoe dogs
his tracks.

Ahead in the trees. MaclLeod sees:

SUNDA KASTAG R

An el egant bl ack African in blue-gold robes, head crowned with an
erm ne-trimred cap.

Standing on a stone bridge over the | ake, he feeds bread to the
ducks.

MacLeod joins him | ocking eyes with the African. They're both
tense, ready for anything.

Unexpectedly, Kastagir grins wall-to-wall teeth, grabbing MaclLeod in
a huge bear - hug.

KASTAG R
MaclLeod. It's good to see you. Seens |like a
hundred years.

MACLECD
(chuckl i ng)
It has been a hundred years.

Kastagir LAUCGHS, rempoving a flask fromhis robe, offering it to
MaclLeod.



KASTAG R
Alittle sonething to put hair on your chest?

MACLEGD
(suspi ci ousl y)
VWhat is it?

KASTAG R
Boom Boom

MacLeod sniffs the open flask. It's a head-wi nder. The African
apprai ses himcritically.

KASTAG R
You' ve become so strong, MaclLeod. Surely,
you're not afraid of a little Boom Boom
(twirling eyebrows)
Do you think I"mtrying to poison you?

They LAUGH. MaclLeod drinks. Retrieving the flask, the African takes
a |l ong sw g.

MACLEGD
You' re crazy, Kastagir. You always were.

KASTAG R
(of fering fl ask)
Have sone nore.

MaclLeod drinks. Kastagir feeds the ducks.
KASTAG R
The Gathering is here. Tine has al nost caught
us, ny friend.
MACLEGD
(grinning)
Has it? Do you think we should go on?

KASTAG R
I think we should have a party.

They take of f across the park. Bedsoe energes from bushes, follow ng
t hem

CUT TO

MACLECD AND KASTAG R I N THE DUG OQUT BAR
A steel -& neon Village hang-out. Sawdust on the floor. It's late.
They're drinking and tal king, glancing over at:

Bedsoe, alone in a nearby booth, spying on themfrom behind a New
Yor k Post.

Unexpect edl y, MacLeod and Kastagir appear at his table, sitting
down.



MACLEGD
Mnd if we join you?

Bedsoe folds his paper, gathering his wts.

Hi s cover's blown, but this might just be the opportunity he's been
wai ting for. He decides to play along.

MACLEGD
Sundra Kastagir, neet --
(to Bedsoe)
VWat's your nane?

BEDSCE
Bedsoe.

MACLEGD
He's a cop. He questioned ne after Fasil | ost
his head. He's trying to pin a nurder on ne.

(wi nki ng)

If I"mguilty, they'll give me the death
penal ty.

They ROAR with laughter. Bedsoe's eyes narrow. He nakes menta
notes. A WAITRESS in pirate costune appears.

WAl TRESS
(to Bedsoe)
Want anyt hi ng?

BEDSCE
['1'l have what they're having.

KASTAG R
(boomi ng)
Bring nore.

She | eaves.

MONTAGE — THE PARTY

The waitress brings endl ess rounds of drinks. Am dst LAUGHTER, the
trio gets drunk.

Bedsoe starts having fun, finally going to work on Kastagir's flask
of Boom Boom

MACLECD, KASTAG R & BEDSCE
Conpletely potted. Their table is a forest of bottles.

KASTAG R
(to MaclLeod)
D you renmenber the night Washington lost his
teeth at Valley Forge?



BEDSCE
(to Kastagir)
I was in Washi ngton once.

MACLEGD
(answering Kastagir)
Freezing our asses off, crawing around in
t he snow | ooking for a set of wooden
dent ur es.

BEDSCE
(to MaclLeod)
VWi ch Washi ngton are we tal ki ng about ?

KASTAG R
Ever fight a duel, Bedstead?

BEDSCE
Bedsoe.

KASTAG R
Me, neither.
(i ndi cating MacLeod)
He has.

Bedsoe tries to focus on MaclLeod.

MACLEGD
It was in 1797. | was using the nane Adrian
Montagu. | insulted the wife of a ponpous
Boston | awyer named Bassett. Hotchkiss, his
second, dragged nme to Beacon Common. | was
very drunk.

BEDSCE

(dazed)

179772

CUT TO

MACLEGD
Red- eyed, dishevell ed and weavi ng.

MACLECD (O . S.)
Bassett chose rapiers at dawn.

BASSETT, a corpulent, ferret-faced |l awer, tests bl ades under a
tree. Horses graze near by.

HOTCHKI SS, a tall, lantern-jawed toadt, brushes his naster's coat.
HOTCHKI SS
The heavi er blade, M. Bassett, | inplore
you.
BASSETT

You are my second, Hotchkiss. | amfighting
this duel. Not you.



He wat ches MaclLeod trying to kill a bush

BASSETT
See if the inbecile is ready.

Rocketing over the grass, Hotchkiss keeps clear of MaclLeod's

unpredi ct abl e thrusts.

HOTCHKI SS
M. Bassett is waiting, sir

MacLeod whi ps around, al nost dislocating his neck.

MACLEGD
' m Bontagu. Not Massett.

H's wig slides over his eyes.

MACLEGD
Christ, |1've gone blind.

BASSETT
(advanci ng)
On guard, sir.
Hot chki ss waits for the kill. MacLeod can't see.

Bassett runs himthrough.

Bassett sees it's finished. Hotchkiss kisses his naster
himto his horse

Wyund heal i ng, head achi ng, MaclLeod staggers up
MACLEGD
(slurring)

Bassett. |Is that you?

Dunbstruck, they wheel. He's waving at them

HOTCHKI SS
You m ssed him M. Bassett.
BASSETT
| did not miss him you idiot. | ran him

t hr ough.
MacLeod blinks at his sword, wondering what it is.

HOTCHKI SS
He is still standing, sir.

escorting

Shovi ng Hot chki ss asi de, Bassett |unges, running MacLeod through

again. MaclLeod falls down.

MACLECD (O . S.)
Bassett kept running ne through. |'d fal
down.



More frenzied attenpts by Bassett, each tine receiving kisses from
Hot chki ss.

MACLECD (O . S.)
Hot chki ss woul d enbrace Bassett. They'd head
for their horses. |'d stagger up

Eyes zooni ng, MacLeod rocks on his heels.

Bassett thinks it's a nightmare. Hotchkiss shoves a pistol into his
hand.

HOTCHKI SS
(screechi ng)
Shoot him Shoot himin the head!

Fi nally, grasping what's happeni ng, MaclLeod rai ses his hand.

MACLEGD
Stop, sir. | beseech you.

Bassett tries to cock the gun, Hotchkiss urging himon

MACLEGD
| apol ogi ze, M. Bassett, for calling your
wi fe a bl oated warthog.
(unst eady)
| trust honor has been satisfied, and bid you
good day.

He staggers off into the mist. Hotchkiss tries to wench the gun
from Bassett.

HOTCHKI SS
Let me do it. You botched the whol e thing.

Westling it fromhim Bassett wheels in circles, |ooking for
soneone to kill.

Suspecting it will be he, Hotchkiss flees. Bassett raises the pisto
and Fl RES.

CUT TO
KASTAG R

Howl ing with LAUGHTER in the Dug-CQut Bar. Zoomni ng, Bedsoe staggers
up, knocki ng over bottles.

BEDSOE
(slurring)
I wanna thank --

He blinks at them He can't renmenber anybody's nane. H CCUPI NG he
weaves of f, MJUMBLI NG

BEDSCE
Wonder ful eveni ng. .



No one notices he's gone. The pirate-waitress | oons over the table,
Kastagir and MaclLeod squint up at her.

I magi ning they're in another century, they adopt Long John Silver
Voi ces.

KASTAG R
Avast, ye bonny wench.

MACLEGD
Bring us two barrels of scurvy and a bucket
of cleats.

WAl TRESS
kay, that's it, guys. You're history.

She's right. The party's over.
CUT TO

KASTAG R AND MACLEOD

On swings in a children's playground at dawn, rocking back and
forth. Both men are sober.

A bitter wind tosses newspaper, swirls |eaves. Skyscrapers blaze in
the rising sun.

MACLEGD
There are 3 of us left. You, ne and the
Kur gan.

KASTAG R
Are you suggesting we join forces against
hi n?

MaclLeod watches a JOGGER fl ounder by.

KASTAG R
Ramrez filled your head with nonsense.
Sooner or later. you and I would have to

fight.

(beat)
Not hi ng personal. 1've always |iked you,
actual ly.

He points a finger at MaclLeod, pulling an inmaginary trigger.

KASTAG R
Boom Boom

MacLeod gets up and wal ks away. Kastagir swings in the w nd.

