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al  EXT. LONDON. VIZWS - DAY A

E L is snowing. Hushed New Year's morning. Views of London efter
: the night befcre. Party stragglers. The fountain in Trafalgerx
E Square has frozen. Lone pigeons cower under felling snow.
§ AZ  EXT. BRIDGET'S STREET - BRIDGET A
A3 EXT. BRIDGET'5 FLAT. SKYLIGHT WINDOW - DAY A

‘Framed through_;hej§kylighuwuindcufma.verymmessg~bad - No human
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: _ 1 INT. BRIDGET SONES™S riwf- HrBhRoom = bay
Strange sounds emerge from the bed - then slowly movement - and
at last - the worse for wear - mascara eyes - crazy hair - still
in clothes from the night before - Bridget Jones emerges,

BRIDGET
Fuck a duck.

"As she crawls out of bed.... - s

» ; e YT
BRIDGET .V/0 _

‘New Year’s Day. -Another year gone. O God.
Everyone else has mutated.into:Smug
Marrieds, having children - plop! plcyf
plop! - left, right and centre. And I'm
s5till geing to bad parties.

¢

| 2 SCENE DELETED

] 3 SCENE DELETED

|

; - 4 INT. NEW YEAR PARTY. NIGHT.

CUT TO Bridget 2zt a party drinking & dangerously large shot.

CUT TO Bridget being chatted up by & guestionable man at the
party - while scooping from an enormods bowl of guacamcle... over
1s shoulder Sharon shows dismayv & Jude thinks he’s gay.

CUT TO Bridget, still talking to the handsoms man, takes a mighty
drag from z joint - &nd £3lling straight behind a couch. The man
takes adventzge of the moment to slip away.

COT TO Bridgetr emerging from behind the couch, by Sharon and Tom

i {:; and Jude - making a ‘don‘t worry - I'm fine’ sign -~ then takin

o
g

=n& joint back again casually - having a puff - and there she
goes again, down behind the couch.
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SCENE DELETEL

INT. BRIDSET’S FLAT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

24

Cut tec her sitting, present time, on & chair, in a 5hort nighi-

gown. She picks up e diary, unwraps clastic wrapping.

BRIDGET C.S.
Have made pig decision. This year will
take toral control of my life and become
perfect modern wWoman. Resolution Number
One ~ in order to mark rriumphant year In
which everything stops being shit and
turns outr v.g. - will keep & diary.

BRIDGET JONES' S
DIARY.

Kick straight into Sinatra’s upbeat versiocn of the Rodgers & Hart
; classic - ‘Have You Met Miss Jones?’ - for the credits...

Bridget cross-legged, writing in new diary...

BRIDGET 0.S. (CONT'D)
canuary Ist. § stone 3. Alcobol units =
35 { ouchk! } Cigarettes 22... { she
crosses out the ‘27 and makes it 37
Y327 ) Calories 5424 - shouldn’t have
finished that guacamole.

BRIDGET V.O.
Not time in short credit sequencg TO
demonstrate all resolutions - but major
ones inciude.....

During this seguence she is seen enacting most of these - .

- will stop smoking, stop drinking...

: She stuns out an only just lit cigarstte — LhIOWS ayay‘a_glass_of
i wine and then sorit ol Catch-scoops it just in time back nto whe
glzss, L2s 2 sip - nasty! - S0 LOrows LT away again.

-~ a lot. Stop fantasizing about
unrealistic men...




: R INT. BRIDGET'S BATHROOM. INT. /IXT 3
§ Her hand slips in and slips & George Clooney calendar off the
nock it hangs on on the door.
6B INT. BRIDGET BEDROOMS. DAY. 8

BRIDEET O, 5.
..and, crucial I believe, will always
throw yvesterday’'s used pants in laundry
basket...

She pounces op..2 rggue pair, u; we.sge, 53 ;nguﬁurns towards the

laundry basket, fhat ghejactu igghas agother pair of pants stuck
to the back oithr gn§ 3

§ "5 [; :: . g

. ]

The phone goe*—*%thw Aks~tuwa*ds Vit s

.5,5, ";."'*f

Wi’-}i,

Will alsc live own life without Seing
bullied by people inte things I don't
want to do.
She answers it. The music stops dead.
- BRIDGET ;
Ye=, don’t worry, Mum ~ I’'1ll be there.
~ She hangs up. w,__..,.:' E R
DGE . (CONT! D).
; Very bad start. % e
| She instantly takes the cigarette out of the ashtray.
§ 7 INT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. HALL®WARY - NIGHT.
B
] Bri aget, wrappad up fov winter, coming downstalrs with & big,
: case. She passes & pleasant ol year Trdian man old, just taking
his garbage out - Mr Ramdas.
; MR RAMDAS
: Happy Kew Year, Bridget.
Thanks Mr Ramdas - how’s vour wife?
. MR RARMDASZ
Srill dead.
ZRIDGET ; _
0 yes - that’s right. Sorry. Still scrry.
: ; “8t1ll - Happy New Year!
o

(CONTINUED
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YT, ST CANCRES STATION. ZUSTON ROAD - DRY.

Snow falls on the road snow towards St. Pancras Staticn. New
Yegar’s Party revellers are maklng their way home. 2Bridget comes
into view, bit By bit, thzough urries of snow, ca:rylnc her
overnight bag.

BRIDGET V.O.
211 in 211, will develop inner mo*se, and
sense of self as mature woman oI
supstance, complete without boviriend...
as best way to obtaln boyfriend. And not
end um;brag & laghyw. qﬂ*ﬂ v~§—1

Wnich 1s exacﬂ?{w sbsfs 1dbks ‘iike ‘.'Shg: "f:x.gm:s a cigaretts -
put muddles it apd it drops into the gnow. . O

BRIDGET
uck.

BRIDGET V/O
Doesn’ t matter - giving up anyway, of
course.

INT. ENTRANCE TO ST PANCRAS STATION - DAY. ' 8
u: 't “

‘She walks past a huge poster | c: a very, sllm, long~lezgged model.

R _‘

BRIDGET (.= -~
Will also not be parancid abouh being
overveight and will learn to lcve my
thighs &s being Just the sort of thighs
many men enjoy g*pc between, especially
thnose alive in 18th century.

She stops to give meney to a gaunt HOMELESS COUPLE, and their
dog. She wailks on..

HOMELESS MAN.
®What a lovely, caring person.

‘  HOMELESS wOMAN
Yes, Sname about the thighs.

. _ HOMELESS MAN
Vean, she could lose & steone or two.
Thanks, Chubbs!

~“NT. ST BANCRAS STATION. MAIN CONCOURSZ -~ DAY ' 8
k

{CONTINUED
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TONTIKUED:

STRTICH p\NOUNCE? VoD
-Western Rail wishes to inform all o
passengers thet there is actually nothing
whatsoever the matter with Bridget Jones
Thighs.... :

=

INT. ST PANCRAS STRTION. PLATFORM -~ DAY. 3
Bridget continuves to walk.

STATION ANNOQUNCER V.O.
Passengers are reminded once &gain that
you do not need to lock like a stick
insect IO be. attractive. Marilyn Monroe
is a gooq example - and Madonna in the
early dre urse”‘ﬁhat“g&rrgmw
who o ;ggzglazma e anR‘ Y. queal
Ben;o gg rlfgiend InsE.RE I

_.a._..—* g -h...__‘.z.... a-,........é' "'..._,_....-

SCENE DELETED

}F?&‘i“!

SCENE DELETED 9

INT. TRAIN COMPARTMENT - DAY. e
CUT TC on the train. BR¢DGE?,;5 ux;tmng in her DIARY In her tight

PRI IR

-

BRIDGET
V. important - wilIl not f311 el any nore
£ the following: commitment phoblcs,
misogynists, megalomaniacs, frseloaders
or perverts.

She lcoks at male passengers seswde her and coming towards her.
the time she reaches “pervert’, the camera whizzes back to
mxsogynzsz' man.

Will alsc become more intelligent by
*eac*ng excellent books of prize-winning
quality....

She takes out a copy of ‘The Famished Road’ by Ben Okri. Nodi
intelligently &s she starts to read ( we allmpse & picture ¢f the
author on the back &s we do }, and inscantly her eyelids star: o
droop.

Though must be caref not o lose touch
with popular HL*tuve.

?h takes out ‘Hello’ and devouts it. She speaks this line out
loud. .. _

{CONTINUED
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CORTINUED: -

RIDGET (CONT'D)
¢ Fergie, T e, Fergie - wno told you

= ¥
you looked gocd

urns another page - then obviously her COnCenTIATION drifrs &
t

BRIDGET (CONT'D])
Also will not obsess HOPELESSLY about
Daniel Cleaver as is pathetic to have
crush on boss in manner oI Miss
Monevpenny. . .

The train enters a tunnel. The windows black out.

| | CUT TO:
_ - (T T S SN o e
INT. BRIDGET'S ORrICRy, GENERAL OFEICE] - DAY § 1
T NN L T LR .y L

Ping. Out of black, the 1ift doors open. Elo-mo on Daniel Cleaver
walking through office. He is about 25, 5tyllsn &na lnaced
Zorgeons.

BRIDGET )
....although, pretty damn sure that he
looked at me in distinetly unprofessional
manner at Christmas party. Though might
have been azmazement at number of f{lat
notes in rendering cf.Nilsson glassic.

INT. BRIDGET'S OFFICE. GENERBLSOFFICE - NIGHT 1

Cut to Bridget screaming into a microphone at Christmas Darty.
Other office characters are there: FERPETUA, DANIEL’S’ TIMID
SECRETARY, PLUMP SIMOK FROM MARKETING, LESLIE FROM DESIGH, DAVE
FPROM SALES.
(BRIDGET) ,
“Can’t liiiiiiiijiiive if living is

...... "

Cut to slo-mo Daniel Cleaver, in deep conversation with Managing
Director, Mr Fitzherbert, stopping, looking round in an enigmatic

manner.

- BRIDGET
Can’t deny it, though - he’s &bsolutely
flipoping gorgeous.. ..

Someone crossss him, creating mementary blackness which turns
back into the plack of the train now suddenly emerging Izom the
Tunnel. .. -

INT. TRRIN COMPRRTMENT -~ DAY. 122

Bridget stops writing and looks up.

(MORE}

(CONTINUED
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BRIDGET {cont'd) _
would sz fucking gorgeous’ - bul
Curta;n Morner wl;l ET some point rsad
“diary &nd therefore the less four LeTtar
words ths petter - not to mention .
mentions of blow-jobs and nobs up back
hottom etc.

INT./=ZXT. BRIDGET'S PARENTS' HOUSE. FRONT DOOR - DAY :

Detacned 30's house on the edge of pretty, thatched village. ‘
3ridget’s taxi pulls up. She slumps against the front-door as the
bell rings the tune of a town hall cloéck. Her mum opens it,

MOTHER
O! Thers you are, Tig aer. For neavens
sake, wnera have vyou been?

S ey

MUSIC. BIM BOM by Joao Gilberto - cheesy Bosa Nova music.

As Mother drags ﬂrldget upstairs, UNA ALCONBURY, Mothsr's best
friend, pops nder head around a door. .

URA ALCONBURY
{to mother)
., Pam? Hello, Bridget~

-

Dpilies

\
MOTHE
. Third drawer fr

mini-gherkins. 'ié aig

{triumph ot '
By the way, the IDdzc a&a"%eﬁz They’ ve

Drougn* Mazrk with them. He’s just back
from the U.N., for heaven’s sake.

i

gcéﬂﬁﬂﬁa Under the

From Eridget’s blank look..

MOTHER (cont’d)
You remember Mark. You used to play in
his nadclﬁng poel? He’s a barrister. Very

well off.

- ERIDGET
No, I don't remember.
- MOTHER i .
Seetroot cupes and stuffed olives zre in
the garage fridge.

o KA ALCONRURY
Rignto Pam. -
. BRIDGET -

And I want you to stop right Lne*a - 1
-may be single, but I will net, repeat not

De reduced to being natcn»maae with the
dreadful children of vour Bwiul friends.

{CONTIRNULD
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~Mother just looks &7 ner =

CONTINUED: | 1a

anxkiv. - &nd Conuinued.

MOTHER .
Ke’'s 4just back Lrom America. Divorced
last Christmes. Wife was Japanese. Very
cruel race., Now whait are you going t©o put

on?
~_ EBRIDGET .
(indicates what she's wearing -
rnice modern outfit)
This.

MOTHER
Dont be silly, Br&caet - you'll never
get a bovfzzend 1* you look as though

You’' vg,.-3us t of-RUSChBWIE Zeulq
upsnagﬂ's Jive's lasi.d 3 ef:y

ut%sqmetw*ng lov
on ud; de 4 e 3
7 ; ﬁ ﬁvé{ :‘:‘ ] o %’} ',’ - 3
£ V P i iz £ - R + - s
L S—_ A— L N . - b [RELN—— - S
INT. BRIDGET’S PARENTS’ HOUSE., SITTING ROOM -~ DAY 1

The GUESTS are mainly Bridget’s parents’ friends, Including PERNY
HUSBANDS~ROSWORTH. But thefe is a smattering of guests ol
BRIDGET’s age, with babies and toddlers..

Bridget enters self-consciously in a hoerrible, lurid outfit,
similar to her mother’s. The whole scene has & slightly surreal
nature: through Bridget’s eyes we watch this weird world in which
she once l;vea Three strange;™ static kelatives - Hamusn, Bernard
and Shirley, frozen llkeﬁebatacters ouﬁ of ‘Blue Velvet’

BRIDGET % uiew . imne
Hello Hamish, ... Shirley... Bernard.

—-"

Then GEOFFREY ALCONRBURY, &0, looms at her side, & Bruce Forsythe
shuffls in his step...

 GEOFEREY ALCONBURY
Here she is. My li-tel Bridget!

GEOFFREY gives her an enthusiastic clumsy kiss, hitching up the
waisthand of his trousers..

. BRIDGET
Hellie, Uncle Geoffrevy.

