AMELIE SIDE #2
HIPOLITO, PHILOMENE, SUZANNE, GINA, GEORGETTE, JOSEPH,

HIPOLITO (as NARRATOR): Five years later Amelie is a waitress at at cafe in Montmartre.
August 29, 1997.

PHILOMENE (as NARRATOR) In forty-eight hours, Amelie Poulain’s life will change forever.
HIPOLITO (as NARRATOR): But she doesn’t know it yet

SUZANNE: Amelie, will you change the menu du jour,s’il-vous-plait?

GINA: Sorry I'm late.

SUZANNE: I'm sorry too.

GINA: Lady Di is in town and | wanted to get a look.

GEORGETTE: Oh, | love Lady Diana.

JOSEPH: (Clicks his tiny recorder and dictates into it) All women gravitate toward toward other
stuck-up princesses.

SUZANNE: I'm just curious. Were you born this stupid.

GINA: I'll never again find someone who writes letters like my Adrien did. (Looks at Adrien’s
letters) “My dearest little weasel.” (shows letter to Hipolito)

JOSEPH: “Saturday, five p.m. Gina flirts with every jerk who walks in”
GINA: Let it go! What are you now, my stalker?

PHILOMENE: (Phiomene enters with cat carrier) So, here | go again! Now remember, Mr.
Whiskers waits until he thinks he trusts you then goes for your face.

GEORGETTE: Here, take a mask. It's crawling with germs up there.
GINA: Tell those pilots to give you a raise.
GEORGETTE: You've been lucky, but you know who doesn’t care about your luck? Malaria.

SUZANNE: What are you writing Hipolito?



HIPOLITO: I'm collecting people’s likes and dislikes for an epic poem.

SUZANNE: | like athletes who cry with disappointment

GINA: | like cracking people’s bones.

JOSEPH: | like seeing bullfighters gored on TV

GINA: You would.

GEORGETTE: | hate the words “ fruit of thy womb.”....shut the door, there’s a howling gale!
GINA: It's hardly Siberia out there.

GEORGETTE: Oh, | see you're not allergic to car fumes. | almost coughed up my pleura last
night.

GINA: A coughed up pluera, hmm.
HIPOLITO: What do you think? “The night was...”
SUZANNE: The night was what?

HIPOLITO: That'’s all | got.



