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EXT. ROCKY TERRAIN - DAY

Endless barren landscape., No sign of life. The atmosphers
iz hazy, toxic-looking. Volcances erupt. Meteors bombard.
Lightning strikes, concugsing murky pools of water. Silence,

INT. LARGE ENPTY LIVING ROOM - HORNING
SUBTITLE: HOLLYWOOD, CA. FOUR BILLION AND FORTY YEARS LATER

Beamed ceiling and astentatious fireplace. A few birchday
~ards on the mantel, twe of them identical: *Te Our Lear Zon
on His Fortieth Birchday.* cCharlis Eaufman, a fay, balding
man in & purple sweater with tags still attached, paces the
room. His incantaticonal voice-over carpats the scena.

EALTFMAM (V.0 )
I am old. T am fatr. I am bald, My
toenzile have turned strangs. I am
rapulsive. How repulsiva? T don't know
for I suffer from a conditiofn callad Body
Dysmorphic Disorder. I am £at, but am T
a8 far as I think? My therapist SAYS no,
but people lie. I believe otherx call me
Facty bLehind my back. ©Or Fat=a, Or,
Eacetiously, 21im. Buc I alse halieys
this is simply my own perverted form of
gelf-agorandizemant, that npe onm raally
talks about me at all. Why would Eheys
What poszibie interest ig an old, bald,
fat man bo anyona?t I am repulzive. I
have never lived. I blams mysalf, I --

EXT. ETATE ROALDR 29 - DLWN
4 lonely two-lane highway cutting through swampland.
ERITISH NARRATOR
&e natural gelection works salely by apd
for the good of sach being, all gorporeal
and mantal endowments will rend to
Progress towards perfaction.

Sucddenly, a beat-up white van barrels around = aurve, IE's
followed closely by an old green Ford.

SUBTITLE: STATE ROAD 4%, FLORIDA, FIVE YEARS EARLIED

INT. WHITE YVAaN - CONTINUDUS

John Laroche drives. He s a skinny man wibth no front teerh.
The van ig piled with bags of potting soil, gardaning junk.

A audic caszatte cage i® on Che
taat neaxt to Laroche.

{ CONTIHUED)



COMNTINIED:

BRITISH MARFATOR
It ig interesting te Sohtemplate an
antangled bank, clothesd with many plants
of many kinds, with birds zinging. ..

Larache {ries to contemplate the plants and birds whizzing

by. Almost too late, he spots che Pakahatohee Strand State
Braszerve sign and makes a sgquealing right onte rhe Jdirt road
curn—-off. The caggette cara Elims from the seak and half-
buries itself in apn open bag of peat.

INT. GREEN FORD - CONTINUFOUS

Hirvgng blasts. Busgell, Vinzon, and REandy, three young
Indian men, pass a joint and wateh the erratic van ahead.

RUSSELL
Laroche 1z aslesap at the whael,

RANDA
Crazy White Man is now Drowsy Whibe Man,

They share & stonad laugh.
EXT. WEW YORK APARTMENT BUILDING - MIGHT
SUBTITLE: MEW YOREK, TWO YEARS LATEE

Late night streat. The click-click of cyping. We move
Elowly up the building to the only glowing window.

ORLEAN (0.5.)
(wistiul)
John Laroche is a tall guy. skinny as a
stick, pale-eyed. slouch-ghoulderad and
sharply handsoms degpite the fact that he
iz missing all hi=z front teeth.

In the window, lit by a single desk lamp, a woman tyvpes.
INT. APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

We glide over the desk pilsd with bosks about orchids, past a
rhoto of Laroche tacked to an ovsrwhalmed bulletin boayd, and
Come £o rast o & woman typing, It's Suzen Orlsan: pale,
delicare and blonda. We lose curselvas in her melancholy
baaury. She turns to the camers and talks to us.



CONTINUED:

QRLERN
Two years ago I went to Florida to meer
Laroche after reading a small arrcicle
about A white man and thres Semincls man
ArTasted with rare orchids theyv'd stolan
out of a plage ~alled rhe. . .

INT. BANGER'S TRUCE - MID-MORNING

Tony. & ranger, drivas along a dirt road past the Fakahatohee

sigm and enters the =wampy, He sees the
Wwhite van and Ford parked ahead, Spots A Seminela licanss
plate on the Ford. He pulis over down tEhe road, and whispers
into his C©.B,

TOREY
We gob a Semincle, or Semineles, in the
sWamp, I'm.on Janas Scenic Drive just
=ast of Logging Foad Twelve. I rapeat,
Indianz in the swamp,

Teny waits for a response. Mothing.

TOWY {cont'd)
Indiang in che awarp.

HWothing still. Tony ¢leazrs his throat into the radig,

FADIO VOICE
I don't know what you want ms ko E8Y.

TORTY
EarTy. Indians do not go oo swamp walks,
If there are Indians in the Swamp, thay
are in there for s reason.

No responss. Tony glowers, gets out of che tiuck, watchas
the vehicles chrough binoeoylars, Hothing. He straighcans
his cap. Moscuitoes land on hiz neck. his nose, hiz lips,

INT. L.A. BUSINESS LUNCH RESTAURANT - MIDDAY

Eaufman, wearing his purple sweater sans tage, sits with
Valearie, an attractive woman in wire-rim glasses, They pick
ab salads. Kaufman steals glances at her 1ips, hey hair, her
breasts. She locks up at him, He blanches, lovks AWAY

FAUFMERN (V.0.}
I'm old. I'm bald. I'm repulsive.

VALEPTE
We think you’'re just gre=t———



CONTTIHUEL:

FAUFTAH
fwith studiad modascy)
Oh, thank you.

Valerie abzently rubs her nose. Kaufman self-consciously
rubs his nose in Iesponss.

VALERTIE
And wa‘re thrilled you're interested.

Valerie rubs her nose again., Kaufman pulls at his nostril.

A rivylat of zweat slides down his forshead. Valerls watches
it. Kaufman sees her watching it. She sess him seeing har
watching it. £She looks at her salad. He quickly swabs.

FAUFMAN
Oh, thanks, wow, That's nice to hear.
VALERIE
¥ou have 2 really uwnique voios,
EATUFMEN
Well, thanks. That‘'s... I appraciate
thae.
VALERIE
Vary talencad, FReally.
FAUPMAN
Thanks. Thank you, Thanks.
VALERIE
(locking up)

Yaufman's brow is dripping again. He smiles, embarrassged,

FAUFHAN
Bort of hot in hers,

VYARLERIE
tkindly}
Yeah, it 15 a bit. So¢, why don't you
tell me your thoughts on this craszy
ligtle project of ours.

In one mokion, Kaufman swabs his forehead and pulls & kook
entitled The Orchid Thief from his bag.

EAUFHMAK
First, I think it's a great book,



CONTINUED: (2}

VAIERTE
Larocha is a fun charactar, isn't he?

Kaufman nods, flips through the book., stalling. There's a
smiling author phots of Susan Orlsan on the ilnside Back
COVEr,

FRITTMAN
And Orlean makes orchids so fagcinating.
Pluz her musings on Flarida, orchid
poaching. Indians. Oreat, sprawling Hew
Yorker stuff. I‘d want to remain trus ko
that, let the movie axist rather than ba
artificially pler dyiven,

VALERTE

Okay, great, graat, I gueass T'm not
exactly sure what that means.

FAUFHAN
Oh. Well... I'm not sure axactly yat
aithar, So... y'know it's. .,

VALERIE
Oh. Okay. Greae, So, um, what —-

FAUFMRN
It's just, T don’t want to compromise by
making it a Hollywood product. An archid
heigk movie. Or changing the orcohids
inte poppies and turning it inks & movie
about drug Tunning. Y know?

VALERTE
Oh, of coursa. We agree. Definitely,

FATFMAN
Or cramming in sex, or car chasas, or
guns. Or characters learning profound
life lessons., Or characters growing or
charactars changinyg or characters comd negy
Eo liks mach cther or characcsrs
cvarcoming obstacles to succesd in the
ervd. Y know? | Movie shit.

Faufman is sweating like crazy now, Vzleria is quiat for =z
toment .

VALERIE

Sawm, we thought maybe Susan Orlean apd
Larocha could £all in love during the
coprse of --



CONTINDED: (3)

FOAITEMAR
Alianaced journalist writes about
passicnate backwoods gquy and he taachas
her vo love, I mean. it didn't happen,
it wouldnt happen. It's Hollywood.

INT. OFFICE - DAY
SUBTITLE: HOLLYWOOD, CALIFORNIA, THREE WEEKS EARLIER

The office is decorated with potted flowsrs, Audcbon pesters,
lots of books. Haufman, nervous and sweaty, watchas
Mazgaret., a soulful developmant executive, utpack boxes.

KAUFMER
S0 anyway I just wanted bBo zktop by bo
congratulate you on your promotion.

MARGLRET
Well, thanks again. It's all =o stupid.
FALNFMAN

I think it's great. Your phote in che
trades and everyrhing., Precrcy cool.

MARGARET
Amyway ., Yeah. 50 what's up with you?

KAUFMAN
I'm considering jobs. Mostly crap.
There’'s one you might liks, about
Elowars,

MARCGARET
Flowesrs? Really? What iz it?

FAUFMAEN
They want to do an adaptation of a book

callied The Oreahid Thigf.

HARCARET

Oh my God! You'rs kidding? I yead that!
I lovaed char book!

Faufman ig thrilled; he's scored. Margarar pulls a8 copy of

The orchid Thief from her bookshalE.

MARGARET (cont'dl
See, gee, szeal I'm not lying to you!

FAUFMAN
I lovad the book,
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MAFRGARET

Ch, Charlie, orchids are the most amazing
flowers. So complex.

Margaral plops onte the couch naxt to Ksufman.

FRAITFMAH
I know. They're really graac.

MAFRGARET
You should take this job. Doesn're it
sound Axciting, to imrerse yourself in a
real subject and learn sverything about
it? Blake wrobe about seaing heaven in a
wild flower., And after you learp all
thiz stuff, you can teach me!

EALTEMAR]
Ithxillad but controlled)
That d be fun.

MARGARET
God, they're such beautiful flowsrsz., aAnd
2o saxy. Y know?
(whispering)
Did yvou know that orchid meapns -——

FAUFMAM
Tasticle. I Jjust raad thac,

MAFCARET
{shrieks with delight)
Testicle! Can you balieve ik!

Margaret gigygles happily. EKaufman giggles wairdly,

HARGARET (CONT D}
I swear, it'd be fucking graat for
somasne £o have the tegriclez co makm
that book into a movie, man. Instead of
Ehis Lullshit all the time. Something not
about sex and violencs and car chasss and
love storiss, people learning profound
lessons. Jegus, isn't nature snough?

EXT. EWAMP - MORMING

Hot, dirty. migerabla, Laroche leads the Indisns through
waist-high black water. He points out a Eurkle on a rock.
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LARCOCHE
Pseudem~s floridana. Did you fellas know
you fallas balisve the world resta on the
bark of a turtla? Hot you fellas
specifically. Although, maybe you fellas
gpacifically. That I can‘t speak to.

The Indians ignore him. They trudge. Laroche spots
somathing wlsa a dull grean roob wrapped around a rres. He
stopd, clrcles the trasa, Hiy eyves widen in reversant awe,

LAROCHE {(cont'd)
& ghost, Polyrrhiza Lindenii.

The Indians comes arcound. Laroche staras at a single
beautiful, glowing whire flowsr hanging frem the Fresa. He
tenderly caressss the petals., Then, Misiness-like:

LARCOCHE {(aoank‘db
Cut it dowm, Fogsell.

Russell pulls out & hacksaw, begins sawing throudgh the bres.
INT. RESTAURANT - MIDDAY
Kaufman =till zweats as he talks to Valeris,

KAIIFMAN
...plus T love the idea of leaarning all
about orchidz. I really admire tho=ze
guys who know evervthing abouk ants or
fungus or whatever. I1'd like to b more
like thac. Sa&, I tend to write self-
invelved, self-lcathing. .. aven
masturbarory stuff.

VALERIE
And it's wonderful, by the way.

BALUFMAN
Thankz. That's nice to hear. Eut T nasd
to challengs myself as & writer. I've
arcived at an age where I want te think
sbout the world in a different way.

VALERTE

Adapting someone elsa’'s work is cartainly
an ppportunity to think differantlsy.
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KAUFMAN
Yes. And T walooms the ohallenge of
taking & small =ubject, like orchids,
something that would never draw people
into a theatay and paking fhac
fascinating. I want to show peopla
hegvan in a wildflower. Az Blake wrots.

INT. PET S5TCRE {1272 - DAY
SUEBTITLE: HWORTH MIAMI, TWENTY-SIX YEARS EARLIER

h zerious bten vear old boy walks from cage to aguarium,
studying the inhabitants. He turng to his frumpy mother,
who's bedn following at a respectful distapece.

BOY
Ay one atb all, ma?

She nods sweetly. The boy returns to his gaarch. He staps
at a small turtle in an squarium,

BOY [cont'd)
I want thisz then.

HOTHEE
{hagging him)
A wonderFul choice! And spiritually
significant! Did you know thab Native
Amaricans believe the whols world rests
o the baok of & turtle?®

BOY
Cooll I can't wait te t2ll the guys!

EXT. SWAMEF - MORNING

A:z Laroche supervises, Randy, Rugsell, and Vinson saw through
trea branches supporting lovely flnwar;ng orchids. They
unceremoniously stuff the flowers inte bulging pillowcasas.
INT. RCMANTIC RESTAURANT - EUVENTING

Baufman eats with Margaret. HMargarer raisss a glass,

MARGARET
To & fucking awmsoms assignment, man.

Kaufman, plamecad, clicks glazses., He takes a hrearh.
KALUTFMAM

Hey, I'm going to an crchid show Sunday?
Foy research? Maybe you'll come?
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MBRRGABET
ahsnlutely. I think David, this ¢guy Im
ceding, would enjoy ik, koo, Ha'zm a raal
naturalist., Okay if he comesz along?

EAUFMAN
{covering haarthreak)
Yoaly, of course. Sure,

MARGARET

He wants to mest you anyway. /11 I do is
tell him how great vou aras,

FAUFMAN
Oh, thanks. That'g nice te haap.

MARGARET
You'll liks him. He's 5o honese ant]
smart. It s rave ko find zomeocne in this
cowm whe thinks about things other than
thig fucking business, Vv know?

KAUFMAN
Ygah. That's great. He sounds great.

MAFGRERET
Like the other day we were in bed

discussing Hegel., Hegal! In bed! It
was fucking amaring. Have you read much?

FAUFHAN
Y'know, a long time ago. & bit., ¥ know.

MARGARET
Well, anyway, David and I were dlscussing
his Bhilosophy of Histopy and I was.

The entresas arrives.

MARGARET (cont'd}
--. stuck by his notion that histary ix
a human con=troce .

Faufman begins the laborious task of getting through this
plate of food. He can no longer look up at Margarec,

FAUFHAL
Yeall.

MARGHRET
«v. Ehat nature dessn’t axist
historically. but rather cyelically.
(MORE)
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MRRGARET (cont'd)
>0 whereas human history spirals forward,
building upon itzelf, nature, ..

INT. BARNES AND WOELE - DaY

Eaufman pulls a bunch of orchid books aff the shelf, carries
them o the registsr, along with a book on Hagal, which
Feacures an engraving of the philosopher on the covar,
Faufman waits in line and warchas the tattooed famale cizhiap
flirting with the handsome guy ahead of him, He studiss
their interackion, the way she looks at him, Her eyes, her
lips. The guy leaves and the cashier waves Kaufman over, ny
the rings him up. sha exprmsssas no interast in him, He's
hurt and fixates on a sexy f[lowar tattod on her arm. She
catches him, pulls down her slesve.

EXT. JANES SCENIC DRIVE - MGENIHG
Tony waitz, sweaty and mosquito bitrepn., The radia ¢rackles,

FADIO VOICE
How's that Injun round-up going, Tony?

TONY
Fuck wou, Barry. you fuckin-. ..

Fustling neay the parked cars. Tony tanses. Laroche staps
from the swamp with the Indians, who haul the pillowcazes .

oY (oontd)
We got poachers,
tinte the radic, pleased)
We gob fuckin’ poachars, Barry. Ha!
Tony jumes into the truck and turng it around,
INT. CORLERN'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Crlean types. Her delicate Fingers move with a plianisc's
Grace across the computer keyboard

ORLERM (V.0 )
Orchid bunting is a mortal occupaklon,

EXT. TROFICAL RIVER - DAY
SUBTITLE: ORINOCO RIVER, ONE HUMDRED YEARS EARLIER
in overturned hoat and uprooted orchids fleat on the river,
SRLEAN (V.0.}
The Vicrorian-era orchid huncer Williazm

Arnold drowmad on a collecting
wxpedition,
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EXT. CLIFF - DAY
SUETITLE: SIERRA LEONE
L mar lies at che botkom of a cliff, clutching a flowaer .

ORLERN (WV.0.)
Schrosder fell to hiz death,

EAT. FIELED = DAY

SUBTITLE: RIO HACHA
A man lims face down near arn unpluckad orchid.

CRLEAN (V.0.)}
Endras was shot dead in Rio Hacha.

EXT. EIVER - LAY
SUBTITLE: YANSTZIE RIVER

An emaciated, limping. wheezing man with a make=zhift bandage
wrapped arcund his head, docks his boac,

CRLEAM (V. 0.1
Aurustus Margary swvived tocthache.
rheumatism, pleurisy, and dysentery. .,

Somacrie steps from behind a bush, stabs him, zteals his beac,

ORLEM (V.0 ) fcont d}
.. only to be mardered when he completsd
Bis miszion and traveled bevond Bhams.

Tha rorderar aails dow river.

ORLEAN (V.0.} (cont'd)
Larochae loved orchids but I came to
beliave he lovad the difficulty and
tacality of getting bthem almost as much
as he lovad the orchids themselvas.

EXT. JONEZ SCENIC DRIVE - MORNING

Tony steps ouk of hiz truck. Laroche smiles warmly.

TOMY

Morning, May I ask what you gentlemern
have in those pillowcases? .

LAROCHE
Yes, 2ir, you absolutely mas,

(CONTINUED!)
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Laroche goes hack to directing the Indians, Tony's confused.

TRTY
Okay ., I'm asking then.

LARROCHE
Oh, Okay then' Let's sas. ..
ipesking in bags)
Five kinds of bromeliad, one pepercmia.
ninea orchid varieties., About a hundred
and chirty plants g1l told, which my
collesagues hare removed from the swamp.

TOMY
You'r4a aware that it's illegal to remove
plants or animals from stace owned land?

LAFQOCHE
And dogi't forget thasze plants are all
andangered, zir. Every one of them,

TORrY

Exactly. Well, that's exactly tha igzus.
Thix iz a state pressarve,

LARSCHE
Yes i, ik is.
{afterthoughc}

Ch, a2nd my colleagues are all Seminole
Indians. Did I mention that? You're
familiar, I'm sure, with the State of
Florida v. James E. Billis.

Tony nods, aven though he has no idea.

LAROCHE [oopit-dl
S0 you know that gven though Seminsle
Chief Rillie killed a Florida panther,
one of, what, forty in che entire world?

Laroche looks to the Indians For confirmacion. They give it

LAROCHE {(oonk'd)
The stace couldn't successfully prosecutce
him. Bzcauge he's an Indian and it's his

right. As repugnant aE you or I as white
congervationists might find hi=s actions.

TONY
But —
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LARDCHE
Mot to menticn the failed actempts an
three separate ocoasions to prosecuts
Seminojez for poaching palm fronds,
which, I belisye, cthey use to thacch the
roofs of their traditional ohickaee hunks.

baroche again looks to the Indians for confirmation.,
EUSSELL
Be's right. That's sxactly what we uge
them for. Chickes hurs.

Tony loogks ab the Indianps.

o810
Yeah

VINSON
Taah

RUISSELL
Yualy

TN

Taah, but, I don‘t... I ran't let you

fellas go yek. Just hold on whilas I...
(into radio)

Hey, Baryy, can I get some help? Barry?

INT. RENTAL CAR - DAY

We watch Orlean as she drives out of the Miami Alrport
parking lot, onto the freeway, past congestion and
billboards. Has mournful face glows beaykifully, dramatically
with golden sunlight. She rtalks te us,

DRLENK
Hething in Florida sesms hard or
permanant. The developsd places arg just
lictle clearings it the Jungle, but the
Jungls iz unstoppably fertila, evarything
iz always growing or &xpanding. AL the
same tims=, the wilderness diLgappears
before your ayves.

Orlean gats quist. Har ayes tear,
EXT, SUBMEBAN BACFYRRD - DAY
SUBTITLE: AKROH, OHIC, THIRTY YEARS EAPLIER
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Lush eolor. & seven year old girl is gleaful as her parents
push her on a swing. She watches from che air as her mother
and father, desply in love, kiss betwssn pushas

EXT. BIG FPANISH-STYLE HOUSE - DAY

Kaufman getz out of his car with his books. ‘Twe taanage
Firls walk k. FKaufman watchas as one whispers to the other,
He thinksz he hears the word “Fatzo.” The girls giggle.

INT. EMPTY HOUSE - & COUPLE OF MINUTES LATER

Kaufman passes a hall mitror, regards himself glamly, and
climba the sEairs.