GREOFFREY ALCONBURY )
n?? ¥No? Come on then, I could do

BRIDGET 0.5,

Uncie Gecffrey....well not really my
OUncle. ﬁomeone who insists I ¢sll him
Uncle while he stares at-my breasts and

asks wny I'm not married yert.

He leads her to the drinks table through the chattering guests.
Una Rlconbury has sidled up next to them..

{CONTINUED
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1 GEOFIREY RLCONBURY ~
Z0.. ... 00T marriled yet, eh, BILAgGE’
How's your love Life?
DISS50LVE 7T0:
WHAT SRIDGET WANTS TO SAY:
BRIDGET
Mind your own business, you horrid,
horrid, nosey, shiny old man hlth an
almost permanent erection. I don’t ask
yOou how your marriage 1is.
GEQFFREY ALCONBURY {0.5)
How' s vour love 1ife?
"5' “‘i TE B - T s O R A B
A P A N S g §  DISSOLVE T0:
b, 7§ & sr o oz SoYLVE LU
- S R T S Pl 3
WHAT BRIDGET REALLYE-S -SSR e db— i
BRIDGET
Supeyr, thanks, Uncle G.
GECFFREY ALCONEURY
Still no feller then? I don‘t know.
- UNA ALCONBURY
You career girls! Canli put it.,off Tor
ever vou know. Tick tock! flcx,zock'
BRIDGET" L
Helle, Dad. : e R edash
Bridget moves on to join her FATHER, a shy man, who's a%kwa:dly
ftilling drinks, and Ras been cornered by 2 60 year oid WOMAN..

BRIDGET' 3 DAD
iraﬁn 1‘gnb5 up)
Helle, Barling.

Eridget’s DAD introduces the woman..

Ah, this is... do you. kneh, I'm terribly
sorry, I've known you for forty years &nd
I've comﬁia:e;y forgotten your name..
PENNY
It's Penny.
DAD
That’s rignt, of course it is. Daxrling
Bridget - this is... sorry, it’s gone

again.

PENNY gives him & terrible look and walks off. Rridget smiles..

(CONTINUED
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CONTINUED:

Tl

3RIDGET' S L&D ‘

Your mother’s trying to fix you up With

some divorcees.

{nods in his direction)

WHAT BRIDGET SEES: & solitary figure by the window, Ris back T2
the room, his head turned in handsome profile, his whole Dosture
indicating haughtv disengagement. This is MARK DERCY. Bridget’s
reaction Shows some interest - he's a rather romantic looking
figure.

BRIDGET’S DAD {(cont’d)
Human rights barrister. Pretty nasty
beast apparently. Nearly bit Uncile
Geoffrey’ s head off when he asked for
some advice on his mortgage. ..

NP e T O
SEi;‘”: 3 3

. d . §-. B F Y - .
"MOTHEER =woop rpsting 'tza§(;;15 jdget,f and sweeping nhex
off. ; 24 ‘g" F §
- LAY B V.

St

k.

i MOTHER .

Come on. Why don’t you see if Mark
fapcies a gherkin?

Mark Darcy talks in low, urgent tones <o nis rather grand
looking, military-type well-born PARENTS..

MOTHER - (cont’d}
Mark! Here she is!

sweaferr v ¥ ‘
gl Lo

MOTHER (CEBRNTED} omwr

You remember Bridget? She used to run

~round your lawn with no clothes on.

Remember?

Mark tuins slole{ ravealiﬁg{@&brightfg,colou:ed set of reindeer
‘ ls F

The DARCY PRRENTS politely back off, leaving their son, Mark,
stranded. Mark takes his time looking &t Briaget..

MARK
No. HNot &35 such.

He says that in & very formal, rather Zorbidding sort of way,
very Mr Darcyish, in ract.

} -BRIDGET .
Can I tempt vou with & gherkin?

MARK
No, thanks.

o MOTHER )
Bridget works in publishing, don’t you
Bricget? )

_ . BRIDGET
I do... indeed,

{CONTINUED
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An swkward silence. Une, sizin uD g glTuatnon from 2far, mes

il

UNA ALCONRURY
(to Bridget’ s mother)
Come and look at vyour ¢ravy, Fam! I think
it’s going to need sieving.

. MOTHER o
Of c¢ourse it doesn’t need sieving. Just
stir it, Una!

Una shooas Mother & meaningful look, ‘Leave them azlons’. Mother
looks at Bridget and Mark, then twigs. .

MOTHER {cont’d)
of copz&e‘«w~lllb@ ﬂmﬁht Lﬂ“ﬁ&iwsaﬁryﬂt“%

lum.Dy,' : .}‘g $ :,{
i i 98 wg— g
Mark clenchessh Bwynugcles im %mméirassmﬂng%gt Mother's
vulgarity, as N sha et Ere lett zToTe. ng pause,

conscious of parental staxms.

g BRIDGET & MARK SIMULTAREQUSLY
Q...

MARK

Publishing. Have you read any good
books. . - la.t,&lV"

% N
BRIDGET /™. %% ¥
Um...The Tamzshed-&o&d bnyen:Okri.

N.AH{ z"‘_./ ‘ A .Jmﬂ'
Ah, ves. T read that when it first came
out.

BRIDGET

Rll the way through?

MARK
Mmm. Don’t you think it‘s a rather poor
concelt?

Bridget stares at him,

BRIDGET
Erm...Well, not oo poor. Actually I'm
cnly on page 3. Dozed off - but I'm sure
the story's really going to kick in on

page 4.

Is there a tiny glint of amusement in Mark’s eye?

You been staving with your parents ovar
Now Year?

MARK
Y25, You toon?

{(CONTINUED
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BRI
Ko. Sorzy. I was 1

last night, so I - _ D1k

Wish I could be lying with my head in a
toilet like &ll normal pe e

"
i
= *
-
™

D.

[ ]

v
bT)
H
ot

Iear

She does a little laugh. Inscrutable reaction from Mar

New Yegar’s Besclution <o drink less. And
stop smoking.

MARK
Ah.

Looking at her drink and fag.

- W*BRI&:E@‘M‘&, e T — T
and keéepNew . ‘Jﬁeaza;’ s #ResQlutions 4 4 And sfop
talkigr=%orEi nonse Lol strahgers. In
fact, 5stgp talkin EE »stgg KEED 1 my blg
mouth " ErImIy shu
something incisive and _nte*lﬁaent Lo
say... {(PRUSEZ) Nice jumper. Can’t beat
reindeer, that’'s my theory.

) MARK
Perhaps it’'s time to... eat then.

,..
Ls

k.

Mark walks off. 3ridget notices all eyes staring at her, then
hurriedly averted. She walks to the Turkey Curry Buffet...

BRIDGETM
(mutteri wherself‘
2h - so that’ s W y é%ldget Aspit married
yet. She repulseés nmen.”

INT. 3RIDGET’'S PARENTS’ HOUSE. SITTING ROCM - DAY.

- Mark Iis by the buffet, eyeing & turkey drumstick waril

mother approaches nim.

- MARK’S MCTHER
There’d be no harm taking her number.
Apparently she lives just around the
corner from you.

. MARK
Mother, I do not need & blind date
parrticularliy not with some vmrbaTIV
_nconuanﬂnt spinster who smokes like 2
chimney, <rinks like a fish and dresses
like her mﬂthwr,

Mark locks around to see Bridget. He can’t tell whether she has
heard or not. 3ridget has hsard: She sml?e at him &3
hasn’t - and helps herself to a vlate cof od.

v. His

if she

{CONTINUED
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CORT-NI ED

NELhewst)

SRIDGET
Yummy. Turkey curry. My favouriis. .
{ THEN INTO V/0, STILL SMILING E=ROADL Mg
Oh, God. Oh God. 0Oh Jesus. Even dumpe
dlvo**en wWearing reindeer sweater rlnk
‘m horrible. Am destined to die alone.

INT. PARENTS’ HOUSE. TOP OF STAIRS - NIGHT 1
Bridget sits zt the top of the stairs in a pair of pajamas,
wWriting her diary.
BRIDGET ©.5.
{in her diary)
And be found LHI“& wenks later, wearing &
-showar—ea ~haifaearen by-Alseei arse—
: L . F i £
i - 2] ff . | ;
H Z"} i . P f".l-. ;_?’““ :? 5
ex i i AN B
MUM V70 -
Sarling - come on down and join in the
DOST~morten.
SCENE DELETED i
J . s v o Ht
.INT. BRIDGET'S PARENTS",,;SJ:MING NIGRT 1

F anbam s '_ ~

Mum bustling in and cus: of tng -k t*ﬁngkroom with a dustbuster.

" Dad is engrossed in the crickat on the TV. Mum. lcoks a bit

deflated,

MUM ; _
Thought it went very well, didn’t you?

Dad grunts.

. MUM {cont®d)
I thought we might invite the Alconburys
OvVEer tomorrow to chew it over.

Dad ¢runts agein.
- MUM (cont'd

)
I thought we could make them into a
lezsagne and sat them

More grunc

Tﬁen i thougnt we could invite Penny
Husbands-Bosworth end have z sado-
masochistic, orgy.

(CONTINUED
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CONTIRUED:
. SAD . . )
ves.  Very good evening. Lovely IRINEY
curry.

Mum looks at him - deeply. Still shocked by nhis indifference.

$NT. PARENT’S HOUSE. STAIRS - BIGHT -
Back to Bridget surveying this desuliory scens, perplexed. ..
BRIDGET 0.5,

V. complex - life grisly because of lack
of love, which, when feund, also grisly.

PN

n

EXT. LONDON BRIDGE ¥BaYy T 7 ¢ T T E Z
3 % 5

< s B - N
MUSIC. ‘IT’S B EAMILYRATEAIR' . STY & THE FAMILY STONE.
- ot o s S PO SR S

s

.

Music: IT'S A FAMILY AFFAIR. Great big bridge shot - hundreds

people, and hundreds of Bridgets, fag in_hand, walhing across
river to work. Bridget looks at the world around her, at the
other Bridgets, at the old ladies in housecoats with shopping
ﬁro%lies <7at happy couples holding hands. What will become oI
er?

vt iy
i
ik

EXT. BOND STREET - DRY 20R

s
Ll

dget does - she pulls hersell

) e
]

) o™
Bridget walks to‘work. Amdy- as Bri
together again. e

H x
BRIDGET VO
Still - not to despair. am thrusting,
modern independent women, with geood
prospects, good job, good brain, and
famously nice nipples. Surely eternal
nappiness must be round the corner.

'
al. o )
"

SCTENE DELETED

INT. BRIDGET’S OFFICE. GENERARL OFFICE - DAY é
Bridget slinks_inteo the office lzte. She is wearing a rather cute
short skirt. PERPETUA, her Sloanv supericr, is_on The pnone. on
the desk is a Iframed photograph of Parg&tua’s large, pink, .
fleshy, nhoorzy BOYFRIEND, bDeside countless &stiite agents detalls

of houses.
Morning.

Morning. I need that ‘Kafka's Motorbike’
release by 1l

(CONTINUED
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ERPETUA {cont'd)
{ BACX TC TEL PHONE ) Desc:;ze it to me,
Gavin - plg dining room - good! - plum
ruched curtains with a floral frieze =
very good indeed. ..
BRIDGET
Right.

Bridget logs on, types 'KAFKA's MOTORBIKE’ heading.

She can glimpse Daniel Cleaver, through the glass wall m‘ his
windowed office. He suddenly loocks up, looks straight st her with

no expression. She blushes,” looks away, 3ust as MR FITZHERBERT,
the Managing Director, passes her desk.

BRIDGET {CONT'D)
Happy New Year, My Fitzherbert.

a

He glances at her b*easzs fondly and then goes Inte Daniel’
cffice, Closes the door
The phong rings
BRIDGET
Hello. Publicity
- o JOPE O.S. -~
(so ing inte
4. ....all I asked] I ykéq 2. . if he
wanted to come oF gqu ak}tc Paris.
m‘
INT. JUDE’S OFFICE - aAY 2

Jude, investment banker, is in a cubicle, in floods of tears,
mzscara streaking her cheeks

BRIDGET ©.5. _
Ca_m down., Breathe deeply. That’s right.
What’s happened?

Bridget, turned away from Perpetua, talking low.
JUDE
He said I was getting too serious and too
needy. Am I ¢o.....co-dependent ?
BRIDGET ©O.8.
Ho vou aze not. It’s not you. You're
lovely. It’s Vile Richard. He's just a
big nobhead with no ncb....
INT. BRIDGET'S OFFICE. GENERAL OFFICE ~ DAY 2

Breaking off zs she notices that Daniel is standing in Zront of
Der cesk, with 2 manuscript. He must have ove*hear

{CONTINUED
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BRIDGET

{covering uu}
...is some people’s opinion of Kafka....
but they couldn’t be more wrOLd. This
book is"a searing vision of the wounds
our century has inflicrted on traditional
masculinity: positively Vonnegutésgue.
But tell vou what, 171l send cver a _
review copy on a bike. Not at al’ Thank
you for czlling Professor Leavis

She disconnects.

DANTEL
Don’t let me interrupt the Stakhanovite
Flow.
-x g‘“ﬂ- —'75""‘[ beg e/'-'--,. "‘!‘3"""‘"‘ ’»-?;-'-\
Bridgest blu ;9 . - » 2
lraget SFH. j’ %ii i X & - ‘},__..; %
i - E FA A 3
_AJ - e i L S N % -
INT. JUDE’S OFFICE DA*, 24A
" Jude wipes her tears away and walks out inte the ma¢r office,
full of men in suits.
' JUDE ,
Right -~ that was Tokyo on the phone - if
you gentlemen have the balls for it = I
think it’'s time to kill.
E N - Fira A e .
A T
~ DAY 24B

INT. BRIDGET'S OFFICE. GEK %%u OF;IC“
Daniel has started to walk awéy nﬂe SLOPS -

DENTIEL
F.R. Leevis.

BRIDGET
M~ DI .

DANIZEL
Werw .

‘He seems impressed. He’s about to walk c£f again.

DANIEL (cont’ 4}
The F.R. Leavis who woote MASS
CIVILISRATION AND MINORITY CULTURE?