CUT TO



RAM REZ AND HEATHER

Havi ng lunch in the MacLeod home. A WOODEN STAI RCASE runs from
ground to 3rd fl oor.

Unexpectedly, Ranmirez's body jolts violently. H s face contorts,
voi ce strangl ed.

RAM REZ
Run, Heat her!

Suddenly, the front door EXPLODES, splintering in fragnents. Sword
in hand, eyes burning, the Kurgan surges in.

Heat her races back. Ramirez dives for his sword on the table. The
Kurgan swi ngs, barely nissing Ramrez, chopping the table in two.

Ram rez counters, his Samurai slicing the Kurgan's throat, severing
his vocal chords

GARGLING in fury, the Kurgan clutches his neck. Warding off the
Spaniard's attack, he reels backward up the stairs.

CUT TO

RAM REZ AND THE KURGAN

Fi ghting on the staircase. Savage forces are unleashed. Sparks fly
from CLANG NG bl ades. Qutside, THUNDER CRACKS over head

Despite his wound, the Kurgan fights Iike a mad dog. Ranirez |oses
ground.

The stone house is reduced to rubble. Al that remains is one wall
and the staircase rising to nowhere.

Qut mat ched, Ramirez retreats up the stairs. Unstoppable, the Kurgan
fol | ows.

HEATHER

Paral yzed with fear, crouches by a wall, watching the desperate
battle, Ranmirez and the wounded gi ant sil houetted agai nst an

el ectric sky.

RAM REZ AND THE KURGAN

Hanging in space at the top of the stairs. Ranirez can retreat no
further. The Kurgan runs himthrough. LIGHTNI NG sears the sky.

Gaspi ng, the Spaniard sags to his knees, sword falling thre
stories to the ground. Bel ow, Heat her SCREAMS

Ramirez tries to rise. The Kurgan grabs his hair, pulling him
cl ose.



KURGAN
The Hi ghl ander. Where is he?

Ram rez's bl ade has turned the Kurgan's voice to a METALLIC
GARGLE

RAM REZ
You're too late. | have prepared himfor you.

KURGAN
You waste your tine. He is nothing.
(i ndi cat es Heat her)
Who is the woman?

RAM REZ
She's m ne.

KURGAN
Not for nuch | onger

RAM REZ
| can't hear you, Kurgan. Wat's wong with
your voice?

Ramirez SPITS in his face. The Kurgan goes nad, raising his weapon.

KURGAN
There can be only one.

He cuts off Ramirez's head. A SH MVERI NG CLOUD engul fs him

He kicks the corpse off the stairs. Turning, he stares down at
Heat her shivering by the wall. His pitiless eyes burn into her.

The next second, the remaining wall gives way, taking the
staircase with it. Surprised, the Kurgan di sappears under a mmss
of timber and stone.

Deathly stillness. Couds cast a pall over the ruins.

Cautiously, Heather inches forward, staring down at the debris,
trying to conprehend what's happened. Suddenly:

THE KURGAN S HEAD ROCKETS OUT OF THE RUBBLE

G abbi ng her by the throat. She SCREAMS. He RI SES

CUT TO

MACLEGD

In his silver room studying Ramirez's hat in the glass case.
Rachel enters, standing behind him MicLeod doesn't nove.

MACLECD
VWhat are you | ooking at?



RACHEL
The eyes in the back of your head.

Ri si ng, he heads for the door. Rachel follows him
RACHEL
Peopl e are aski ng about you. Wat am |

supposed to say?

MACLECD
Tell themI|'mimortal.

CUT TO

MACLEOD

In an overcoat, carrying a wapped gift, walking through his
cl osed antique shop, followed by Rachel

RACHEL
Wul d you listen to me for one noment,
pl ease?
(he nods)
You can't hide your feelings fromnme. |'ve

known you too |ong.

MACLEGD
VWhat feelings?

RACHEL
How about | oneliness?

He conceals his true reaction

MACLEGD
["mnot lonely. I've got everything | need,
ri ght here.

RACHEL
No, you don't. You refuse to | et anyone |ove
you.

MACLEGD
Love is for poets. | have other things to do.
(ki ssing her forehead)
You're such a romantic, Rachel. You al ways

were.
CUT TO
BEDSCE ON STAKE- QUT
Parked outside a building in Murray Hill, still suffering fromhis

evening in the Dug-Qut Bar. Hs head's killing him he's got the
shakes and he needs a shave.



Bal ancing a cup of coffee, he tries to work an Al ka-Seltzer into a
contai ner of water, inadvertently hitting the horn with his el bow
It BLARES.

Grabbing his tenples, he drops the water, spilling scalding coffee
into his groin.

BEDSCE
Oh, shit...

Unnoti ced, MaclLeod enters the buil ding.

CUT TO

BRENDA
In bra and panties in her bedroom

Fi ni shi ng make-up, brushing her hair. Nervous, she slips into a
sexy dress and boots, studying the effect fromdifferent angles.

Adj usting her hair, she adds a lizard belt, clinching it tight
around her narrow wai st.

Satisfied, she wal ks out into:
A gl ass and chrone living room

D nner set for two. Agitated, she opens the table-drawer. |nside:
A pi stol

She cracks it open. It's |oaded.

Replacing it, she opens a cabinet. A hidden tape-recorder is set
to go.

BUZZER. |It's the front door.

Starting the recorder, she shuts the cabinet, takes a breath, and
opens the door.

It's Russell Nash
In suit, tie and overcoat, with gift-wapped package and bottle.

MACLECD
Good evening, Mss Watt.

He smiles warmy. Those eyes again, fixed on her. She forgets
everyt hi ng.

MACLECD
You want to dine in the hall, or shall we
step inside?

BRENDA
(bli nki ng)
Conme on in.



For a second, they're very close. Her heart pounds.

BRENDA
May | take your coat?
MACLEGD
No, thanks. I'Il hold onto it.

Fl ushed, she can't think what to say. |npulsively, she heads for the
bedr oom

MACLEGD
VWhere are you goi ng?

BRENDA
"1l be right back. The gl asses are over
there.

Putting his gift on the coffee-table, he takes off his coat,
gl anci ng ar ound.

I N THE BEDROOM

She stares at her rigid image in the mrror.

MACLECD (O . S.)
| like your place, Brenda.

(a beat)
You never told ne what it is you do for a
[iving.
Her face goes white.
BRENDA

(into mrror)
Do you know what you're doi ng?

M nd racing, she inprovises.
BRENDA
...
(cl osing eyes)
I work for the Metropolitan Miseum

She tries to cal mdown. Wiat has she gotten herself into?

I N THE LI VI NG ROOM
MacLeod spots Bedsoe through the blinds.

BRENDA (O S.)
In Acqui sitions.

Covering the roomlike a cat, he checks the table-drawer, sees the
pi st ol



MACLEGD
That expl ains your interest in ancient
weapons.

He finds the recorder in the cabinet.

BRENDA (O S.)
Yes. Particularly the Samnurai.

Opening the bottle, he sits on the sofa.

Brenda enters, joining him feeling nore confident, snoothing her
skirt over her thighs. He fills glasses, handi ng her one.

BRENDA
Shall we have a toast?

He thinks for a nonent.

MACLEGD

Yes.

(raising gl ass)
To the child going to bed,
And the man on the stairs
VWo clinmbs to his dying | ove
In her high room

(she's transfixed)
And | et us hope tonight
He shall find no dying,
But his love alive and warm

BRENDA
That's beautiful. What is it?

The CLI NK GLASSES

MACLEGD
Dyl an Thormas.

They drink. She blinks as it hits her throat. She likes it.

MACLEGD
Brandy. Bottled in 1783.

BRENDA
Jesus. That's ol d.

MACLEGD
1783 was a very good year. Mbzart wote his
Great Mass. The Montgol fier brothers went up
inthe first hot-air balloon. And Engl and
recogni zed the independence of the United
St at es.

BRENDA
Is that right?

Who is this guy who fights scarred giants, drinks 200-year-old
brandy and has a anti que shop on Hudson Street?



He seems to be staring into her soul, seducing her in erotic,
unfam |iar ways.

She notices the package.

BRENDA
VWhat's that?

MACLEGD
It's for you.

BRENDA
Can | open it?

MACLEGD
If you like.

She picks it up and rips off the gift-wap, staring down at:

"A
METALURG CAL HI STORY
CF
ANCI ENT SWORD- MAKI NG

BY
BRENDA J. WYATT"

The bl ood drains from her face.

BRENDA
You Bast ar d.