FAUFMAN [vV.0.)
I am fat. I am repulsiva. I sapnot beap
myr own refleccion.

At the lapding Kaufman comes upon Donald, his identical twin
brother, on hiz back in pajama bottoms, opening a gift box.

DORIALLY
Did you open your presaent from mem h e

FRUFHAR
What's with yvou?

DONALD
My bagok,

Faufman nods vaguely, continues down the hall. TDonald pulls
4 purple sweater from the bex, calls after Kaufmayy .

POMALD {cont'd}
Hey, Charlez, vou'l)l be glad, I have a
plan to geat me out of your houss Pronto,

EATTFMAM
A job iz a plan. I=s yvour plan a job?

DOMARLD
tbig build up)
I'm gomna be 3 soresnwriter! Like you!

Faufman deoesn’t respond, enters his bedroom.

DOHALD {copc'd)
I know you think this is just one ~f oy
get-rich-quick zchemes. But I‘'m doing it
Tight thiz time. I'm taking a seminar:
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INT. EMPTY BEDRCCM - CONTINUCUS
Kaufmman liex faca down on hix mattreszz on tha floor,

CONALD (O.5.}
It's only Five hupdred bucks!

EAVTFMREN
iraffled by pilliow)
Screenwriting semipnars are bullshit,
Kaufman pulls a copy of Variery, open to a phote of Margarec,
from under his pillow. He getz lost in the picturs.

DOMALE (O.5.1}
In theory I agree with you. PBut this ons
iz highly regapded within the industry.

KEDIFMAL]
Donald, don 't =ay “induskry, -

Donald, now in the sweater, appears on all fours in the
doorway . FKaufman puts the paper back under his pillow.

DOMELD
I'm sorry, I forget. <Charles, this guy
knows scresuwriting. People come From
all over to study hiz methed, I'll pay
you back, man. Af Soon ags I sell --

KALTFMAR

Let me explain something to you,
DCAMALD

Yeah, okay.
KAUFHMAR

Roybody who says he's got “the answar* is
g90ing to attyact desparate pagple. EBe it
in the world of religion ——

DCRTALD
(indicakbing his back)
I just nesd o lie down while you esmilain
this to me. Sorry. I apologize.
{lias down, stares at cailing)
Okay, go ahead. Sorry. Okay. Go.

EAOFMAN
Thars are no rules to follow, Donald, and
anybody who says there are, iz just --
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CONALD
Mot rules, principlas, McKes writes:
“B rule =ays, you must do it this way, A
principle say=, this works... apnd has
chrough all remembered bims

FAUCFMAN
The script 1°m starting, it's about
Elowers. MNo one’s sver dons a movie
about flowers beforsa. SO, thers're ae
guideline=s, and that's good because --

DOHELD
What about Plowers for Rlgernon?

FAUFHMAN |
That’'s not about flowers., And it's pot a
meie,

DCMALLD

oh, cokay, I never saw it. Go zhead.

FAUFMALN
My point iz, those teachers ars dangerous
if your goal is to Ao something new. And
A& writdr should always have that goal.
Writing is=s a journay inte the unknown.
It'=s not building a model airplans.

Lonald stare=s at tha ceiling, Fuming. FEaufman waits.
Secting no response, he pulls out his Hegel book and reaads:

KRUFHMAN (V. 0.}
Each being iz, because pozitsad, an -
posited, a conditional and conditioning,
the Understanding completes thesa its
limitations by positing the opposicte.. .

Kaufman’s head is spinning. He puts the book down. Both
brothers stare at the ceiling. Donald finally speaks

DOMALD
McFee iz a former Pulbright scholar, are
you a former Fulbright scholar, Charlas?

INT. KITCHEW {1972) - EVENING

Tha young boy <ats with his family. Hiz father wears a
backbrace. his =ister is weak and anemic. nly hiz sweet
mothar pays attention ag he chatters axcitedly .

BOY
Turtles are of the order Testudins!

(CONTTHITETY
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MOTHER
Really? Taztuwdlinms?

BOY
Yash, And they're found on every
continent! Except Antarptica!

MOTHEF,
Antarctica. - Bvery <ontinent, huh?

B0y
Uh-huh. The rurtle shell has remained
unchanged for two hundred miliion ysars!
2rd thara‘s all different kinds, Pelusio
gabonensis, Phyrnops rufipes, Chicra
indica, Dermochelys coriacses coriacea, | .

EXT. SWRMP - LATE MOFMIHG

Ranger, gheriff, and sgtate police carz ara parked near the
van and Ford. Lots of sweating, uniformed people. Tha
pillowcases have been emptied, the plants lie on bBlack
plastic shests. & guy sprinkles watar on them. Laroche
¢nthuziastically helps Ranger Mike Cwen catalogue the
Elowers. The Indians lean against their car, bored and
smoking. MNirvaps =esps tinnily out the car windew.

LAROCHE
atid what we have here, my friend, is
+ .. thirteen Encyclia Cochleata... four

Encyclia Tampensis --

HMIKE CWEN
I'm sorry, Encycliz whate?

LAFROCHE

ipointing to each)
Coch-la-ata, Tem-pan-sis.

{checks Owen's spelling)
Okay, let's zee¢, twenty-two Epidendrom
Nocetirnum., A very good haul., Two
Catopsi Floribunda. Three Polyrrhiza
Lindenii, the ghost orchid. Whac I
really came for, These sweeties grow
nowhare in the 7.3, except in your swamp.

HTKE OIWEN
That true? Boy, you really know your
plants, Mr. Laroche.
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LAFROCHE
Yeah. I do. I'm one of the world's
foramncet aypearts. Bot that'll all he
revealed at the haaring.

INT. EMPTY DINING ROCM - DAY

Kaufman 5its at a card teble, picking at a salad and reading
an orshid book. Denald lies on the Elocy, chomping a hoagie
and reading a copy of Story by hobert Mcles.

FAUFMMT (V.0.)
The Orchidaceas iz a large, ancient
Eamily of perennial plants with. ..

Kaufman, bered. looks over at Donald, whoca cheaks are
geuffad with £ood. .

DOMATY: (V.0 )
The most memorakble, ftascinating
characters tand bg have pot only a
conscigs bt an unconscious desire.
Alchough these characters ars unaware of
their subccnecious naed. ,,

FKAUFMAN

Mayie vou should watch what you eat,
Donald, Pid you ever consider maybe
you're a birt fat? Does it ever oocur to
you, you kind of rapregent me in the
world? That people look at you and
think, he's Charlisa's twin, therefore
that's what Charlie must look like?

DONALL
By the way, mom’s paying for the ssminar.
KAIFMEN
0id you sven hear what I said?
DOHALLD
Yeah. Anyway. I pitched mom my
screanplay --
FARITFMEN

Jasus, Jdon't say *pitch.-

DRALD
Sorry. hAnyway, she loved my... telling
of my story to her. She zaid it's like
“Silence of the Lamhs" mests "Psychn, -
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FAUFMAN
Hay, maybe you and mom could collaboracs.
I hear she's really good with structurs,

DOMALD
¥ou think you’'re so superior, Charles.
Well, I'm really gonna write this, And
you'll see. And, and... you suck, okay?

The two glare at sach other. They go back to their books.

FEAUFMAN (V.03 }
Florida iz a landscaps of tran=ition...

PONALD (V.0.)
Do not proliferats characters; &o not
ralciply locations. Rather chan
hopscotching through tlme, space, and
people, dizcipline voursalf to a
reasonably contalned cast and world. ..

INT. RENTAL CAR - DAY

Urlean drives on State Road 29, past prefab housing, into
swamgpland., She talks to us,

ORLEAN
Florida iz a land=scaps of transition and
mitation, a hybrid of unruliness and
orderliness, nature and arcifice.

She brushes a wisp of hair from her face and rucks it bahind
her amall, pretty sar. We linger on the ear, which gleows
pink with sunlight. orlsapn catchas us and smilez shyly.

INT. EMPTY BEDROCM - DAY

Kaufman traces a stubby, nail-bitten Finger along State Road
2% on a Florida road map. He turns to his typswriter, and
typas in a clumsy hmt-and-peck style.

FAUFMAN (V. 0.}
We open on State Road 25, A lonasly
stretch of road cutking through untamed
swampland. Suddenly & beat-up white van
bharzels around & curve. Ik's driver: a
skinny man with no front cesth. ..

INT. COURT ROOM - -DAY

The procesdings are in progress. Orlean hurriss in, =sies in
the back,
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Laroche, in a Miami Hurricanes cap, wrap-around Mylar
sunglazzes, and a Hawaiian shirt, is on the gtand, Alan
Lerner, the tribs‘s lawyer, questicoms him.

LERNER
Finally, Mr. Laroche, what is your
exparience in the area of horticulture?

LAROCHE

Okay. I've been a professional—
horticulturist for twelve vears. I've
owned a plant nursery of my own which was
destroyved by the hurricane. I‘m a
protessional plant lecturer. I'va given
at least zixty lecturss on the
cultivarion of plancts. I'm 4 published
agthor, both in magazine and book form.
I have extensive exparience with srchids,
and the asexual micropropagation of
orchids under aseptic cuiltures. Thix is
laboratory work, not at all like your
nursery work,

{grins)
1'm probab:ly the smartest person T koow.

LEFNER
Thank you.

LARCGCHE
You'te very walcome.

INT. BARNES AND NOBLE - DAY

Az she rings up his books, Kaufman admires the caghiar‘g
flower tattco. She catches him znd smileas with red, wet,
plerced lips. Sha unbuttons her blouse and shows him a breagt
with & heart tatbtoa., A swegr heartbeaat turns ko knocking .

INT. EMPTY BEDRCOOM - NISHT
Faufman, in bed masturbating, locks up at the cloged door

FKAUFFMEN
What?!

The door opens=, Donald stands there for & momant in shadows.

DONALLD
Lock, you wanna hesar my pitch, or whatk?

_ EAUFMEN
Go away. God damn ic.
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DONELD
{lose}
Y'know, I'm just trying to do somathing.

Kaufman scpints at his brother, &#its up, waibs.

DT T
Hey, thanks a lot, man. Conl.
{Elicks on light, then in pitch
mode: )
Ckay, thera’z thiz serial killer, right --

Kaufman groans, ljies down, pulls the covers cver his Face.

DOMRLD
Ho, waik, Ses, he'sz baipng hunted by a
cop. And he's taunting the cop, right?
Sending clues who his next victim is.
Ha‘s already holding her hostagse in his
craspy basemant. So tha cop gets
obsesaed with figuring cut her identity,
apd in the procass he fallg in love wikh
her. FEvan chough he’s never svan met
her. She becomes, like, the
unattainaphle, like the Holy Grail.

FAUFMAN
(throwyh a hlanket)
Je's a litcle obvious., don't vou Ehink?

DOMATD
Okay, but there’s a twist. See, we find
out the killer suffars; from multipls
parsonality disorder. Okay? See, ha's
really alsos the oo and the girl., All of
ehem. It's all him! Isn't that crazy®

Donald waics, proud. Kaufman pulls off the covers.

FRUFHAN
Loock, the only idea more overused than
serial killers, is multiple parsconality.
O Lop of that you explors the notion
that cop and criminal aye really two
aspects oF the same person. Sesa svery

cop movie ever made for other examples of
this.

DOMNALD
Mam called it psychologically taut.

22
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KR TFHMADR]
The other thing is, thers's no way to
write this. Did you congider thaty I
mean, how exactly would you show a
character holding himsalf hostags?

DONALD
Trick photography?

KAUFHMAN
Okay., rthat'zs not what I'm asking. What
I'm asking is in the realiry of this
movie, if thayae's only one characker,
right?. .. Okay? How could you. .. What
axankly would the scens. || How, ..

Ponald waits blankly. FKaufman gives up, gets out of bad,
dragras, .

KAUFMAN [cont'd)
I agree with mom. Very taut, Sybil
meats, . I dunng, something wary taunk,

Hanfman exibes.
EXT. COURTHOUSE - Day

Orlean axits the courthousze and watches Laroche in a huddls
with Lerner, Vinson, and Bugtay Baxley, vice-prasident of the
tribe‘s business operations. They're all smoking intently.

LAROCHE
They ‘'r4& gonna fucking crucify e,

BAYLEY
T'1l]l g into the Fakahatchees with a
chainsaw. I zwear to God.

LERNER
Bustar, for crying out lowd, I reminded
her the Indians usad to swn Fakahatcheas,
Look, wa‘l]l desal with all thisz at trial.

Buster waves & distdissive hand at Lerner, walks away. Vinson
sheugs, stubs his cigarette, follows Buster, Lernar and
Larache stand there a moment. Lerner walks off. Laroche
cracks his neck. A charmingly shy Grlean approachas.

CRLEEH
My, Laroche?

Orlean smllez, apologetic for the incrusion,
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ORLERN [CONT D)
My name‘s Susan Orlean., I'm a writer for
the MNaw Yorker., Itfs a maga --

LARQCHE
I'm familiar with the Hew Yorkar, The
New Yorker, yes, the New Yorker. Right?

ORLEAN
kRight. So I was interested in doing a
piaca about your situation down here.

Laroche scowls, smokes furicusly, then, a test:

LAROCHE
Yaah? Put thix in; I don't carse what
goss on here, Ifm right, and I‘11l rake
this all the way to the Suprsme Conrct.
That judge can screw hearsalf,

Urlean scribblex on her pad. Laroche twists his head Eo tes
that she's writing “Judge can scraw herself. *

LARCCHE (cont'd)
That Eor raal would go in?

Urlean nod=. Laroche emilexz his toothlaszs smile at Orlaap.
EXT. FIELLD - MOIENING

MUSIC: lugh, profound orchazkral piace.

A glorious orange, large-patalled archid Blooms in dramatic
Eime-lapse. We alowly, lovingly circle tha flowar.

SEMNSTAl: FPEMALE MARRATOR
The Orchidacaas iz a large, ancient
family of perennial plants with one
f2#rtile stamep and a three petzlled
flowsr. In mogt orchid speciaes, one petal
is enlarged into a lip and iz tha most
conspicucus part of the flower,

INT. CALTFORNIA BFIZZA KITCHEN - DAY

tftaufmen, in a booth, reads Eis archid book, takes notes.

FRAUFMAN {(V.0.})
The Orchidaceams iz a large, ancient...

He's bored, looks up, watches a waicress with glorious,
orange hair, pouty lips, soulful eyes, and a voluptusus Eorm
turning =lowly around, scarming har station.

24
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She seas Faufman, approaches, and smiles warmly down at him,
Her badge resads: Alice, Avcadia. ChA. Faufmen sweats,

ALICE
S0 what locks good today?

FEAUTFHAN
Um, Hi. Thank you, The key lime pie,
please. A small =lice. I'm watching
oy, .. and a coffes, plaase. Skim milk.

ALICE
{Beas baok)
Syrahid=s! I absolutaly lowve orchids.

He goas hlank.

FRITFMAN
¥Yaz, Thay'ra really great.

He flinches at his response., A small awkward pause.

ALICE
o, I'1l ba right back with your pi=.

She smiles warmly again and leaves. Kaufman ig humiliated.
EXT. ORCHID SHOW - DAY

Alice the waitress and Kaufman walk hand-in-hand, inspecting
sexy orchids togethsr, She smiies warmly at him.

ALICE
(I lowa you)
1 absolutely lows orchids.

INT. EMPTY ROOM - WIGHT

Kaufman finighes jarking off. He liss lonmly in the dark.

INT. SUBUREAN EACKYARD - EVENING

Gark and muted. The asyvsn year ald girl is pushed on the
swing by her father, From the air she sess her mother, tiny
and lost, sitting acrozs the yard smoking.

EXT. HOTEL FRLEKING LOT - MORNING

Orlsan leans agalnst a car and smokes. A tiny, lost figure.
There's a honk. Orlean snaps ocut of haer reverie bto ces
Larochse scresching to 2 stop in his banged-up van.
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ORLEAN
(Lo Camers)
A [ew days after the haaring, Laroche
took me to an orchid show in Misei .

She opens tha pas=ssnger door,

ORLEAN
Hi. Thanks for picking —-

LARGCHE
I want you to know this van iz a piece of
shit. When I hit the jackpor, Tr11 buy
mysmlf ap awesome car, maybe an Aurora.

frlean nods, climbs in, and Eriax to raarrange soma of the
Junk ¢n the front seat go she'll have a place to sit.

LAROTHE (cont’d)
Sit on top of that. You wor't hurt ir.

She situates her=elf on the seat. Laroche lurchas off.

INT. VAN — DAY

Laroche drives manically, Orlsan wacches the roaad and hoelds
one hand against the dashboard.

LARGCHE
The thing you gotta know is ny whole life
iz looking for a goddamn profitable
plant. Aind thar'=s the ghost,

ORLEAN
Why the ghost orechid?

LAROCHE
The sucker's rare., Collactors covet what
iz not availabhla, I'm the only one in
the world who knows how bo culbivace it.

He Jjaoka at her and smiles, Orlean smiles back and
indicactes, with a small jerk of the head, that he might want
to wateh the road. He dsesn't take the hine.

- LAROCHE (eomk ' dd
The plan was, get the Indians te pull it
from the swamy, I regearched ik, As
long as I don't touch the plants, Florida
can't touch us. Then I'd clone hundreda
of them babies in my lab, sell ‘em, and
maks the Seminoles a shitload of change.
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In handwriting made jerky by the bouncing van, 9rlean wriktas

“shitload of change™ on har nocapad.

LARGCHE {cont'd} '
And I =top fubure poachilby by making the
flowers readily available in stores.
Then I give a big speech at the trial
about how the laglslaturs should get rid
of loopholas smart psople like me can
find. I'm a hero. The flowers are
saved. Laroche and nature win, —

EXT. SWAMF - DaY

2ld black and white footaga, taken from up high, of two 15th

century men lasding a horse drawn cart ful) of poached
orchids .

CRELEAN (V.0,)
Man Erom Flovida dominated the orchid
hunting scena. Hunters in the
Fakahatchese hauvled ouvk thousands of
orchids in horse-drawn flatbed carts,

The camers swoops down, <lose o the men. Az it doas,
image transforms. It turns ko color, the men becams

mAannequins, the horse becomes papier-mache: it's a display.

& live man in modern work ¢lothes ix arvanging actual orchids

in tha cavdboard cart.

INT. CaR - DAY

Kaunfman drives slowly past Barnes and Hoble, squints in the
windew, sees the tattcoad cashler. He pazses Burger King.
sess & pretty amployves, the zame at Starbucks. Glassad-in

women on display, different typas, differant atritudes.
Kaufmat stops in Eront of the Californisa Pitza Kitchen.

Alice and her orange hair glow through the window. He
hegitates, than drives off.

INT. EMPTY BEDROOM - MORNIMG
EKaufman zits on the floor and types.
EAUFHMAN (V.Q.)
4 beautiful orange orchid blooms in time-

lapas --

Donald enters, FKaufman ignores him, continues byping.

Donald dawdles=, picks up The Orchid Thief, flips through it.
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EAUFMAN (V.0.1{cont "d)
The camera circlas ib, ravealing how
lovely and perfect and sweet and invicing
and delicate amd...

DoNALL
Coal .

FAUFTAN
wWhat de vyom want, Donald?

D HATLD
MNothing. I just r=ad abiout that Swanp
Ape that supposadly lives in that swamp?
Like higfoot? You should puk that in
vour script, like, killing peopls or
apmething. That'd be vary, very cobl.

ERLFMAN
Why are you in here now?
DOMALD
Hothing, T wags just... Oh, ope ching, I

nesd & ool way te kill people,. Don't
worry! For my script! Ha ha!

Faufman stares at Donald, rubs his eyes. Then:

FAUFMEN

Um, ckay, killer‘s a litaraturse professor
who quks off litcle ¢chunks of his
victims* bodiss until they die. He'd be
knowr in the tabloids as “The
Deconstrucktiopist . ”

DOMALT
That's kinda good, I like that.

FAUFMAN
Sea, I was kidding, Donald,

DORAT.D
Oh, okay. BSorry. You gok mz! Heh-hah.
Do vou mind :f T ume it though?

T, BOY 'S BEDROOM (19731 - WNIGHT

There are now many turtles in agquariums. Many turtle books

and pogsters. The boy. in a turtle T-ghirt, looks ocut the
window into the darkneszs, His eyes are btroubled,
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INT. LIVIKRG ROCM (1972} - CONTINUOUS

The boy comes downstairs. His father, in hizs backbrace.
watches TV: his sister lies on the couch, sami-conscious,
more pale than before. His mother pats the girl's haad wirh
a damp <locth. There's a litklae Hindu altar with candles,

MOTHER
praying softlyl
For certain 1s death for the bornsand
cartain is birth for the dead/Tharefors
oyer the inevitabls/Thou shouldst not
ogrieve. Swear, sweatb Dians.

'The boy surveys the zad scensa. His mother looks up, smiles.
MOTHER
A =lice of pie for my turtle axpeprt?
The boy baams with pride, then gecs solems,

BOY
HMom, thers's something I feel I have to
do, I don't know how to do this, bue I
Een]l in my stomach that I have to.

MOTHEE
¥hat deo you have to o, honey?
BOY
Collact one of every turtle in the world.