BRIDGET ) .
{unsure, but nods chesrily)

Mrmmen— homn

DANIEL _
The F.R. Leavis who cied in 19787

{CONTINUED
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Ahm, ..
He continues on his way. EBridgetz’s face.

PERPETUA
{ro phonet
tay right there - I711 be round in 10
minutes. Don’t let anyone else set foot
in it. {to Bridget) Bridget, I’'ve gor TC
s¢e a property. You'll have to deo the
presentation te that Michael chap. Is

that okay?
BRIDGET.
. -4 ¥ iy

Yes :ggugdgrﬂﬁu Q ?qua gfwms 2 ¢

[ ol i i e - : -

< F- - S

PR — AN T A
DCENL DELE.’.LDA- AN B e L PUNPT, S —. . 2
SCENE DELETED 2
INT. PRESENTATION ROOM. DAY 2

A stylish meeting room. At one end stands a slightly flappy
Bridgerywith some folders and presentational aids. At the other
gnd of #he table - Mr Fitzherbert,. Daniel Cleaver, Plump Simon

- from Marketing, and an author, Michael, with z beard.
- g 3 us - -

“a . T

MR FITZHERBERT (o

Right - firs away, Brenda.

BRIDGET
Right. Well, recently we’ve been having
quite a lot of success with teaser
campaligns 1o precede actual publication -
and we’ve decided really to go for that
this time. :

FITZHERBERT
Lxcellent.

The writer is guite sericus. Daniel is unreadable - and cool.

BRIDGET ‘
S50 ~ three weeks before publication ~
this will begin to appesr on posters and

in a2 wide range of magaziings:

e

Unveills a slick graphic board on it are just the words - ‘It’s
Coming’. Very Gethic print - and blood sgeping from the stone
wall 1t's printed on. .

£

fut o the 4 presentees - they seem =0 be concentrating hard.
' N

{(CONTINUED
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" 3RIDGET (CONT'E}
Then... & week lgLer, we Lake 17T & 518
further. .. :
Unveils the next board: it reads - “ If You Liked “Eighway of

Blood’ and ‘Slit-throat Alley’, On March 3, You'll be Very Happy.
Angd Very Scared.”
BRIDGET {CONT'D) _
2s you can see - still not revealing the
name of the book...

Cut to the listeners again - concentrating reslly hard.
Inscrutable - serious.

BRIDGET

. &S

Q
3 vl :
f._} £ S p Ao i .
ast board, & horrific ploody image and speaks along

From the Pen of Michael Harper — & new
norrer classic - ‘The Red Dooxr’ ...

(CONT "D}
) dagﬁNbaﬁpra

publifa
itselPr

Reveals the
with it:

Cut back Lo the other 4. ..

Which, I suspect you would think was a
better campalgn if you actually were
Michael Harper but:ths, lpok omyyocur face
‘makes me.realiseithat I'velmade a little
mistake and you_ Age finffact Michael

Naughton, autho¥ of 1 TEddy Knbws Best’
GRigh mehns that thik-isonBroEy

particularly suitable campaign so if
you’d just give me a minute...

INT. BRIDGET'S OFFICE. OFFICE CORRIDOR -~ DAY. 2

Bridget runs and skids frantically along the corrider.

INT. BRIDGET’S OFFICE. PRESENTATION ROOM -~ DAY 2

Bridget is back in exactly the same position as belcre.

BRIDGET
We'd probably like to start, & couple of
weeks before publication, with somesthing
like this....

Unveils & slick graphic board on which are just the words - 'It’s
Coming’ . Print like gingertread cockies, held up by balloons,
with little teddies all over the brick wall that forms 118
packground. Maybe guick shot as we cut off her, of next board
‘If You Liked ‘Teds in Space’ and '‘Who's a Naughty Ted’, on Maxch
14 Yon're Going to go very.. geoey.’ '
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LDSTAURANT - NIGET.

[th

8 “Wagnt spezks, a3 waltress is sServing
te bottles of wine....

BRIDGET V.0Q.
Jdan 4 - emergency meeting with urban
family. Great joy of single life is ‘
replacement of frightful real family with
specially cnosen group of friends Ior
rational, ...

|
1

2 bottles of vodka and lots and lots of crisps and guacamole.

...mature dlscuss’on of Prol ems that we
1nx5 EHOE ST
er..,t.ﬂ wgarst of
om. g op iden
enw:eggxsa e
because he found one song was qui B
enough to get nhim laid for the who¢e of
the ninetieés. Total poof, of course.

He 1s watched - talking cn his mobile phone that matches his

S"‘i...IZ"t‘.

Jude,

Jude - petite business dynamo - utter

enius at all things to deo with banking.
tter bolleocks at al 1 things to do with
;ngp_ (. f ‘.,-“‘wé ,w.p& .-%
et ¥
smoking heavily. -i-i-% i ;f“
] L dwew by

BRIDCFT V.0. {CONT'D)
And Shazza - great novelist who like to
say ‘fuck ' & lot and can’t be arsed to
wrlte Lirst novel - thereliors puts
energies into giving incisive advice on
all matters persona

SHARON
fuck the lot of ‘em. Resign tomorrow Just
ts teach them a fucking lésson ~ you
don’t fucking mess with Bridget Jones.

) BRIDGET
Good. What do you think Jude? What would
you i1 one of your assistants made a

harmless little misteke like that?

JUDE
i'd fire you tomerrow.

BRIDGET
Excellant. End Tom - what's the
Homosexuzlist viewpelint on this
particular crisis?

(CONTINUED
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30 COWTINUED: 10

. oM

+% that Cleaver chap still as cute &5

ever?

BRIDGET

: Apsolutely
A TOM
] Then I thirk, 2s usual, a well-timed blow-

job is promablv the answer.

A stranger suddenly comes up to the table, and addresses Tom..

i
i
|

STRANGER
Aren’t you that chap who sung.....7
“Tom gets thls '%:}lme T TN TR e
% o4 ]
E, T ,.« S S
Yas. ...-.......'-”‘"‘Ii A-x-... h.._a. i S -"_..-f" .’:?--n-—'n.‘ —
STRANGER

What are you up to now?

: TOM
1 I spend my time buying phones that
: perfectly match my clothes.

IL’s actually true -~ his orange mobile pheone goess perfectly with
L o o his peach-coloured shirt. ; ,— iy o

£ ~ " Wy
- w =

f
= o e

 STRANGFR - ¢
O right. Far out. Well, great; song

TOM
{ BIG SMILE } Thank you so much.

The Stranger lezves.

ERIDGET
More vodka anyone?

ALL
No, no, no - o.all right, fill her up
etc. . :

BQIDGE

; Now what’'s this about Vile Richard?

JUDE
Well, yes ~ 7've got & bit of z new
s;tua;lan vﬂs & Vis a o*omlsed madrid -
break.

SHARON _
Don't get me started, Jude - don't get me
fucking staerted.

{CONTTINUED
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B JUDE
Ale sort ¢I got back
- but then, yesterday

L{‘ r_l

SHARON .
Too late - I'm started - Judith, you ENCw
I suppert every emotlonal decision you
make 100%, put it's time you realised
that Richard is a cowardly fuckwit who
for 11 years has engul:ed vou in a
seething swamn of EMOTIONAL )
‘ EFUCEKWITTAGE. .. and should ne fucking
i , spayed then killed.

JUDE
ight. Rl ht. Good. So do you think

shouldmgm ?,b}m.wn m—— .

‘?’}

o j ;—@oufﬁda“aow oy o i
! ‘G’ - 3
e 2 aﬁn‘..h_..l:.._-w" ‘&_.j s _,g;__
BRIDGET
(simuitaneously)

Yes. I mean no.

BRIDGET Q.&.
As yocu can see — just like a family - but
with much more vodka.

t thatymoment a very young girl walks past in a distinctive
o almos;% ge~through blouse. ALl ofwihe- girls turn to watch her &s
: she go&s. They .turn buCk* and togetn&r... .

THE: 'l“iREE GIRLS ...

Tart.

{a
[

EXT. BRIDGRT'S FLAT. 3TREET - NIGHT 3

B TAXI drives along. We hear conversation inside.

TOM/JUDE/S&ARGW
{(drunk)
Men are 211 fuckwits, fuckwits, perverts
and bastards - and fuckwits.

i BRIDGET
Zackly. Hxacklg, I have no need of men or
job - because have you, Tom. And you,

dt?“ and Shazzer, 2nd you, Tom. Nxanh
all,

The taxi stop - the door cpens - and Sridget falls out
spectacularly.

A o B D e b Lt ot e



INT. BRIDGET'S OFFICE. GENERRL OFFICE - DAY 3

(

g. Bridget taking off her coat &5 she comes in
t hungoVer, today wearing anot her rather delicicus
rpetua on phone.

The next morni
: nervously. A bi
: short skirt. ?

. PERPETUR

I'm very excited indeed Gavin: iet’ s move
on it - the last nlﬁ% we want 1s some
towel-head buying it IIom gnder ocur

noses. { looks up } Morning, Rridget. 1
hear it went very well.
BRIDGET
.Mo:nlﬁa.
Bridget Ghll mggg?n g sthzx wgzk%nq na%F stralight away.

o
EU
Ul
fm
34
1-—!
L

Suddenly. BééﬁG%«ﬂ~N3~H$—sz$ﬁes Bwj%eéﬂcom & sor

perplexed. She presses EXE.

ON THE COMPUTER
‘Message Bridget Jones from Daniel
Cleaver...’

She gulps - feels firing on its way. it continues. ..

) Re: vesterday’s presentation...

: . P A %,

-~ "~ Now she really is wo*r;ed;.;} * %
You appeared to?név& ﬁoraotteﬁ your
skizt, Is Sklrt off sfc ‘fﬁﬁ%qht was
made perfectly clear in you* contract ©fF
m“levmanv, staff are expec;ed to be
fully dressed at all times.’

't

Bridget is startled. She looks up and across at Dani iel. He is not

looking at her.

PERPETUA
(on “he phone)
The only problem I can see is uhe
‘kitchen, where. *rankiy there 1sn't room
to swing a cat - and, 2s you well know,
we have Two cais.

BRIDGET
{as she types)
Message Mr Cleaver. Am appalled by
message. Skirt was aemonstram;v nzither
sick nor absent, Appalled by management
blatantliy s2 ze-ist attitude To sKITT.
Suggest management sick, not skirt.

She presses. SPWL, looks shyly at Danisl as he reads the messa
He laugnhs, turns te look at her. R wallm, SeXy, mischievous Sm
- d f

ge
i1
iAi

F=3
=]

e e u vuL s WA e, g e e
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INT. COMMUNEL CHEANGING ROOM ~ EZVENING 3
MUSIC. JUST MY IMRGINATICN. TEMPTATICHNS.

Bridget, Jude and Sharon are trying on clothes. Zridget,
wrlcal_nu into a skimpy skirt, 1s headless as 1T is Caught over
her head.

BRIDGET
I7m not flirting with him. But obvicusly
I nad to reply because he’s my boss.
There are certain types of etiquette
wlthlq a business structure that you
ranscend at your peril. You don’t want
me Flred do you?

on and Jude have

Sh& rlﬂally -
¢ a total

left the charigi;

NICE WOMAN
Ne, no - net at all.

INT. BRIDGET’'S OFFICE. GENERAL CFFICE - DAY 3

Brid &t is labouring with the art-work for another book -
‘Kafka’s Motorbike. She is actua lz wearing the shirt we

_gllmpdqd on the ‘tart qli¢ %;;ft friends scene. Light

flashés: message - perdﬂ

_ f..ﬂ"

MSG Jones. Stll cr skirt. 2nd
shirt teoday looking eaky too; wan, thin,
May I please have skmx 5 address and
hoqe number so may send flowers?
leaver.

Bridget reading...

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. WEDDING RECEPTION - ORY 3

rliowers evervwhere. Brlaget as bride, Daniel making speech.
LUES*S include everyone we've seen, inciuding the smml*ng authe
of ‘Teddy Knows Best’ plus a celebrity or two, &il laughing at
Daniel’s joke. .

_ DANIEL
And it 211 bmgan with some very childish
e~mailing cver Bridget’'s non-existent
skirt. .

GUESTS laugh. Bridget smiles modestly..

7ol
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INT. BRIDGET'S OFFICE. GENEDRARL CFFICE ~ DRY 3

sk
1

The next day. Bridget walks past Daniel’s office in short skirt
and different top. He seems deep in conceﬂkrauloql By the time
she gets back t©o her desk, shere is MESSAGE FLASHING.

' BRIDGET'S COMPUTER
If walking past office was attempt o
demonstrate presence of skirc, can uﬂly
say that it has failed parlously. Cleave.

BRIDGET
{typing on computer)
MSG Cleaver. Shut up please. I am very
‘busy and important. P.S. How dare you
sexuaII?mhafﬁﬁs Eﬁ“tnxs’fﬁﬁe
manne:° JOW& X % — ““g

W 5y

Daniel rea 1nh*3cnee;Eulauahmag thenmtua*ﬂa

A N1{g2

J:.x

}L P LAY

MESSAGE PENDING on Bridget's screen

ON THFE COMPUTER
MSG Jones. Mortified to have caused
affence. Will avoid 211 non-PC overtones
in future. Deeply apologetic.
PS. Like your tits in that top.

2 Bridget reads and laughs .- locks up -_there, for the first time -
o " at her desk - in the fiesh -’Ls Dan* 1 ,
DANI”& K

A 5 '
I wondered if the’ sk**t vedldstare for
dinner on Friday night?

. BRIDGET L
Um, Friday? O — uhm - I'd love to, Dut -
think I‘ve got...

Bridget reaches for her diary, a "not 50 sure” look on her face.

DANTEL
Don‘t even TRY it, Jones.

.}

INT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. RBATHROOM - NIGHT 3

Cal

Tri unnhan pop music blaring. In the bathroom. Manic activity.
Bridget, throlgh a haze of condensation and fag snoke, i
brushing dry skin, exfoliating, massaging enti-cellulitse massade
oil, plucking evebrows, cleansing, melsturising.