MACLEGD
Qdd t hi ng.
(i ndi cati ng book)
Your bio doesn't nention the Met. It says you
work for the police in Forensics.
(she's stunned)
Are you and Moran trying to set ne up?

Angry, she rises, noving away.

BRENDA
| don't work for Moran.

MACLEGD
Then why's that fat policeman sitting
out si de, watchi ng your apartnent?

She peers through the blinds, seeing Bedsoe in the car.

MACLEGD
You remenber him Mran's had himtailing ne.

She sits close to the table containing the pistol. He refills his
gl ass. The silence is deadly.

BRENDA
VWhat are you going to do?



MACLEGD
The question is, what are you going to do?
(she frowns)
Are you going to turn off the tape or are you
going to shoot nme with the .38?

BRENDA
You' re really something.

Crossing to the recorder, she rips out the tape. Renoving the

pistol, she enpties it, tossing it away.

BRENDA
I"mnot looking for a killer. |I'm/looking for
a sword
(pause)
The one used on Fasil. | found pieces of it

under the Garden.

He stands, getting ready to | eave. She bl ocks his way

BRENDA

| only want to see the Sanurai.
MACLEGD

Wy ?
BRENDA

I told you. It's not supposed to exist.
Pi cking up the shards, she waves themin his face.

BRENDA
| dated these pieces of the blade at 600 B.C.
The netal's been fol ded over 200 times.
(tappi ng shards)
The Japanese didn't start maki ng swords that
way until the M ddl e Ages.

Her eyes are alight.

BRENDA
So where the hell did it come fronP

He gl ances at the shards. Her energy is unconprom sing.

BRENDA
If I could verify the existence of such a
weapon, it'd be like finding a 747 nmade a
t housand years before the Wight brothers

flew

(drolly)
Wth a find like that, | could get on "Good
Mor ni ng America”.

MACLEGD
This is crazy.

I gnoring her, he heads for the door. Furious, she spins himaround.



Face-to-face, he can snell her perfume. It's driving himcrazy.

BRENDA
| want some straight answers, Nash.

MACLEGD
Don't you ever think about anything except
what you want ?

Bef ore he can stop hinself, he's got a handful of her hair, pulling
her nmouth onto his, kissing her passionately.

She struggl es. Rel easing her, he touches her cheek, then | eaves.
Breat hl ess, Brenda sits on the couch. The front door SLAMS

CUT TO

MACLEGD

Descending a rear stairwell, FOOTSTEPS ECHO NG off the concrete. He
stops on a landing, shutting his eyes.

MONTAGE: HEATHER GROW NG COLD

MacLeod and Heat her | eave Jedburgh and nove east, settling on a farm
out si de Montrose.

Years beconme decades. She changes. Her youth fades. MaclLeod is with
her constantly.

Breat hing her last, she lies in his arns, clutching a sheepskin
dol 1. She strokes his agel ess cheek

HEATHER
My beautiful man. My husband.

MACLEGCD
| amthat, ny |ove

Her eyes fill with tears. MaclLeod fights for control, snoothing her
hair.

HEATHER
| have never... really known.

MACLEOD
What ?

HEATHER
Wy you stayed.

MACLECD
Because | |love you as much now as the day |
first net you.

HEATHER
And | |ove you.



Crying, she turns away. Tornmented, he cradl es her head, hol ding her
tight.

HEATHER
| don't want to die. | want to stay with you
forever.
MACLEGD
| want that, too.
HEATHER
WIIl you do sonething for nme, Conner?
MACLEGD
What, bl osson?
HEATHER
In years to come, will you light a candl e and

renmenber me on ny birthday?

MACLEGD
Aye, love. | wll.

HEATHER
| wanted to have your children.

She col |l apses, clinging to him

MACLEGD
(huski ly)
They woul d have been strong and fi ne.

HEATHER

(struggling)
Don't see ne, Conner. Let ne die in peace.

Heart breaking, he rocks her. Breathing faster, she closes her eyes.

HEATHER
VWhere are we?

MACLEGD
We're in the Hi ghlands. Were el se? Running
down a nount ai n-si de.

She snil es, young agai n.
MACLEGD
The sun's shining. It's not cold. W'll swim
in the | och, maybe.
She fades.
MACLEGD
You' ve got your sheepskins on. And the boots

| made for you.

She dies. He squeezes her tighter, blinking back tears.



MACLEGD
VWen | met you at the fair, you said: "You're
all muck and muscle." Then you smled. Wat a
beauty.

Gief overwhelms him Lowering her gently, he closes her eyes,
taking the doll from her hand. He kisses her cheek

MACLEGD
Good ni ght, ny bonni e Heather. You were
al ways beautiful to ne.

He sobs.
CUT TO
MACLEGD
Layi ng Heather to rest at sunset on a hill above the farm Hi s horse

st ands under a tree.

Drawi ng his claynore, he sinks it deep into the earth, marking
Heat her's grave.

He buckles on Ranmirez's Sanurai, eyes raking the heavens.

MACLEGD
You were right, haggis. There will never be
anot her.

Gimy, he leads his horse down the nountain.

Left behind, his claynore. Carved into the blade, glowing in the
dyi ng sun, the nane: "MACLEQOD'

CUT TO

MACLEOD IN HI'S NEW YORK LOFT

Surrounded by his past. Everywhere he | ooks, objects reni nd hi m of
di stant places and tinmes, intensifying his painful isolation

VO CES and SOUNDS scranbl e his brain, gathering in vol une

OVERLAPPI NG VO CES
My beautiful man. My husband.
(cheering crowd)
Lotta fun, ain't it?
(cannon-fire)
Devil! Devil!
(police sirens)
Head chopped off two ni ghts ago.
(horns bl aring)
600 B.C. It's not supposed to exist.
(a baby crying)
Tell themI'minmortal.
(pi pes and drums)
There can be only onel!



The pressure's too nuch. BELLON NG MaclLeod erupts
Pi cking up a vase, he spins round in fury, flinging it against a

wall. It SHATTERS in a mllion pieces.

MONTAGE

The sane frustration vented bacward through the centuries. The vast
today, marble statue in 1880, a wine bottle at a French castle wall,
the beer glass at his attackers in the Scottish tavern

GLASS FRAGVENTS RING I N THE STI LLNESS

Falling to the floor. MacLeod struggles to control his feelings.
Sitting down on a couch, he stares out of the window His hands are
shaki ng.

CUT TO

MORAN AND BEDSCE MUNCHI NG BURGERS AT TONY' S

A stand at 59th & Lexington. Around them crowds, traffic jans,
BLARI NG HORNS

TONY, the huge owner, in apron and baseball cap, eats col esl aw
checki ng the News headline: "HEAD HUNTER 3 — COPS ZERC'

TONY
Hey, Moran. Have you read what it says here?

MORAN
Cone on, Tony. You know cops can't read.

TONY
(checks story)
VWhat does "incompetent" nean?

Tony cackl es. Myran chews burger, eyeing Bedsoe.
MORAN
The damm Mayor's calling nmy apartment at two

i n the norning.

Bedsoe synpat hi zes. They finish up, getting into a green Dodge.
Bedsoe FI RES THE ENG NE

TONY
(re: paper)
Hey, Moran. \What does "baffled" mean?
The Dodge PEELS OFF into traffic.

CUT TO



MORAN
Tal king to Rachel in the antique shop

She's at her desk. He strolls about, |ooking things over. He makes
her nervous.

MORAN
You do see himevery once in a while?
RACHEL
Rarel y.
MORAN
How do you reach hin®
RACHEL
| don't.
He sits across from her.
MORAN
He ki nd-of keeps you in the dark, right?
(a beat)
Alright, Mss —or is it Ms.?
RACHEL
M ss. Rachel Ellenstein. Wy?
MORAN
Just curious. |I'ma bachel or nyself.
(rising)
If you see Nash, have himcall ne, okay?
RACHEL
kay, Sergeant.
MORAN
(smles)

Li eut enant .
He | eaves.

CUT TO

BRENDA READI NG " CERTI FI CATES OF BI RTH, 1941-48"
In the Hall of Records. She finds a photostat:

"RUSSELL EDW N NASH

BORN: 11.17 A'M OCTOBER 22nd, 1945
MERCY HOSPI TAL, SYRACUSE, NEW YORK
TO KAREN JOAN NASH

ATTENDI NG PHYSI CI AN:

DR. W B. KADELL"

CUT TO



DR. W LLIS KADELL

82, thunmbing through files in his cluttered study. Brenda sits on a
sofa. He's never seen legs |like hers.

KADELL
(finds file)
Here we go. Karen Joan Nash.
(reading)
Yes, | renenber this one. | was practicing in

Syracuse. Didn't get many of these.