{heat)
It's & long list., ma, Cuora
galbinifrons, Graptemye varsa, Callagur
bornacansis, all the Galapagos spacies,
people think thara’'s only one, but that's
hardly the case, Oyclioderma franatom,
Cuora pani...

(3ivh)
I don‘'t think my life s worth livimg if
I can‘t da this.
The boy and his mother lock at sach cbher,

MOTHER
Well, wa'd better get started, huh. baby?

The boy neds his head solemnly.
INT. VAN - DAY

Laroche drives, solemnly nodding his head. oOrlean studies
him for a moment, her sad eyes wet and glistening.
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CRLEAM
Wow, that's some story. So how many
turtles did you end up collecting?

LARCCHE
{mxftor-of-Ffaor)
Oh, I lo=t interest right after that.

QORLEAN
Qh.

LARQOCHE
I drotped turtles when I fall in love
with Ice Zge fogsils. Learned svervthing
about them, (ollected thae shit out of
‘e, Fossils were the ocnly thing made
any sance Lo ma in thig fucking world.
¥ ke .

in silence. Orlean watches a Elying heron.

LAROCHE {cont'dl
Ther: fossils ware over whan I found
lapidary, which I just adoraed.

ORLEAN
Okay, now what exactly is lap --

LAFCOCHE
Ditched lapidary for resilvering old
mirrors. Did that with my mom for a2
while. We had the largest collection of
1%th Century Duktch mirrors on the planet.

Perhaps you read about us. Mirror World
October '88% I have a copy somewhaps

Laroche fighes through junk ag he drivesy.

RLEAM
S0, did you ever miss the turtlas? Tha

cnly thing that made your ten ysar old
life worth living?

LARCHE .
I°1]l cell you a =tory. I once fell
deeply, profoundly in love with tropical
fish. I had zixty goddamn fiszh tanks in
my houge. I'd skin-dive to find just the
right ones. Anisotremis virginicus,
Holecanthus ciliaris, Cheatodon
capistratus, You name it. Then one day
I say, fuck figzh. I ranounce fish,

{HORE)
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LARDCHE {conkt'd)
I vow to never et foor in the ocean
again, thart's how much fuck fish. That
WAL Sevantast yeaarg ago and I have navar
since stuck 0 much ax B tos into that
ooean. And I love the ocean!

CRLERN
{bant)
But why?

LAROCHE
{ shrugs)
Done with Fish,

INT. THERAFIST S GFFICE - DAY

Kaufman sits in silence across Lrom hiz famale therapist.

THEFAFIST
Eg =-
FAUFHAN
I'm still obgessed with thakb girl.
THERAFIET
The Burger King girl? Dimples and sparkly
ey
KRUFMAN

California Pizza Kitchan,

THERALEFIST
Oh. Rad hair and nice? Likes orchids?

KAUFMAN
Yeah, She's really nice, I fesl pretchy
certain she likes me mevba. .

THERAFIST
S0 do you think you'll talk to thig ona?

INT., CRLIFOBHIA PIZIZS KITCHEN - DAY

Faufman, hair combed, sits nervously in a booth, watching
Alice. He tanses as zhe comes up to him.  She smiles warmly.

FAUFHMAN
Hi!

ALICE
Hey! Some kay lims pis foar ya todays
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FAUFMAN
(thrilled she rememtered)
Okay, yeah! That sounds great' Yeah!

ALICE
1711l pick you out ap =xtra large pieca,
Preferred cuztomar.

Sha winke at him, He's =0 in love.

En{FMAN
Thank you. That's really sweet of you.

ALICE
5till reading about archids, I hope,

FAUFHAD
Yas, T am, in facrl Bssutiful £flowsers.

ALICE
& friend of mine has a pratey litcle pimk
one, grows right on a tras branch.

EROFHAN
That‘'s what's called an epiphyte,

&1.TCE
{pointing at him excitadly)
Right!| Boy, you know vour stuff, huh?

EalFMAL
Hot rexlly. I'm just lesarning,
Epilipytes grow on treesz, but thay're not
parasites,. They get all their
noyrighment from the air and rain.

ALICE
Well, I‘m impressed. That s great.

Awkward pauzm.

He beams

EANTFHAN
There are wmora than thirty thousand kinds
of orchids In the world.

-ALICE
Wow, that's a lot, huh? Okay, then, so
I'1l be right back with a nice big slica
of key lime pie for my orchid axperr.

She smiles and rturns to leave. Eaufman blures-

| COMTTHUED
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KAUFIMAN
But, =o, anvway, [ was also wondering, ..

Alize turn® back, still smiling.
FAUFHAN {(cont'd)
I'm going up to thiz orchid show on
Saturday in Santa Barbara and T --

Alice's smile slips away. Her warmth dissipates,

ALICE
Oh, um, wall —-
FRUFMAN
IT'm sorry, I apomlogize. I'm gorry.
ALICE
(nodding}

Ea I711 be right Lack with your pie cthen.

He nods, watches Alice walk away and say something teo ancther
waitrass, The other waltress looks ocvar ab him, Ha sweats.

FAUFMEN V.0,
I am far, T am old. I am repulsive,

The other waitress brings his pie. He smiles a thank you,
INT. WEW YORE AFARTHENT - MORMING
Oriean sits at her degk and talks to us.

OFLEAN
There are mora than thirty thousand known

orchid species., Ons speciss looks like a
German shepherd...

EXT. SANTA BARBARA ORCHILD SHOW — D&Y

Kaufman welks alons among the orewd of orchid sathusiases,

past a Sapca Baghbaga Orchid Society sign. He tries to study
the flowsrs. They are dull. He forces himself co logok,

ORLEXM (V.0)
+-- ore looks like an onion, one looks
like an octopus, One looks. ..

Kauiman find=s his attention drifting from orchids co woman:
all different shapes, colors, perEonalirims, some in subtla
clothing, czome in garlsh clothing, all glowing.
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ORLEAN {V.0.)] {conk d)

like a school teachar, one looks like
a gymnast, one looks like a Midwastern
beauly queen, one looks like a Hew York
intellectual with whem you'd do the
Sunday Timas crossword puzzle in bed.
tne looks like thac girl in high school
with creamy =kin. Ot has eyes that
danca. One has eyes that coptain the
sadnepy of the world.

He is sick with aderaction for the women, who pay him no mind.

OFRLEAN (V.. | (conkrd)
Hothing in scisnce can account for the
way some people feal about orchids.
Thoze who lovae them. love tham madly.

Cnie by one the women turn to the men thev're with: a whisper
in che eaar, a shared look, an arm slipped through an arm.
Kaupiman is alone in thizs sea of pacple and fleowers.

EXT. SWAMP ~ DAY

Tesnaged Laroche and his mother tromp threugh the swamp. He
carries a camera on a tripod. They spot a beautiful filowser.
Larache ig in awe,

TEEMAGED LARCCHE
Encyclia tempensis, The butterfly,

Laroche sets uwp the eripad, focuses on the flowsr. His
mother almost cries ac the flowsr’s baauty.

MOTHER
"YTou will find gomething more in woods
than in books. Trees and stonas will
teach you that which you can never learn
from masters.* Saint Bernard =said that.

TEEMASED LAROCHE
That'=z pretty, ma.

HoTHER
Diane would‘ve loved this flower, Johnuy.

TEENAGED LARCOCHE
Maybwe somahow she can see it, ¥ 'know?

MOTHER
{baar)

2a... after thiz one how many. honey?



3%
CONTINUED:

Laroche snaps the phoco, makes a check in his norebook.

TEEMAGED LARODCHE
cmly one huendred and ssventeen mora.

HOTHER
and you have to have a photo of avery
single cype of orchid in Florida?

TEFHMASED LAROCHE
I hava o, ma. You know thab.

She smiles at him, rubs his neck.

IMT. THERAPIST S OFFTICE - DAY

¥aufman talks to the therapist.

FRUEMAL

T'm succaszFul, Tight? I mean, I could
say to a woman., ['m a SCresnwrirer and
shm’'d look at me differently. I £could
ger laid. But I want somecne to like me.
For me. Y'koow? The way I like them.
The way I'd do anything for that woman
walking dewn the street, A million women
walking down the street, I don't nesd to
lmow what thair jobs ara. HNo one will

ever love me like that. Liks I lowve
almost ayvery woman I oes.

vaufman nlances down at hiz theraplst's breasts. He does It
fazt and uwnintsntienally. He quickly shifts back to her
face., Hiz therapist wraps her shawl avound her.

INT. SHOW HALL - DAY

Crowded with orchid lovers. Hoisy chatter and calliope
misic. Elaborate displays include orchids on & ferris wheel,
plastic clowns., and a booth that looks like a circug big cop.

LARCCHE
Once you get the sickness, it takes over
vour life. I gstartad out just
phoetographing *em. How look at me.
(dramatic paunse)
It’'ll happ#n to you. You'll see.

CRLERM
I dan't think s¢. I'm not prons to —-

Laroche runs over to a fiower,
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LARCOCHE
Angrascim sesopripsdaisl  Beauty! God!
Darwin wrote akbout this one. Charlas
Darwin? EBEvolution guy? Hella?

ORLERMN
{annoyed)
I know whe Darwin [s.

INT. EMPTY BEDROGM - WNIGHT

A depressed Kaciman fishes on his floor through an sver
increasing pile of backs: books about turcles, mirror
resilvering, tropical fish, Hegel, a&t¢, Ha picks up The
Portable Darwin, The cover features a daguerrotype of
Darwin., Faufman paces and reads,

INT. BOOE-LIMED STUDY - NIGHT
SUBTITLE: ENGLAND, ONE HUNDERED AMDr THIRTY MIME YEARS EAFLIEFR
Sapia, A sickly Darwin writes at hiz desk.

DARWII (V.0D,}

Tharaforse I should infs=r from analogy
that probably all the crganic beings
which have aver lived on this esxth have
dagoapded from scme one primordial form,
into which ]1lf% waz £irst breathed.

INT., EMPFTY BEDEOOM - WNIGHT

fauiman looks off into space, thinking. Silence. Suddeply,
he grabs his mini-racorder and paces like a caged animal.

FRLEMAEN
Okay. opening of movie, Four billiom
years ags, Life hasz nob bagun. Endlecss,
barren tarrain. Silence. Silence,

EXT. SHOW HALL - DAY

Blasting mugic,. Crowds, Laroche shows the flower to Orlaan.

LARCCHE
Se¢ that nactary all che way down thara?
Darwin hypothesized a moth with a nose
twelve inches long ©o pollinate ir,
Everyonse thought he was & loon. Then,
gure anough. they found thixz moth wikh a
twalve jpch proboscis -- proboscis means
hose, by the way -- angd ==
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ORLERN
I know what proboscis means.

LAROCHE
Erery one of bhese flowers has a spacific
ralationship with the ins=ct that
pollinates i¢. Tharae's an orchid that
looks exactly like this particular
insect. S0 the bug humps the Llower and
gets coverad wich its pollen. Thusly...

Larochse mimess humping .

JRLEAN
I get it.

LAROCHE
That s called pssudo-copulaticn. ‘Thess
Fivwers dre asmarc! You gotta fall in
lore with them. Once you learn anyihilng
akout orchids, yourll devote your life ko
learning sverything about Lham,

Crlean looks around: people sniffing Flowsrs, feealing petals,
staring deep intoe nectaries. Feople jabber pazsionately,
pecple buy plants, people 2arry boxes of purchased plancs.
Drlean leoks desply into varicous floways, at a diczying array
af colocrs and shapas, but remains detached.

INT. AFPARTHMENT - EARLY EVEMING

Orlean =tarax atr photos of orchids on her bulletin board.
She can‘t find & way in. Ehe loocks over at her hushband

reaading. He zmiles at her. She smilas back, but there's a
cerribie distapce hetyesn them. She leook=s at us =sadly.

ORLEMM
I wanted to want somsthing as much As
prople wvanted thege plants but it isn't
part of my conscitution.

Orlean ztaraes out the window at che ampby gtrest below., A
plastic bhag Aips and rizes in the breaze. 5Sha iphalas.

ORLEAN |cont-d)
I suppoge 1 do have one unembarrassad
PaSsS10On.
{rmab, laoks back at us)
I want to know how it fesmls to care about
somathing passionakely.
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EXT. SUBURBAN BACEYAFRD - NIGHT

The seven vaar old girl swings sadly by herself. From high
W she zees her mother in & window abk one &nd of cthe house,
her father in a window at the other end. Both starse hlankly
in opposite directions. The swing conpletezs itz aro and the
girl dagcends, losing gight of her parvents,

INT. LARGE EMPTY LIVING ROOM - WIGHT
Kaufman types furiously,., He's a4 swealy mesg,

EAUEMAN (V. .0}
. then, after the entire history of
lifa on the planse:, jin the last saconds
of the montage, we sse the whole of human
hizcory: tool-making. hunting, Farming,
war, luat, religion, self-conscicusnmss,
Yaarning. Than, ham' out to Susan Orlean
writing a kook akout erchids. And the
story begins, It's parfeck! It's
circular! It's syaryrhing!

Hze roads back what ha‘'s yriktan.

FAUFHMAN
T'm an idigt. I'm fat. I hate mo~-—

Tihe front door Dursts opean and Conald chargss in.

OONALD
MeKes i3 a geniu=s!  And hilaricus! He
Jjusk comey up with these grear jokss, and
gveryone laughs'! PBuk he's sericus, Loo.
¥ou ¢ love him., He's all for
originality, just like yonm!  Butb he =avs,
we have Eo réaalize we all write in a
genre, 50 we must find oviginality wzthin
that gepre., Sze, it turns out thers
hazsn't basan & naw genre ginca Fallini
invenited tha mockumentaiy!

KAUFMAN
(sadly, quiaetly)
You end I share the same DMA. Is there
anything more lopely than chat?
INT. OFLEAN'S ETITCHEN - EVENING
Qrlean 2atg a silant dinnsy with her husband.

HUSBAND
You want to do something tonfghe?
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ORLEEM
I ghould work. TI‘ve got stuff. ..

He neods. She smiles. picks we her dish, puks it in che =ink.
INT. ORLERM'S STULDY - EVENING

Orlean locks at the photo of Laroche, sib= =adly for a
moment, then typas.

QFLEAMN (V.0.} —
Larocha ix an optimixt. ‘That is, he sees
& profitable outcome in every situacion.
When he was a voung man he workad in
SOnELruCtion.

EXT. CONSTRUCTION SITE - DhY
SUETITLE: NORTH MIAMI, TEN YEARS EARLYIER

A younger Lazroche, in a hard hat, walks arop & half-built
houga. Ha spotbs & flowser in A baclkyard across the stresg,

LAFROTE
(pleasad with himsalf)
Asclapiacdacess, From thicty yards, Yes,

He loses his footing, falls two storsys, lands on hi= back.
INT. DINER - DAY

Lararhe talks. Oclean takes pobes.

LAROCHE

{ laughing)

I broke my back. Exactly how my dad
did. Isn't that a psycho ceincidence?

(far away)
Y'know, the way I see it, we're a family
wf ailmants amd pain.

(suddenly excited. )
But, anyway. it was & godsand.

Latoche scarfs his pis. Orlean watches him.

ORLEARN (V.0 )
Largche once spilled toxic pesticlds ipco
a cut on hiz hand, It reszulted in
permanant heart and liver damage, Most
pecple would considar this a terrikble
accident, Laroche consideyed it a
SUCCISE. . . —
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INT. SUBUREAM 5N ROOM - DAY

A prim woman rezds a magazine article by Laroche entitlaed,
"Wenld You Dim Por Your Plants.* There's a smiling photo of
a frail, smaciated Laroche next to hisz bylins.

ORLEAN (V. 0.}
because he =m=o0ld an arcicle abkoub it

INT. DINER - DAY

Largche talks, mouth full of pie. Orlean takes notes.

LARDCHE
T consider the bhyroken back -- in thras
places, by the way. I have x-rays --

{fizshas through bag)

~— a skroke of goddamn luck., I got
digability, married che swestegt woman in
the world. And me and my lovely new wife
== my now ax-wife, the bitch -- got ko
Opan our [ursery.

EXT. MURSERY - DAY

Laroche and his wife, i wedding clothes, stand outside= thaeir

nursery The Promelioad Tres posing for an auto-timed photo.

Laroche wears a cumbersome back brace. The camera flashes .
INT. EMPTY BEDROOM - MNIGHT

Eaufman types tentatively, Off-gcrasp we hear Donald's
enthusiastic eyping and giggling.

EAUFMAM (V,0.}

Movie opens with Susan Orlean cyping.

(refers to Orchid Thief)
"John Laroche is a tall guy, skiony as &
stick. ..

(ztopx, {lips through book!
Movie opsns with a young boy picking out
hisz firxr pet. ..

{stops, ‘flips through book)
Movie openg with. ..

Eaufman stops, scratches hig head. His hapd is coversd wikh
loose hairs. He whines.

INT. DINER - DAY

Laroche talks to Orlaan.
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LA HE
Fecple started coming oub of cpe
wandwerk, o ask me scuff, co admire my
plante. to admire e

INT. THE BROMELIAD TRZE - LAY

Lots of lonely-losking customers admiring archids. Largsche
is in the midstc of them, happlly c¢hacting with whomaver
appreaches him. One guy pulls Laroche agidse,

CUSTOMER 41
John, what i= this? Ir's 50 beauciful .

LAROCHE
Catasettun tenebrosum. From Peru, It's
neatr ‘rayse jt= dimorphic, which means ., ..

Cusbcmar #2 anbers wWith & creaepy, dark flawered crohid.

CUUSTOMER ¥2
Johnryyy babor!

LaptiHE

Henry! Look at that Dracula vampira!
Itrs gorgedux, MAR.

Ocher customers gather around.

CUSTCHER #2

Takea me in Ep the Fakahatohss, Show me a
ghest in bloom, and it's yours.

LARCCHE
Ceel,

CUSTOMER #3
Mr. Laroche, would vou ba able £o ==

Larpshe picks up & ringing phonea. Customsr #3 contipues to
try arnd gt his attention while he talks.

LARCTHE
Bzromzliad Trae. Hey, Dora! Good, good.
Wall, Ture, you gocta watch rhe
temperatura. Dan't want an sdontoglossum
abwerre seventy-five, UTh-huh, that should
ke fina. Yeah, damp it dewm. Oh, I'm
deing well, She's fine, too. Suce, |

INT. &bk - NIGHT

Larsache drives. Crlean lecks ocub ab the datk night.
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LAROCHE
I balieve some folks'd call me up to talk
and calk just because they were lonaly.

Orlean lookz at him. Afrer a long silance, Laroche mases:

LAROCHE (cont'd)

You know why I love plants? Bacauze
they're o mutable, so adaptable,
Adaptation ls zuch a profound process.

(baar) ]
Adaptation means you figure out how to
survrive in the world. Paeaople aren't too
good at thak sometimes,

INT. AGENT S OFFICE - DAY
Kaufman sits with his agent Jerry in a glass-walled office.

FAUFMAN
I don't know how to adapt rhis., I
should've just stuck with my own stuff.
I don't know why T thought I could --

JERRY
See har? 1 fucked her up rthe ass.

Jerry wWaves at a passing beauty. She waves bBack, kaaps
walking. EKaufman follows the girl‘'s azs with his reg

JERRY
Just kidding. Hey, maybe I can halp.
What's the problam, buddy?

Kaufman locks ac Jarry. Will he accept help from an agent?

FEAUFILAN
It's about Flowers.

JEREY
It's oot only about flowers, It's gob
that crazy plant nut guy. He's Punny,
right?

Kaufman pulls out a folded newspapar clipping, reads:

EAUFMAN
"There i= not nearly encugh of him to
£fill a book.* blah blah blah, so Orlean
"digresses in long passagez" blah blah
blah *no narrative really unites these
passages.” Blah blah blah blah blah.

{looking up defianrlvi
{MORE)
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KAUFHMAN (cont ' d)
Mew York Times Book Review., I can‘'t
structure this. It's that sprawling Hew
Yarkey shik.

Jarry gats distractad by mnother sexy woman walking by.

JEFRY
oh man. I‘d fuck her up ths ass.

EAUFMAN
Thers's no story. The book has no story.

JEERY
So make one up. The book's a jumping off
poink. No opne in toun can make up a
crary story like you. You‘ra the king.

AL TFMADT
I didn't want to do that this time, Ib°s
sopeoe elzse's material, I have a
responsibiliby. .. Anyway, I wanted to
gJrow as 2 writer, do zomething profound

and simple. Show people how amazineg
flowers ays.

JERRY
hre they amazing?

FATTFMAN
I dony'e know. I think they are.

JEFRY
Loock, what I tall a 1ot of guys 15 pick
ancther £ilm and use ic az a modal., T
altrdys thought thiz one coizld be like
Apocalvpes Moy, The journalist spends
the whole movie searching for the crazy
plant nut guy -- what’s his nama?

EADFMA
John Larochs

JEERRY
She has to travel deep into the darkest
swamps to find the mysterious "Larcchs. -

KEBIPHAN
I nead you to get me out of this,

JEREY
Charlie, at th= apd of the day, I rthink
it would be a terrible capesr move.