BRIDGET (V/0O)
Being & woman is like bding & IZarmer
harvesting, weealng, C”OD"“DI&YLHH.
- SometTimes wonder Wﬂat wolld happen if 1
Just let myself revert toO nature -
- - within davs would I "nm myself sporting
‘ : a full beara or, each shin..? Ow! '

11-4'
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MEPTY

—~ Tem =
CCHTINCED:

She utigrs short sharp cxy 25 she waxes nsr Zikini
snot. The entryonhone goes
INT. ERIDGET’'E® ¥L2T. LIVING ROOM -~ NIGET
Bridget Jumps out of bathroom...
BRIDGET

Is he out of his mind? He's forty minutes

garly.
She heads for
dressing gown

the door. Looks at ,
guite louche and her hair up,

divine.
T s T S e
a3 mg e
What#%jjgh oy i
She picks up the nurypnone. S
BRIDGET {(cont’d}
Hello. ( beat ) Oh. Hello Dad.
She buzzes him in. Very unexpected, this.
INT. B3RIDGET'S FLET, TIVING—ROON - NIGHT
-:DAD is - ting on.the- sofa Wlth ‘a mug of
llstenlﬁa te him. It's & blg shock.

-

st

BRIDGETS  DAD -
I don’t know what's haumenmﬁg at all.
Ever since Christmas she’s been behaving

odﬁlv and then gesterdag she came in at
four a.m. When I asked her where she‘d
been, she said it was none of my

business. Suddenly thlrty years cof
marriage would appear to count Ior
nething.

BRIDGET

it’s a sort of and of 1ifa

Dad. Maybe
crisis.’”

Dad stares =t Is he at the

BRIDGET (cont’d} .
ean not and of l1ifes...you know - mid-
e-lifa crisis type of thing.

DAD

said....,she said...

BRIDGET

erself in the mirror.
she lcoks

end of his life

{-!
rrs

a cur of
A
2

With hezx

rather

tea. Bridget is

too?

(CONTINUED
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T - »DP’D - . - .
.».8he ssid for 211 I knew the CllTorls
was something in Geoffrey's butterily
collscticn,

‘ BRIDGET
Oh dear.

oAb

{ pause... ) When somecne loves you -
it’s like having a blanket ail round vour
heert - and then when it's taken away....

The phone RINGS.

PO ™ T T
Ssfegs) § F s TR g
4. N Bhof. 5 iou ST go And

She disconnects, gives the phone to Dad, indicates Tom's number
in her phone book..

Tom,

Okay. g
iopk.

BRIDGET (contid) {cont’d}
Dad, call this number in two minutes.
Tem’s left his mobile here, and T think
I've thrown it away with the newspapers.

She grabs a coat and exits. /7, My R

—E L
" - ki b
40  EXT. BRIDGET’'S FLAT. STREET ~-NIGHT iwx 4

Bridget stands on a low wall by three communal dustbins. Eer
overtoat covers her bhath towel and not much else. She has 2
curlers in the back of her hair. Suddenly, cut cf the darkness,
Mark Darcy appears, dressed in jogging clothes..

MAREK
Hello.

BRIDGET
CGh, God.

MARK

{taking her in)
Bverything okay?

_BRIDGET , i
{pulling her coat tightly)
Yup. Super., .
MARK :
What are you doing?

, o BRIDGET
I'm waiting,..Zor the dustbhin... to

t
i—h
o3

'Q

(CONTINUED
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> __ MARK

Have you been waiting long?
BRIDGET

Not very lcng, no.
MARK

Do you think it will be ringing soon?
BRIDGET )

Yes, I have high hopes of a phone call :In

the very near future.

Pause. There’s the RING of a phone. Mark is startled, as Bridget
reacnes into cne of the dustbins, struggles to 7ocahe the phene
Mark reaches into the dustbin nearéﬁg him, retvrieves the phone,

canswers it.. ¥ FTW Y T oo 3 _
£ 5 f, Moy B . e, b

sl e = o N m- g ] o

¢ £ MARR - o 5o ¥
Br:.agé-wﬁoﬁas g _Ahofie—~ may.l® téll.hem

who's calling? Someone called Colin.

BRIDGET
Thanx YOu.

(into phone)

Thanks.... No. You‘re still a ver Ty,
qttraCtlve man - I should know - I'm your
daughter. _
(to Mark) N

TRank vou for your hel

jok v Your BEIP. . om
You’ re welcome.~4r-$ .

S R QP

She heads back intc her chse, he centinues on his way. She turns
and looks back &t him - he seems te be laughing.

INT. BRIDGET’'S FLAT LIVING ROOM ~ NIGHT 4
Briduet enters, breathless, races into the bathroom. .

BRIDGET

-Bloody Mark Darcy. Can’t stand 3oggers.
wdope ‘he . dies of ‘a heart attack and they

ind he wasn‘’t wearin clean pants. Dad,
I m rushing, but I'm *StEﬁ na. Quite an
imporvant Gaue - possible futire nusbana
:nd father of children arriving in 5
minutes and I still have no - repeat no -
brassisre on - but I'm still listening.

DRIDGET'S DAD
She says we need some time apart. You

know what that means. (_HE MIMES 2 SLIT
THRORT } ©Oh, somebody rang. Cavid?
BRIDGET

) (heading out o bathroom)
Davig? :

(CONTINUED

o
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BRIDGET’ S DAL
Barrsn...

BRIDGET
Not Daniel.

‘ BRIDGET’ S DAD
That's 1t.

_ BRIDGET
What did he say?

BRIDGET' & DAD
He said he had to work tonight. He’ll try
to call you later. Anyway 1ook I’d better
~get back. Mum’ 1l wonder where 1’ve been.
If sﬁgrﬁghomi},gﬁﬂefﬁﬁif.." o f"g’“
3 g i O L b
Ranictl, Je— : a v - 2
sridget’s face. & § % i § H %, 2 a
g 2 ,r,£ 4 i 8 3 ot *&j " i

\’

o

WAy

Tt

v

INT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT. ' 4
Bridget, on the couch, waiting for the phonhe £9 rin *_The*ﬂnd
ritles music to Frasier is heard on the TV. "Frasier 2as left the
building”

Later. Bridget in same outfit. A bit more dishevelled.

- She .scrambles through her £ wpllection. Finds a CD called ‘Only
Women Bleed’ ., Puts it onwand we hear the first 3 seconds of

famous, big girl numbers.z like ‘You Don’t Have Lo Say You Love
Me’, by Dusty Springfield; and’ ‘Zhe Power of Love’ by Jennlfer1
Rush - and then it settles o “AEIL BY Myself” - in spectacularly
melodramatic version by Celine Dion.

BRIDGET
{anootily)
0 God.

But, as it happens - she gets hooked — it plays during this next

episode -~ sometimes mimed by very passionate Bridget.

INT. BRIDCET'S FLAT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT. ” 4

BRIDGET' 5 DIARY LIES OPEN: Bridget is now playing both drums and

pianc on the Celline track - shouting at the top ¢©f her lungs -

RRIDGET
11 by myself!i!ll!
I don’t want to be -
A1l by myself
Anymere!
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INT. 53?5@3?’5 TLET, LIVING ROOM - DRY

=

Bridget sitting in the same spot, next MOINing, sStaring into
Space, earting muesli straight out of the packet,

The page in her diary reads “SATURDAY” plus scrawl.

At the bottom right of screen, Bridget’s familiar scrawl writes
up on screen. It's what she’s thinking z2s she’'s eating.. :

BRIDGET 0.5,
sat. January 30th. Am fat and hideous.
Daniel at this very moment penetrating
Kate Moss’s skinnier vounger sister.

Then into voife-gvdr.a- g. g ¥ % § ' F 5
, IBSEE v/9.% 3 ;

Numb ﬁf“d&sﬁhstingﬁmé%sfi -4,
Number of times have pilcked up phone to
check it’s still working. 144, Am now
insane person.

EWAD L

Bridget looks towards the door.

DIS3OLVE TO:

-

*
INT. BERIDGET'S FLAT. LIVING ROOM.-=y DAY~ 4

L o i H

. L ) o H -~ . .
The front door is slichidy-djar. Something is seen to push it
ogen. It creaks eerily. :A;doY’$ nosesseifis -~ close up. We follow
the Dog’s point-ovf-view as it steadicams round Bridget’s flat -
the kitchen dissster area, and into the sitting room, where it
happens upon a slumped figure in a lilac nvion housecoat, Iace
downi. It’s Bridget thirty vears from now. Another Alsarvian
appears beshind the first one. :

The dogs look at Bridget in the present. Bridget stares at the
scene. .

DISSOLVE TO

INT. BRIDGET’'S ¥LAT. KITCHEN - DAY 4

from a

[$
-~
s....)
M

Bridget paces the room. She now =sats Branston pi
jar... Then makes decisive deciszion:

She crosses to the phone

BRIDGET
{reads aloud in echeery manner)
Hi, it's Jones here, I was just wondering
how you &re and if you want2d to meet for
the skirt-health summit, i1ike vou said.

-She plucks up her.courage, picks up the phone.

(CONTINUEL

By

hey
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I
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CONTEINUED:

. SRIDEET (cont'd) o
Hi, it’s Jones here. I was just wondering
how you ars and if you wanted Lo meet up
for the hurt-skealth mumemit......1ike

you...5hit & tit...Summit. Chviousliy!”
3he puts the phone down, than deubles up cringing

To her surprise, the phone rings again. BEridget forces herself
not to pounce on it..S$he turns the music up.

BRIDGET ({(CONT'D}
{as 1L there’'s other
people with her}
..yeah, get yourselF a glass. Hello?
{face falls)
'Snaz?ﬁﬁage‘gnnagdﬁé”63t~oﬁrfburim*ﬁd S
off the phopely gff .g phcneJ , :

Tin =
U ,.g. %M—S-‘J{ZL—- Mj i -2

46A INT. SHARON’S FLAT. PHONE AREA - DAY. 462

'&

Quick cut to very perplexed Sharon at hexr end ¢f the phone.

46 INT. BRIDGET'S TLAT. LIVING ROOM - DAY CON'T 4
Bridget slams down the receiver. She goes to slope off towards
the Bathroom and then the phone rings again. Bridget forces
nerself not to pounce on 1t., N Y

i > 'S‘ ) EA
- aa .‘q “

BRID

Deep breath. Deep breath.‘
(picking up the’
phone, cool)

~ T

SRRTEA S

Hiya...
{face collapses)
Mum?
47 INT. DEPARTMENT STORE. 3HOP FLOOR -~ DAY 4

MUSIC: UPZ, UP & AWAY. FIFTH DIMENEICH.

Bridget walks through the cosmetics department on her way to the
coffee shop. She nears a fam;“%a* voice on the BA tvs;ﬁm. She
wanders over towargs a crowd.

MUM ON PA SYSTEM
There we go, Madam. Super!

®
[{w]
18]

Mum dene up teo the nines is demonstrating s rubber boiled
peeler. -
MUM i
Mehe oo
That's it, nice firm grip then and up and
down, up and down end off it comes in
your hand! Ooh. Mind the overspray.

{CONTINUED



$7  CONTINUZD: 47

3 _ BRIDGET
Christ alive.

48 INT. DEPARTMENT STCRE. CAFE -~ DAY. 4
Bridgetr sits oppesite her mother in a booth, still in & state of
shoeck. . _

MOTHER .
I have spent thirty-five yezrs cleaning
n1s aouse, washing his clothes, bringing

up his children. ..

) 1, BRIDGE
I'm agtus

o
Well rpighk

havingﬁaﬁiééfe. i 3 4
L0 be. Given my chance
sure I'd have any.,

4

T

again,

BRIDGET O.5.
Even own mother wishes had never been

horn.
_ MOTHER -
But now it’'s the winter of my life and I
haven’t azctually got apvthing.ef my own.
> 4 No carszer, no power, fna se ' 38
nao...life at a L e
grasshopper who&a ummer. I'm like
~ Germaine sodding . dummt _mmon!
BRIDGET
Greer.
_ .. MOTHER
The Invisible Woman.
BRIDGET
) Retually, she was the Female Funuch.
i MOTHER _
: Who was the Invisible Woman?
; _ BRIDGET
: I don’t know. The wife of the Invisible
§ Man.,
| After a beact...
[ -
: ] MOTHER _
Well, whatever - I'm not having it - and

I’ve been talent-spotted. Julian thinks
I've got great potential. : :

BRIDGET

(CONTINUED
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CONTINUED: 3

e

MOTHER
{as if she should know)
zom the Home Shopping Channel. He comes
into the store to get his colours done.

ey

BRIDGET
Potential for what?

g

MOTHER
2s a demonstrator on his cable show. His
assistant. Apparently it’s the h*gnesb
rated show on the channel, apart from the
one where fat people beat up thelL
relatives.

Looking &t her watch, gett;ng up. .

-R.\--H."h !..a--‘ s "'}.m T w‘.lv—-—" Wg“-‘
i Luom;:zz s(comr D) ... Hes _
ListTed, I,mnsz whnzz naWaa“eﬂyOL, %
anywafl? f b R B 2 S R s Fa.d WAL
BRIDGET
Suicidal.
MOTHER

( totally casually) O dear. Heard from
Mark Darcy?

BRIDGET
{through clenhhed
teeth)
Goodbye, Mum R R

._‘

)
P

;-m-:.;

Mother kisses Brlcget, and wheh -she matks away it looks as if she
is walking on air. In men’s underwear she ste®rs towards a dﬁem'v
solarmumEH and sleek man, in his forties. This is JULIRN. The
music pipping cut is ME AND MRS JONES BY BILLIE PARUL.

1=

SCERE DELETED

INT. BRIDGET'S ILAT. LIVING ROOM - EVENING 3

CMUSIC: TIRED OF BEING ALONE. AL GREEN.

=
o}
11}

Bridget comes in, makes straight for the answering ms
C}O&S’l““ even hother TOo take CJ..f her cost.

