Amelie Side #5: AMELIE, DUFAYEL

DUFAYEL: Psst. Bretodeau. Not Bredoteau. T. Not D. Breto. Bretodeau. You can see my
apartment from yours, can’t you? Some tea or mulled wine?

AMELIE: Oh...um...

DUFAYEL: Come,come....| suffer from a rare bone disease. I'd shake your hand, but mine
would break. That’s why | wear these gloves. Julien Dufayel.

AMELIE: Monsieur Dufayel...I'm..Amel...

DUFAYEL: Amelie. Amelie Poulain. Why is someone so young and so full of like spends every
night alone at her window? Unless her friends are dwarves and | cannot see them below the
windowsill

AMELIE: Are you an artist?

DUFAYEL: Every day | come to the canvas with palette and brush and ask myself the same
question. Renoir’s Luncheon of the Boating Party. I've been painting it for twenty years. The
hardest part is the looks. Sometimes | think they deliberately change expression behind my
back. See her there? | can capture each face, every tender embrace...except for The Girl with
The Glass. | wonder what does she see? Just a young girl, who doesn’t belong to anywhere or
anyone

AMELIE: | don’t know. She looks happy to me....Maybe she’s just different.
DUFAYEL: In what way?
AMELIE: | don’t know. Maybe when she was little, she didn’t get to play with other children.

DUFAYEL.: Isn’t about time she started?

DUFAYEL: Well? Was he grateful to have his photo album back?

AMELIE: You know what the girl with the glass sees when she looks at you? She sees Renaoir,
because that is who is painting her, not you, she is not looking at you. She is looking at Renoir,
so mind your own business and paint your own damn painting, okay?

DUFAYEL: Well, live your own life instead of the lives of others.

AMELIE: So much for all of your good deeds. Where did it get you? Time to move to a small
town where no one knows you. Keep to yourself. When someone has a problem. You leave it
be...(a knock at the door) Dufayel! | told you!

DUFAYEL: Look out your window, Miss Poulain. So, little Amelie, | have made you a painting: a
new one— Not the Boating Party. Not a Renoir; a Dufayel! | painted it myself. It is a woman who
is not made of glass, whose bones will not shatter. If she risks nothing, she will freeze, her gaze
never meeting another’s, there will be no love in her world...Go get him.