42
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HOIWTAGE

Jumble of images: Laroche talking, floewers, Indians, Orlaean.
the trial. The rapid-fire click-click of typing.
EAUFHAIT (V.00

Okay, ckay, we open with Larocha. He's
furny . Okay, he says, okay, he =ays, I
love to matate plants, he says, mutaticon
iz fun.... Okay, we show flowers and,
okay, wWe have to have tha court caza.
Okay wz show Larocha, okay, he says, I
was mubated as & baby, thabt’'sz why I'm 5o
amart...thar's funny, Okay we open at
the beginning of time...no, skay we opsn
withh Laroche driving into the swamp...

INT. EMPTY BEDROOM - MNIGHT

Kautman awakes with a start, Enthusiasric off-sopmen EyTing,
Kaufmary peers through the darkness at the books. papers -
coffes cups, and dirty plates all arcund,

EXT. SWAMP - DAY

Elack and white. It‘'s dark, tangled with foliage, amd
foraboding. Twe picnesrs glog waist-high through the watar,
Alligatorz regard them menacingly.

ORLEAN (V.0.)
Tha ploneer-adventurers in Florida had ko
travel inward, into a place a=s dark and
dense zz stesl wool. They had to
confronk what a dayk, densa, overabundant
place might have hidden in it.

The scene furns into color. The men turn into mannaquing ,
The floor is covered with black cellsophane representing Swang
watar. The swamp turns to cardboard, with real orchids
hanging from the trees. A guy carrying some orchids walks
on bop of the cellophane, past the mannequins.

INT. LARDCHE'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

The room ig dark., lit only by the light of the TV Larochs:s
Eather watches. Larcche apd Orlean =it on the aouslh,

LAROCHE
The nursery was going well, but someCimas
bad things happen. Darkness descends,
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Laroche glances at hig father, who just stares at the TV, Cn

the TV set are twoe framed photos: one of Laroche s sigter and
che of Larcche's mether,

INT. LAROCHE'S LIVINZ ROOM - DAY

SUBTITLE: MORTH MIAMI, RINE YEARS EARLIER

Laroshe ushers his wife, mother., amd uncle sur of the hausze.

Hiz farher watohes TV, There's cnly a pheto of Laroshe's
sister on the TV sef row, —

LAROCHE
Sure you don't want bto come, dadr

His Zarhey Aaskzn's raspond,
INT. LARDCHE'S CAR - A FEW MOMENTS LATER

They pile into a nice new Mmerican car, his wife in frone,
his mother and uncle in kack. Laroche pulis inka craffic,

UNCLE JIM
Hurzary buginess gaod, Johnmy?

LAROIHE
Dverything's good, Uncle Jim. This last
Year's been a dream, I'm calling vou.
We're finallv pulling aut of this debt,

MOTHER
Amar, honey. Fraige allah, Buddha,
Vishnu. And all rhe rest of ‘em.

Larcche =smiles back at his mother, A scrsach of rires and
another car crashes head on inko theirs., Laroche's facs
smacks against the steering whesl, his frant ceeth Ely ir all
directions. His mother rockats forward smashing through the
windshield, His uncle hits Laroche's wifa in Che head,
Jerking her forward and lapding on top of her.

EXT. CEMETERY - DAY

Banged-up and mizsing his front teech, Laroche stands amidst
a group of mourners at a double fupsral,

INT. RCEPITAL ROOM - DAY

Larcche, in his mourning suit, sits by his comatoge wife.
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EXT. SEMINGLE DIZCOUNT CIGARETTE STORE PARETING LOT - DAY

It's & pusy stramt fyll of discount cigarette =tores,
Larache and Orxlean step from his van, head toward the store,

LAROCHE
She divorced me scon aftar sha regained
conscicusnass. Than the hurricane
destroyed my greenhouse, Everything, I
knew it would braak sy heart to seart
ancother pursery, =o when tha Ssmipoles
wvanted a white guy, an eaxpert, to get
thelr nursery going, I took ik,

INT. DISCOUMT CIGARETTE STORE - CONTINUOUS
Laroche pulls about ten Marlboro cartons off rhe shelf.
LAROCHE
But I wasn't gonna give them a
conventional little potted-plant places,

S0 T came up with the *ghost” plan. I
was gonna give them somsthing amazing.

INT. FARTY HOUSE - WIGHT

Eaufman, beer in hand. stands off in rhe corner of & room
crowded with young Hollywood types. He talks narvously eo oa
pratioy young Wolan

FAUFMAMN
o See, Largohe ressarched it and found
that Indians have the legal right to rake
endangered plants off zcmabe lands.

WOMAN
What an amazing openilng'! So then it's a
coUxrtroom drama. A Few Good Menl aAnd
all thoge Indian rights issues are so
compley, There ars yalid AToumeTnEs on
both zides. T mean we tock their land!
Wa gave tham smallpox!

KAUFMAN
Well, actually, there waspn‘e much of a
trial. Florida got "em on a
technicality, about cutting down pon-
andapgered trees, Bvan the Indians
aren’t allowad te do that, They all
Plead no contest. Laveche got fined five
hundred bucks and bammed from che
Fakahatchee For six months,
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WOMAN
Oh, wow. So, like, then what happens®

FATUFMAN
Harhing puch, That's whak I like, I
mean, mo=t pacples lives don't include a
lot of drama and I wanted to sort of be
compalling without having to resort to
big, um... Y 'know what I mean?

HOMAN
{glancing distractedly around}
Apaolutely. I Bbsolutaly do,

FATTFMEN .
It s, like. Blake talked about sesing the
wiorld in & grain of sand and heaven in a
wild Elower. Y- 'know? Or like Hegel?

The woman smiles, but she's somewhere slge antirely,
INT. EMPTY BEDROOM - EEDROOM

Eaufman stares at his typewrikter. There's a big pile of
Fapers nexk bo him,

FAUFMAN (V.0.}

I am a £ailure, I'm & poseur. I have no
ideasz. I wanted to do aomwthing great.
There s no story. I'm fat. I'm repuls--

The phons rinpgs.

EAUFMAN
wWhat?

VALERTE [(PHOME VOICE)
Charlia? It's Valavis,

KALUFMAM
Ch, hi. Hi. Hey' Hi®

VRLERIE (FHONE VOICE)
Sorry O Buy you. We just were talking
about you, how axcited we ars,

EAUFMAN
YTeah, ma rtoo,

YVALERIE
So. it's coming along good?



48
CONTINUED:

FAUFHAN
It'z good, Ib's complicatad what I'm
Erying to de, but it's going very well.

INT. ORLEAN'S APARTHMENT - EVENING

JYrlean looks at a book called i Lola
Fhe comes to a photo of the ghost orchid glowing whike on the
page. Orlean’s husband walks by wibh a cup of coffaa,
caresses her shouldear. She tenses slightly, smilas tp at him
apologetically. He smiles back sadly. She retvins ba the
photo. A line of text catches her sye: "Should one be lucky
snough Lo see A flowsr all elss will sean eclipsad. * OQrlaan
tcloses the book, sits there, She dials the phona.

LAROCHE (FHONE WOICE)
Yaah.

ORLEAN
Ballo, Johnt Ic's Sosap,

LARCCHE {PHONE VOICE)
Susie-!

ORLEANM
30 I was thinking it'd be goed for rhe
article £for me to go into the Fakahatchme
Lo 2ee 3 ghagt, Would you cake me?

LARCCHE (PHOMNE VOICE)
I‘d love to, but, hey, I'm hannsd for khe
naxt six months. Geddemn crucified me.
Get one of them monkey-suited rangers to
take you. ‘Courss, they wouldn't be abje
to locate a ghost, if it climbed off a
Eree and shoved itself up their asgs.
Hey, put that in the article.

INT. EMPTY BEDROOM - MORNING
A hollow-eved Kaufman is Zippinhg uo & suitcage.

KALTFMRE
(calling off-screen)
Travelling into the Fakahatchea, Donald,
is a perfect metaphor for writing., I'm
stepping inte the confusion of the
unknown.  T'm taking the big risk here.

INT, EMPTY LIVING ROOM - CONTTNUOUS

Donald eyvpes cheerily opn a lap-top computar at an srgonomic
desk. FKaufman descends tha stairs with his sultcaze,

(COHTINUED
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EATIFMAM
It's dark. dangerous, as denss az steel
wool, I don't know if I'll coame ocut
alive, put if I do, I'll have something
trzue to give Ehs world., Thac's the
difference between writing and aping some
moron's “principles.

Donald locks up from his work. He hasn't been listaning.

DONALLD
Hay, Charlas, I'm thinking of putkbing a
song in. Y know like whep characters
2ing pop songe in their pajamas and dance
arcund, I thought it might be a nice way
to brezk the tension. So, tryy to think
of a song about split personality..

INT. AIRPLAME - MORMING
Orlean sits in her seat and addresses Fhe camera.
ORLEANY
You wiuld have ko want something very
badly. .

INT. AIRPLAME - HNIGHT

Kaufman raads The opchid Thisd,
ORLEEN [(V.0.])
.o o g0 looking for it in the
Fakahatches Strand.

He can't conceptrate, oloses the book and watches A
stewardess tending to another passenger.

INT. ETUDIO APARTMENT - NIGHT

Kaufman £ixes a salad in the kitchenette. The door opens and
the stewardass enters dragging her luggage on a liktle cart,

EAUFEAN
Hay! How was Denver?

STEWARDESE
Ch, God, sweetia, I‘'m so glad to be homme.

She kisses him, looks lovingly at him,

STEWARDESS (cont'd)
Can I get you something to drink?

L
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INT. AIRPLANE BATHROOH - HIGHT

Raufman finishes jerking off, stands, pulls up hizs pants,
adjusts him=zelf, and axits the bathroom.

INT. AIRPLAME - CONTINUNIE

Kaufman steps cut of the bathroom. The stewardess iz there
talking to another srewvardess. She ragards Kaufman blankly,
then goes back to her conversation. He heaads up the aizls,
e of the gtewardesses laughs, He tensas, takes hiz yeat.

INT. AIRPLANE - MORNITING

Orlean watches the hundreds of square miles of black, wet
Florida swampland pass by below.

CRLEAMN {V.0.)
An early survevor made thiz sptry in his
field notes |

EXT. SWaMP - DAY
SURTITLE: FAKAHATCHEE, ONE HUNDRED AND FIFTEEN YEARRS EARLIER

A surveyor gcribbles in a notebook. The pond is alive with
alligators.

SURVEYOR (V.0.}
A pond surrcunded by bay and cypress
swamp, lmpracticable. Full of mongtrous
alligators, counted fifey and stoppad,

INT., HOTEL - MHIGHT
Oriean lies in bed, wide awake and anxious.

ORLERN (V.0.}
Whatever isn't wet in the Fakahatchee is
blagted. The grass gets =o dry that the
friction from a car can set it op fire,

and the burning grass can engulf the car
in flames. A 1940‘s botaniat noted:

EXT. PEAIRIE -~ DAY
A botanist, in a hot, arid field, writes inn & noteabook.
BOTAMYET (V.0.}

Most irppressed Ly the area‘s variety of
sgquirrals, | .
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& car drives by on tha dirt road. It begins smeking. The
driver jumps out of the car just as it bursts inte flames.

BOTANIET (cont'd)
. and charreq automthiles .

We pull back to see the arsa filled with abandoned, burnad-up
old cars.

INT. MIAMI AIRPOERT CAR RENTAL BOOTH - DRY —

FKaufman watches the pretty clerk working on the comgputar.
She locks up, he loocks down, studies his road map.

INT., REMTAI, CAR - EARLY MORNING

A chammingly bedraggled Orlean drives on a road surrounded Ty
Swamp. She talks to us,

ORLERN
The =wamp-s darkness and densepess can
Tattle your nerves. A sailor on a plumae-
collecting expedition wrote in his diary:

EXT. SWhMP - DRY

ZUBTITLE: FAKAMATCHEE, ONE-HUNDRED AND THEEE YEARRS EARLIER
A luggicsh gailor sice in the distance on a stump, =ryving,

SAILOR (W.0.)
The place looked wild and lonely ., Aboub
thres o'clock it seemad to ger on Henrv's

narveas. We saw him ¢ryving, he could nob
t2ll us why, he wasz just plain scarsd.

EXT. STATE FOAD 29 - EARLY MORNING

Orlean drives cnte the dirt road past the Fakahatchea sigm
and talks to us.

ORLEAN

The swampy part of the -Fakahatchea iz hot
and wet and buggy and full of cottornmouch
snakas and diamend back rattlers and. , .

INT. RENTAL {*AF. - MORMING

Eaufman drives down the same road surrounded by swam
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ORLERM {V_0.}
alligacors and snapping turtlsas and
peisonous plants and wild hogs and. . .

EXT. FEAMGER SHACE - MORNING

Crlean gots out of the car, knocks timidly on the shack door.
Fanger Miks Owan apswers.

MIFE CWEN
Charlia?

It's Kaufman standing theare.

KAUFMAN
(tresmalous=s}
Yer. Hi.

ENT. SWRMF - MORNITHI

The sky is ocvercast, Mike Owen leads Eaufman through a cool

swamp, which is completely dry. The two man walk easily on
peaty ground. Faufman, slatcthersd with sun scresn and ccvered

head to foot in unnecessary protective olothing, tries to ba
interasted in Owen's lecture.

MIFE COWEN
Zo the whole ecogystem is six thousand

years old. Five ko six thousand years
¢ld. Abowk that., Five oy 5ix.

FAUFMAM
Qkay

HMIEE OWEN
Now the Fakahatchee is the largest of all
the Cypress strands, probably in the
world. I don't know of any cypress
scrand bigger. It's about twenty miles
long, or pineteen, ninebesn co cwenty,
nineteen. .. and right hers ir'=s abouc
five miles wide, four and a half, five,
S0, again, it's twenty miles long, thras
to five miles wide., And over here --

EXT. SWRMP - LATER
Mike Owiagn holds a handful of paac, Kaufman locks at it.

HIEE OWEN
The oldest caribon dating thay've done on
any ©of the peat our here iz fifby-saven
hundred vears. That's with carbon-14.
{MORE)
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HIKE QWEM (conkt'd)
That's in the right age where you can
really date things acourately with carbon-
14, bacause ir's half-life is fifry-five
hundred yaars, 3o they must hawve Found
half of it gone and figured thar...

HALTFHAN
Why isn‘ec it wet? Orlgan wrote abour
wading throuagh klack, corrogive water.
She zaid it was cthe scariast exparispoes
of har life, And whan I spokse to you on
the phone, you said wear heavy books,
long pants and. ..

MIEE CWEMN
Thara s usually water. We've beep going
through a bit of a drought. 3Say, have
you seen that movie, Medicins Mon?
That's a good movie about protacring
nacturw, It shows there could be
something important in a rain forsst we
don 't aven khow about, like a cure for
CAnCEYr .

FAUFMAN
It‘s not evan hot. I was sxpecting it o
be awful, Sun beatbting down, wading
through water, looking cut for snakes,
wild hogs. I was thinking it would be
dramatcic. Alligators. Socmething|

MIKE CWEN
The alligators ara over by the lakes.
The terperature’s 4 blassing for us.

This time of year can geb uncomfortably
hoe,

(pointing swoitedly)
Greasan apole, Florida“ s most comosy.

Kaufiman locks down and sees a plain-locking litrle lizard

hangitey on &4 trea. Mike Owen jots it down in his notabook,

MIFE OWEM {cont-d)
I try to keep a log of sightings.

INT. TRUCK - DAY

Mike Owen drives. FKauiman stares out the window at baring
Lrees,

CRLEAN (W.0.}
It had been a hard day and T hadn‘t sean

what 1'd come to ses, Maybe thea ghost
orchid was a ghost after all.
(MORE]

=k
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QRLEAN (conk:d)
Tharae are certainly ghoats in the
Fekahatchea -- ghosts of ranger=s whe wars
murdered years age by illegal plums
hunters., and of loggers who were cub to
pisacas in Fights, and for years thers has
been an apparition wandering the swang,
the Swanp Ape, which is said to e gaven
faet call and seven hundred pounds and
have the physigque of a human, the PoECULe
of an ape, and the hody ador of a skunk.

EXT. RANGEF SHACE - DAY

Eaufman and Cwen stand by Kaufman's car,

MIKE CWEH
What Laroche did was wrong. Thoza
flowars belong to all of ug, all 250
million of us —- 2507 I think it's up to
270 now -- And belonging to all aof us
means cthey belony to rnone of us. Nobody
has a right to take them. Not me, net
¥ou, not John Larocha, not. . .

Haufman is desparate for sométhing alse. He Blurtx:

FALYFRAT]
Listen., um, Suzsn Orlean wrots apbout A
legendary creaturs salled a Swamp Ape.
Hava you @var heard stories or -—

MIFKE CHNEM
(pigsyv)
Tourist garbage! I don't know why peopls
nead Co invent silly creatures to maks
naturas fascinaring. IsSn‘E natura Amazing
enough?

KaUFHAN
{ shamed})
I just asked hecausa she mentioned ir.

INT. HOTEL ROODM - HIGHT

Urisan, =till direy from the swarp. holds a phone to her aar

and talks
facre,

ES us. She hasg cute little dire Emidyas on her

CORLEAN
That night I called Laroche.

CRT.EAN
{ints phone)

I didn‘t ses anything but bare roots,
(MORE)
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ORLERN Icont'd)
and I had chiz thought. Maybe tha ghost
orchid only blooms in the minds of pecpls
who've walked koo long in the zwamp.

INT. QRLEAN'S AFARTMENT - WNIGHT

Orlean Types. It's pouring and shestrs of rain beat against
har window. 3She glance=s at har husband, acro=s the ccom
reading a book. She zighs, continuss vyping.

ORLEAN (V.0.)
What I didn’'t say to him was that Life
saamad Lo e filled with things that weras
just lika the ghoat orchid -- wonderful
Eo imagine and sasy to fall in love with
but a litrle fantastic and fleeting and
out of reach.

INT. EEWTAL CRR - EVENING

Kaulman drives down a Florida strip-malled highway. HMe
pazsas & Barnes and Noble, a Burger King. a Starbucks. Ha
parks in front of a California Fizza Kitchen.

INT. CALIFCRNIZ PIZZA KITCHEN (FLORIDAR) - EVEMNYNG

Kaufman watches the waitrasses. One approachas his bookh,

Her name hadge reads: Caryn, Tampa, FL. She smiles at
Faufman az she looks right throggh him.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

A morose Raufman sics on the hed reading The Orechid Thisf.

FALTFMAN (V. 0.}
What I didn’'t zay to him wasz that lifas
gaemad Lo e filled with things that were
just like the ghost orchid -- wondarful
to imagine and sasy ro fall in love with
but a little fantastic apd Elesting and
cut of reach.

Eaufman is deeply moved. He hi-lites the passage, then looks
at the smiling photo of Orlean. He finds himsalf losk in it

INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT
Urlean, direy from the swamp, is on the phone.

LAROCHE {PEOME VOICE!
(beat, claars throar)
Jazue Chrizt, of course there are ghast
orchids oub thers! I've stolen them!
(HCOEE)
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LAROCHE {(cont'd)
ibsat, a cleared thraoat)
Tou should have gone with me,

CLOZE-UF OF MAGAZIME

The rine: “,.. then ha clsared hiz rhreat and said, ‘You
should have gone with me.'*

VALERTE (C.C.})
Beautifully written. A really unique
piace,
PULL BaCE, TO:
INT. EESTAURALNT - MIDDAY

Bugy lunch crewd. Valerie gits at a table with Orlaan and an
open New ¥Yorker magazine,

CRLER}M
Thank you. Thanks very much,

VALERTE

We're hig fans.
ORLEAM

Oh, thank wvou,
YALERIE

And Laroche iz such a fun characcer.
ORLEAN

Yeah, John's a charactser, ail right.
VAIERIE

It's fumny and frezh. And sad in a way.
ORLERM

Well, thanks. Thank you,

. VALERTE

S0 W wera wondering, whar's pexk?

ORLEAMW
Ch, um, Random House wants ms to axpand
it into a Book., S5 I-11 ba doing that.

VALERTE
And thare’ll be more of Laroche?

ORLEAN
Yeah. More John, mora orchids.
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VALERTE
Y hnow, wa'd really like to option 1t
ORLERIN
{ Laughing}

You want to make this inte a movie?

VALERIE
Larache is =such a B character. Sa. ., .

THT. VM - DAY -

Laragche, wearing a Clayeland Indians T-ghirt, drives crazrily
through the Hollywood Seminoles regarvation. Orlean holds on.

LAROTHE
No ghit I'm & fun character,
(beat?

Wha'= gonna play me?

CELEAN
I'v2 got bo write it firsp. Somecne's

gokta write bthe screspplay. Most things
nevar get made, IS pramature to --

LARDCHE
I think I =hould play me.

Larocha swarves into a parking space in tha nursery lot.

EXT. SEMINOQOLE WURSERY - DAY
Laroche ancd Orlean get gut of the 4an.

LAROCHE

I've gob 3ll the right qualities. While
¥ou write, I'll take an acting class.

A few young Indian guys are hauling bags of potting soil.

They lock at Laroche =ourly. Laroche indicatezs the giant
cartoon Indian on his T-shirt.