MAGDA ON PRSWpRTNG MATHINE
Hello ridge ~ vou won‘t forget tea on
Sunday, Nll? you - your godchildren are
very excited: Well, that’s a lie actually
- but I am. )
' BRIDGET V.O.
0 God - Smug Marrieds. Obviously lovely
best friends with lovely if incontinent
children - but last thing one nesds when
Cfeeling: v, insecure.
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INT. MAGDR'S HOUSZ. KITCHEN - DRY.

Li

Cut to Magda aznd Jeremy -~ sitting next docr to each other -
something uncenizbly smug about them. Magda is a beautiiul mother
of three, who used To run with Bridget’s urban pack. She’s is
holding her new baby. Jeremy, Magda’s handsome husband, has a
dish towel over nis shoulder, & child in his arms and the Law
Gazette by his side. Sound of a third toddler somewhere, ..

_ JEREMY .
So, Bridge - how's your love life?

. BRIDGET
As I was just telling Magda - disastrous.

CETS T BpeDR § o, 47 ¢ ETTTTETR
% thifke ouL&ﬁouha gggnwgim new;% duait
or agni tE came gn tWRBtT do you

JEREMY _
I agree entirely with my gorgesus wife.

BRIDGET
Wall that’s all very well for vou to
say, Mags, but...

. - MAGDA
(Lo pott chﬁidé o .
“No. In the POTTY, The potty Wéll put it
in Daddy’s hand Ehen.
W

Jeremy resignedly holds’ out‘¥i5”ﬁ@ndfﬁith a patient smils - we
don’t see it - but some disqusting exchange ensues. He looks
dangerously at Magda, then both smile at each other. Br;aget
watthes an ache in her kaaft about thelr warmth. Jeremy eXits
with the tuzrd.

MAGDA {(cont’d)
What does he look like?

BRIDGET O.5.
Fucking gorgeocus.

MAGDA
In that case, seduce him, by pretending
to be complerely dwslnuerestea. Transioom
inte the Ice Qaeen. Worked for me. I gave
you hell, didnft I, darling?

JEREIMY
( RETURNING J Certeainiy did.

That lovely optimism of Bridget when ngw plan comes along.

313

BRIDGET .
Yes. Okay. Yes. Ckay. Good., It’s
definitely worth a try.

(CONTINUED
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The opening bars ¢ ‘Igce Ice Baby’, Vanilla Ice using
Queen/Bewié’s ‘Under Pressure’ begins to play. Dung Cung cung

dugga dung dung - Ice Ice Baby.’

ir

INT. BRIDGET'S OFFICE. GENEFRL OFFICE - DAY.

CLOSE UP: Bridget walks in. She darts a gquick lock at Daniel’ s
office - he’s not in yet. :

PERPETUA
{(icily)
Let’s just get this clear, Gavin. We have
spent over a thousand pounds on a survey,
and now you tell me you have sold the
house to someone else. It is that

mal )
hell, you snlftv, sSmarmy, 1ving
bastard...

She slams down the phone. Looks across at Bridget in disbeliel.

PERPETUA (cont'd)
We'’ve been gazumped(

The door bursts open. Daniel enters, looking not in the least
furtive or guilty, breezes thvough..

R I “ﬁ’.:
DANI

'J N
Morning, everyom!?”*

‘...__-

.‘_‘ B
uy v 4
3
-

L %dﬁ m“d
He leans and whispers as he passes Bridget’'s desk

: DANTEL {(cont'd)
Message pending, Jones.

She turns her head away, disdainfully.

n

INT. BRIDGET'S CEFICE. GENERAL OFFICE - DAY

BRIDGET'S COMPUTER
Messages pending:

ON DANIEL. Looking across at her, willing her to access her e€-
majil,

ON BRIDGET. Calmly marking up a manuscript, completely ignoring
him.

cuT TO:



INT. BRIDGZT'S CrFICE. GENERAL OFFICT - DAY

in
ol
Lot

BRIDGET' S COMPUTELR
Messages pending: 14

Daniel suddenly gets up, walks out o¢f his office, crosses to
Bridget. He speaks in low, urgent tones..

=t R e

DANIEL
Look, sorry Bridgetr. I suddenly got
called out of town. Left your skirt's

nuamber at home. .

Bridget’s phone RINGS. She answers and deliberately turns away
from him.  wpee, wn_ﬁa-wywuﬁ__mﬁ TN ?_gmﬁ
e

L 1 =8 J'h
EXCus ue:"ﬁubt““l o el o

55 INT. ﬁAGDAfS HOUSE. KITCHEN - DAY 5

i Magda, child in zrms, on phone to Bridget.

MAGDA
Aloof. .unavallable..ice ggeen.
Alwof. ﬂnavawlable,.lce queen,

o S
. ; ; - L

54A INT, BRIDGET’'S OrrICE. CENEEAM OFFICE DRY 544

o
- T GRS

i
i
T
i
4

i
B
H
i
T
[

BRIDGET
Thank you so much for your enqguiry.
{ hangs up and turns o Danisli )} You
were sayving...

But the phone goes again.

BRIDGET (CONT'D) -
Sorry. Publicity.

35& INT. FIRST' RESTAURANT. DAY. 552
§ Tom is drinking coffee, tzlking into znother mobile that goes
g with anothar shirt.
: _ TOM e
: Zxcellent plan... stony, merciless - Ice
! Queen. -
i A =Iranger sidles up to him. -

. STRANGER Z. _ _
. Rre vou that guy who sang Painted Lady’

{(CONTTNUED

{et
{1e
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LR
{1

. _ TOM
Yes I am. &re you that guy who bought 21t?
STRENGER 2.
Well, yeas ~ I am!
TOM
Thank vou so much. { into mobile ) Ice,
ice baby.
INT. BRIDGET'S OFFICE. GENERAL OFFICE -~ DARY. =

Bridget puts the phone down and tries to hide a smile. She looks
down.
. ———— R o P | ’
L s TBRIDGET 5 ubUTER T
% ashéhyg pem at } 3? i
Mess agas"h&:ahda.ngiz 5 g
_.Na-_._n* il
ON DRNIEL: looking across at Bridget nungrily.

ON BRIDGET: she ignores him, carries on typing.

INT. RBRRIDGET’S OFFI DAY. >

CE. ELEVATOR -

It’s the end of the day. Bridget ets into the 1ift, followed by
lump SIMON from marketing. Daniel slips in, then, as the doors
egin tc close, a bveathlessﬁPERvETJA calls out. .

?PRPE@UA .'
{to Daniel; halding:. .ees

. phone}
The New York Office for vyou.
% barely perceptible flicker behind Daniel’s eyes..

_ DANIEL
I'11 get back to them.
Doors clese. Tense silence. 2 people in a 1ift wishing the third

would bugger coff.

INT. BRIDGET'S OFFICE. ELEVATOR — DAY. 5
The door copens on Daniel and Bridget and ;mon. Zimon gets ouw.
Just as the doors close again -~ Mr FitzherDert snters.
- DANIEL

Good evening, Kenneth.
And Deniel calmly puts his hand, out of view, on Zridget’s
bottom. She looks at him.

] MR TI”ZHVRBERT .
Evening, Deniel, If you've got a2 moment,
I'd like 2z word before you leave tonight.

(CONTINUED
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CONTINUZD:

DANTES

i e
e b ek

Lertainiy.

INT. BRIDGET'S OTFICE. LORRY/TLEVATOR -~ DLY
The 1ift lands and opens. Fitzherber:t heads out firs

_ DBANIEL.
I"1l he with you in a second.

MR FITZHERBERT

Zxcellient. { TO BRIDGET ) And Zrenda...
ves. T, 7 ‘g'-nz_, ORI B
NI
«.u, e e
At & et d ko ’}"“‘:::fn“ B

thought it might ba *uﬁ if you +ntroau” d
me before I introduce him - add a lovely
sense of occasion.

_ BRIDGET
Certainly, sir.

FITZHERBERT _
dnd try to g&t the author’s nzme right
this time. Ci o, sy aug

% o G %
) BRID e '
Certainly, sir 7 Ve
He hesads off.

DENIEL
All right, Jones, you devil. Busy later?

BRIDGET
In fact X am.

DANIEL

- Ch. Shame - .I just thought it might be =
cnnrltanle thing to take your skirt oun
to dinner, fatten it up & bit. And mavbe

you could come too. What about tomorrow?
BRIDGET .
Sorry, no - it’s the launch.
She motions to a standee in the lobby for this Kafks
glimpsed *n the office before.
DANIEL . _
Ah ves, of course - possibly the worst
bock ever published.

L
e

ot

(CONTINGED
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CONTINUED:

BRIDGZT _
hd In the end, that‘s not the ad line we've
gone for.
DANIEL.

How about the next day then?

BRIDGET. ‘
Let’s see, shall we? Goodnight, Danisl.

i

Then, as she walks away seductively, leaving Daniel dangling..

BRIDGET 0.8, ,
eh 2 - am sex goddess - perfect in every
ay

% iy
41

ﬂg.n-_‘.. -E-““‘ . o -w:..—..,_\ m tw e
T £

60 INT. MOROCCﬁ Rﬂé ﬁnglng:z; g g g 6
£ 3
Modern HMors o, growl °5 '&vﬁ “EbiﬁS'j%urptuous cushicns

for chairs. The gang’'s all there..

JUDE
Right. Your whole future happiness nNow
depends on how you behave on this one
social occasion.

BRIDGET
: Right. 3¢ what do I do°
- ' BRI AN T
It’'s all in herekvj SHE ﬂaS A,BOOK
Getting someone./tp ﬁali in love wzth iou

is science, pure sciéncé? _
gorgeous.

oy

61 EXT. TUBE STATION - EVENING

START CF MONTPGE‘ MUSIC. THAT THING. (DOC WOP}. LAURYN HILL

Bridget emerges from the Underground and heads towarcs the party.
She looks, well, gorgeous.... Neon signs flash glamourously
.around her.

Now intercut between: L. Bridget walking through London on party
night. 2. Bridget &t home lesaaing up To “+the partv in days
previous. 3, Friends advice.
| 6§12 INT. MOROCCAEN RESTAURANT - NIGHT S1A
" JUDE
"wo: then totally ignore Daniel and be
fabulous with everyone zlse.
i o ‘ TOM . _
i Think Tina Brown - think TOTAL Queen oX
f ' Society. :

(CONTINUED
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CONTINUED:

SHARON
= Introduce oeople with thoughtful details
such &s “Sheila, this is Daniel. Daniel
this is Sheila. Sheila enjoys horse-
riding and comes from New Zealand..
Daniel enjoys publishing and comes...

BRIDGET
...all over your face.
TOM
Exactly. Then 3 - circulate - oozing

intelligence...

INT. BRIDGET’S FLAT., LIVING ROOM -~ EVENING.

She is readirﬁ_ﬁte
Boa
2 2§

‘Lovely to se ou, Salmaaan - what do
you think about Chechyna’, “Hello, Melvyn
- isn’t it terrible about Chechyna.’’

INT. MOROCCCARN RESTAURANT.

BRIDGET
LF‘_ave you &1l read this book then?

. . [ f S Y
They all nod in. undson._ i g

7
BRIDGLE ORT! DY
And it works? e P Joer

JUDE
Of course it doesn’t fucking work or we
wouldn’t be sitting here today - would
we? We’'d be changing nappies and snogging
husbands. But it’s worth a stab.

TOM
S50 on to Kumber 4 - most important....

S . SHARCN
Fucking important.

TOM
...efter the party, after you've
unwillingly yielded to dinner &t the most
expensive restaurant in London, aiter
you've driven him fucking wild with
desire by rubbing your knees against his
neb fsr twe and a half hours, then...

ALL TEREE
Don‘t sleep with him,

. RRIDGET
Cbviously.

41

DEanLs.

_%k-; Ehe ) £:;;%;“E;:gra nd p
Serdrd -'!;hdﬁ.ﬁumx | ‘

62h

(CONTINUED
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2zA  CONTINUED:
An eiderly man suddenly comes up to the table and addr
Tom. .,

ELDERLY MAN )
Excuse me, I'm sorry to bother you like
this in the middle of your dlnner but....

Tom interrupts - he gets this all the time.
TOM

Yes. Painted Lady. It was me. Nine yesi&rs
%0 No current plans to record anything

s5e. Sorry.
ELDERLY MAN
«...Your unalrieg is on my w*fe s coat.
W s“t‘._w ‘?““‘, i ] #“z“*
Byni” POM & S - Z
of ceh?ge Itv‘ = E c ﬁge X ois %
,..h........o-" ...r‘.., ...-;m.. . w _.t.a.......u‘ ﬂ';_
63 SCENE DELETED
64 SCENE DELETED
65 SCENE DELETED
‘ - {1_ B . r-'-“'i'.! ,Jv’-'»-}{_“
N I S F
s aiae ?-

66 INT. BRIDGET’S ’IAT BATHRoomzu.DAI.-
Close con her, head & shouldexs...

BRIDGET V/O
Major dilemma - 1f actually do, by some
terrikble chance, end up in *?agfante,
Surely these...

she holds up tiny pair of knickers

would:be most attractive at crucial
moment . However, chances of actually
reaching crugial moment greatly increase
by wearing these.

3y
28]
W

CUT TG

Camera moves backwards to see her pulling up sensiple stomach-

constricting big tight pants....

scary stemach-holding-in-pants, very
popular with. grannies the world cver.
Tricky. Very fricky. o .

153
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zxT. LONDON STREZT - DVENING 6

Close up on Bridget’s nice tight tummy. Walking proud. Suddenly
Bridget sees, coming towards her - Jeremy - arm-in-&rm with a
very young woman. They catch =ach other’s eve.

" BRIDGET
Hellc Jeremy.

‘ JEREMY
0, ki, Bridget,

And they both keep walking, past each other. Bridget, perplexed,
walks on - determined not to lose her inner poise.

Ty f'“'“""""-w ';"“r
INT. LITERAR 'TE"{ Nzgrz'} ?f‘ Y __:_._, ] ; &

3
Evervone’s here - ?eai, LamOLS writers Ualcrﬂ': for whe launch of
‘KAFKA'S MOTORBIXE’ . The room is dominated b¥ the clwm*av.
vintage Kawasaki motorbike, photo of Kafka. The au*hcr, 'ook_ng
as miserable as Kafka nlmse*f stands next to a pile of nis
books, ignored.

