
AMELIE SIDE #6
AMELIE, NINO

NINO: Hello?....Hello…. I hear you breathing!....Come in and buy something or– (suddenly
realizing.) Look, if this is you, please give me what belongs to me. Who are you?

AMELIE: I am a mystery wrapped in an enigma trapped in a paradox disappearing into thin air.

NINO: Me too.

AMELIE: I know the Mysterious Man in your album who keeps reappearing. He’s a ghost. He’s
invisible.

NINO: Okay,

AMELIE: So…

NINO: What’s he trying to..?

AMELIE: To prove he exists, he keeps getting photographed.

NINO: So he only appears when the film is developed?

AMELIE: Exactly.

NINO: And who tears the photos?

AMELIE: I hadn’t thought of that.

NINO: How about your first name? Or just the first letter of your first name?

AMELIE: Turn to page thirty-eight.

NINO: No. No more games, okay?  You have to meet me now. Face to face.  Or I’m hanging up.

AMELIE: (impulsively blurts out) Tuesday, two p.m. Two Windmills Cafe. The table with tulips. A
tout a l’heure.