LARCGHE
I wear this just to sopew with "am,

INT. TRRILER - CONTIMIROUS

Laroche enters his cffice, locks at some papers on his desk. ]

LAROCHE
HMost of chem den‘t even bothar calling me

John anymora, It's “Cr&Ty White Map-
Tl ,

(MORE}

IR T I TR
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LAROCHE (conk'd)
*Crazy White Man® jis 28 good ticle for eha
movie, Call the book *Crazy White Man.-= .

Or, I don'c know, "Collectnr of Hearts®
or something,

Betore Orlean can respond, Laroche picks up the phone and
dials an impossibly long number. He wailte, gastures for
{rlean to sit on a chair piled high with junk.

LARC™HE (cont'd)
You wanyv' t hurt amything.

Orlean moves bhe junk over, shares the saat with it.

EARCOCHE {conktrd)

{Yelling inte phone}
Hello? HWelle? BT T™his is Jotoy Larochs
from the Semipcle Mursery. Sem-fh-nole!

(o Orlean)
How do you say Saminole in Spanish?

{into phone)
That's right, ye=s! Yeah, I want to order
somz more of Chose pink string heany!
Pink ztring baans|

ivalling)
Pink String Beans! Pink String Eeans|

Buster appmsar= in the door.

LAROCHE (econt d)
tinte phone)

I711l call back.
thangs up}

Hey, Buster,

BAMT.EY
John,

LARDQCHE

I was trying to order some pink string
beans from Argentina.

BAAXLEY
Ho kidding.

LAROCHE
I figure just hecausze Project Ghost
Orchid is dead, we'ze nobt closing shop.

BAMNLEY
Ligten, John --

LM TRT TR
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LAROCHE
We'll ger inte plant multiplication. Buy
litkle ones, Lurn 'sm into big cnes. sell
‘em At & profit. Simple plant
mutbiplication £ the masses.

EBAXLEY

John, we're thinking maybe now's a good
time for you to take A few wesks.

LAROCHE
I don‘t nead & vacation, Busrar,

EAXLEY
1t's & good time. Things are zlow.

Laroche stares at Buster. Buscer starag back

INT. VAN -

Laroche we

HMONTAGE

Gray skiex

LAROCHE
Y know, the guys on my crew here, all
they do is smoke weed all day. I Laaen -
meaning ko balk to vyou abeut that. =g iE
it's a question of productivity --

& FEM MINUTES LATER

aves through traffic. Orlean holds on.

LARCCHE

Thay're gonna fire ma. Goddamn policics.
Crazy White Nan's bad publicity,

(pounds steering wheel)
I can’t baliave I'm dealing with thig!

(pounds stesring whesl)
Like I could give v damn. If they fire
ma, I'1ll sue. I already did scoms lagal
research on this when I wa=x doing the

other shir., They can't fire mam, And I
ain"t going Lo guit.

. Kaufman drives hiz rencal car: he looks ar the

Seminoie Nurssry, rhe Collisr County Courthouse, Laroche's

housa, Ha

an orchid show, he attends a Flide-show orchid lecture.

all &ull,

drives through swampy terrain. Has walks around ar

It's
Ha ends up sitting on a banch on an empty beach,

starimg out at the ocean.

INT. HOTEL

Orlean dizals the phona.

ROOM — DAY

It rings for a long cime. Pinally:
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LARCCHE {FPHONE WOICE!

| groggy)
Yauh?

QFLEARN
John, it'z2 Susan,
(walts for response)
Crlean.
{waitcs)
S0, I was just wondering if vou might be
willing to calk some more,

LARCCHE (PHONE VOICE)
What abouk?

Orlean tolls her eves,

ORLEAN
crmon, John, I‘m brying Lo put cogether a
Book. Don't just abandon me down hars.

LAFROCHE
I'm no longer interested in orehids. I'm
Pursuing ocher avenues. I apologize for
any inconvenisnce this might caise VO,

Orlean is silent, taps her fingsrs on the bedside tahlas,

LARCKHE,
Thank you for vour time,

Laroche hangs up. Orlean =zits there for a moment, £flips
through her lisec of orchid collector NAMES

EXT. EMPTY BEACH - DAY

Fauiman sits on the banch, looking out at the occman. An
attractive, sgpandexad coupls skate by, chatting in German.
He watches the woman, hoping for a lock, for something. He
deesn‘t get ir, They're gona. A tan oldsr man £its on the
bench, lights a cigarette. Kaufman contimues ro laook at the
aeean, even though he fesls the guy s syes on him., He
doasn’t want to angage.

GUY .ON EFRCH
We could uss rhe rain, huh?

Kaufman nods, locoking at the ocean. Pause

GUY O BENCH {comkrd)
50 you Erom arcund here?

Kaufman shakeiz hiz hesd "ne = Fauss,
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Pause.
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Gy 7 BENCH iconk’d)
50 whare then?

KAUFMAN
Califorpnia,

GUY N BENCH

{excitedly)
Yeah? I'm moving to L.A. I just wrobe a
screanplay. I sant it to a lot of
aqents., PBut 1f they tuwrn me dowm, I°11
go thare and mackat it myself. I used to
be it marketing in Hew York, so I know
axactly how to sell this thing.

{beat )
Where's a nice place to live if you don’t
have a car?

KAUFMAN
¥ou kind of nead a car. I guass West
Hollywood would be okay.

GUY O BENCH
S0 you recommend West Hollvwood then,

KAUFMAN
I'm not recommending ik,

oy oM BEMCH
i moved down hers for a change, and I
wrote the screenplay. Just liks thar,
IE'= & great jdes.

The old guy waits for a response. He gats none,

G OM BENCH (contfd)

It's about a mob guy, but it's not your
regular mob story. There's a cwist, &
<op tells thiz mob guy's wife that the
moh guy’s cheating on her., Bubk the fruth
iz, the cop's lying bacause he wants har
for himgelf. See, they used to go
together in high school.

{waits for response, than-)
You kmew amyvrhing about gcrecnplays?

Haufman shakes his head,
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G O BENCH {contk'd)

Well, the ohject is to make pecpls Ehink
you're going in one direction, then you
Ewist it to keap "am surprised, I cape up
with all thegse amazing twists out of
nowhers, KWall, not newhers,

(baar)
I'm a borm again Christian.

ibaatl
You havre faith?

KRUFMAN
He. Mot really.

7Y O BENCH
You den't believe in anything?

faufman zhrugs.

GUY ON BEMCH (cont'd)
I don't know how your can look ouk at this
beautkiful ocean and not belimve thaye'zg
an intelligencs that created ik,

KAUFMAN
I don't know.

Gt 17 BEMCH
Well, you can’t know until you experience
ik, That requires accepting Jesus Chrise
as your Lord and Savior, Bzlisve ma.
Lookit, if I waz to show you a hottle of
claar liguid and told you it was wodka,
how would you know if it really was or jif
it was water? Thare's only ome way,

EALTFHEAN
I'd small it.

G ON BENCH
{annoyed)
No. ¥You can't small vodka. You'd have
Lo taste it, right?

KAUEFMAN _
It could be poizon. I don’t know You.
G O BEMCH
{angry)

Lack, let's go with the analogy I'm
drawing here. It‘s not Poison.  Okay?
icasuming control)
{MORE)

62
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GUY O BENCH {cont'd)
50 you'd have to casce it co kbow.
Right? That's my point.

KEAUFHAM
Eight.

GUY O EENCH
That's all I'm saying.
ibeat |
S0 West Hollywood, buh? T think I*11
make it out this year., Becatise how long
can you losk ak an ocean, v know?

MONTAGE

Susan Qrlean talks to varisous orchid anthusiagts, wvisirs
TUISeriss, sits in lecture halls, acrands orohid shows, =sics

in the library reading orchid hooks. Sha is bored and
distracted.

INT. AIRPLAME - NIGHT

A stewardess places & cup and an airline-sized bottla of
vodka down in front of a lost Kaufman, He smilez at her. o
response. He opens the bortle and smells the vedica

INT. LIMO -~ NIGHT

Kaufman =itz in the back =aac and stareg out the wipndow. The
driver lcoks at Lim a couple of cimes in his rearviey mirror,

FAUFMAN (V.09
I have fziled. I have nothing to zay, I
am fat. I am not a wWritar,

DRIVER
Mr. Kaufman. do wyou mind if T ask what
Eype of work you do for Somy?

FRUFMAN
I'ma writar,

DRIVEE
{impregsed)
A aong writer?

"EAUEMAN
Mo, I'm a scresnwriter,

DRIVER

Oh, wow! Good for you. You mind if I
ask what your movie's abonp?
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FAUFHA
It's about £lowers.

Ho response.  Kaufman tries to make it interesting.

FAUFMAN {ccnit’dl
It's about this poachay who steals
oxchide out of a swamp.

CRIVER
I heard about that! [rug Flowsrs . right?

FALTE AN
Yaah., That s it.

CRIVER
I heard about that! That's graat!
Acticn-advenrure iz my favorite genres.

INT. EMPTY HOQUSE - NIGHT

Kauifman anters with hig bags and heads to Elhe stgirs,
Denald, typing furicusly at his desk, locks up.

DOBIALD
How wags Florida, man?

KAUOFMAN
{climbing the =tairs)
Okay .

DORALD
Cool! Hey, my sScript’'s going amazing!
Right now I'm working out an Image
Eystan. Bob cally it an invaluabls
asget. Befsuzs of my mmltiple
parsonality thems, I‘ve chosen the motif
of broken mirrors te show my
procagonisc’'s fragmented self. Bob
teachesz that an Imsge System greatly

incraasges the complexity of an amsthetic
emotion.

EAUFMAl
¥You gound like you're in a culr,

Kaufman disappears upstalre,

DPONALD

Mo, it's just good writing technique.

icypes, thean:)
{MORE]}
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DHALD (comt " d)
oh., I made you a copy of McKee's Ten
Commandments. I've podted ons over bath
UL WOk arass,

INT. EMFTY BEDRROOM - COMNTINUIS

Kaufman rears down MCHEE'S TEN COMMANDMENTS. Donald appears
Backlit in tha doorway amndl seams oddly threatening.

DORALD
Yo =houldn't have done that,

They lock at each other. Donald breaks the tension. smiles.

DOMALD (conk-d)
"Cause it's extremwly helpful.
(1ims down on Lloor)
Hay, any sign of that Swamp Apa?
FAUFMAN
There is no Swamp Ape. It was irmvented

for people who can't Find the actual
world fascinating. Y lknmow?

DONALD
Oh, cokay. I didn’'t know that. Sorry.
Hav, I got a song! “Happy Togethey = T
was worriad about putting a song in a
thrillar, but Bob says, Casgblancsy, the
grastest scresnplay aver written, A4id
exactly that. MHixed ganrms.

FAUFMRN
I nead to go to bed, Donald. I haven‘t
slept in = weeij,

DONALL
Qlcayr,

Donald remaing on the floor.

MONTRGE SEQMTENCE

Mizhmash of imagaes: alligators snepping, Leroche jabbering,

Orlean typing, 19th cancury orchid poachers slogging, orchids
blooming, Mike Cwen lecturing.

KAUFMAN (V.0.)

. S0 we open on the swamp .. okay,
flaghback o young Laroche had turtles. ..
Okay. Susan =zpys What Iz Passion? And
okay wWe opean on a swamp and suddenly a
white van comes tearing around. . .
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Kaufman studias har dalicate, melancholy face., He's in love.

CORLEAN FHOTO (contd)
[stymalr, Flirky smilel
I figured there might be something. ..

INT. KITCHEN - MORNTING
Kaufman paces and talks animatedly intc bhis mini-recorder.

KERAIFFHAN
e =ae Susan Orlean, delicate, fragiles,
beautiful, haunted by lonelinass, Lyping
at her desk. She looks at the camersa apd
talks ko uws.  *John Laroche i= s tall

guy, skinny as & stick, pale-syed, zlouvch-
shouldmysd, . ¥

Denald enters in his upderwear, pours coffes,

oAt D
Mormning.

FAUFMAN
Hey, hay,

DOMALD

You seem chipper.

KAUFMAN
I'm gond. I have some new idsas,

DOMALLY
Cool. Me rop. I°m putking in a chase
seguente now. The killer fless on
horseback with the girl, The fop is
afeer them on & motorcycle. Ir's like a
battle batwesy mocors and horses,

EAUFMAN
They 're 2ll still ona parson, right?

DOTALD
Yaah, hey, that's the big pay-off.

FAUFMAKN
{nice)
Well, it soundy exeitineg.

DOMNALD
Thanks, man, Thanks,
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Kaufman =tudies her delicats, melanchely face,. He's in love.

CRLEAN PHOTO (cont'd)
(sweat, L[lirty smils)
I ficqured thers might be something. . .

THNT,. KITCHEMN — MORMING

Kaufman paceas and talks animatedly inte his runi-recordar.

FAUFHAN
e ses Sysan Orlesn, dalicakbe, fragile,
beautiful, haunted by lonsliness, typiog
at hary degk. 5S5he loocks at the cameara and
talks ko us. “John Laroche i a tall
ey, sKkinny as a stick, pale-eyed, slouch-
shouldered. . . *

Lonald antars in his underwear, pours coffes,

DOHALD
Morning.

FEALUFMAN
Hevy, hey,

DONALD

¥ou seam chipper.

EATIFHMAN
I'm good. I have some new ideas.

DONALD
Cool. MWe Eoo,. I°m putbing in a chags
sacieanse now. The killar flsss on
horssback with the girl. The cop ia
afcar chemn on a pobtorsycle, Itz like a
battle betwaen motors and horses.

EATIFMAK
They'rea all =till one perzom, right?

DOHALD
Yaah, hey, that's the big pay-off.

EALFPHAR
{nice)
Weli, it sounds exciting.

DOMALD
Thanks, man. Thanks.
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COrlean drives through swampy landscaps. She talks bo us.

ORLFEAN
I zuppose what I'd heen doing in Florida
was trying to underseand how pecples found
order and contentment and a sensa of
purpose in the univarse by fixing their
sights cn one single desire,. Bow I wap
alzo trving to understand how someons
could end sush incenza dasire without a
Crage

Crlean stops at a payphone and dials. It rings for awhile.

LARQCHE (FHONE VOICE}

(groggy)
Yaalh whacg?

CORELEAN
Hallgo, John. ibt's Susan.

LAFOHCHE {PHOHE WOICE)
Yeah hi.

ORLEAN
Sa, how's everything going?

LARGCHE (FHOMNE VOICE!
Great! IT'm training wyself on tha
intermet. It's Fascinating. I'm doing
pornography .  Ib's amazing how much thege
suckars will pay for photographs of
chicks. And it doesn’'t mattaer if thay're
fat or ugly or what.

ORLEAN
That sourdds good.

LARQCHE (FHONE VWOICE)
It's great i= what lb is.

ORLEAN
So I've baap meeting a lot of orchid
pgﬂple. going ko shows, T thought you
might want to hear about it

LARDCHE {PHOHE VOICE)
Sorry. 1 am officially neo langer
intarezted in orchids or the lozers wha
are £till interested in them, The end.

&4
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Laroche hamgs wp.  Ovlaan looks off into the f£lak distance.

CELEAR
I you really loved something, wouldn't a
litele of it always linger?

Ehe turns to fhe cansrs,

INT. EMPTY BEDROOM - HIGHT

Fauiman holds The Orchid Thief open with one hand and types
with tha orher.

FAUFMAN (V.0 }
Zugan Orlean drivez. The golden light of
cha aftarnson sEUn CACASSAS hey Swwet
face, Ehe talks ko us,
{copying. from book)

*Florida i3 a landacaps of crangiticon and
mukaticn, a hybeid of ...

¥auiman‘s hand =lips, the book shubks. He opans it £o the

wWrong page and seex an aghoyt The duthor paragraph. The lase
line jumpx off the pags: “She now lives in Hew York City with
her hushand.

EXT. L.A. STREET - NIGHT

Eaufman wanders the styeset, distraught. & DASSLINg woman
gnickers.

INT. EMPTY BEDROOH - NIGHT

Kaufmat Eypes .

FALTFHAN (V.0.}
Suzan and her husband eat dinner in
silence. A dying relationship, Hushand:
You want to do something tonight? Susan:
I should work, Y 'know. I got stuff...

INT. BEMPTY LIVING ROOM - DAY

Kaufman and Orlean move furniture into the room. IE now
locks warm apd fnviting. oOrlean wears a bandana karchief.

FALUTFMAD
I'm £ thrilled I g=t to adapt your book,
get to mercge my choughts with yours., 1T
Jove that, It's intimate, like a
MAarriage,



70
COMTIMNUED:

ORLERN
Not like & marriage.

EATIFMAN
Maybe what marriage could be.

Her eves Lear up. She kissexr him.

CRLERN
Isn't it ironic? You adapting my ool ?
My three yaars in Florida meditating on
oy 1nability to experience passion
Tesulted in my finding it with you.

INT. EMPTY BEDROCM - MORNING

Faufman paces with hiz mini-recorder., Off-screen Eyying.

FAOFMAN
... and in che final sequence Susan as &
young girl swings alone in tha backyard.
From high in the air she sees har pacents
in sepaArate rooms staring blankly in
opposite direction=s. This symbolizes the
profound scarring their waning passiop
has had on the girl‘s psyche, how she
bacame afraid to ever really lova
gomething because it would go away.

HKaufman iz immensaly pleased, He smiles at Orlean’sy photo.

EAUFMAMN (contrd)
This iz good. I'm finding vou.

The phone rings.

FAUFMAN
Yallo?

VALERTE [(FACNE VOICE)
Hi, Charlie., Tt-s Valerie. Just bugging
you again. How's everything going?

FARLUFHMAH
Good, I think really good now.

VALEFIE (PHONE VOICE)
Graat. Eo I spoke to Susan vestarday,

HALUFMAR
(beatld
Oh. th-hah, uh-huh.
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VALERIE (PFHOME VOICE)
T told her you ware making rerrific
progress and she's really sxcited Eo read
the agripc.

Eweat appaars o Kacfman = brow,

EALFMAN
Oh. Good.

YALERIE (FHONE VOICE]
And che said she'd love to mear you.

All color drains from Kaufman's facs.

FALFHMAN
Um, well, y'know, for me it's discracting
Ex. .. or confusing Lo discuss whae I'm

exploring in the scresnplay at this
peint. .. before I finish... it. So...

VALERIE (FADNE VOICE}
Thatrs fair. I'11 let her know.

KALUTFMAL]
Tell Susan I'd ba very happy to meet har
at & future Jdate. A= che sams £it,

VALERTE (FHONE VOICE)
Okay. Good snough,

HEFMAN
hnd tell her how much I love her book.
Say I think she's such a great writer.

VALERIE [(cont'd)
Will do. Just kesp us posted, Charlie.

KALTFHMAN
Ckay. WNice talking te you. Okay then.

Kaufman hangs up and looks at the photo of Orlsan.

still smiling, but not at him.
aver smivking,

Bremach.

Donald's off-screen typing grows loudsy.

INT. EMPTY LIVING ROOM - COMTINUCUS

Ic'e

7l

It's not glowing. Mayhe it 's
Eautman paces frantically, holding his

Donald types ac his de=gk on hisz computer. EKaufman sterms ing,
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KAUFMAN
Tou can sit hers and pretend to be a
writar, mocking the seriousness of what I
do, like some kind of fucking funhouss
mirror version of me! But lab me tell
you, you den'b know what wriring is!

Faufman grabs his stomach, doublas sver,
INT. EMERGEMCY ROOM - DAY

Eaufman iz on & gurney and hooked up b0 an IV. He wakches a
glightly haggard woman with a bandaged head sitting in a
small room acreoss the hall., She glances over in hisz
direction. He smiles. Sha locks through him.

FAUFMAN {V.0Q.)
She thinks I'm repulsive,

He lies rhers for a moment, then his eyas Iight up.

INT. EMPTY BEDROOM - DAY
Ksufman types passionately on his computar.

FRUFEAN (V.0.)
Hovie opens.; Charlie Kaufman, fat, =ld,
bald, paces tha room. His volice-over
cArpecs the grene. *I am 2ld., I am fat.
T am hald, My tcenails have turned
stranga. I am repulsive, How repulsive?
I don't know Eor I suffer from a

conditicon called Body Dyzmworphic
Disorder. "

INT. AGENT'S OFFICE - DAYy
Kaufman, looking tired and wild-eyvad, sits with his agenk .

JERRY
co We pesd to talk about the orohid
script. Valarie called vesterday.
They 'r« getting antsy,

KATUFMAM
1 think I've got it on track now.

JERRY
Good.  She said you soundsd weird.

FALUE MARE
He Hollywood bBullshir. Just taw truth.
Sumetimes that takes 2 while to Eind.
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JERRY
okay. What's cthe time frame hers?

FEOFMAN
Ic's goddamned honest, Jerry. Ib's true.

JERRY
Oh, hey. my friend sant me this Fucked-
up internet ching. It s a girl taking a
ghit, but a trout Comes ouk, You gob a-
majl yet? I'1ll send 1i Lo you.

KALTFMRH
Thiz i=s more honest than anything
anyvone's ever done hefore in a movie,
I'11 +&ll vou chat. The only truth wa
can offer 13 the cruth that'z our own
experiance of the world., *The great
poat, in writing himself, writes his
tima, ™ T.S. Eliot.