Bridget, overawed, hovers on the outskirts of a small group which

.actually inclodes 3Salman Rushdie.

: SATMAN RUSHDIE
The problem with:Margin's*definition of
the novella is shetdits only ampl es Lo
m... --n-u-(-n-,; ‘.; -"‘
' £ & .—' .’
SIMON EROM MARKETENG
That doesn’t sound like Martin. Not.

Salman smiles at Bridget, trying to include her..

SATMAN
I could be wrong. What do you think?

Ha's starlng &t Bridget. The group a1l vurn te look at her. _
ridget’s mind goes blank. But hsr tone is that of someone whe s

-actuallyanswering the .question...

BRIDGET
Bhm...Do vou know where the tollsts are?

=
=
[
P
i1
{1

LITERARY PRRTY - CORRIDOR =
Bridget hits herseli hard on the forehead.

) L BRIDGZT O.E.
Very bad start.

She looks up to see Melvyn Bragg ¢laring =zt her.
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INT. LEITERRRY PERTY - NIGHT

1]

Bridget exits from the toilets. She sees Daniel Cleaver, across
the room, talking to MELVYN BRAGG and cther ceicbrl::es.
Cleaver’s gves meet Bridget. He smiles. Bridget Turns facllg Th
other way, only to find herself face io face w*th MR FITZHERBZ
surrounded by sewveral GUESTS..

r-}iB

an

MR FITZHERBERT .
Ah, Brenda. We were just discussing ‘The
Famished Road’

BRIDGET ]
Really..? ﬁDaIE from the first three
pages, aon = you thlnk 1t’s rather a poor

CONCE )
- - A‘ﬁ
No, é%:. ?gigﬁa Imtﬁink_*a’

masterpiece. But I'm sure the author
would pe interested to hear your views.

Eair

MR FITZHERBERT turns to reveal the guest beside him is nonme other
than BEN OKRI.

BRIDGET X
Right. Ben. Ahm. Sorry. I've been very
sick “ecentTy. In the head. £.C.T. Bzzzz.

Not nice. y * ,m% -~
A drinks TRAY passes, anﬁ”B DGET,sel s the opportunity to spin
180 ﬂEgIE“s, only to fim elf facgguo face with MARK DARCY,

who, from the look on hisf fake, sowéienrsly just overheard )
BRIDGET s clanger. She’'s genLﬂneTy surprised to see him there in
designer suit, looking hahdsome

BRIDGET ({cont’d)
What are you doing hezre?

MARK
I“ve been asking myseli the same
cuestion. I came with & colleague.

'MARK DRRCY stands rigid, c¢learly hating every minute.

) MARK {(cont’d)
So nhow are you?

BRIDGET
{sharp, Dbut no:t
COﬁf*Othuluﬂu_)
Well, very disappointed not to see my
favourite reindeer jumper again, but
cthervwiss well. And you..?

hat moment, the CROWDS part and PERPETUA arrives, still
fing her face with canapes..

(CONTINUED
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CURTIRNUED:

o
PERPETUR
Anyons going to introduce me?
2ridget finally has an opportunity to put Jude’s book, ‘Making
Parties ¥Work For You', into practice,,

. BRIDGET
{g¢s in book} ‘
Perpetuz, this is Mark Darcy. Mark this
is Perpetua...
DISS0OLVE TO:
WHAT BRIDGET WANTS TO SAY:

BRIDGET (cont'd) .
- e cMapesseprepacpred v piced cyemos
pricgfwgﬁh}?ﬁgruél~ aceg.ex—wlfé.

Ferpeltiy ig¢he dldéfarddrse pag who 5
spends her itime Hos#ing” m@ arpund. . k|

WHAT BRIDGET REALLY SAYS:

’ BRIDGET (cont'd) _

Mark is a top barrister...who comes Zrom
Grafton Underwood.

{to Mark) .
Perpetua is one of my work colleagues,
and...she’s justibeesgazwmnped:

i FT 5%

(ob PERRETUA | ‘

[»] Sewdlmlgl T e et
Oh, Mark. I know ySikgy reputation, of
course. :

Bridget looks at him in a new light. She thought ne was a nerd.

She didn‘t know he was famous.

AT this point, NATASHA GLENVILLE arrives. She 15 sleek and
beautiful and not kingd. Mark’'s very intelligent fellow lawyer.

i MARK
(playing the game, straight-
faced
&h, Natasha - vou know Perpetua ~ this is
Bridget Jones ~ Bridget this is Natasha.
Natasna is & top attornsy and specialises

in family law. Bridger works in ‘
publishing, and keeps her mobile phone in
the dustbin.

= NATASHA )
How odd. Perpetua - how’s the house-hunt?

PERPETUA and NATASEA, who hnas just dismissed Bridget as & zero,
immeciately fall into converszfion - two posh peas in a pod.

(CONTINUED
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CONTINUZD: 123 . Ns:

Tucking disaster. 3ut far more imporiant -
that man 1s gorgeous!

NATRSHA
ah ves - Mark. ( conspiratorially -
leoking &t him }  Just give me time,
babe., Give me time.

Bridget grabs a drink from a passing tray, then looks up at Mark,
who has, =fter all, just made a joké - but Mark Darcy, meanwhile,

RS-

suddenly falls silent when he sess:

Daniel Cleaver checking out the room. He sees Mark, staring at
him. Disconcerted, he quickly looks away. ..

e sreiight Iy g ==1logsmov,
3 I > e 6, P | ;;; "'t
i :ef - I E 1 E; g 3 % i d

Yes, . L = %‘ —57 rpdd gg

r iy
with something to ﬁeg me up for my
speech, and I thin: saw Salmaaan
handing cut cocaine.

e

.

MARK
You' re making a speech?

BRIDGET

only & tiny one ~ “ Kafka’s Motorbike -

greatest book of all time” etc. 3Blink

and you’ 1l miss it, /7. 7, ™

. _—l Y s ¥ o
Bridget turns to walk in-Baniel’s~/direction, only to find he has
disappeared, and there’s ho-&ené Lowtadd/ to. Behind her, Mark
watches, perhaps regretting his remark.

all

INT. LITERARY PARTY - NIGHT 7

CUT ON - Bridget on to the little stage in the venue. Mr
Fitzherbert anc the author anext te her. Mr Fitzherbert nudges her
to go. There is 2 microphone mid-stage. She walks up to and
stands at 1it.

. . BRIDGET ‘
Ladies and gentlemen... ladles ana
gentlemen.... ladies and gentiemen...

ull wvolume, She

th

s
[

AR

working. The crowd talks

The mike =
and screams. ..

E
panics & bit

Toral silence - the whole audience stares at her,

Sorzy - the microphone’ s not working.
' {MORE} '

{CONTINUED
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BRIDGET (cont'dl

: S . - Ladies and gentlemen - thank you for-

- _ jecoming to the launch of ‘Kafkz's

: b Motorbike' - the greatest book of ocur
time. '

]

She looks out -~ sees a slightly perplexed Salman. ..

Obvicusly except for your books, Mr
Rushdie - which are very good too -

She keeps locking round - now she’s in trouble...

&s are yours, obviocusly, Mr Barnes and Mr
Amis and Mr Bragg and Nick Hornby and, of
course - Mr Okri - particularly the
ramished Road - excellent... conceit...
but awywav, ahm ~ what I mean Ls ;
.sz bo% kg og
g 3 m:*'oduqé
tha? n w &ll cald.
By 211 ey et 1y e
rltzherbevt Thank you.

She stands back. Mr Fitzherbert walks over.

MR FITZHEREBERT i
Thark you, Brenda. Just switch this on...

- He switches on the mike, easily.

L 0
I w nght [ [ 3 ""'\n JA— T
j .:" % i
T ! .
. i "-_‘_i ® : i
32 INT. LITERARY PARTY - N;GHwa, JEy—— 7
CUT TO BRIDGET LATER ~ standing in & corner on her own -~ totally
frozen in horror. Mark, who is Talking to Natzsha and Ben Okzi,
sees her...

MARK
{(to Natasha )
Exguse me. ..

As he moves away, Salman approaches him, full of friendship, and
. 5iaps him on the back.

; ATMIL
E Mark! 5 N

MARK _
Ah, yes - Salman - do you know where ths
toilat is?

ca?man a2 bit thrown - everyone asking him about the toilets today
he poirts, and Mark heads oﬂ.,owa* % Bridget, “hen stops in his
racks as he sees Daniel ¢resp up benind her, put nis hands on
hﬁr waist. ' - : i _ :

{CONTINUED
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P

DANIZL, _ ‘
Jones. Scd ‘em all - it was & brilliant
posi-modernist masterpiece of oratcrical

fireworks.

Mark Darcy, in the background, stops stranded, watching Bridge:
and Daniel.

DANTEL {(CONT'D)
You're very sexy, Jones - I‘m going to
have to take You ourt to dinner now,
whether you like i* or not.

He g¢gives her one of his weonder®ul girl-melting looks, promising
all sorts of delights.

"E"*“ ;f‘“w T r-u-%
INT. LITERZER Ei% GRR R - NIGHT ﬁ_ﬁ- 7
g § g |4
As Bridget “%;@x& tﬁhry}thEymbuma~lntc Darcy.
BRIDGET
Ah, Mark, have you met Daniel? Daniel’s a

top publishing executive, and enjovs
computer messaging. Mark’s a...

148

%

MARK
Good night, Bridget.

Bridget, gobsmacked, watches-as he walks away.
B RsS Ty
kT e a _f

BRIDGE L F
That was Mark D3rlyl He As_S@ ruade!

DANIZL
Yes, I know who he is.

He turns back o look at him - at gxactly the instant Mark does
the same thing. There’s something geoing on here.

INT. PONT DE L& TOUR - NIGHT 7

The two-of them dining intimactely.

BRIDGET
5¢ where do vou stand on the whole
situation in Chechyna?

DANIEL
O who gives z fuck, Jones? Now, how do
you know Ersey Darcy?

BRIDGET
iDPET used to plav naked in h*s
maddlis

g T
te] ocol.

r{j 'ra

DRNIEL
I bet vou did, you dirty bitch.

{CONTINUED
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, BRIDGET
What about you?

DANIEL
We were at Cambridge together. He was a
strange chap, always on his own. Dreadful
shoes. Horrid sideburns. I liked him
though. We became good friends.....
fhe tails off)

BRIDGET
Then what..?

DANIEL

Nothing.

CET Y
No reilly, &ob
he’s po Erip!
T disdiks =

DANIEL
Well, then years later I made the rather
crucial mistake of introducing nim to my
fiancee.

INT. A HOME SOMEWHERE - DAY. : 7

-

r a . . )
A mysterious, silent scepe; —.the 2 represents The viewpoint
ef e man walking.up so rg. ﬁgﬁgacmes.a door - it opens -
clear

and then. a sense of conpusidn =

s} there are twe people,
naked on the floor of } w{isg =~ a naked breast....

INT. PONT DE LA TOUR - NIGHT

|

DANIEL _
And I'm not sure I could say, in all
honesty I've ever really forgiven him.

BRIDGET
(suddenly she understands
everything)
-Oh...:80 he’s a nasty bastard, as well as
g dull bastard. :

DANTEL
I'm airaid so. But don’t let him ruin our
evening. Have another glass of wine and
ell me zbout practising rrench-kissing
ith the other girls at school.

X 1t

_ BRIDGET
T wasn’'t French kissing.

b

DANIEL
Who cares - make it up.
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EXT. PONT DE LI TOUR - NIGHT 7

Lights twinkle on the Thames and Tower RBridge. Bridget and Daniel
emerge from the restaurant. A tangibie atmospherse.

‘ DANTEL
So, how about a drink at my place.

Tetally innocent. Neo funny business. Just
full sex.

ERIDGET
(smiling and then
pPrimiy)
No - actually I think I'd better get a
taxi. EuL thank you so0 macn Fox une
. .Iovei v fW“g wug—j
L2 a
He lightly bl'g-'?és -?"“he h f*‘can c:afé?i'&acz% Bridget hails a
taxi that’ gg_gn“ Esgs be*;i_:exu;“ tension
gverywhere

l'—ﬂ"

DANTEL
Good night then.

: BRIDGET ‘
{ slight choke ) Yes. Good night.

EXT. LONDON STREET/INT. TAXIL - NIG:IT . 7
V

Bridget i1s recovering frcm é%e leB ha3k-*egrett ng that she

leftl.. ———— s

ot NS cory e
. BRIDGET C.5. ]
My knickers are made of iron - c¢ast Lron.
Mmmm. . .

She turns her head to see if she can surreptitiocusly look back
Daniel..

‘The taxi stops 2t a set of lights. Suddenly the door behind her

opens and Daniel jumps in.

DARIEL
Weren’t looking back, were you Jenes?

-k

INT. BRIDGET FLAT. LIVING ROCOM - KIGHT
Daniel and Bridget snogging. He begins to undress her.

~DANIEL
Silly shopes, Jones.. Very silly skirt

Christ sliive - sbsolutely enormous DENLE.

_ RRIDGET
{ VERY TAST } Oh Jesus fuck fuck fuck...

CONTINUED
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T3

“Ehe sprints oun.
4

EXT. SHAFTESBURY AVENUE - DAY.

TeA
The next morning. Bridget walking up Shaftesbury Avenu=z. On ths
neon screegns in front of the theatre, we raad:
NEON SCREENS i

Monday something the somethingth. Nine

stone two. Plus 4 x 10 c.c. Cigarettas -

22... &all post-coital.
Close up on Bridget, triumphant.
(SUTENE - g
INT. g

The next evening. Daniel and Bridget have just had sex again.
Daniel ficps down beside Bridget

DANIEL
That was fantastic ~ and I must must must
rememdber... { touches her cheek tenderly}

to put the car in the Citroen garage

Bridget goes to look outraged;. whép she realises Daniel is
lzughing. She laughs toob~ gpause.a :
§o- & . Pl

-

BRIDGET . sisa .ivont

Daniel?
Mrrermma 7

What happens at the office?

