
AMELIE CHARACTER SPEECHES

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?.......me
too…open my mail?  (reading from the back of photo strip) “He who seeks shall find.”

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.

BLIND BEGGAR (as narrator): Amelie has a strange feeling of absolute harmony. It’s a perfect
moment. Soft light, a scent in the air, she breathes deeply.

AMELIE: On September 3,1975, at 6:28p.m. and thirty-two seconds, a blue bottle fly capable of
14,670 wingbeats a minute landed on Rue St. Vincent, Montmartre. At the same moment, sperm
with an X chromosome belonging to Raphael Poulain made a dash for an egg inside his wife
Amandine. Nine months later…(Mimes the screaming of a mother propelling a child from
herself.)....Moi.

AMELIE: You know what the girl with the glass sees when she looks at you? She sees Renoir,
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? (to self) 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!

DUFAYEL: Look out your window, Miss Poulain. So, little Amelie, I have made you a painting: a
new one– Not the Boating Party. Not a Renoir; a Dufayel! I 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.

YOUNG AMELIE: At the kitchen table. I folded a paper boat and floated it down the table top.
Halfway to my mother, it sailed into her coffee cup, where she crumpled it up, threw it away and
told me to stop. The little boat was trying to get to her, but the table was deep and wide. The
lesson I learned from my mother was to see the great divide.

AMANDINE: We begin with Geometry. In Ancient Greece the philosopher Zeno proved that no
two objects could ever touch. To reach a point, one must always reach a halfway point, and from
there the next halfway point. And on and on and so. (Amelie is distracted by her fish Fluffy)
Amelie, Pay attention!  I’m not doing this for my health. You have to learn to concentrate.  I’m not
doing this for my own enjoyment, but for you. Take this boat….while seemingly, the waves guide
its journey to shore, it still maintains distance from its destination. No matter how close dry land
may seem the boat is always at sea. Halfway there, but never reaching.  This is of course, the
same for all human beings.  Listen, it is a statistical fact that ninety percent of children who don’t
listen to their mothers, commit murder during adulthood.



GINA/ADRIEN: “My dearest little weasel - I realized as soon as we were aloft that I had made a
tragic error. I had thought by escaping my life with you I would find a better one with my
receptionist, but the only life worth living is with you.”

LUCIEN: Every Tuesday morning Dominique Bretodeau buys a chicken. He roasts is with
potatoes. After carving the legs and wings, he loves picking the hot carcass with his fingers,
starting with the oysters….But, but…But no, not today.  Bretodeau will not buy a chicken.

RAPHAEL: This is a mausoleum for Maman’s ashes. A gnome.  She always hated it, so I’ll
always think of her when I see it. Look at our old friend. I’m making him a winter coat. Did you
notice the crack right here on his face? Had to work a specific type of putty into it, I did it quite
well. I can’t leave my friend here alone.