JERRY

It sounds good, buddy. Bub we do reed o
give Valeris a ballpark --

FAUFMAN
I'm gick af cheir congstant harassment!

EXT. SWAMP - DAY

Elack and white shot of Laroche and the Indians slogging
chrough the Fakahatchsa. The camera swoops down and the
scene turns inco a manosguin version.

QRLEAN (V..
n December 21. 1993 John Laroche and
three Saminolas illegally remowvad cone
hundred and thircy rare plants Lrdm che
Fzkahatchese Strand State Presepve,

INT. MIAMI CONVENTION CENTER - DAY

It's an eanormous hall f£llled with peopls setking up alaborate
displays. Martin Motes and his asgistant work on the
Laroche display. Orlean watches them. Motes looks up.

MOTES
You've bBeen checking cut the digplays?

ORLEAM
Temah.
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HOTES
Tr's the Miami centennial, w&'re Supposed
Ee illustrarce somzthing about Florida
hiscory,

DRLEAN
Righr. MNow Laroche iz part of Florida
history. A3 a manneguin,

MOTES
It's a world of words to the &nd of
ik, /In whicrh nothing so0lid is ita selid
selft. You'll have to forgive mm, I‘m &
reformed postry profassor.

Qrlean 13 moved by the quobs,

DRELERM
Whe iz rhatw

MOTES
Wallare Stevens.

INT. EBARNEZ ARWMD HOELE - HIGHT

Orlsat ztands in the poetry section and reads a Wallace
Stevens book.

ORLERM {V.0.9
The greate=st poverty is not te live/In a
physical world, ko fesl thar one's

dazire/Is toos Siffiosult £o tell Erom
degpair.

INT. EMPTY BEDFOOM - NIGHT

Faufman iz on the {loor typing. Hiszs mini-ressrder is on.

FAUFMAN'S VOICE [(ON RECCOFDER}
Kaufman sits across from Valerie, a
preciy film avecubive. He sves her as
zhe picks at her zalad. Sha looks up and
ha looks down., He sweats. She
compliments him on his work. She rubs
her nose. He pulls at his nostrils. Hs

triez o sound like he knows what ha's
talking about. He's full of shirt,
INT. BOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Orlean dialsz the phonm.
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LAROCHE [(PHONE VOICE)
Yauly.

ORLEAR
Jaoln, ib'2 Suzgan.

LAROCHE (PHONE VOICE)
I ke,

CRLEAN
I went ko the Orchid Sociasty Show a
couple of days ago,

LAROCHE [(FHOWNE VOICE]
I'm nob interested,

ORLEAN
There was a dizplay of you stealing the
ghost orchids. You're famous,

LARCCHE (PHONE VOICE]
I'm not involved in that world new.

QFLEAN

S0, leck, Jehn, T still haven't samn a
ghost. And I was wondering --

LARCCHE (PHOME VOICE]
Yeah, wveah, I'll take you in.

CRLEAH
Really? Thank you zo0 much! I just...

LARQCHE (FHONE VOICE)
Tomorrow. Pick me uwp at S:30 am or it-‘1ll

geb tod hot. IC1]l buy all the supplias
we'll need,

INT. EMPTY BEDROOM - NIGHT

Kaufman types,

FEAUFHAN (V.9.1]
Kaufman jerks off to the hank Jackat
photo of Euaan Orlean.

Donald appmars in the doorway with a scripk.

KRFMAN
Whnat?! What do you wanke?

DOMALLD
I finishad, My script. I'm done.

5
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Kaufman stares at his typewriter, doesnre gay anything.

DONALD {conk o)
5S¢ would you show it Lo your agent? -

¥aufman grabs Donald's script and throws it on his bed,

DOMALD (cont* &)
Thanks. Also, I wanted to thank you for
your ldea. It was very helpful., I
changed it a litctla. Now the Killar cucs
off body pieces and makes the victimz wat
them. It'=x, like, I ofice =aw this
Picture of a snake swallowing it‘s tail --

Kaufman collapses, puts hizs head in his hands,

KAUFMAN
urabosuros.

DoAY
I doni'e know what that meaps.

FAUFMAL]
The snake is callad OQuroboures.

DOMALD
I don’t think 20. But it‘s conl for Iy
killer to have this mecdus operandf .
Because at the and whan he Forcez the
woman., whe's really just bim, ro e=at
hargelf, he's also eating himself ro
death.

HALUTEMAN
I'm insage. I 'm Ourobouras.

DRnrLD
I doni'e know whabk that is.

FRUFHAN
I'va written mysalf into my scraenplay.
It's macing itself, I'm aating myself.

DOMALLD
oh. That's kinda weird.

KAUFHMAN
It's =elf-indulgent. It's parcissiscje.
It‘s solipsigtic. It's pathekis, I'm
pathetic. I'm fat and pathetic.
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DOHMALD
I'm sure you had a good reason, Charles.
You're an artistc,

FALTFMAN
The reasen is I'm too bimid to speak to
the woman who wrote the book. Bacause
LI'm pathatiac. Because I have no idea how
to Write. Becauss I can‘t make flowars
Eascinacing. Bacause I =uck.

DOMALD
Hey, am I in the script, tao?

FAUFMEE
L'm going to New York. I'l1l meet hep,
Thac’s it. That’'s what I have ro do.
DOMALLD
Don't get mad at ma for saving this,

Charles, hut Bob’s got & seminar in New
York this weakend., So if vou're stuck --

Faufman sheoot=s Denald a look.
INT. HOTEL EOOM - LATEER
The lights are off. Orlean is in bed, sleeping fitfully.
INT. PLAMNE - HIGHT
Eauiman reads Ann Landers’s columm in a Fapar dated July 4rh.
KRLUFFMEN (V.00
Give yoursalf a raality checl. Fhoninass
iz cransparent, and it is tirescme. Take
pleasure in the beauty and wondsrs of
natura, A flower i: God's miracla.
Out the window he gees colorfyl firewstke faz dowm below,
like small flowers blooming on the black earth. His ayas
well with cears.
INT. HOTEL ROOM - NICHT
Fauiman gleeps firfully.

EXT, SHAMP - DAY

Crlean walks through along, Danickaed, All the vegaetation is
grecnar and crazier-looking than we've geen before. Things
glither w in rhe water, bruch up against her.
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She tenzes, steps inte a sinkhole, £lails, gets canglad in a
vine., which wraps around her leg as shs attempts ke axtricats
herself. She falls face Forward inte the black wahaer.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - COMTINUCUS

Orlesn snaps awake, badocwvers tangled arcund hee lagr., She
haaves, locks at the clock. It's 3:10. She stares at rha
ceiling. She looks at the clock again. It's 3:30. She
locks at the ¢lock again. It s 4:10. Sha closes her g
She opens them, loocks at the clock, the room is £11]led with
murky water, the hed an island of drynessz. an alligaror
pokes its nose out of the water, bagins bo climb oanre Ehe
bad. Crlaean jwmps back, hits her head on the headboard. The
Toom is back o normal. The clock remds 4:23. She closas
hear eyaz. The alarm goms off.

EXT. LAROCHE'S HOUSE - ERRLY MORNTHG

Orlean pull= up Lo the curk where Laroche stands, dregsed in
& sShort gleeye shirt, thinm pants, and hisz Miami Hurricanses
hat. He opens the door and climbs in.

CRLERM
Whera ave our supplies?

LAROCHE
Gok svarything I need right haeras,

Laroche pulls a naw pack of cigarettes out of his pockst.
Crlean turns off the ignition and stare=x at the SEaaring
vwhaal, Laroche shrugs.

LRRCHE (cont-d:
Lack, don't worry about it. We'll get
crap at the Indian trading pest on
Alligator Allay. Hey, want me Eo drive?

INT. CAR - A BIT LATER

The sun hag come up strong. It looks hot. Laroche spesds
along with one finger on the wheel, pPaying little attention
Lo the road. The car veers onto the shoulder, ha lazily
cqrreckhs it. Orlean is tenze.

LARGCHE
I remsmber one cime when I was a kid,
fiftesn or o, my mother and I came bo
the Fakahatchas to look for a ghozst to
rhotograph. We walked for hours, threugh
the most intense heat I d avar falt, L[]
couldn't find one. I wanted to eurn
Back. But my mom zaid, no.

{MCRE)
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LARDCHE {contk'd)

Sha said, John, if you keep zearching for
something past doubt, past hopelezsnass,
pPast tha absoalute certainty chat yourll
nevey find it, if you kesp searching paskt
that, thare it‘ll be, 5o wa walked. I
had goddamn bloody bBlisters on my fast.
And we found ourselves in this charrmsd
prairie, desolate, sun blasted, v'lknow.

And thears in the

middle of it wax this

one gorgeols, snowy Polyrrhirza lindenii.

They drive in silence for a little whils. She watches him.

INT. OFFICE - DAY
Orlean types At har desk.

ORLEAMN
He mads it sound

She turns to us and ralks.

likea a Bikle story, the

hopeful journey through darknsss into
light. I never thought mary paspla in
the world ware 1liks John, bur I was
realizing more and more that larochs was
Al extrams, noet an abearration -- mest
pecplée 1n some way or another do strive
for something excepticnal, something to
pursue, eaven at their psaril, rathsr kthan
abida an ardinagy lifa.

EXT. MIDTOMHN NEW YORK CITY

ETREET - DAY

Faufman, sweaty and anxicu=. walka along. He arrives at the
Hew Yorker Luilding and entars with steely determination.

INT. RUILLING - 2 FEW MIMNUTES LATER

Kaufman waits for the elavator, sweating even more profusely.
The elevator doors open. People get off, pacple gek an, the
alevator doors cloge. Kaufman scill stands there.

EXT. SWAMP ~ MORNING

Laroche and Orlean step off the levee inte black water. They
sink to thelr kneas. The ground is sofr; ib's a struggle o

pull their fasb up to walk.
watar, Something big runs

Things slither past in tha
By in tha distance. PBees, and

dragonflies hover. Gpats and mosquitoes bite. EBirds
scresch. Frogs croak, Laroche points to a yellow flower,

LAROCHE
Here we go. Encyeliz tampsnsis.

Larocha light= a cigarecta,



a0
CONTINITED:

LARCQCHE [econt'd)
Nice litele suckay, isn‘t ic?

Orlean examines it from a distancs,

QRLERN
Cutea.

Larochs coptinues walking and Orlasn attempts to keap pacs.
He points at a tiny orchid on another tras.

LAROCHE

Clamshell crchid, You '‘Tiew that.
CELEAN

Thh-huhl,
LAROCHE

See, I found you two already, I'1]l ghow

you avery orchid you wankt coday. I-11

find you a fucking ghose if it kills me.
(painting to anothar arohid}

Figid Epidendrum. That's an wgly-ass

orchid. But I'm oo snob. T'm interested

in all crchids. Not just pretty ones.

INT. COFFEE SHOP - A FEW MINUTES LATER

A miserable Kaufman =itz in cthe window, sipping coffee and
watching the New Yorker building across che streor. He
steels himself, exits the coffas shop.

INT. ELEVATOR - A FEW MINUTES LATER

Kaufman rides yp in rhe crowded elevater.,  Tr gtope & fow
times; pesple gert off and on. Kaufmazn swantz, _The doors
“pen. The MNew Yorker logo is painted on the wall oppasice
the elavator. HNohody gats off or on, The tdoocrs close. The
elevator continues wp., Kaufman hatwes himself. Soon the
¢levaror is emptied out with the exception of Eaufman. It
Deging its descent and stops once again at the Naw Yorker.
This time Orlean gets on. Kaufman is ab=olutely panicked.
Crlean looks at him blankly, presses “lobhy", and Eaces
front. Kaufman sweats, studies the back of her head. Tha
alavator arrives at the lobby. Orlean gets our., Kaufman
hesitates, then fallows.

EXT. HEW YORK CITP STREET - DaY

Orlean walks along. Kaufman follows her.
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EXT. SWAMF - LATE MOFNINMNG

The sun is much highey ip the zky. Orlean is a EWSALY ME2S3,
frizzad hair, anxious, scoraped. dirty.

LARCOCHE
{pappyt
They 're right pearky. Just follow me.
IITT. RESTAURARNT - DY

Orlean zits by herself, reading Vanity Fair. Keaufman sits a
faw tables away. He scribbles in his notebock.

FADFMAN (VW.0.)

Reacdts Vanity Fair. Ponny detail: New
Yorker writer reads Vanicy Fair, Usa:

A waitress brings & tuna sandwich and an ice bea to Orlaean,

KRUFMAN (.0, ) (conk rd)
Likes tuna, drinks ice tea. Cood
character details, Good stuff!

Orlearn lookz uwp from her magazine and =miles at tha waitrass.

CORLEAN
Thanks. Could I get some lemon pleasa?

The waitress nods and leaves. Haufman scribblas.

EAUFMAN (V.0.)
Likes lemon in tea and her voice is not
at all what I imagined. Interesting!

EXT. SWAME -~ HNOON
Orleen follows Laroche. She watches him start off in one
direction, stop., start off another direction, then go
straight ahead, Orlean seems depressad.
ORLEEM

Larcche, can I ask you a persconal

question?
laroche turns and seowls at hay

LARCOCHE
Wa re ot loxk,

EXT. WHYC STREET - DAY

Orlean window shops at & shoe store. HKaufman takes potss.
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FERUFMAN (V. L0, ]
Eyeing Stuart Weitzman pumps, Okay.

Orlean heads down the strest, Kaufman follows, Sha anktars
Ehe New Yorker building. HEaufman waits outsids .

EXT. SWAME - DAY

The sun i= hobt., Laroche is twenty fect ahead of Orlean. She
wabtches him march forward with great authority. She Mas s G
her eyebrows, leaving a residua of dAirk on her face,

INT. HOTEL ROUM - HNIGHT
Faufman reviews his notes. He iz swaaby and wild-eyed.

KAUFMAN (.0, )
1 have nothing., I am nothing., I am Far,
I am over. I am logt.

EXT. SWAMP - LATER

The zun iz high,. Orlean and Laroche zit opn dry ground. She
stares at him. Laroche won't lock at her. He busies himgelf

opaning the backpack and pulling out food, Finally, Laroche
speaks without locking up:

LARCCHE
We'ra nok losk.

Larocha takes cut & cigarmtte, lights it

LAROCHE (2ont-dh
I‘'m just eurned around a litele.

He looks up at her, sess her staring at him. He pokes around
on the ground for something, comes up with a seraight twieg.

{eemke T d)
A =undial. I°1ll just set this up, wait =
few minuctes, and we'll be able to tell
which way the sun is moving. We want to
ba heading southeask,

Laroche sticks the twiy into the ground, stares arc it.

LARCCHE {conk’d)
Thiz ia no kig desl, You should =at
somathing,

Orlean takes a cracker. Thixz relaxes Larcche. He strecchaes

his legs, knocks over the twig. Withoot looking at Orlean,
ha puts the twig back. .
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LARCCHE (ednt'd)
o do you collact anything?

CFRLEARN
(non-responsivel
Mot really.

LARCHTHE
Well, v'know it's not really abkout
collecting the thipg, ic's akbout —-

CRLEAM
Tha zundial isn‘t working.

Laroche lecks down at it.

LAROCHE
It iz za working.

Qrlean stares at che twig in the ground. She looks at
Laracha. Laroche smiles shaapishly at Orlean. Rage and
Panic swaap across her face, her fists clench inte balls.
Har ayes become wild, some dark fantasy plays out in her
brain., Larocha seams upawape.

LAROCHE t(conk-d)
The thing about computers. The thing I
like iz that I'm immersad in it but ie‘=
net a living thing that'z going to leave
or dis or something. I prefer having the
minimmm number of living things to worry
about in my life.

Orlean's anger sofrens. She locks sadly at Laroche.

ORLELN
ga, John...

LARCGCHE
Okay, fuck the sundial, Wa'll just go
straight and eventually wa’'ll get there,

They rize.

LARQCHE (contrd}
Whar I mean is wa'll gab somewhere.  Out
of here. T mean, logically, we have to
get tut asz long as wa walk straight.

Laroche points them in a direction and thay wali.
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Kaufman iz slseping. It looks like it'z been a rough night.
The phone tings., He reaches for it.

KEUTFHAN
Hallo®

JERRY (TELEFHOWE WOICE)
Hey, it's Jarry. I woke you?

KAUFMAN
Ha, itz ckay.

JEBRY {TELEFHONE WOICE)
How's it going? Has it bean halpful to
talk bo bhe writepr? dhat's hear namse?
KAUFMAN
Yeah, Suzan Orlean.

JEREY (TELEFHNE VoICE)
Wall, I méan, are you making headway?
Valerie 'z braathing down my neck.

KAUFMAM
¥You can't tush ingpiration. Y'kmow?

. JERRY (TELEPHECONE VOQICE!
Okay., fine, Um, the ocher repason I'm

calling is to tall vou Ma, Myvzelf, and I
is just amazing.

KAUFHEH
What the hall ja Ma, Mvgelf. and I7

JERRY (TELEFHME VOICE)
Your brother's script. It'zs tighc,
inventive. A smayt, adgy thriller, The
bast spec script I've read this ysar.

EAUFHAN
Oh.  Good,

JEFRY [TELEPHOME VOITE})
I'm gonna =e]l it for a shitload, Two
fucking talented guys in one family.
¥ 'know, maybe you could hring Donald on
to help you finish the archid thing.

KALTFMAM
Jarry, dmi't say that. I mean --
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JERRY (TELEPHOWNE VOICE]
Just & thoughb, buddy. He's really
goddamn amazing at stricfurs,

FAUFMAR
Jarry, I gotta go. T have an
apraintmeant. I gokta go.

JERRY [TELEPHONE VOICE)
bAdiog, buddy. Finish! Flnigh!

EXT. NYC STREETS (MONTASE] - MORNING

Yaufman wandsrs. He sye= ocher sad-locking. balding,
averweight men wandearing the zcrests also.

FAUFMAEN {(WV.0.)
I am fat. I can't write, T am
repulsive. T am sld. I have
accomplished nothing., I am jusk ons more
old, fat, bald man on the street.

EXT. SWAMP - DAY

Latochs leads the way., There’'s a sadnacx, a sense of defeat
and humiliation thae he tries to conceal., Orlesnp is stony.

LARCKHE
I've done this a million timesz, Wheneyar
everything’'s killing me, I just say Lo
mysemlE, sorsy i, and go straighe ahead.

Laroche leads Orlean back inte the hrush.

EXT. WYC STREET - MORNING

Yaufman saas a white schonl building ahead, glowing in the
sun. He walks toward ik.

INT. LOERY - MORNTIMNG

The lobby of an auditorium, crowded with enthusiastic people
signing up £or somathitng. Kaufmap waits in lins, Ha
wakches the hendsoms guy anesad of him Elirt with.an
atcractive female registrar. The guy moves on and the
attracbtive regisktrar looks without intecvazr ar Kaufman,

EEGISTRAR
Hay I help you?

Kaufman sverts his eyes from her cool gaze; théy come to rest
o a pile of MeKas's book Story nexk to her,
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INT. ADDITORIUM - A& BIT LATER

Kaufman sits in the packed room. McKes pacez the stage with
a mic alipped to his lapsl,

MCKEE
Years from now wou’ll be standing around
2 posh cocktail party congratulating
yourselE on how you spent an eptire
waskand locked in a room wich an asshole,
an opinicnated arrogant asshole, for your
ark.

The audience lauwghs, except for Kaufman who looks Pained.

FAUFMAN (V.0.}

I am pachetic. I am a losear. T am £ar.
MICKEE

30... what is the substance of writing?

Hothing as trivial as words is at the
heart of this great ark, my frispds.

MoKed continues to talk bur hiz voice gaes under.

KAUFMAN (V. 0]
I have failed, I am panickad, I am Fak.
I have zald cut. I am worthle=s, 7TI...

MCHER
Literary talent is not enough. Flrsc,
lagt, and always, the imparative iz ro
tell a story.

Faufman watches with disdain as people taks noces.

MCEEE
Twanty threse hundred years ago, aristotle
gaid, when storytelling goas bad in a
society, the regult i=s decadence .
{deadpan )
Well, just look arcund you,

Everyone, axcept Kaufman, laughs giddily at McKeea's joks.

HCEEE (cont-d)
Aristotle alse said: A stery must have a
beginning, a middle, and an end.

The studenta nod in apprecimtion at this profundity.
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INT, AUDITORIUM - LATER

McHee scribbles a diagram cnto a Lransparsncy in an overhead
projector. It'z soms kind of complicated time-line wirh ack-
breaks and corresponding page muibers indicated. The
audience members take copious notes. Kaufman Swaats .

EAUFMAN (V.0.)

It i= my weakness, my ultimate lack of
conviction that brings me here wirh all
thess degparats idicts lapping up
everything this bag of wind spouts. Eagy
answars. Rules to short-cut yourselE to
success. And here I am, bacause my jaunt
into the akyss brought me nothing. Well,
isn‘'t that just the risk one takes for
Attempting something new, I zhould lsavs
hers right now. 1°11 start cwver ——

istarts to rise)
I naesd to face this project head on and ——

HMCEEE
and God help you if you use voice-
over in your work, my friends.

