Amelie Side #4
BRETODEAU, HIPOLITO, GEORGETTE, SUZANNE, GINA, JOSEPH, AMELIE, NARRATOR
NARRATOR: For Bretodeau, that little box brought back a lot of memories -Federico
Bahamontes winning the ‘59 Tour de France. And of course, the tragic day when he won and
lost all the marbles at playtime.
BRETODEAU: A cognac, please.

HIPOLITO: (Eureka) Aha! (He scribbles a line)

GEORGETTE: | love the look of inspiration when it hits. (She sneezes and it causes her back to
go out)

SUZANNE: (looking over Hipolito’s shoulder) “If God’s were trees, cognac would be the sap!”
HIPOLITO: Stop spying!
SUZANNE: Wonderful.

GEORGETTE: (To Hipolito) Ilikeit  (She sneezes again and clicks her neck) Ouch, ouch!
Oh, how stupid of me- stupid, stupid!

GINA: Breathe. Every pain can be endured as long as you don’t try to douse it with mindless
sex.

JOSEPH: (into his recorder). She’s still thinking about me.

GINA: You're like a piece of toilet paper stuck to my shoe! You could never hold a candle to my
Adrien!

JOSEPH: He left you for his secretary!!

SUZANNE: Another cognac, sir? (Bretodeau nods) Amelie?

BRETODEAU: It's amazing what just happened to me. It must be my guardian angel. It's as if
the phone booth was calling me. It rang and rang. Another cognac? Life’s strange. To a kid,
time always drags. Suddenly, you’re 50. All that’s left of your childhood fits in a little box, a little
rusty box. (He gets out his wallet to pay Amelie, but she declines his money)

AMELIE: No no.

JOSEPH: (Into his recorder) “Stares with lust at every bum who walks in”



GINA: If | ever sleep with another human being | want you all to have me committed. (pulls out
letter) This man was my one true love!

JOSEPH: He’s dead! Forget about him!

BRETODEAU: (into receiver of cafe pay phone) It's me...l know it's been a long time, please
don’t hang up, something just happened and | realize...time’s passing by pretty fast and...Well,
may | see you? And our son? |won’t— | can? Of course! I'll be right there. Merci! Merci! (he

hangs up phone) Bless you all!

NARRATOR: Amelie has a strange feeling of absolute harmony. It's a perfect moment. Soft
light, a scent in the air, she breathes deeply.

JOSEPH: May | get some service or do all your exes get neglected like this?

AMELIE: Haven’t you hurt enough people?

JOSEPH: Gina can defend herself.

AMELIE: | don’t mean Gina, | mean Georgette.

JOSEPH: Georgette?

(Georgette makes a harsh noise deep in her throat, trying to scratch far back in her throat)
AMELIE: Open your eyes! She crazes your attention.

(Georgette makes the noise again, only louder)

AMELIE: Poor girl. The things she does to catch your eye. You see? Georgette, a scratch card
for Joseph.

JOSEPH: | don’t gamble.

AMELIE: Georgette, bring two, you can show Joseph how to scratch his by scratching yours.