DANTIEL
Well you see, it’s a publishing house, so
that means people write things for us
and we print out all the pagés and fasten
them together and make them into a book.

Bricoet gigoles.

 BRIDGET .
No. 20 you think peoplie will notice?
. " DRNTIEL
Notice what?
.. . BRIDGET o
Us - working together, sleeping
Together. . X

{CONTINUED
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CONTINUED:

DANIEL

Wait a second Jones, slow down. Remembexr

we’ re not exactly in a long-teIm

xelaulonshlp vet. It started on Tuesday,

novw it’s Wednesday.

BRIDGET

I know that - I know. It’s just... All
right. Forget work complication. But be

honest with me. This is & very, very,

important guestion. What do you think of

mini~breaks?

DANTEL.
Hideous weekends in over-decorated
country house hotels lel of Corby

DANIEL.
I azbsolutely love them.

BRIDGET.
Hurray.

DANTIEL.
And let me ask you a very important
question.

Y ﬁ”% ’“&

BRIQ@ETg - _

Right. N L ’

HE %
T

PR, 2 AL
DANIEL.

You were talking about the office - and I
am concerned about our *e*at;orshwp in

the context of work. It eould

pressure on it. Wou‘& it be al rlgh* if -
and absolutely say ‘no’ if it worries you
- would it be all if, let’s say, once &
week, I asked you not to wWear any pants

to work

_ BRIDGET.
Bad man. Rad man.

‘ BRIDGET
Bridger Jones - wanton goddess of
sex.... with a big, bad man between he

thighs. Dad. Hi.

RATLHAY —~ DAY

A high speed TRAIN roars past..

i e e re ke = b LY 3 m ot e b bt e e e e h s WML A o dex

[44]

Sn& rolls over on to him and they start wrestle, The phong goes.
gEL. ENsSWEers. .. .

11
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INT. SRIDGET’'S FERENTS' HOUSE. KITCHEN ~ IDVENING

5 Dad is going to pieces in some style, sitting unshaven in his

i vest at the kitchen table with & bot tle of whisky. The television
is on ir the background. Bridget has “ust arrived with a weskenc
bag and sat down. She still has her coat on..

j DAD
: Take & loock at this,

Dad picks up the remote control and flicks through the channels.

84 INT. SHOPPING CHANNEL. SET -~ DAY 8
ON TV: a Hoﬁéfs- ’lng Cﬁanhelﬁpresentat*au. 5her_is_assisting
the brightlvse z ed vmdn 1w l“mnsa earlier - Julian..
He has & dee:f t%} 3 ua iean_g ] mml ulately manicured
hands hold a*me : arrings...

JULIAN
...just over a centimeter, and genuine
dzamante with topaz and lapis lazuli, in
a lpovely mock gold finish., The exact
replica of those worn at Wimbledon in
1833 by the Duchess of Kent...2

. MOTEER N

-’ And al though they’re.very croate, as

: S . ‘befits a member . o¥f. &he:Rcval Household,
they’'re also perfﬁcb far day w&az....

TUf TRy o s iz
(nodding meaningfully)
Absolutely, Pamela..

Bridget is shell-shocked.

. BRIDGET
Well,.. wait a minute - has Mum actually
moved out?
DAD
(. HE.NODS} --and apparently -her and the

tangerine tTi nged buffoon are suddenly an
: item. Half our Ifriends have had them
! round to bloody dirmer.

Brlaaet looks & bit guilt¥. She didn’t convey herx suspicions
about her mothar to her cad,

- DRD {CONT'D)
Why, when people abandon their partners,
do tnev think it’s better <o pretsnd
there’'s no one elss ﬁnvc?ved? Do they
i actuelly believe it’s less nurtful to
j o imagine they spentaneously decided vhev
‘../ couldn’t stand the sight of you anymore

{(CONTINUED
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ZRIDGET
Perhaps she’s worried that you migh:i, vou
know, attack him cr something.

DAD

Yes, I suppose that’'s an option - I could
 slaughter the pair of them with my Black
and Decker bandsaw 1n a szc?enlﬁg
suburban ploodbath. She’s even M:;nalﬂg
Jaundiced Julian the jewellery thiel to
Una Alceonbury’s Tarts and Vicars part
That’s not the Pam I knew. That’s crue

BRIDGET N
Stil) - looking on the bright said - %
could be a aolaen onnortudlty If you

Wt’i‘l Th g%;]@gt@ ’
FANE 1 LA B i

Will it? Think she’ll suddenly see sense
and dump the dirtbag?

2}

The phone rings twice, then goes onto answer~-phone. Dad
answar it..

MOTHER
(on answer- phone} (
Hellio, Dadny, it’s me-ees! Just making

sure you’re coping! Bon’ bxifoxget -
there’s a lot- ofﬁchi en. ﬁrlCa$SEE in the
freezer. ,mﬂw“ g _
BRIDEET . S e
DON'T PICK IT UP!....Do you want he
back?
Dad nods.

BRIDGET {cont'd)
Rule Neo 1! NEVER call, and NEVER return
calls, Rloof...unavailable. You are the
Ice Queen.

- Dad’ s not. sure about-any of this, especially the “Queen”

BRIDGET (CONT'D)

Well - King. That's now I got my man.
oAD
You'wve got & boyiriend? A real one?

Big smils and 2 nod’

BRIDGET .
I have Father. I heve. And he is perfect.

it
[

13
o

bit.
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E2XT. DANIEL'S FLAT. LIVING zO0M - DAY, B8
A beautiful London day.

BRIDGET V.0,
Whole darmn month of April gone in blur of
S€X. Having boyfriend is absolute heaven.
Of course, there azre one or two little
lifestyle changes...

INT. DANIEL’S FLAT, LIVING ROOM - DAY. B5a

Close on an

i good-looking HAPPY YOUNG COUPLE nunting
down the rive . E ’

of &
ooking sitalight oyl ad.

’ .\\‘ ' 2 -

§ ¥ ghrne = F 2

- ( ‘1. 3 ; kR - & 7
‘Hava:%iﬁm& Boeromant] o =t
surroundings which inspired John Keats to
write “The Eve of $t Agnes”.

PULL BACK TO REVERL Bridget is looking at a mini-brezk brochure
in her Zlat,

How does that sound to you?

- . DANIEL N

YPerfection. How can anything he so

.;_perfect?.lt-xes@cres{yaur§§a1t¢gzn.God.
e -1 -f‘ -

[ = &
PULL BACX TO REVEAL ‘*“?“% ¥

P R Y =
Bridget is looking at_a mini-break brochure in her Ziat. Curtain
drawn against the sunlight. Empty beer cans, overflowing ashtrays
everywhere, Daniel sits on the sofa watching cricket, with his
hand down Rridge:z’s top, nikbbling nuts. '

On the screen, an English bowler bowls a rerfect leg break.
- . IV COMMENTATOR , ,
&nd they said Tufpell had lost his spin.
How wreng they were, '
DANIEL
(turns to Bridget)
How wrong they were.

Bridget’s face.

SCENE DELETED - 8
EXT. HAMPSTEAD LADIES POND - DAY 8
A pastoral scene: water, trees, women zlone, or in groups on the

P
grass.

(CONTINUED
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Rlmest 211 tcpless - except Eridger, Jude and Sharen sit at tne

perimeter fence sunbathing in bra and sghorts. A Nazi ool

grrendant is shouting at people to turn ©II thelr mObLie phones
JUDE

$07 Go on, now's it going. Make us sick
with your sickly tales oI love.

BRIDGET
It’s really nice. rvery weekend we just..

‘ SHARON
What? FPucking what?

TOM (0.8}
I bet he makes you stay in.

“om is banlshéd"by“ﬁbnm “¥eg{iTatiops to LHE™ e JUHET: side of the

ey TNinial
i 4 % Gemodnred) waod Ao X

I bet he makes you watch sport con bhe
telly.

Jude and Sharon stare at Bridget. She nods very guickly. At this
Eo%ent a girl comes and lies next to them wit no top on her
ikini.

SHARON
Chuck him.
L BRIDGZ’IL e T
- Already? z o 7

SHP;idN ‘J e e

“Yup, fucking chuck him. You’wve had him -
move On.

. BRIDGET .
‘But T lov¢ him. Mavbe. ( FUNNY LINE }

JUDE .
Touan tltties.

TOM
I bet he. ents crisps- and nubs nis hand
-down your blouse,

BRIDGET. N

He does not!....eat crisps. He eats
peanutls.

A stranger -approaches him.
| STRANGER 3
Are you...7? : .

. TOM
Sod off, please,

(CONTINUED
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_ o JUDE.
#Definitely chuck him.

. BRIDGET
But if we’'re that strict, we‘ll never get
boyfriends st ail.

: SHAROHN.
story of my fucking life.

ERIDGZT . .
Well, I think you’re wrong. He's handsome
and clever and sexy and he doesn’t mind
‘that my tum’s a bit squidgy. Just you
walt - next weekend we're going to do
semething really good.

“hffard Tod
E E5 Bir

- BRIDGET (CONT'D)
C hell, let’s do it.

en again to show
nly ones still

And in one split second move, all our three remove their bras and
lie back down again. Cut. _ - :

SCENE DELETED

| S 8

SCENE ‘DELETED 7 3 éﬁéﬁ ’ ff} 8
* e ] ] .

EXT. LONDON STREET - DAY. - S &

Sunshine, blue sxg, couples walking am in arm. A’ small plane
overhead trails the following....

: _ BRIDGET' S DIARY. _
‘Saturdaf May 4. 'Wei%ht - 878 ~ fat
absolurely falling off. Daniel thrilled -
says he’s shagging me. into shape, Fags
il. Glasses of wine - &. France - 15,

‘England - 6.
SCENE DELETED e s
INT. DANIEL'S FLAT. LIVING ROOM - DAY ]

Curtains drawn, beer cans, asht;ays. Daniel sits on sofa with
Bridget. He’s vatching rugby, his hand down her shirt, on her
left breast. ' '

| | DANIEL ~ - L
Noooo! Tzckle him, vou great wet tart!

(CONTINUED
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Sridget pouts, remocves his hand from her Izont. ZDenliel cossn’cs
really notice.

DANIEL.
O stop acting and get up, you rrencin
pillock,
BRIDGET
No. Actually this 1s not great.
§ DANIEL _
: {not really listening)
; © What? Why?
: BRIDGET
It’ s angther lovgly .sunny da;; ye, ra

Hl

Rl

grabs thd gnoﬁﬂwoiraaxt an’d‘ﬁmut:ss E‘za .aolgad.

Please talk to me.

4‘."

stuc.\é irkw rtc’hmg televisfon.y

w
jon
B

Daniel looks puzzled. He moves nhis moutn as though tzlking to her
- and no sound comes cut. .

BRIDGET {cont'd)
I'm not doking. I've had enough.

DANIEL
. ' What can I say. L’m_a pepapngaf wide
e . interests whlchmancfuda ‘améng Fther

things, a numbez chompetmtlme sports.

I'm warn*ng you,' on;\_’s, come ﬁ_}reen Mw
Y-

and my rug

BRIDGET
Or cricket - cr darts. Or Dutch Second
Division female baskethall.....

DANIEL. .
_Eette Van Huyten is a ganlus.

BRIDGET.
I just thought we cou‘d go away for once,
' ‘ha¥e z mini-break. or scmething.

) DANIEL '

2h. AN, Hare we go. You wanted a
*ELaulOQSth - w& have 2 ke¢a:10nshln, .
You wanted us to spend Sundays roaeLner._
We =Dend Sundays together. But now it

- appears ve have to go frelicking over
hilltops and shagging in creaky four
poster beds. I can’t w1n, can 1?7 No
matter how hard I try, I'won't be able

: . ‘keep up with this aesnerate mystical

P . ~ romantic aaenda of yours Bridget.

- Bridget looking shell-shocked & hls ouubu*st.

. (CONTINUED.
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I think it's time

for this.
Daniel maintaining the tension, drama ticelly resaches irto his
pocket, and, like & referee about to show & red card, producss zn
envelope from his pockst.
_ BRIDGET
What is 1i¢?
DANIET,

Cpen it and you’ll find out.

Bzidget locks first at Daniel, then the envelope, picks it up and
cpens it. Inside she finds a brocnq_e and rese*vat*cu for nexz
week—-end at Havershott House.

She looks a“?ﬁﬁh&gﬁ'l@liﬁ‘ E “”* : f“‘“ f % 1
._.é ST 0 - o ?v-"‘!:

ANIELE(coprld) ¢ 4 ;
JustJm_mﬁWt 'H‘av-e" gt 3

read that frightful nancy-boy Keats to
each other.

M

g!

He turns up the volume on the telly.

DANIEL (CONT'D)
Foul! Filthy, dlrty foult

Bri aget) hugs him tight.
BRIDGET! - % 7 E
Danlel I:love. !, p 4
(she almos?"halﬁs him she loves
him, but’ stopy h¥#FEeIrey

-+ love mini-breaks. But next Sunday is
the Tarts and Vicers. I promised Dad i'd
go to support '“l.au
Daniel slips his hand back down her front.
- DANIEL T
OK, it’s not far - we'll go on to the
- Tarts and Vicars.: _
 She hugs him and loves him. |
| 'Tarts and vicars’ - Christ, they’re a
warped gensrztion. :
| CUT 0:
*XT. BRIDGET'S FLAT.- STREET - DAV 2

MUSIC: L.0.V.E. AL GREEN .

(CONTINUED
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-Bridget skips cut of her flat to where Daniel is waiting by his

flash convertihle, hcolding the door for her. Fadiant, she greets
Daniel with a kiss, gets in the car.

EXT. SUSPENSTION BRIDGE - DAY : 9

An aerial of the car on a suspension bridge swoops into Bridget's
face. Bridget’s hair streaming in the wind. The perfect scari and
dark glasses bridge shot. She tips her head back to feel the

“wind, at which point, the glasses fly off her face. And the scarf
too. .