BRENDA
What ?

KADELL
Unwed not hers.
(checks her | egs again)
Nowadays that's no big deal. Back then in
Syracuse it was a stoning of fense.

He CHUCKLES, spinning his eyebrows.

BRENDA
VWhat happened?
KADELL
She had the baby. Then she died.
BRENDA
So Nash was illegitimte?
KADELL
Yeah, he was illegitimte. For about a
m nut e-and-a-half. He died right after she
di d.
BRENDA
(stunned)
He di ed?

CUT TO

BRENDA

Getting out of a cab at 42nd and 5th, dressed in coat, fur hat,
gl oves and scarf.

Movi ng t hrough |unchtinme crowds, she wal ks up the steps to the
Publ i c Libary.

CUT TO

ERI K PONELL

Seated at his conmputer-console. He's the Chief Archivist, New York
St ate.



Macho, gay, short-hair, nmoustache and tattoos. Before him two
di spl ay screens.

Brenda perches on a stool at his el bow, coat, hat and scarf over her
arm

ERI K
| did what you asked, Brenda. And do | have
somet hing weird

BRENDA
What ?
ERI K
The conputer will display certain docunents

on mcro-film
(i ndicating 2nd screen)
They' Il pop up there.

BRENDA
Erik, what's weird?

ERI K
(punches dat a)
This guy Nash's signhature. He's the |ega
owner of the property on Hudson Street.

BRENDA
I know t hat.
ERI K
(t ouchy)

He coul d have been renting. Or |easing. You
don't know.

Brenda sighs. Talking to Erik is a pain in the ass.
A docunent appears on the 2nd screen

ERI K
kay, here we go. This is the original deed
to the Hudson Street property. Dated 1796.
Look at that signature.

On screen, a dramatic scrawl : "ADRI AN MONTAGU'

BRENDA
VWho's Adrian Montagu?

ERI K
The first owner of Hudon Street.
(checks print-out)
An English inmm grant.

Freezing, Brenda puts her coat back on

BRENDA
Can we cut to the chase, Erik?



ERI K

(ruffled)
I'"mtaking you through a process here,
Brenda. | spent hours on this. Ckay?

Brenda shivers in the col d.

ERI K
Adrian Montagu left his property to Hamilton
Kopp.
(cracki ng knuckl es)
Even in the old days, if somebody left you
somet hing, you had to sign a receipt.

New program On the 2nd screen, a receipt signed: "HAM LTON KOPP"

ERI K
This shows that Kopp actually received
Mont agu' s i nheritance.
(enj oyi ng hinsel f)
Check out Kopp's signature. Famliar?

BRENDA
It looks a little like the first guy's
Mont agu.

ERI K
Brilliant.

He returns to the consol e.

ERI K
The next thing | did was see if | could find
a Ham |l ton Kopp who died at birth sone tine
before the recei pt was signed by Mntagu.

BRENDA
Wy ?

ERI K
Logi cal minds search for connections.
(taps forehead)
I've got a logical nmind. The Nash kid died at
birth, right?

She nods. On screen, a DEATH CERTI FI CATE for HAM LTON KOPP

ERI K
Here we go. Hamilton Kopp. Born, January
16th, 1819. Died at birth. 20 years before he
al l egedly signed the receipt inheriting
Hudson Street from Montagu

BRENDA
It's a coincidence. It's got to be a
di fferent Kopp.



ERI K
(grinning)
Thin so? Watch this.
(prograns new stuff)
Kopp died and left his wordly goods to one
Al fred Burgess.

On-screen, a receipt signed: "ALFRED BURGESS"

ERI K
Burgess left his possessions to Wallingford
Benoi t.

On-screen, a receipt signed: "WALLI NGTON BENO T'

ERI K
And Benoit left his stuff to your guy.
Russel | Nash.

On-screen, a receipt signed "RUSSELL NASH'. Erik swivels in his
chair. Brenda puts on her gl oves.

ERI K
In all five instances, Mntagu through Nash,
I found a death certificate for a kid with
t he sane nane, who died at birth years before
he pretended to sign for his inheritance.
(eyei ng her)
Still think it's a coincidence?

She repl aces her fur hat. She's never been so cold.

BRENDA
Erik, isn't there any heat in here?

ERI K
No. Heat's bad for the circuits.
(taps more keys)
And now, just in case there's any doubt.

On-screen, Brenda exanines five magnified signatures.
" ADRI AN MONTAGU

HAM LTON KOPP

ALFRED BURGESS

WALLI NGFORD BENO T
RUSSELL NASH'

Eri k runs another program overlaying individual letters fromthe
combi ned signatures, T's on T's, Ns over Ns, etc.

They're identical

Dramatically, he spins around on his chair.



ERI K
So what you got here, Brenda is a guy who's
been creeping around since at |east 1700.
Pretending to croak every once in a while,
| eaving all his possessions to kids who've
been corpses for years and assunming their
identities.

BRENDA
It's not possible.

CUT TO

KENNY WATCHI NG TV NEWS
In the Ansonia | obby. Derelicts snore in harnony.

NEWSCASTER
Public outrage nounts this hour as New York's
finest seem powerless to stop the Head-
Hunter. The Kurgan | eaves the el evator.
Carrying his oblong case, crossing the | obby.
It's late.

KENNY
(seeing him
Hey Rockefeller. How did you |Iike Candy? She
sai d you were kinda kinky.

The Kurgan stops, staring at him

KENNY
You watch your ass out there.
(cackl i ng)
Don't let the Head-Hunter getcha!

The Kurgan wal ks up to him inches fromhis face. Kenny stares into
eyes that are a vision of Hell.

THE KURGAN
(rasping)
Don't speak to ne.

KENNY
| didn't nmean --

THE KURGAN
Don't ever speak to ne. Do you understand?

He understands. The Kurgan | eaves, Kenny staring after him

KENNY
Hope you get your head chopped off, asshol e.

CUT TO



Kl RK MATUNAS
Driving 23rd in a souped-up Mistang.

He's wiry, in fatigues, T-shirt, forage-cap and boots. Headlights
reflect in his sungl asses.

@un magazi nes on the seat, assault weapons in the back, Uzi machine-
pi stol on the dash. Nobody's gonna rmug this sucker.

MATUNAS
(si ngi ng)
Oh, she junped in bed, And she covered her
head, Bet | couldn't find her
He turns down 2nd Avenue, gathering speed.
MATUNAS
(conti nui ng; singing)
Oh, her titties were pink as a red rooster's.

He brakes suddenly, revving back, fishtailing to a halt, staring
down an all ey.

A bl ack guy and a white guy battle with swords.
Mat unas grabs the Uzi, springing into action.

CUT TO

THE KURGAN AND KASTAG R I N THE ALLEY
Fi ghti ng savegel y. Matunas appears, thunderstruck
MATUNAS
(shout i ng)
VWat the hell's going on?

They continue hamrering at each other. Matunas slans a clip into the
Uzi, taking aim

Horrified, he sees the white guy decapitate the bl ack guy.
Mat unas starts FI RI NG

Five slugs tear into the white guy's chest, flinging himagainst a
fence. He falls. Matunas di sappears down the alley.

CUT TO

A SMALL CROAD GATHERS

On 2nd Avenue. A vintage Chevy pulls up at the curb, ENG NE RUNNI NG
I nside, an OLD COUPLE try to see what's going on



MATUNAS
Creeps down the dark alley. He checks the black guy. He's a goner.

Suddenly, the white guy he shot lunges with a sword, driving the
bl ade into Matuna's stomach. SCREAM NG he falls, dropping his Uzi.

I gnoring him the Kurgan hunches over Kastagir's body. Matunas sees
weird things happen:

CUT TO

THE CROWD

On 2nd Avenue freaks. STREET-LIGHTS DIM W NDOWs EXPLCDE in
bui I di ngs. NEON SI GNS ERUPT. MANHOLE COVERS BLAST skywar d.

Ri ddl ed with bullet-holes, the Kurgan staggers out of the alley,
CURSING wielding his sword. The crowd scatters in terror.

Hearing distant SIRENS, the Kurgan | ooks for a ride, spotting the
Chevy on the curb.

Bel | owi ng, he charges, sword sw ngi ng, opening the Chevy's roof like
a tin can.

Prying it open with his bare hands, he sees the old couple staring
up at what used to be their roof. The next second, they're airborne,
hurled to the sidewal k.

Leapi ng inside, the Kurgan takes off. Tires SHRI EKI NG, roof
flappi ng, he hurtles away down 2nd Avenue.
MORAN AND BEDSCE ENTERI NG BELLEVUE HOSPI TAL
Shovi ng REPORTERS asi de.
REPORTERS (V. O
(shout i ng)

Did he see the Head-Hunter? What's the
victim s nane? Cone on, Nbran!