Kaufman stops, locks up, startled. McKes seoms to he looking
at him.

MCEEE
God Ffucking halp you! Ibk's flaccid,
sloppy writing. Any idiet can wrire
voice-gver narration to explain the
thoughts of & character. You muse
Prasent the internal conflicts of your
character in image, in symbel, Filp iz a
medium of movement and imaga.

Kaufrman looks arcund at people seribbling in notsbooks "Ry
idiot...* write= the guy on ¢ne side of him. *Flaceid, . . *
writes tha guy on the other side.

MCEEE (conk-d)
Ckay, one hour for lunch.

EXT. NYC STREET - A FEW MINUTES LATER

Students &xit onto the strest in small groups. Kauofman
wanders by himself. His face is troubled, Thers iz no sound,
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INT. AVDITORTUM - LATER

McKee lectures, HKaufman sits and listens. A copy of

Aristotle's Poskics sits on his lap. The book 'features a
bust of Aristotle on the cover

MCKEE
You wanbk your writing to be original,
You want to hawve an original voice like
Heil Simon or Hora Ephron. Well, let me
tell you something. my friends. The kay
to originalibty i3 not eccentricity.

A gy behind Kaufman gives an appreciative “mmmn, *

DISSOLVE TO:
INT. AUDITORIUM - LATER

It's late. The audisnce is tired, but still attentive, Now
Eaufman takes sericus notes, MeKes, sneTgetic AS eVer, wWears -
hiz sweater tiad around his shoulders, We stay firmly
planted on his face as he calks apd talks.

MCK.EE
Long speaches Are anticherical to cthe
nature of cinema, The Greeks called it
stikomytliia -~ the rapid axchange of
ideas. & leng speech in a soript, say a
page long, requirss that the camera hold
on the actor's face for a minute. Laock
at the second hand on your watch as it
makas cpe complate rotation around the
clock face apnd you’ll gat an fdea of how
intolerable that would ba for an
audience. The optology of the scereen iz
that it'sy always now and it's always
action and ib‘s always wivid, Life is
rarely vivid. And that's an imporcant
point, We are not recreating lifs on the
sCreen. Writers are not taps recorders.
Have you ever savesdropped on peopls
talking in a coffae shop? Then you know
how dull and tedicus real conmversation
is. FReal paople are not intsresting.
There's not a parson in this world -- and
I include myself in rthis -- who would be
interesting enough to take as is and pur
in a mavie azs a character.

DISSOLVE 10
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INT. AUDITORIUM - LATER STILL
McKas faces the audisnce, holding a cup of coffee.
HCEEE
Someone azked me recently, Bob, 4o you
think Michells Pfeiffer iz pretbty.
Ha pauses theatrically, sips his coffee, thean:
HCEEE [(cont'dl
{deadparn)
Michelle Pfeiffer is proof, my Eriends,
chat thare's a fucking Ged.

The ovartired awdience breaks into uprcearious laughter,
Kaufman, with dark circles under his eyes, giggles a lictle,

HCKEE [(conc'd}
Okay. Thac's it Lor tonight. Eememisar,
thera'll be & O and & comorrow morning
beforae class starksd.
INT. HOTEL - HIGHT

KauFman tosses and turns in bed.

DISSOLVE TO:
EXT. DEEAM-LIKE FIELD - DAY
The dagusrrectype Darwin, the iristotle sculptuxe, the Hegal
epgraving, and tha Orlean book jacket photo are alive and in
the middle of brutal and bloody fist fight.
INT. AUDITORIUM - MORITING

Kaufman, bleary-syed, sits in the hack. Mokee paces.

HEoKEE
Anvone else?

Kaufman timidly raizes hiz hand.

MCEEE (cont’d)
Yas?



a0

FATIFMAN
You talked abeut Crigis as tha ulbimate
decisicn a character make=z, but what if a
writer 15 attempbing bo create a sStory
whare nothing much happensz, -whars paople
don‘t change, they don’'t have any
apiphanies. They struggle and are
fruscrated and nothing iz resolved. More
a4 reflection of the real world —-—

MCEEE
The real world? The raal fucking world?
First of all, if you write a scresnplay
without conflict or arilsis, you’ll bore
Your audisnce to tears. Secopdly:
Hothing happans in the real world? Are
you ouk of your fucking mind? People ars
murdsarsd every day' Ther<'s genocide and
war and corruption! Every fucking day
somewhere in the world somebody
Facrifices his life to savse someons aloal
Every fucking day somesone somewherz makes
a conscious decizion to destroy comsone
2lse! People find lova! Pecple lose iL,
For Christ's sake' A child wabches har -
mother beaten to death on the =taps of a
church! Somecne goss hungryl! Somebody
2lsa betrays hiz best friend for a woman!
If you can’'t find that =tuff in life,
then you, my friend. don't knew much
about life! And why the fuck ars you
Eaking up my precicus btwe hours with wyour
movie? I don't have any use for it! I
den’t have any bloody use for ig!

FAUTFHMAN
Okay. thanks.

EXT. NYC STREET - NIGHT

The last of the students are f£iling out. KauFman wilkts,
leaning against the building, McKes emerges, carrying his
brown leather bag. A shaky, tirsd Kaufman approachas him.

EAUPHAN
Mr. MoKae?

MCKEE
Taz?

EAUFMAN

I'm che guy vou velled at this morning.
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CONTINUED:

MCEEE
itrying to recall)
I pead mogs.

HKAUFMEN
I waz the one who thought things didn’'t
happen 1n lifs,

MCEEE
Oh, right, okay. Hica to =ae you.

EALTE AN
I nesd Lo talk.

MCEEE
I make it a rule not ko give private
tutorials to my seminar students, Yo
woauldn 't e fair to the osthers,

FAUFMAMN
Mr. MoKes, please. My even standing here
iz very scary. I don't mee: pmople wall,
I'm gelf-conscious and timid. But what
you said thisz morning shook me Lo bha
bone.  Whar you sald waz bigoer than my
goreenwriting choices. It's abour by
choices a=x a human being, Please.

McEse hesitates for a moment, thepn reaches ocut and puts his
arm around Kaufman,

MCKEE
I could use a drink, my friend.

EXT. SWAMP - DAY

Larocha and Qrlean slog through the water with purpose,
lovking only =traight ahead. As they walk tha sounds and
folors bacome subdusd, Soon there is zilence.

CRLEAH (V.0.)
We twrned to the right and zaw only mors
oyvpress and palm and zawgrass

They rturn left and se¢ matal flashing in the =unlight.

OFRLEEM {V.0.){contrd)
S0 we turnaed to the left, and thers, far
down the diagonal of the levee, we could
sas the gleam of a fender. Wa Eollowsd
it like a beacon all the way to the road.

Orlaan and Laroche walk btoward the car.



INT., BAFR - MIGHT

Kaufman and McoFes sit ar a table with beers. Kaufrean reads
from his copy of .Thiﬂmhié_'ﬂnsi

FAUFHMAN
ee. We followed it like a beacon all the
way Lo che road.

Eanfman £loses the book., There's a pauss.

HCHEE
Than what happens?

YAUFHAMN
That's tha bock, I wanted to present it
simply, wikhout big characpar arcs or
sanzationalizing the story. I wanted to
show flowerg as God's miracles. I
wanted to show that Orlean never saw the
blooming ghost orchid. It's about
diappointment .

MCEEE
I see., That's not a wovie. You must go
back and put in the drama,

KAUFMEM
{pausa}
I've got pages of false starts and wrong
approacheas., I'm way past my deadline, T
can't go kack.

MCEEE
Ah, the everprasent deadline., Yes, I was
deoing a Fojak once and, .. it was hall.

McEaa zips his beer, eyes Kaufman,

MCFEE {cont'd)
Tell you a secrat. The laxt act makes
the film. You can have an uninvolving,
tedious movie, but wow them at the and,
and you've got a hit. Find an ending.
Use what you've learned this weskeand,
Give tham that and yourll be fine,

Tears form in Kaufman's eyes.

FAUFMARH
You promise?

McKee smiles. Kaufman hwgs him., McKes recognizes his bulk,



CONTTHUED:

MCEEE
You'we taken my courss bafors?

FAUFMAN
My brother did. My twin brocher Deomald.
He's the ona who gof me [0 come.

E o 4 u
Twin soresnwriters. Julius and Philip
Postein who wrote Cazablancg were twins.

FALTFHMAL
Yoo mantionsad that in class.

MCKEE _
The ftinest screanplay ever writhben.

INT. ROTEL ROCM - NIGHT

b drunken Kaufman pacas, tries Lo vead Stopy. Mokea's Tean
Commandments are tapead to the well., As is a photo of
Michelle Pfeiffar ripped fromn a magazins,

KAUFMAN (V.0.)
Climax. A& reyolution in values from
posikive to negatbtive or negabjve to
positive with or without irocny — a value
gswing at maximum charge that’'s absolute
and irrmrarsible.

Kaufman iz lost. He rubs his templasz. Ha dials the phone.

PRELD (FHOME WOICE)
Grear writers residence.

EAUFHMAMN
Donald,

DOMALD [ FHONE YOICE)
Hey. how's the trip? Gettin’ it on with
thar lady journalise? You dog you!

FRAUFMAN
Yaah, Listan, I'm cilling to say
congratulaticong on your script.

DOMALD (PHONE VOICE}
Isn‘c that conl? Jerry saye he can maks
me, like, high-zixes against a mill-filve.

EALUFMAM
That's graat, Donald.
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DOMALD {PFHOWE VOICE)
I want co cthenk you for ell vour help.

KAUFMAN
! wazn't any help.

LoOHALD (PHOME VOICE)
C'mon, you let me stay in your place and
your integrity inepired me to sven try.

KAUFMAN —
Wall, look, I'wve baan thinkineg, mayhe
you'd be interested in hanging out with
ma in Hew York for & few days.

PONALD (FAMNE VOICE}
Oh my God, yes] I'm flagtayad!

INT. HOTEL ROOM - MORNING

Denald lies on his back on the floor intently reading the
scriprt., Kaufman paces. Donald finizhas, is cuist,

FAUFHAN
S, like, wvhat would vou do?

DOMALD
Feript kind of makes fun of me, huh?

KAUFHAN
Sorry. I was btrving something., I --

DOMALD
Hey, I don't mind. It's fummy.

FAUFMAN
Okay. So, what would you do?

DORMALLD

You ardd me ara so different, Charles.
We're different talents=.

EAIFHAL
I know. Juzt for fun. How would the
great Donald =nd this script?

DORALD
igiggling)
The graat Donald.
|seriousl
Well, I, mean... do you nead che whols
COouUrt case? .




CONT INUED -

HAUFMAN :
Uh, it's what happanad to Larocha., Tb*s
kind of ipportant.

DOHALD
It's boring. HNHo offenze. A courtroom
scane should ba dvamatic, Stick the
Tuling in a lipe of dialogus, maybs.

KATTFMAN
Um. Okay, .-

DOHARLL
Too wuch about orchids., Get rid of it
Fare that stulf down to a minimum.
Frankiy, I'd foous more on the
relationship batweasn the brothars., T
think that's the gold hera, MWo one cares
about orchids.

BAUFMAN
The book's about orchids,

DONALD
That's a problem, But don't l=t it ruin
the movie. I mean, for examplsa, use the
crchids in a more dramatic way. Have
soma kind of bang-up, CrAazy action
sequence in the swamp. Usa the swamp
bacrar, It'xs a bremamndous fictionsl
world., B zacting of great dramacic
possikilicy.

EAUFHMAN
That*'s true. But -—

DONALD
And put some twists in. Reveal some
surprising thing about Laroche. God,
vhat am I deing giving supgestions to
you? I mean you're like a geasoned
profassional. You're an artist.

EALTFMER
C'mon, you're the *mill-fiver kid.

DOHALD
(endoying this)
Shut up!
{thinks)
I lova the Larcche porne wab-gite stuff.

I= that real? Mayba maka a bigger deal
of that. I don't know.
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CONTINUELD: (2}

KAUTFMEN
I chink it‘'s real. I haven't actually
saen the gite,

DONALD
It's sex, man! Incorporate it,

INT. HOTEL ROOM - HIGHT

The front door opens and Kaufman entars. The lights are off
but the room is aglow with light from Donald‘s laptop
computer, HKaufman sssy a4 gilhousttad Donald mazturbating in
front of the computer. Donald looks up, caught.

r

DOMAT.D _
Oh, hi. I wasz doing =oma research. I
found Larocha's site, and. .. I'm
embarrassed,

FAUFHAR

Jesug, Donald.

Kaufman passesz Donald, glances at the grainy nude on the
screan. He's stunned. It's Orlean smiling at him.

DOnNALDY
What? She's kinda cute, You don’t like
her? 1 dunno, T think she's okay. Itz
not like I'm marrying her,

Kaufman shows Donald Orlean’s hook jackst photo.

DONALD [(contrd)
Oh, wow., That‘'z kind of a cwizr. Kuah?

¥AUFHAN
JEEUWS, Jasas|

DORNALD
I chink this is maybe a good thing Eor
the script. Go ask her aboutr this.

KAUFMAN
I'tn not gonna ask her about this.

DONALD
Tou want me to¥ I don't mindg.

FRUFMART
No, I don't want you to.

DOMALD
I could easily pretend I'm you.
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CONTINUED:

FARUFHEN
Mal ol

INT. WEW YORE QOFFICE BUILDIMNG - DAY

bonald, dressed like Kaufman, waits by the slsyators. Orlsan
amerges. He's about to talk to her, when she pulls our &
cell phone and dials., Donald decides to be a spy and follows
her oub of the buildinpg.

EXT. HEW YORK OFFICE BUILDING ~ COHNTRIOOUS

Orlean talks on the phone. Donald trails olose Behind her.

CFRLEAI
20 vou'll pick me up? Yeab, tomorTow.

Orlean stopE to look in & shoe =tors window, Donald stops
and looksz in the window also. Orlean dossn’t notice him,

ORLEAN (conk 4}
Ten-cwenty ., TWA, Yei, Of course T will,

emald walks off.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Conald i3 forused on the computer. Eaufman z2ictg in & chair
in tha corner. Botch wen are 1o pajzmas.

FATFHAN
What was she wearing?

DPONALD
I don't know. Like a dreszs mavbe.

FAUFMEN
Did zhe look At ma? AL you?

DORALL
Finally' Da-da-da daaaaah! 5. Orlesan,
TWhA Llight 651. Arriving Misamd 10:20
EOMOXTCW mOrning.

Donald turpns and smiles acress the roon to Eaubfman.

HKALUEMAM
I don'e want f£o d: thi=s, Donald.

DOMALD
We'll go together. Ib'll ha good,
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Kaufman looks squeamish. Donald picks up & hairbrush, holds
it Ea his mouth. He atarts to sing “Happy Togathar -
Kaufman smiley shespishly, shrugs Donald off. Dopald
perzists. Finally Kaufman joing in.  They do the whole
ramber and fall laovghing ints sach oscher’z arms.

EXT. MIAMI INTERNATICHAL AIRFORT - DAY

Orlean waits with a suircase outsides the terminal. The beac-
up whita van pulls up, Orlean gets in, the van speads off.
knocher car pulls away Erom the curk and followes it

INT. CAR - &L BIT LATER

Donald drives, keeping up with tha van, which speads and
swerves through traffic,. Kaufman is sweabty, nervous.

FAUFMAN
It's =0 waird te actually ses that van in
real life.

DONALD
S0 you wapt to build the symbolic charge
of the gtory's imagary from the
particular to the uwnlversal. Okay?

FAUFMAN
Okay, but when you're creating an image
system, how do you know =--

EXT. SUBURBAN STREET - LATER

The wan pulls inte the driveway of & neat, middle-class
housa, FKaufman and Donald drive by, it Eime to smes Orlean
and Laroche emerge from the van, Orlean sesmz differant new:
more &xotic. She's wearing some kind of sexy sarensg. Donald
drives up the street, parks, gats out of the car. and warchas
a5 Larocha lugs Orlean's =uitcasze inco the hnusa_

CORALD
I'll get a cleser look. You wait hare.

FATFHAN
imomantously )
No, I want to go. I should go. I mean,
it should ke me, Tight? I mean...

DORALLD
Goe for ic, bre. You the man.

Fautman gats cut of tha car, Donald gets in, perusas
Kaufman‘s script. Faufman walks past the houss, LIying Eo
peer in windowz. He sees nothing. He slinks arcund back,
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In tha vard, Kaufman find= a greenhouze. It's filled with
roww upon row of ghost orchids.

FADFMAN
Holy. ..

Thers's movensnt in & window in the house. EKaufman dueke,

LARGCHE (0.5.]
Darlin’, I dunne what‘'s coma over you!

Kaufman crawls cver to-the house, lifts hix= face to the
window. Orlean and Larocha are laughing, kissing, groping.
and undrsssing each pother. Kaufman iz heartbraken bt
transfixed. Suddenly laroche locks ayves with FKaufman.

CRLERN
Dom't stop, Johmmy,

Laroche jumps up and runz naked ta che back door.

ORLEAM (cont "dl
Johnny! Where are you going?

Edufman makez a mad dazh arcund the sids of tha houge,
Laracha outs him cff, grab= him, drags him inte the houss .

INT. HOUSE - CONTINUCDS

Laroche throws Kaufman down into a chair. The chair =lidas
acrosd the floor, tips over. Orlean seame uninterssted. She
kisseaxs Laroche s leg.

LAROCHE
Who the hall are you?

Kaufmen notices Laroche hax a sat of begutiful, white btasth.

FAUFMAY
I jusec... peobody, I just --

Laroche shakes Orlean off hi= leg, kicks Kaufman in the que,

LARCCHE
Who the fuck are you?

KAUFHAN
. I'm just. I was at the wrong housa.
I'm loocking for the Johnzon family.

LAROCHE
I got your Johnsen family righr here,



CCORTTIMUEL:

Larochs kicks Kaufman in the head. Orlean kissas Larcche’s

back. Kaufman whimpers,

ORLEAM
Honey ., <ome LHack to bed.

LAROCHE
Who the hell sent you? Rudy?

FAUFMALN
I'm not ==

hgain Laroche kicks Kaufman in the head.

KAUFMAN [(conkrd)
I'm the screcnwritaer,

LARCCHE
What the fuck does that mean?

FAUFHMAN

I'm the guy adapting her book.

abouk oy,
Thiz registers with Larochs.

LARCOCHE
Jesus Fucking Chrxist.

{then, trying to make sensa)

His scalp bleeds,

Her kook

Why rthe fuck were you in my backyard?

FATFMATY

I was, um, trying... I don'e know.

Orlaan 1z unfogrging.

GRLERN
Who'£ the bloody fat guy?

LAROCHE

This is the fellow adapting yvour book for

the movias, darling-’.

CELERR
{axcited)}
Repally? I wanted o meer -——
(realizing)
Oh. What does he know?

FAUFMAr

I don't know anything. I swear.

- ——
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LAROCHE
Ha knows about the grasatnhoyse .
(e Orleasmd
We cant have this =ppeaar on the zilver
ECrasty

FAUFMARI
It won't, I don‘t avan under --

JELEMA
Johnny, I'm s tired now, -

Orlean lies down. Laroche paces. Donald pears, unssen, into
the back window.

LeROCHE
Ha nesadx to ba gotten rid of.
KAUFMAN
Whac?!

Conald s eyas widen. Laroche paces. Orlsapn watches Laroche,
Eazcinated by his svery muscle movamsnt,

LARQCHE
Snall article in newspaper,

Orlean snaps out of her muscle fivarion, becomes fixated on
his voice, hiz lips.

LARGCHE {cont'd}l
Screenwriter doing research for movis
abuilk notoriouws orchid peoacher was Found
drownad in che Fakahatches after
accidentally slipping and hitting his
head on a rock, End of story. Is that
cradible from a jowmalistic standpoint?

ORLEAMW

Johnny, come lie on top of me.
LAFOCHE

Foous, darling ., Iz it cradibla?
ORLEAN

{conconktrateas)
Um, oh... thiz s¢Teenwritar waz killed
doing research in Jamaica a few years

2o,
(o Kaufman)
Soreenwritar, you have a car?



COMNTINUEL: (3

KAUFHRHN
I, wy, no, I ==

Laroche gets ready to kick him again.

HATFMAN {cont ' d?
A rental, a renka] .

QORL.EAM
We drive hiz car there, laave it an rthe
side of the Ewamp. That works.

LAROCHE
Good., I like chat.

ORLEAN
(ko Eaufman)
Sorry.
FAUFMAN
Fleasa.

Donald disappears from the window.

INT. RENTAL CAR - BEFORE DAWN

13

EKaufman drives. The headlights shine on Laroche's van aheag,

Crlean, no longer stoned, sits next to him, holding a gun,

She skims Kaufpan-= screenplay .

FRUFMAN
I thought I had a sanse of you from Tour
baok.
{beat)
I had & little crush on you, to tell the
truth. You're differsnt than I theught.

ORLERN
Huh,

FAUFMAN
Lock, 1 don’'t care what you two are
doing. Fleaatse don't kill me,

JRLEAM
Hey, here’'s one of my lines,

{mackingly reading from sersapn)
“*1En't it iranic? Yol adapting my book?
My thres wears in Florida meditating on
my inability to experisnce passion
resulted in my Finding it with you. *
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HaTfFMAN
I was Erying te de zomething.
CRLERM
Wall, it‘s kind of pathatic, dontcha

think?

