AMELIE SIDE #3

LUCIEN, COLLIGNON, AMELIE
NARRATOR: This grocer’s assistant is Lucien. He’s not a genius but Amelie likes him. She likes
the way he handles each vegetable like a precious object to be treated with care. It's the way of
showing his love of good work.
LUCIEN: Look! | have three figs! Some people feel like figs are of all fruit and vegetable, the
most detestable. Don’t you listen. You're my best friends this side of the Seine. Three figs and
Lucien!
COLLIGNON: Give the lady her fruit and stop saying that word.
LUCIEN: Three figs and Lucien.
COLLIGNON: Hey, Amelie-who-nobody-knows. A date and three hazelnuts as usual?
AMELIE: No, thanks.
COLLIGON: You forgot your box!
AMELIE: Oh, it’s not yours?
COLLIGNON: No!
(Amelie takes the box and tries to disappear into a non-existent hole in the floor. Then:)

AMELIE: May | ask you if-?

LUCIEN: This fig is low. I'll name him Figaro. | don’t know why people hate you so. Even Jesus
ate you-so big and juicy. You’re my best friends this side of the Seine!

COLLIGNON: Stop! Stop torturing us with your disgusting fig obsession! (to Amelie,
suppressing his desire to be sick) Anything else?

AMELIE: | live above your old apartment, 5B? Do you maybe remember who lived there before
you?

COLLIGNON: | was two years old back then! The mental age of this dimwit. Ask my parents!
Move, you spaz! We don’t have forever. (Scribbles down an address). You'll have to change
trains.