CUT TO
MORAN AND BEDSCE | N AN ASCENDI NG ELEVATOR
Wat chi ng fl oor numbers.
BEDSCE
Frank, | saw the corpse. The black guy was
t he sane dude who was with Nash. | spent the

night with them for Christ's sake.

MORAN
Ri ght. Drunk out of your skull.

Enmbarrassed, Bedsoe checks his shoes. Mdiran gets a cigar going.



MORAN

20 people were there and nobody saw a goddam
t hi ng.

(a beat)
That's New York for you

(l'ights cigar)
So tell me about this guy Matunas. |Is he on
drugs?

BEDSCE
No. Some ki nd of survival nut.

MORAN
Survival nut?

BEDSCE
Yeah. Into guns. Forner Marine. Vietnam |
checked with his ex-CO Slightly paranoid,
but definitely reliable.

CUT TO

MATUNAS
Propped up in bed, abdomen bandaged.
Tube in his arm Mran and Bedsoe enter.

MORAN
How re you doi ng, kid?

MATUNAS
kay, | guess for a guy who got three feet of
steel cranmed up his ass. How re you doin',

ol d man?

MORAN
Walt says you got a |look at the guy who stuck
you, right?

MATUNAS

Are you kiddin', man?

Moran shows hi ma shot of MaclLeod.

MORAN
Thi s hin®?

MATUNAS
Nope.

MORAN

Cone on, Matunas. It was dark in that alley.



MATUNAS
(screechi ng)
The freak was stabbing me to death. |'I1
never forget his face. He had a scar right
across his throat.
(re: photo)
And that ain't him

Moran sags onto the bed.

MATUNAS
Depr essed?

Mor an shrugs.

MATUNAS
You don't know grunt about depressed.
(sits up painfully)
| got me a .357, a trunkful of shotguns,
three big-bore battle rifles and ammop out the

ass. | can't protect nyself.
(shout i ng)

| ain't safel
(wi nci ng)

That weirdo with the sword, man. He got up
and stabbed ne after | put enough lead in him
to drop a rhino.

(col I apsi ng)
Don't talk to me about depressed.

Moran rises wearily.
MORAN
Could you work with an artist and come up

with a picture of the guy?

MATUNAS
Sur e.

Moran and Bedsoe head for the door.

MATUNAS
Hey, cop.

Moran turns.
MATUNAS
| know you think I'mnuts. But there's

something else | gotta tell you.

CUT TO

MORAN AND BEDSCE HEADI NG FOR THE EXI T

Reporters clanor outside



MORAN

(seei ng pres)
Just say we got an eyewitness. That's it.
Not hi ng about sword-fights in the 20th
Century.

(j abs Bedsoe's chest)
Guys glowing in the dark. O soldiers
craw i ng around in the snow at Valley Forge,
| ooki ng for Washington's wooden teeth. Got
it, walt?

They wal k into the uproar.

CUT TO

A NEWS VENDOR AT 57TH AND 7TH

Rush- hour crowds buy The Post. A conposite of the Kurgan is front
page.

NEWS VENDOR
(shout i ng)
Extra! Cops rel ease Head-Hunter picture.
Head- Hunt er reveal ed.

Headl i ne: "HAVE YOU SEEN TH S MAN?"

CUT TO

MACLEGD
Lighting candles in St. Patrick's Cathedral

Beside the altar. Soaring colums, stained-glass w ndows. People
pray. Priests glide about.

MACLEGD
(1st candl e)
For you, my bonni e Heather. Happy birthday.
(l'ights 2nd)
And you, Juan Ram rez.
(remenbering)
Take care of her, you overdressed haggis.

Moving to an enpty pew, he sits silently, lost in the past.

In front of him the candles blur. The ceiling starts to spin.
Turni ng, MaclLeod see the Kurgan beside himin the pew.

He's becone a punk-rocker, straightened his hair, dyed it orange,
and put on make-up.

A line of safety-pins dangle fromthe scar across his throat. Hi s
nocki ng eyes roamthe church.

KURGAN
Kastagir is gone. Only you and | remain.
Chatting together here on holy ground.



He | eers.

MACLEGD
You' re revolting. What d' you think this is,
Hal | owe' en?

KURGAN
| am di sgui sed. This way people will not
recogni ze ne.

MACLEGD
VWhat do you want ?

KURGAN
Your head.

MacLeod is a coiled spring. TWDO MATRONS cross thensel ves, headi ng
down the aisle.

KURGAN
And the Prize.
(the matrons pass by)
Happy Hal | owe' en | adi es!

Scared witless, they |eave.

KURGAN
It was destined that the board woul d be
cleared for the real players.

MACLEGD
| feel something conmng fromyou. You're
trying to conceal it fromme. Wat is it?

KURGAN
| conceal not hing.

MacLeod's glittering eyes fix on the Kurgan's safety-pinned
t hr oat - scar.

MACLEGD
Ram rez's bl ade did not cut deeply enough. He
was right about you. You're sline.

KURGAN
(harshly)
Ranm rez was an effete snob. He died on his
knees.

G oating, he renenbers:

CUT TO

THE KURGAN

Clutching Heather's neck, rising up fromthe ruins of MclLeod' s
16th century stone house. SCREAM NG, she tries to break free of
his grip. It's hopel ess.



KURGAN (V. Q)
| took his head and raped his wonan before
hi s body was even col d.

Throwi ng Heat her down, he rips off her clothes. She CRIES OUT
brokenly. There's no one to hear.

CUT TO

THE KURGAN
Eyebal i ng MacLeod's stricken face in St. Patrick's.
Under st andi ng dawns in his lurid eyes.

KURGAN
| see. Ramirez lied. The worman was not his.
She was yours.
(1 eering)
And she never told you. | wonder why. Perhaps
| gave her sonething you never could, and
secretly she yearned for my return.

On his feet, MacLeod shakes with fury.

MACLECD
You sick bastard!

He lunges for the sword inside his coat. The Kurgan's hands fly up
i n nock-horror.

KURGAN
Hol y ground, Highlander. Renenber what
Ram rez taught you.

MACLEGD
You can't stay in here forever.
KURGAN
(smling)
You' re weak, Hi ghlander. You will always be
weaker than I.
MACLEGD

"1l be out front. Witing.

MacLeod | eaves by the front doors. Metallic |aughter rings through
the church. Worshi ppers are outraged.

A bal d PRI EST confronts the Kurgan.
PRI EST
This is the house of God. People are trying
to pray. You're disturbing them

The Kurgan ki sses the Priest's hand noisily, dropping to his
knees.



KURGAN
Forgive nme, father. I ama worm

Patting the Priest's head for |uck, the Kurgan boogi es down the
ai sl e in hobnail boots.

Saf ety-pins jangling at his throat, he heads for the back exit.

He | eaps out into the night. The DOOR BANGS. The Priest crosses
hi msel f.

CUT TO

BRENDA GRI LLI NG RACHEL | N NASH S ANTI QUE SHOP

BRENDA
| want to see him goddamit.

RACHEL
I"'mafraid that's inpossible. M. Nash.

BRENDA
Nash is dead. He died at birth. Didn't he,
M ss El | enstein.

MACLEGD
Suddenly SLAMS open the door, seeing Brenda.

MACLEGD
VWat are you doing here?

BRENDA
Looki ng for a dead guy named Nash. He died at
birth in Syracuse.

MacLeod | ooks at Brenda. She's done her homework, and she's not
going to | eave. He nakes a deci sion

MACLECD
Conme on.

CUT TO

MACLEOD AND BRENDA ENTERI NG HI S PRI VATE APARTMENT

She' s dumbf ounded staring at the opul ent surroundings. He noves to
t he bar.

MACLEGD
Do you want a scotch?
BRENDA
Is is Ad?
MACLEGD

It's 12 years old. Do you want some or not?



She nods. He pours drinks, handing her one. Taking her arm he
| eads her down a hall.

MACLECD AND BRENDA ENTER HI' S SI LVER ROOM
Her expression changes to awe.

The roomis filled with suits of arnor, |talian statuettes,
Persian fetishes, and a thousand other oddities froma hundred
eras.

The sight is overwhel m ng.

BRENDA
M/ God.

Ast oni shed, she strolls around, touching artifacts. He watches
her.

BRENDA
(conti nui ng; pointing)
Is that claynore real?

He lets go. Years of isolation nelt in the sound of her voice.

MACLECD
Yes.