Thay drive in silenze. Orlean reads more of the screenplay.

ORLERH
Here's ma' Here's me again!
(mocking )
*I wantad to know what it's like to cars
about something passionataly. -

Orlean laughs derisively,

FAITFEANM
You can laugh, but I didn‘t maka ehat
line up. That’'s a qQuote from your book.

JRLEAN
Yeah, I know, Charlie-bov. hill. I'm
laughing at who I usad ko Le. Tr'z zad,

FAUFMAN

S0 now yvou learnad about pasaion.
[j=alous)
From Weirds Laroche. Bully for you,

CORLERM
You can’t learn about passion. You can
ba paszion. And it wasn't John who mads
me pas=sion. It was orchids.

EAUFMAN
I thought youu didn't even like orchids,

QORELERM

I lied about what happanad at the eand of
the book. On the way ocet of the swamp...

EXT. SuaMP - DAY

Laroche leads Orlean through the swamp. He spots scmething
&h & tree, circles it, and stands there, zwestruck, Orlsan

comes arcund and sess 3 beautiful ghost orchid hanging from
tha Lree,

LAROGCHE
The jewel of the Fakahatches,

Urlean looks at ie, tries to fael some passion for it, can‘t,
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CRLEAM
I =till don't gat it. I mean, thers {t
is, I can paa b= prsgbey, Lok --

LAROCHE
Yourll get ic,

Laroche pulls a saw from his bag and oute the branch.

TNT. BASEMENT - DAY

Thers‘s a makeshift lab. Laroche is extracting some gooey
substance from the nectary.

QRLEAN (V.01
Back in John's bagement he explained his
raal plans for the ghost. Ha'd
digcoverad a chamical ingide wich
psychoactive properties. His plan had
always baan cto clone the fleower and makes
a fortune parketing this drug. Tt was
Larache s kind of plan, it wasn't a
controlled substance becauss che
govrerpment didn't know 1t existed.

INT. LAROCHE'Z LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Orlsat naryoudly snorts some grasn powder off the coffes
tabls while Laroche wactches. She talks to the camera.

QRLEARM
The Lirzt cima I tried it, the split
sacond it took sfEsce, X understood
or<chids. I loved them with a pasgion I'd
nayaer felt for anything., For anyonm,

The druy takes effect and Orlean turns away Ffrof us, becomes
fixated on the ghost orchid gitting on the tablae bafors har,
She smells it, caressas it, cries at its beancy.

INT. RENTAL CAR - REFORE Dawd

QRLEAR
Tsn't it curious? An orchld made me
passionats abouk archids.

ERITFRAN
You' e throwing bhe rruth away for a
chemical confusion of vour synapses --

ORLEAN
With this powder I am passionate about
avarything.,

{MORE}
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ORLEAN (cont'd)

I'm aljve 1n a profound world now., It
sizzles with bheauty and horror and sex.
How wrirlng iz == words are -— a way to
remove yaourself from passion. 5o I'm
dons with writing. John and I are making
a fortunag with thiz extract. It's big in -
the Miami club scene. We call it
“*Fassion.~

igiggles)
Isn "t that =yte?

U ahead, Laroche curng off the road at the Fakahatches sign.

ORLEAN (conk'd)
Follow him, pleasa.

EXT. JOMES SCENIC DRIVE - A LITTLE WHILE LATER

Laxoche parks. EKaufman parks behind him.  Orlean gesturas
with her gun for him to get subk. Af Kaufman comes arcund the
car, he gees Donald on the floor of the back seat, Laroche
emerges Erom his van with a flashlight and a rifle slung ovsr -
hix shoulder. Orlean prods Kaufman to follow him. Kaufman
shakes and whimpers as they all step down inte the thigh-high
water. They slog through silently. Larcche stops.

LAFOCHE

Thiz spot looks good.

{thinking aloudl
How how de we do this? Hit him in the
head with a rock first? Keesping in mind
w2 .can only hit him once and only wich as
much force as would be creacsad by him
slipping and falling onto the rock.

Laroche paces. Orlean finds a place to git on a hammeck,
She unwraps a small square of paper and snorkts something out
of it. Faufman shivers. Orlean’'s drugs kick in.

CRLEAN
{far away)

Holy Jesus. Holy... Hey, baby. hey...
{rlean trails off. Laroche talks to the spaced out Orlean.

LAROCHE
Should we drown him, then hit him on the
head? Uh-uh. A body blaads dAifferant if
the heart’'s stopped, These new forapgic
Juys Are very smart. We really have bo
know cur corpses to stand a chance: riger
mortis, lividity, putrefecation, ocular
changes .

(MOEE)
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LAROCHE (cont'd)
Maybe you think we hit him on the head
and force water into his lungs after he‘s
dead? No, darlin'. They'll know he
didn‘t drown. See, contrary to popular
belief, tha lungs do not -- do not --
fill with water in a drowning. What
happens iz, choking causes an irvitatrion
of the mcous mepbranes. This creates a
shitload of muctz in the windpipe.
Effortz to breaths turn the micus inte a
sticky foam which may or may not mix with
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vomit., It's the presence of this white
fomm that indicatexs drowning. There'z a
lot te be aware of, Susie. Shoeprinces,
hair, microgcopic Eibars, fTire tracks.
Thay all tell a tale vo Eoday’s forensic

solantists,
{t0 Kaufman)

khat do you think? You're a writer. How
would you do ie? What's a good way to

kill somabodhy?
EATTFMEN

T don't write this kind of bullshir,

LAROCHE

Bon bt get all huffy, I was simply --

Suddenly Larache gets whacked in the back,

Eliaz forward intec

the water, Ovlean lcoks up, spaced, Eha's confused by a
second Kaufman standing there with a bag of potting =oil.
Lonald grabs Kaufmzan and they run back toward the road.

Laroche pulls himself from the water.

LAROCHE (cont'd)
Fuzk!

CORLEAN
ireceptively}
Yaah, let's, baby,

She stawgers moonily toward Laroches, Ha pushaxz her away.

LARGCHE

Mot now. We got to kill that guy. And
now 1 guess that other guy ax well.

ORLEAQN
{disappointad)
Ohhh.
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INT. CAF - CONTINUOUS
Eaufmar and Donald sgpeed along the swamp road.

FEAUFMAN |
For Christ's sake, why didn‘t you do
saomething while we ware in the car?

DORARLD
My hack had saized. I couldn’t movs.

Laroche s van pulls ¢loge to them and rams them from behind.

FATTFMAL]
Ehir:

It rams them again, thiz rimes sending them down ints the
swampr. The van stops. . Donald txiss bto back the car onte the
road; the whesls just spin. Laroche =taps out of the wvan.

CONALD
We'va gotta ditch thi= thing.

FALTFEAN
(hyegtericnl|
ILt's a rental! Ib'‘s=s & rental!

bOMALD
Mo !

Keufman and Donald «limbk from the car. make their way deap

inte the swamp, Laroche follows them in on foot, dragging
Orlean, who is admiring all the plant life,

OFLEAM
That‘s beautifull What s that, Johany?
What ‘s that one called? 1 just 3o wank
ko fuck that flower, don‘t you?

LAROCHE
Asclapisz lanceslata, Red milkwaed.

Extremely fuckable, But wa dopn't have
e,

Laroche shoots at the hbrothers, Kaufman whines.

LARSCHF
ito Oriesan}
What'= his namae?

CRLERK
U, ¥'know... Charlie or somethipeg,
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LARDCHE
Charlis! Listsn, lst's tall: This pie
is big anough for four people!
{to Orlean)
Why are therse two of him? -

Orlean zhrugs.

ORLEAM
Identical bwigx?
(laughs crazily)
Bid I say twigs? 1 meant twins.

Kaufman and Donald run through a colony of saworass. Tt
Slices them like razer hilades. Kaufman yells in pain., Blood
oozes through their shirts and pants.

LARGCHE
Cladium rYamaicense, guys. Sawgrazs. You
wank Lo watch out For chat, That's soms
evil shit. Cut you up.

EAUFMAN
Fuck wou, Larochs:!

LARGCHE
Just eryin’ to be helpful., Walk with us
and I'll be zure you aveid all cthe
pitfalls., I know these swamps forwards
and backwards, There's alligaters apd
peisonous snakes, fallas. Wild hogs.

Kaufrman and Donald are stopped by a large body of watar.
Nowhare {0 go. Laroche and Orlean closse in. The Frachers
run along the peariphery of the lake., Donald SLOpS.

TONALD
Walt. Do you hear something?

Kaufman gtops, hears a distant galloping and Sgueal ing.

EAUFMAN
Donald, that sounda bad.

The brothars run in the opposite direction. The galloping
gets louder. It‘'s wild plgs. Donald spots an aivboat on the
shore. They jump ante ik, zearsh hystarically in the Sark
Eor how to start it, The plags get closer. Laroche and
Orlean get closer. Donald finds a button, preases it, the
engine starts. They pull away from the shore just ag the
pigs catch up. One pig leape on hoard, squealing. HKaufman
kicks at it as Donald attempts te stesr the boat, 2 kick
connects and the pilg flies into the water,
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Laroche stands at the zhoreline and fires his rifle. It
nicks the boat. Donald look= back and che poat headsz For a
CYRresy scand.

KATTEMEN
Wavch our, warpch ouk, watceh ouc!
Donald gets che boat back on course. Laroche and Orlean have
baarn laft far bahind. Donald slows the boat.

DONALD
I think we‘'ra gkay.

Suddanly Laroche s yvan comes taaring around & cornsay and
zpeeds along the road ak the water's adge. Orlean shooks at
the boat from the van window.

DOMALD (cont - dl
Hold on!

Donald speeds vp. The van keeps up, the shooting continuaes,
Bullaets whiz. FKaufman pucs hiz head in his bhanda. A bullet -
hits the airboat’'s gas tank. Ib explodss in a ball of flame,
illuminating the whele swamp. Eaufman and Domald ars thrown,
along wikh fleming pilaces of debris. Donald treads water,
lonks all around for Kaufman.

DOHALD (coat'dl
Charles?! Charles?!' Whers are vou?

Undarwater. & dazed Kaufman tries toe get his bearings, The
murky lake bottom iz 11t a dim orange by the fire on the
surface. Apn alligator appeare, Faufman panics, surfaces,

On tha syrface, Donald spots Kaulman pop oub of the water,
then gat jarked back down. Donald dives.

Underwater. The alligator viclently shakes Kaufman by the
lag. Donald surfacez, comss back down with a broken
propeller blade. He hacks the alligator‘s head off, grabs
Eaufman, and brings him te the surface.

Donald swims to shore with Kaufman in tow.  Another =hob is
fired. Ik skimw the watar pear Kaufman.

EAUTMAN
Fuck! Fuck, Donald, wa're dead.

DOMALD
Wa're ckay. How's your leg?

KAUFHAN
I don't know. How'g your back.
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DOMALD
It's fina. My back is fine.

Larache and Orlean ¢ircle the lake in the van, shooting.

Mike Owan. in pajamas. leaves his house, jumps in his truck
and agitatedly drives toward che noise and £flames.

Donald makes it to shore. He climbs out and is helping
Eaufman, when he gets hic by a bullet and falla,

EATUEMAR]
Donald!

¥auiman sloghes to shore. His right leg is Bloody and
mapgled, He lifts his brother‘'s head onto his lap.

KAUFMAN
You'ra gonna ha okay.

DOMAT.D
Mo, Bub din't lat them get vou, Loo.
iwaak =milm)

You got a fucking awvesome third ace.

KAUFMAN
I2rying}
Donald, this is an awful, bizarre ching
to say and an awful cime to say it, gk
I'm sorry I didn't get to know you
better. I'm so zorry. I'm 80 sorry.

DONALD
It's really... You've bheen really nice,

EATFMAN
Sea, ir's just I thought I knew yvey

already. I thought you were me, and I
hated g

nald couches Kaufman's face, Kaufman looks abt his brothar.
Donald's face glows radiantly in the fire light.

DONALD
Well, don‘e do that anymore. Okay?

. FAUIFMAN
Okay.

Donald Qies. Haufman screams heavenward. The wvan ARTMAL'S
out of the brush, barreling for them. Xaufman rolls his
brother out of the way, and lirps off intoc a slough. The van
Eollows, smaxhes into a tres and come= Eo a hBalr,
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Smoke pours from the grill and is lit by the headlights. Cut
of che smoke, Laroche and Orlean appaar with guns. They
follow Faufman inks the gwang,

Mika Cwan pulls next to the dizablsd van. He gets gut,
surveys the mess, soes blaody Donald on the ground.

MIKE OWEN
Jusg, thab writer guy.

Owen graks his C.B., tries te radic for help. Ic‘=s broken.
He lifrs Doneld intoe rthe back of cthe truck and speeds off.

Faufman limps through the dark water. Larochs and COrlean
follow the acund of bhis zloshing.

ORLEAN
Wabtex sounds so sparkKly. Like lemon

plagbic jJewals plopping onto & gilver
trampaslina'  Dembcha chink?

LARQOCHE
Darlin’', plaase.

CRLEAM
Can we fuck now, babw? Fuck like lemons?

Dwen bears along the dirt road. Up ahead, Kavfman limps cub
af the swarp, intc the truck’'s haadlights., Owen i1z confused.
He checis the beck to ses if Donald's body 1s still there and
skidsz off the road into the swamp. Baufman hurriadly limps
oyar o the disabled truck. Owen ¢limbs out.

FAUFMAN
You gotca help me. You gokta help me.

MIKE CWENW
What the hell i=s going on heya?

KALUTFMAN

They 're after me. They've got guns.
They killed my brother,

MIFKE COWEN
Who s got guns? What are you --

Before Owen finizhas, his btruck is flipped over. Donald's
body flies inte the water. There, staring Kaufman and Owen

down, is a giant man-like baast. It s repulgive, covered in
algac-martad Fuy,

MIKE OWEN {comtd}
Holy =hit.
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The two men turn and run.

MIKE OWEN (<ont'd)
It's real! I can't balievs it, I nevear --

The creature grabgs Owen and snaps his neck like a toothpick.
Kaufman screams as ha runs, watches over his shoulder. He
runs right inte the arms of Orlean.

CORLEAN
Hay, lt‘s the scresnwribter!

FRUFMAN

There's a thing back thare' vYou don‘te
want to& he here.

Eaufman. Orlean, and Larcche look bhack, Hothing there.

LAROCHE
You'ra right, I don't want to be here.
I'm birad, lecr's get this ocwver with,

Laroche puts the gun to Kaufman's head., Kaufman teancss.
Orlean studies Laroche’s guh. Her nose is practically
torching the baygal,

OFRLEAM
I lova your gun, baby. Can we trade?

LAROCHE
Stand back, sweetness.

Larache reaches for Orlean s arm te pul) her awey. Buddenly
the creature grabs Lacvoche, drags him inte bhe sw

LARCCHE (conk‘dl
Susisal Suzia!

Orlean looks Around.

DORLEAR
Where'd Johiny go?

LARGCHE [, 5.)
Sugie!

Orlean, agitatad and discriented, fires repeztedly inte the
darkness. Something slumps forward in the water. Orlsan

staps cauticusly over, keeping her gun on Kaufman., The
creatura isa daad, 3o iz Larcche.
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OFLEAN
(erying sofely]

Ch, Johrny.

She sits next co Laroche and pets his head. Kaufman watchas
har, The sun is coming up.

EALTFMAN
I'd juzt grare ab your picture, and yon
lookad 5o swaet. I read your words and T
thought you were amart and maybe lost -and
Iopaly like me&. And the way you wrote
about Laroche. You said he was handsoma
sirary though he had no front cesth --

QRLEAM
Oh, Johnny. Johnoy's teeth. Oh, ..

FAUFMAN

I figured maybs vau could loock at me and
sae something, even with all my flaws yvou
could look at me and find something, you
could maybe someday writa a dsscripticon
of me that would be nicer than the ope I
write day in and day out in my haad,

{hepafully)
Would ic be?

Faufman takes Orlean‘s chin in his hand and directs her gaza
to him. She stares at him for a long while, then:

CRLERN

You're resally o wonderEul,
FRUFHMAN

Fmal ]y
QORI ENN

S0 wonderful. I can sae inside your
soul. It glows with orange sadness.
ic's raining inside vou. I want b run
through vour dripply dripples. It's so
beauvtiful. I love you., I de.

Eaviman leks go of her face and siezs on & rock.

FAUFMAN
It's the drugs.

Orlean srapds and walks toward Eaulfman.
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QELEAM
No, it's me. 3It's the raal me. Look ac
¥you. T just want to hold you and -- Oh,
crap, it's wearing off. Crapt

She paces, unfolds her little square of paper .

ORLEAM {eont'd)
I'm out., I'm fucking =lezansd ouk.

Kaufman watchaes her For = moment,

FAUFMAM
Iwalking away}
Okay., bye,

QRLEAMN
I can’t let you go, fakty. I can‘r lat
¥You make this public.

Kaufian keaps walking.

ORLERN {cont'd)
Tou hear me? You pathetic, fat, bald, ..
You don'k aven know how to wrirs! You're
net &ven... You're not leaving heps!
(sfreaming, crving)
I need a fix! BPEverything's so ugly!

Urlean screams in anguish. Kaufman keeps walking., Orliean
shakily aime the gun at his back. She shoots. Kaufman
falls, gets up, keeps walking, She aims again through her

taars. Suddenly she's pounced on by a Bloody, seaking wet
figure. FKaufman turns.

FAUFMEN
Doneld!

Kaufman limps back. Donald and Orlsan roll on the ground,

DONMAT,TD
My brother iz not fac. Ha's not bald,
My brother is & great writer! He wag
Erying to do something important!

The gun fires. Orlean slumps over Donald. Frufman arrivas.
Both Donald and Orlean are dead. Faufman falls to hig knees.

EXT. SWAMF - MORNING

The sun i3 high. Firesz smouldsr. A tow-truck sxtricatas one
of the crashad vehicles. Stare police cars, ambulances,
Tanger trucks abound. Kaufman is wrepped in a blankaec,
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He is with a ¢cop and pointing to the bodiss spread on a black
plastic varp.

FALIFMAN
That's Mike Owen. John Larochsa, Susan
Orlean, I don'e know what that iz, I
think it might be a Swamp Apa. &nd
that's Donald, my twin brother, He saved
my life.

Kaufman cries a litrclae. The cop waits sympathetically, then:

FILICE OFFICER
You two really look alike.

ERUFMER]
{oroudly|
Yo2ah. Ya=s, we do.

IINT. CRLIFORNIA PIZZA KITCHEN - DAY

Faufman zits in a booth, working longhand on a legal pad.
He's a little scraped-up, a little tougher. 2 copy of Story
Ly MoKae is among his refsrance matarial. Alica, che
waitrass, walks by and glances at tha table.

ALICE
oy I love MoKes:
(recodqrnizes Kaouiman, gets
resarvat)
Oh, hi. Haven't =een you in a while,

FAITFMAM
Hi. Yeah, I've been away.

ALICE
So you studying soreenwriting?

KAUFLLAH
I'm actually finishing one up,

ALICE
Good for you! Me too. God, it's so hard
ko get in, hubh? Everyone and their
brother iz writing a screapnplay.

ELRLTFMAN

Yeah. Actually I'm writing thisz one for
Sony Pletures.

ALICE

Feally? Wow, Really? That's so cool,
(beac}

[HORE)
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ALICE {cont'd}
Wow! S0 what's it about? If you don't
mind my askieg.

KAUFMAN
That'a tough., Lat's se&, . about being
yourself, maybe. It's about leayning
that if you can't love yourself, yvou
can‘k really love apyons,

ALICE
That's crue, God, that's 8o true. It's
such an important message. y'know?

KAUFMAN
Se2g, Wy twin brothar was murdered
recenkly --

ALICE

Oh Gad! I‘m sorry. That's so horrible.

KAUFMAHN
Thanks. Like part of me ripped away,
Farever, Ik wasx a wake wp call,

ALICE
I'm g0 s0rry. YoOu poor man.

FAUFMAN
Bryway, it helped put things in
perspective. Life is a miracle. all
1rfe, from the flower ts the human being.
You. HMe, And I want to show paople
that. For my brother. For everyons.

Thers's a peuse. Alife just stare=s at him, in awe.

ALICE

Listen, do you mind if T g5it for a =ec?
FAUFMAN

But you re warking.
RLICE

{shrugs=}

IL's a stupid job, y'know, I'm Alice.
HAUFPHMAN

Char]lia,
ALICE

I like that name, Charlie. I’ve always
really liked that name. Charlie.

dlice smiles, sitz. The two of them bagin to talk.
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EXT. SPACE - HNIGHT

SURTITLE: HOLLYWOOD, CALIFORNIA, FIVE BILLIONW AND FORTY YEARS
LATER

An enormous chunk of rock, dAimly 1it by Faraway stars, f£loats
byv. Silence.

FADE TO BLACK.

WHITE TEXT CH BLACK SCREEN:

et ma have man about me that are fak:
Slesek-headed men and such that gleap o
nights. "

- William Shakaspears

In Loving Mapory of Donald Fapfman

THE EMD