Brenda runs her hand along the delicate weaving of a Carolingian
tapestry.

She turns and faces him

MACLECD
| have been alive for four and a half
centuries. And | cannot die.

BRENDA
(nervously)
Right. And |I'm an Amazon princess sent by
Martians to save the world.

He's caressing her with his eyes, confushing her again.
Crossing to a glass table, he picks up an ornate stiletto.
BRENDA
(conti nui ng; al armed)
VWhat are you going to do with that?
He of fers her the hilt.

MACLECD
Take it.

Rel uctantly, her fingers close over the handl e.

Suddenly, MaclLeod kneel s before her, tearing open his shirt,
exposi ng his chest.



In one blurred nove, he grabs her fist. She tries to drop the
dagger, but his grip is like steel

MACLECD
| am Conner MaclLeod of the C an MaclLeod. |
was born in 1518, in the village of dams
on the shores of Loch Shi el
(tightening his grip)
And | amimortal.

In a flash, he pulls her fist forward:

Plunging the stiletto into his heart.

Letting go, she screans. He coll apses, npaning.
Freaki ng out, Brenda watches:

MacLeod pulls the dagger out of his heart.

The wound heal s. He stands up. Brenda is |ost.

CUT TO

BRENDA AND MACLEOD AT THE DI NNER TABLE

She's flushed, excited in the presence of living history. MaclLeod
pours brandy, getting confortable. Brenda watches himdraw on his
ci gar.

BRENDA
|'"ve got a nmillion questions. | don't know
what to ask first.

MACLEGD
| have all the tine in the world.
BRENDA
You were with Napol eon at Waterl oo.
(he nods)

VWhat was he |ike?

MACLEGD
Short. French. Wbre his hat sideways.

She spots the silver-frame photo of MaclLeod with a 12-year-old
girl.

BRENDA
Is this your daughter?
MACLEGD
Yes.
BRENDA

VWhat's her nane?

MACLECD
Rachel .



Brenda frowns. Slowy realizing, she points.

BRENDA
You nean that Rachel ?

MACLEGD
(noddi ng)
Yes. She was an orphan. | can't have
children. | adopted her

(drolly)
Over the years, our relationship has gone

t hrough qquite a few changes.

BRENDA
She's ol d enough to be your nother.

MACLECD
Soneti mes she thinks she is.

Ri sing, he takes the Sanurai fromthe sheath in his coat, |aying
it before her.

MACLEGD
This was forged in 593 B.C. Metal folded over
200 ti mes.

He enj oys her amazenent.
MACLEGD
(continui ng gently)
Like finding a 747 a thousand years before
the Wight Brothers flew. Right?

She runs her fingers over the bl ade.

BRENDA
This bel onged to Ranmirez?

MACLECD
Yes.

Reality hits her like a bolt. She's alone with an i mort al
hol ding a sword forged hal f-a-century before Christ.

BRENDA
How many men have you killed with this?

MACLEGD
Too many. They're all gone. Except for one.

He ki sses her.

CUT TO

MACLECD AND BRENDA MAKI NG PASSI ONATE LOVE
She grips his scar-covered back. He tastes her face and neck

CUT TO



HEATHER DYI NG I N THE 16TH CENTURY
CUT TO

MACLEOD AND BRENDA | N BED

Head on his chest, she feels his breathing, stroking his nmuscul ar
chest.

BRENDA
You're |like the sun, going on for ever and
ever.
MACLEGD
The sun will burn out in ten billion years.
BRENDA

Then what' 1l you do? Walk around in the dark?
He ki sses her. She touches his cheek

BRENDA
Tell ne nore about Heat her

He frowns, sitting up
BRENDA
In all these years, she was the only one you

really loved, right?

He bounces out of bed stark naked, deciding to go into the
bat hroom She SHOUTS after him

BRENDA
And | osing her was too painful to bear, was
that it?
(sil ence)

Cone on. In every relationship, sonmebody has
to die first.

MACLECD (O . S.)
Yes, but the survivor doesn't have to go on
forever.

He turns on the SHOWER, FULL- BLAST.

BRENDA
It's not just your body that's covered in
scars. D you know that ?

The shower STOPS. Towel around his wai st, he marches out of the
bat hr oom

MACLECD
| don't want to tal k about this.

BRENDA
| wouldn't want you to spend 10,000 years in
a hair shirt if I was Heather.



Doi ng his best to ignore her, he stacks magazi nes.

BRENDA
| heard Christiaan Barnard on TV one tine.

MACLEQD
VWho?

BRENDA
Heart guy. He did the first transpl ant.

MACLECD
| don't have heart trouble.

BRENDA

Oh, yes, you do.
(a beat)

Anyway, Barnard's patients always wanted to
live longer. That's why they cane to him For
new hearts. But he wouldn't give any
guarantees. All he could pronise them was
freedom from pai n.

MACLEGD
VWhat is your point?

BRENDA
My point is, Ramrez was wong. Just one year
of love. though it ends in death, is better
than an eternity al one.

MACLEGD
Are you naking a proposal ?

Seductively, she pulls the sheet around her.

BRENDA
Not me. Besides, we've only just met.
(pause)
Cone here a mnute.

MACLECD
Wy ?

BRENDA
I want to check your pulse.

He's on her in a fl ash

CUT TO
MORAN AND BRENDA WALKI NG DOAWN A HALLWAY
She' s pi ssed.
BRENDA
Frank, call off Bedsoe. | don't need any

protection.



MORAN
You saw Nash at |east tw ce. Wy?

They descend stairs in a wave of milling cops.

BRENDA
I was | ooking for something.

MORAN
Did you find it?

BRENDA
Maybe.

Moran janms his cigar in his mouth. They arrive at Brenda's office.
MORAN

Brenda, there's stuff going on in this Head-
Hunt er case you woul dn't believe. Nash is

i nvol ved sonmehow. | don't want you hurt.
BRENDA
"' mokay. | prom se.

She sniles, unlocking her office, going inside.

CUT TO
BRENDA AND MACLECD TOURI NG THE BRONX ZQOO
Eati ng popcorn. They pause at:
THE G RAFFE ENCLOSURE
He's pensive. She's energized
BRENDA
| had it all laid out. Forensics. In 3 years,

a lectureship at Col unmbia. Tenure. Husband,
coupl e of kids.

He nods distractedly, eyes riveted on:

A LONE WOLF I N A CAGE

Staring at him The connection between nman and beast is tinmneless.
Their heartbeats and breat hing become one.

In his mind, Ramrez's VO CE ECHOES down 400 years
RAM REZ' S VA CE
| had to go on, never again to hear the sound
of her voice, her laughter. She left behind
such a silence

The wol f turns away. MaclLeod's mind reels.



BRENDA

You' re not, |istening.
MACLEGD
Brenda, this isn't going to work. | can't get

i nvol ved with someone. Not again.

BRENDA

(qui ckly)
VWo sai d anyt hi ng about being invol ved?

Hi di ng her feelings, she noves to:

Bl RDS | N AN AVI ARY
Parrots SCREECH. He joins her.

BRENDA
If all you want's an occasi onal night
together, that's fine with ne.

Al'l around the zoo, wild-life starts to act strangely. Tigers claw
their cages. Monkeys go crazy. Hyenas attack one anot her.

Bears try to clinb out of their pit. The hairs on the back of
MacLeod's neck stand up. His nmind reels.

MACLEGD
(1 ooki ng around)
It's not that sinple.

BRENDA
You think I'mgoing to turn you in to Mran.

From every direction, SHRIEKS, GROALS, TRUMPETI NGS

Visitors think it's feeding tinme, but MacLeod knows different. His
eyes are everywhere, searching for the Kurgan

MACLEGD
No, | don't think you'll do that.

He reaches for her hand. She pulls it away.

BRENDA
There's something | want to say.

A happy-faced CLOMN wanders past, selling balloons.

MacLeod' s hand is under the shoulder of his coat, gripping his
sword, scanning every passing face, searching for his norta

eneny.

BRENDA
I love you.
(a beat)
But you're | ocked away in your own private
worl d of menories. No future. Unable to care.
Afraid.



THE KURGAN I N THE CHI LDREN S ENCLOSURE
Surrounded by kids petting sweet, furry things. He peers through
the trees.
AT THE PENGUI N- POCL
Excited kids jostle and SHOUT. MaclLeod is in turnoil.
BRENDA
You know what's kind of weird? Most people
are afraid to die. That's not your problem
You're afraid to live.
(rises)
Take care of yourself.
(ki sses him
Don't | ose your head.
She turns and wal ks for the exit.

CUT TO

THE KURGAN

Wat ches Brenda |l eave. A KID hands hima rabbit. He strokes it. It
struggles, biting himhard. Flinging it fromhim he takes off.
BRENDA GETS OUT OF HER APARTMENT ELEVATCR

It's dark and late. The building' s enpty.

Jostling an arnful of books, she starts down the corridor.

Turni ng a corner she suddenly FREEZES.

The books tunbl e out of her arms onto the floor.

Standing at the end of the corridor, sniling, is the Kurgan, in

bl ack | eat her, buckles and stonping-boots. His hair is shaved into

an orange mohawk.

KURGAN
Hell o, pretty.

The Kurgan starts for her, carrying a huge, broadsword.
Brenda screans and runs for her apartnent.
The Kurgan is in no hurry.

Brenda | ooks back at the Kurgan. Crying in fear, she frantically
tries to get her keys into the lock of her apartnent.

The Kurgan is nearly upon her.

Brenda t hrows open the door, runs inside, and locks it.



Beat .
CRASH! !
The Kurgan hamers his sword deep into the wood of the door.
BRENDA
(crying)
Oh, d...

He strikes again. And again. Splinters smack everywhere.

BRENDA
Go away! Ch, God, go away!

Hysterical, Brenda sinks to the floor agai nst her desk

The Kurgan stands back and gives the door a last two-fisted sw ng.
Brenda screans.

The door coll apses.

The hellish figure stands over her in the doorway.

BRENDA
For CGod's sake...

KURGAN
There is no God. Only ne.

CUT TO

A SPEEDI NG CAR RACES THROUGCH THE CI' TY

The Kurgan takes a cassette fromhis pocket, slotting it in.
DEAFENING MUSIC fills the car:

It's the KURGAN' S ANTHEM
Brenda is trying to get her bearings.

MUSI C SHRI EKS, her ears burst. Cars rocket past like bullets.
Speedoneter 90 and cl i nbi ng.

Brenda stares at the Mbhawk abortion with his foot to the fl oor.
BRENDA
(shout i ng)
Stop. Pl ease, stop.

The Kurgan erupts in mani acal |aughter.

Brenda hangs on for dear life. Everything's a blur. Any second,
she's going to die.

Engi ne VWHI NI NG, MJSI C POUNDI NG, eyebal ling his captive



The Kurgan runs chi cken down the avenue, not stopping for red
I'ights.

Fl at -out, stopping for nothing, getting his rocks off, shrieking
i ke a banshee.

In his wake, a mael strom of weckage and terror

ANTHEM BLARI NG he flings the Cutlass into the dark nouth of the
M d- Town Tunnel

Brenda screans.

CUT TO

MACLECD SLUWPED ON A COUCH IN HI S LI VI NG ROOM
Repl ayi ng a RECORDED nessage:
KURGAN S VO CE
She gave ne your number. She didn't want to

at first. Listen.

Br enda sobs.

KURGAN
She's hot, Highlander. | think she wants ne.
VWhat part of her shall | cut off first?

More CRYI NG MacLeod shuts it off. Rachel at the door.

RACHEL
The endl ess killing has driven himnad.

Ri sing, he puts on his coat and checks his Samurai, holding her
face in his hands.

MACLECD
Rachel, there are sone instructions in the
desk drawer. | want you to follow them

There's a power-of-attorney for you. You'l
have everythi ng you need.

RACHEL
(realizing)
You' re not com ng back

Si |l ence.
RACHEL
Even if you kill him you're not com ng back

Are you?

He sits her down, hol ding her hands.



MACLEOD

(gently)
Sweet Rachel, you al ways knew this would
happen.

(a beat)

Russel | Nash dies tonight. One way or the
other. It's tine.

RACHEL

(crying)
There's no one in ny life but you.

MacLeod gives her a handkerchi ef.

MACLECD

You still have a lot of life to |ive.
RACHEL

I'"'mafraid.
MACLECD

A beautiful woman |ike you need never be
al one or afraid.

He stands up, smiling down at her.

RACHEL
VWhat about Brenda?

MACLEGD
He's given nme an hour

RACHEL
| under st and.

He ki sses her, huggi ng her tight.
MACLEGD
Goodbye, dearest Rachel. My daughter. My good
friend.
He | eaves. Long silence. Tears roll down her cheeks.
RACHEL
(whi speri ng)
Goodbye, Russell Nash.

CUT TO

CONEY | SLAND AMUSEMENT PARK AT NI GHT
Bitter cold. A sign reads:

" CLOSED
NO ADM TTANCE"

Breakers pound the beach. WND HOAS t hrough the park



The roller-coaster's a prehistoric nonster. Light flickers froma
nmerry-go-round pavilion.

CUT TO

THE KURGAN ASSEMBLI NG HI S SWORD
Inside the pavilion, slotting the blade into place.

Sprawl ed i n sawdust, Brenda stares at carved wooden horses.
Shivering, she sits up, trying to figure out where she is.

The Kurgan | oons over her, blade gl eam ng

KURGAN
A nice sleep, yes?

She tries to rise. He sets his sword-point at her throat.

KURGAN
One nove, whore, and I'Il slice you to bits.

He forces her back. She's freezing and terrified.

BRENDA
You're an ani nal .

KURGAN
I am Kurgan. Warrior eternal. | have carved
nmy nane in the flesh of Venetian princes,
raped the daughters of Attila the Hun, and
set abl aze the seven hills of Rone.

(grating)
You are nothing. Born and dead in the blink
of my eye.

(a beat)
You are mnmy slave, and will give me whatever

pl easure | denand.

BRENDA
You puffed-up turd. You don't have the
equi prent .

She spits at him He glares in fury.

BRENDA
Cone on. Kill nme. You're going to do it
anyway.
(a beat)

VWhat's the matter? No balls?
The Kurgan smiles. She's clever, this bitch

KURGAN
| see. You try to anger ne, so | kill you
bef ore you | over arrives. Then | have no
advant age.



BRENDA
(staggers up)
["mnothing to him Just a roll in the hay.

Breath bill owi ng, nohawk trenbling, he wonders if that's true.
Suddenly he freezes, staring out into the dark

KURGAN
He cares for you. More than you think. | can
feel his approach
(a beat)

My advantage is real.

Grabbing a hamrer, she hurls it at him He bats it away with his
sword, slapping her across the face.

MaclLeod appears, samurai in hand.

The Kurgan drags Brenda up by the hair, hand over her nouth, blade
resting across her neck. MaclLeon starts forward.

KURGAN
Stop, or I'Il cut her.

Tense as a cobra, MaclLeod stops.

MACLEGD
Let her go.

KURGAN
| don't think so.

He yanks her head farther back, eyes on the Hi ghl ander.

KURGAN
If you care what happens to her. put down
your sword and wal k away.

(poi nting)
Over there.

Brenda fights to break his grip. The Kurgan chokes her. MaclLeod
puts down his sword

KURGAN
Very good. Now move.

MacLeod noves.

KURGAN
Kneel down, neck exposed.

MACLEGD
Let her go first.

KURGAN
Do you think thousands of years have nmade ne
an idiot?

( bar ki ng)

Kneel !



Boi I i ng, he obeys.

Hurling Brenda away from him the Kurgan swi ngs murderously at
MacLeod' s exposed neck.

Li ke a panther, MaclLeod rolls, grabs his sanmurai, and neets the
ROARI NG BLADE wit h a THUNDEROUS CLANG and a shower of sparks.

MacLeod | eaps to his feet.

KURGAN
So now it ends. Ceneration upon generation.
M1lions of niles.

Welding his sword |ike a scythe, MacLeod attacks, driving the
kurgan back in showers of sparks. BLADES CLANG in the gl oom

The Kurgan bl ocks his parries brilliantly. They lock sword-hilts,
face to face.

BRENDA
Kill him Kill him

The Kurgan hurls himacross the pavilion. He I ands on his back
wi nded.

Yel ling, the Kurgan charges, driving MacLeod out into the night.
Brenda follows fearfully.

CUT TO

A SAVAGE BATTLE RAG NG THROUGH THE PARK

Bet ween the reptilian day-glo nightmare and the 466-year-old
Hi ghl ander .

Rol | er-coaster pilings are severed and col | apse. Arcades
demol i shed, ferris-wheel chairs hacked to bits. Energy crackles
all around them

They battle beneath a huge red wooden fruit. Painted on it in
lurid col ors:

FUN I N THE Bl G APPLE
Crcling, MacLeod's eyes burn into his ancient eneny.

MACLECD
| can sense it again. What | felt in the
church. What are you hidi ng?

KURGAN
Not hi ng.

They grapple like prinordial beasts, sweat pouring off their
bodi es.



MACLEGD
(realizing)
It's fear. That's what | feel. You're afraid
of me. Kurgan, you're afraid of ne.
(hurling him back)
That's why you needed the woman. You didn't
t hi nk you coul d take me.

KURGAN
(hoarsel y)
Li es!

H's rabid eyes can't hide the truth. MaclLeod charges again,
wielding Ramirez's sword full-strength.

The Kurgan's arns feel like |lead. Gasping, he retreats to:
The icy beach
MaclLeod beating hi m back.

MACLEGD
Al'l these years, | thought | was running from
you. But it was nyself.
(cont empuousl y)
You're not the perfect warrior. You're a
cowar d.

MacLeod batters himrelentl essly. Each bl ocked bl ow saps Kurgan
further.

Beat en, he stands, gulping for air. MacLeod faces him sanura
poi sed for anot her bl ow.

The Kurgan can't get it up. Brenda's rooted to the spot.

MACLEGD
(continuing, to the
Kur gan)
For Heather, Ram rez, Kastagir and all the
others | never knew. And last, for the
Hi ghl ander MacLeod of the C an MaclLeod.

He rai ses his Sanurai

MACLEGD
There can be only one.

Bl ade a WHI STLI NG bl ur:
He cuts off the Kurgan's head.

Transfixed, Brenda watches a sparkling energy | eave the corpse and
engul f MaclLeod. Standing up

MacLeod gl ows all hues of the rai nbow.

Hi s hair stands on end. Color erupts fromhis eyes. He's like a
roman candl e agai nst the waves. The W ND HOAS



MACLEGD
(conti nui ng; screani ng)
Mot her of Cod!

Terrified, she tries to touch him It's like his skin's on fire.

BRENDA
(shout i ng)
VWhat is it?

G owing, he falls to his knees in the sand.

MACLECD
The Prize. It is the Prize.

Suddenly, everything's still. Hi s eyes probe the darkness. There's
a TERRI FYI NG EXPLGCSI ON.

Brenda wat ches MaclLeod's body transforminto many different
people. H's voi ce ECHOES over the surf.

MACLEGD

Everything's alive. The Quickeni ng overpowers
ne.

(beconi ng Rami rez)
Al resistance is gone. | am generations
bei ng born and dyi ng.

(becom ng Fasil)
| am ni ght air, breathing.

(beconi ng unknown peopl e)
The life-force snothers ne.

(becom ng the Kurgan)
| amall of them

(beconi ng hinsel )
| can feel everything

She's terrified. His formshifts and changes before her. \Waves
CRASH on the beach.

MACLEGD
I can feel your love. The bl ood in your
vei ns.
He reaches out to her.
MACLEGD

Your fear of ne.

CUT TO

FI RE TRUCK
Convergi ng on MacLeod's antique shop.

SIRENS SCREAM NG. It's a blazing inferno. Cops hold back crowds.
Firemen direct hoses. Tears in her eyes:

Rachel moves through the crowd.



She's carrying the silver-framed 1952 photo of herself w th Nash
Beans split in cascades of sparks.

CUT TO

MORAN

Stands on the sidewal k. TV crews filmthe blaze. Cops hold back
gawkers behind barriers. Seeing Rachel, Mran takes her arm

MORAN

I"msorry. W couldn't get himout.
RACHEL

I know.
MORAN

(eyei ng her)
The Head- Hunt er got another one tonight.

RACHEL
(anxi ousl y)
What was his nane?

MORAN
Sone guy named Kruger

Rel i eved, she cl oses her eyes for a nonment. MaclLeod has won.

MORAN
Wiy d' you ask, M ss Ellenstein?

RACHEL
You can call me Rachel if you want.

MORAN
Rachel 's a nice nane
(seei ng phot o)
VWat's that?

She shows it him

MORAN
Nash.
(she nods)
VWho's the pretty young girl?

RACHEL
(smling)
Whul d you like to get sone coffee?

Puzzl ed, he | ooks at the photo, then at her. Taking his arm she
wal ks himoff down the street.

Behi nd them the inferno RAGES

CUT TO



THREE UPS GUYS
Unl oadi ng MacLeod' s aquarium off a truck.

Reeling under its weight, they stagger up the steps of a
brownstone, ringing the bell repeatedly.

After an eternity, Bedsoe appears in striped pajanmas, rubbing his
eyes.

UPS GQUY
You Bedsoe?

BEDSCE
Yeah.

UPS GUY

Delivery. Fish. Heavy. Get out of the way.
Pushing past himw th the tank, they di sappear inside.

UPS GUY'S VA CE
VWere d' you want it?

BEDSCE
Wit a mnute. There nust be sonme nistake. |
didn't order any fish.

CUT TO

MACLEOD ON THE FAN-TAIL OF A LI NER, ALONE

Bri ght sun, gulls astern. Passengers bask by a pool. Wiiters serve
dri nks.

He stares at the rolling ocean. Everything is different. There's a
power and grow ng confidence in his eyes.

Brenda appears in a summer dress, carrying gl asses and an open
bottle. She joins him setting themon the rail, watching himin
si | ence.

MACLEGD
A man naned Armando Rafael Garcia, right now,
is planning a military coup in Honduras. Mny
peopl e may di e.

BRENDA
How do you know?
MACLEGD
(searching for words)
| can't explain it. | just do.
BRENDA

You nean |ike when the phone rings sonetines,
and before you answer, you know who's
cal i ng?



MACLEGD
Sonething like that. I'mjust |earning about
it.
(pause)
In Paris, Jean-Robert Tousche and Sylvie
Arnaud live in adjoining houses.
(turning to her)

They're deeply in love, but they never speak to each other.

The breeze stirs her hair. The inplications of what he's saying
astound her.

BRENDA

VWhat are you going to do with all this power?
MACLEGD

| don't know. | think I can help the people

in Honduras, the lovers in paris.
(shakes hi s head)
I'"mnot sure how yet. | don't fully grasp it.

@il l's hang on the wi nd. Changi ng nood, Brenda grins, digging him
in the ribs.

BRENDA
Bef ore you start saving lives in Honduras and
lovers in Paris, will you do sonething for
me?
He blinks, focusing on her. His eyes are still magic. She |oves
himto death.
MACLEGD

Yes. What woul d you I|ike?

BRENDA
WIIl you take nme to Scotland? | want to see
where you were born.

MaclLeod is pleased. After all the years he's lived, the nmiles he's
travell ed, the thought of returning to the place where it all
started noves him

MACLEGD
(enbraci ng her)
Are you sure this is what you want?

BRENDA
I"msure.
He strokes her face.
MACLEGD
WIIl you call me Conner MacLeod? It's mny rea
nane. | long to hear it again.

She tries not to cry. He holds her tight, |ooking into her eyes.
He knows what she's thinking.



MACLEGD
Ram rez was wong. Just one year of love is
better than an eternity al one.

Conposur e regai ned, she grins.

BRENDA
Right. Nowit's tine for the cerenony.

MACLEGD
VWhat cerenmony?

She fills the glasses, handi ng hi mone.

MACLEGD
VWhat's that?

BRENDA
Pl um brandy. 1976.

MACLEGD
19767

BRENDA
It was all | could find. Listen, 1976 was a
very good year.

(reciting)

America celebrated its 200th year of

i ndependence from Engl and. One Fl ew Over The
Cuckoo's Nest won five Acadeny Awards. And
Pittsburgh beat Dallas in the Super Bow .

MACLEGD
Is that right?

BRENDA
Yes. 21 to 17.

He cracks up, kissing her eyes, mouth, hair. She pushes hi m away.
BRENDA
Wait. I'mnot finished. | want to nmake a
t oast .

He smiles, renenbering the night at her apartnent.

BRENDA
To Tine.

They raise their glasses. She forgets her lines.

MACLEGD

How | ong do we have to stand like this?
BRENDA

Hold it a second. I"'mtrying to renenber.

Next second, she's ready. He wonders what's comi ng. She | ooks at
hi m | ovi ngly.



BRENDA
In the sun that is young once only Tine lets
me hail and clinb Golden in the heyday of his
eyes.

He bli nks.

BRENDA
In the nmoon that is always rising
Ti me hol ds ne green and dying
Though i sing in my chains
Li ke the sea
They clink gl asses.

BRENDA
Dyl an Thormas.

Moved, he drinks. Putting down her glass, she flings her arns
around his neck, kissing him He responds passionately.

MACLEGD
You're quite a wonan, Brenda Watt. | |ove
you with all ny heart

BRENDA
And | |ove you.
(touching his face.
My Conner MaclLeod.

The |iner noves away.

FADE OUT

THE END