" EXT. HOTEL. DRIVEWAT ™% DEY L 9

ol o }"M
Bridget and % l’é%éoa thg \é ds e notel entrance.
On the hotel-%eer?zdo: aftorl Da v progress. Pictures

going on with everyone posing — lot s oFf brldesma;ds in hideous
orange dresses.
INT. HOTEL RECEPTION. DAY. ' - g

Brldgat and Daniel go to the reception desx, Bridget has Edward
Scissorhands nalr _

?ANLEZL Wy ,h-t.:_
{to the mcanﬁlonlst} ¥
Daniel Cleaver ; en-Jonbs Seems
very guiet here.f: T e, aily guests?
RECEPTIONIST

We have a wedding this weekend. i believe
there ares just fpur of you not anolved

Bridget hears a voice she rescognizes.

NATASHA
I'11 do tea, you ask about the boats.

. -She turns. It’s Mark Darcy and Natasha, *eturn*ng from a walk
**out51de. ‘Natesha stays: by the-deoor to.organise tea with & waltef

BRIDGET
Qh Jesus.

She is, amongst other things, aware of her hair.
o _ _MARK
Well, well. I take it you’'re also headin ng
Fryw w7 L1 P
for the ““conbury s rockery?

BRIDGET
Yes. That's right.

. (CONTINUED
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- MARK
I brought Natasha - get a bit of wo
done - thought T might make it a no
entirely wasted weekend.

rk
T

DANTEL _
dow interesting. What a gripgping 1ife you
lead. (to Bridget) I’Ll see you upsStairs
in a minute.

Mark and Bridget lefr looking at each other.

EXT. HOTEL LAKE. DAY. 3

On the lake, in a rowing boat, Mark_and Natashaz. TheY look
straight out'w¥ua XIph rauretvcaralogul, $enEEMly clad.
o = ., H . 2 - ' -’ .5;

B E 25T % $u e Lot
Ty {NaraE§ 5% 4 ¢
I thibksfhe yenkfess of tReisd cases]i

in the deposition they made on August
30th.

MARK TRIES TO LISTEN - WHAT HE SEES: On the othexr side of the
lake, Bridget and Daniel are in two boats racing. Much laughter
and “Here I come” from Daniel. Daniel catches her.

_ DANTEL _
I’m boarding you, Bridge. I can't see an
alternative’

. . Pt ey
v - - L
} ) N

 He steps off his boat 281t Kdraws level and as he dges se, it

tips and he falls in. Byddmex I hs in delight.
“ps an in. Byiduer jauchs in g
Back in Mark’ s boat.

.  NASTASHAZ
So childish.
MARK
- . Yes. .
INT. HOTEL. SUITE - EVENING . | 5

Chintz, four-poster. Daniel and Bridget in hotel bathrobes

watcning snooker with curtzins drawn. His hand is down her
front...

' DANIEL _
Np! Noocoo! You great wet pussy!

‘He rsaches for his cigarettes, pocket Is empty.

- Do me a fazvour, Bridge. 6o and ger me a
PACKET O cigarettes., - :

| _ BRIDGET
Get them yoursa1f,

{CONTINUED
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~Mark:. Darcy is..coming up the. stemsa ]
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“he bed, pulls on nis clothes.

DANTE
"0, but you're a tough modern womarn.

INT. HOTZL. CORRIDOR - EVENING. . 982

As he walks along the corridor, three bridesmaids in bridesmaids
dresses sprint past him, chased by a man in dressing gown.

] CHASING MAN
You're mine, a&ll mine.

CNE BRIDESMATD

‘;’!
But . 'm youv 51st§§va\ el o

5 ;5 3 é;ps:r _ :' J .
Even Eetﬁ:ezz.. %‘MAE ‘%j :: i

She keeps on running.

MRS

sxw.'ﬂorzz. STEPS - EVENING ' 9

Danlel comes out, o enlng the pack of cigarettes, lighting up,
inhaling deep. ?ew weddlng guestis wa k. by him. He flicks open
his moblle pmmne.

w
_..-.—,...-&- ; Y

Call you can’ t Hake %mm@hewm”’

DANIEL
O, 1Lst go fuck yourself, Darcy.

MARK
Such a command of the language - the

literary world is very lucky to have ycu
at its helm.

As he aoes, a. 1é year old Brzaesmald comes. up behlna Daniel.

o YOUNG BRIDESMAID
Excuse .me. '

v DANIE
- Yes?

. BRIDESM&ID '
You don’ < by any chance hav& any cocaine
on you, do you? .

T DANIEL
No, sorry. _ -

(CQNTINUED

1
L.

' Sllence These two really don‘t like each bther Mark waiks akay.-
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ONTINUED:

(Y%
Ly

' BRIDESMRID
That’s okay.

Sh§1turns te join an 11 vear old usher who emerges from behind
pillar,

BRIDESMAID (CONT'D)

Nah. .
SCENE DELETED | 100
INT. HOTEL. SUITE - NIGHT 101

Pitch darknesgre,

k3 )

DANTEL

%wg ’E—" 5 i
Yes;_Bridget.
| . BRIDGET .
That thing you just did is actually
“illegal in many countries.

DANIEL

*I'm sorzy about that. Couldn’t help
~r myself. ; i ?_fﬁa e T

: : ;'ﬁR ’ H ; f: ,j
In many parts of fhetwSridy Faesould ring
dowrt to the front desk and ask them to
call the police and arrest you.

e DANTEL _
That’s the major reason I'm so glad to be
living in Britain today. :

_ BRIDGET S ;

1 agree. I can never understand why the
Prime Minister doesn’t mention it more in
speeches. “Come to Britain, visit

- -Buckingham Palace, -see the Changing of -
ine Guard and do unspeakable Thilngs in
bed to each other without having Jour
hands cut off.” ' '

. . DANIEL L
You should write to him about i:.
S _ "BRIDGET o -
L intend to....( PAUSE } Daniel - do you
love me? S . _
. DANTEL

Shut up or 1’11 do it again.

. {CONTINUED
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 Next morning %

th
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CORTZHUZD: 1D

TPRUSE
BRIDGET
Do you love me?
- DANIEL
You asked for it.
EXT. HOTEL. DRIVEWRY - NIGHT _ 102

Cut outside the hotel again. Sound of laughter. Maybe the married
couple still dancing out in the moonllght.

INT. HOTEL. SUIJE g .DAY-M ey e 103

o
a?d ag;sﬁzw fnwm'a*bllék;ui sleep.
: t io oudh anigly but nas an empty space
Eﬁﬁy de sits up with a

Languidly st
in the bed b# e
start, Iearznq the worst..

e

WHAT SHE SEES. Daniel is sitting in a chair opposite the bed. He
is dressed end he’s been waluxng for her to wake up.

DANIEL )
I have to go back to town. A meeting’s
come up. :
n BRIDGETm T

| L yd
?he meeting s fl*st %ﬁgng temorxow but I
: naed to work on some figures.

BRIDGET _
_ ' {devastated} :
Now they’ll all think I’ve made you up. {
she pleads } We could just pep ih to the
party, leave early..

Bridget stares at hzm

' DANIFL ] S _
I really am sorry. 1 just can't go ~ I
have to head bacx :

Lit‘le pause.

BRIDGET ,
If you’ ve changed your. mind, why don’t
‘you. gust come right out and say it -

He stares at;nez.
BRIDGET (cont’d)

Becazuse I don’t see what could be so
. lmborgant .

{CONTINUED
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L
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(ol ]

) DANIEL
CL course you don’t!

He gets to his feer..

| DANIEL

Because you don’t have the faintest )
bloody idea of just how much trouble the
company is in!

e e B g =

She stares at him.

DANIEL {cont’d)

Pll you ever de is swan in your short
skirt and see-through blouse and fanny
around_____&:,u.n press zeleases

| | . | shé s aghai\é»j DtGLT

: The company has been losing money in the
- UK. This meetln isn’t a case of “blab,

_; : " blah, have geard the one about Salman
i and L.ha sna e” - it’s bottom line stuff.
The Ame*‘:.cans have flown in, that’s how
serious it is. We could all be shut down
Lonbrrow.

She .caw’t speak.

W - : BR
' _ (her mu
i'm sorzry...

DANTIEL

-

: . _ No - shit - I'm sorry. Sorry I shouted.
i o _ _ I'm sorry.

Daniel sighs, crosses to her, puts his arm around her.

BRIDG:.T S
Is this oecause. of Mark Darcy"

P . I DANIEL

i : S (Maybe it isy - :

; : - _Nan - he’s just adds to - no - look. I'1l
arrange for a car to collect yc:ru from the
party, take you back to town. you have
To travel alone - travel in st.vle :

‘She allows nim to comfort her.

- DANIEL . {CDN’I‘ D}
: And let’s at least make sure you win *‘he
costume bo'nnetlt1 on. - :




EXT. ALCONBURY'S HOUSE. DRIVEWAY ~ DRY. : 104

Daniel drives up in the convertible, kisses Bridget goodbye. She
steps out. She is now perfect in the bunny outfit

_ DANIEL o
It's seriously no wonder bunnies have SO
many children.
He watches 25 she walks up the driveway. She can fes} his eyes on
her, gives him & cute wiggle of her tazl.. '

EXT. ALCONBURY'S HOUSE. GARDEN - DAY. ' 105
Julie London%s BLYGM ying the hi-fi. A
buffet is la t nyse ny of the guests
from the Tur upr ne of gche three Blue

Velvet rala
same position.

Bridget, the rabbit, makes an entrance. It is immediately
apparent that she is the only guest wearing fancy-dress. People
gawp at her, and for a brief moment, a kind pf hush descends.

_ UNA ALCONBURY
Bridget! : .

L : BRIDGET ... aem. s, _
‘Where are the regi qf the Tarts? And
Vigars. . % G

. : - SR A

_. o Archwbutie” <=

Oh, dear. Didn‘t Geoffrey call you? . .
Geoffrey didn’t you telephone Colin and
Bridget?

GEQFFREY ALCONBURY
_ {Jooming up drunk)
How’s my little Bridget?
: ¥§queezing her tail)
~ Farp, Darp. '

. UNA ALCONBURY
o Aeoldly) o :
Geolfrey..

- GEQOFFREY ALCQHNBURY
Well, 1 got one of those ruddy _—
‘answerphone thinghummies. So Wheze's this
chap of yours, then? -

- -~ "BRIDGET
He Had teo work. ‘ -

L - GEOFFREY ALCONBURY . =~ =
“Hat! A likely tale. Off they run - weeesh!

{CONTINUED
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135 CONTIRUED:

ta
L5
in

-Bridget. loocks
looking immac

ound and sees Mark Darcy and Natasha, soth
- 7
i inspect Bridg

ik a
-}

r Standing with Mark’5s Mum and Dac. They

r
&L

ul
et
: BRIDGET
| 0 God.

Geoifrey Alconbury continues to fuss embarrassingly over Bridget
in her bunny costime. '

_ NATASHA . ‘
Bizarre, what some men find attractive.

MARK
Yes. { long beat ) Yes,

: : .Slapping:G304 4.
i - Bridget’”s Mothey
; much Home Shapp
1 : _ chandelier -ihe

‘ ~ MOTHER '
Darling! What on earth are You wearing?
You leok like a common prostitute.

BRIDGET
That was actually the point.

: _ ) _ . METHER S~
Say ‘Hi’ to Julian,. N -
S - | R ’5%,f“%,f“§
. patpakd ¥ 37 %
Hi Julian. A
j ,i e’ e Sreogw
JULIAN

My dearz, gou-and yoéur mother - could be
Sisters. And what’a lovely bracelet. What
I c2ll an all-rounder. Tha sortc of thing
you can wear with anything, to any
occasion., And aren’t those sapphires z
lovely finishing touch? :

o BRIDGET )
{ TO MUM ) Have you spoken to my Dad?

. ' TMOTHER _ : ' )

Yes =~ he’s behaving very bizarrel . I

think he was actually trying to flirt

with Penny Husbands-Bosworth. Poor thing -

she got very frightened - she’s only just
- had her ovaries done. :

R e Bridget looking a iittle guilty here... Mum & Julian 'spot someone

: o - and drift away. As they go... = ' '
- ~ JULIAN o
| o o . I don’t know what you éver saw in him.

. . b
P : _ :

© {CONTINUED
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oXT. BLCONBURY'S HOUSZ. GARDEN - DAY. _ | 106

Bridget walks towards Una Alconbur standing by the parbecue, .
helping Mark Darcy to two plate-Iu is, 3ridget freezes, turns 180
degrees, but Una has spotted her.. Coe

UNA ALCONBURY .
ah, Bridget, there you are! Dan’ & worry -
you’rs not the only one. This is Penny.
Geoffrey didn’t get in touch with her

either. :
Ty T E ¥ 2 ¥ | -
It’s the sam nayd whosain éBri@gegL%'Da‘ forgot at the
Turkey CurryfBulfef® 5 g - £

ENNY
Sorry? :

~ UNA ALCONBURY . .
I was just saying - Geoffrey didn’t
contact gou either to tell you that the

Tarts and Vicars concept had got out the
window.
C CPENNY 0 L k.
Yes, he did. SN 2 “5!'%Q
' ¥

. ‘w 1- :
. UNB-ERGDNBURY
O right. LovelysdkesSsy Vexy dmetic.

Penny, who has definitely worn something a little too fruity for
someons of her age, moves off unhappily. .

UNA ALCONBURY {cont'd}
What a shame you couldn’t bring your
bayfrienc, Bridget. What’s his name?
David? Dazren?

Hearing the name, Mark Daréy turns..
Daniel Cleaver _
o UNA ALCONBURY
Oh, is he & friend of yours, Mark?
MARK |
Absolutely not.
UNA ALCONBURY

he’s good enough for our little

hope
er..

P
ridg

T -t

She winks &t Bridget..

" (CONTIRUED
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108
. MBRK . i .
I think I can say, with toval confidence,
absolutely not.
: . _ BRIDGET
! {flashes) _ S
[ ) And I'm sure he'd say the same about you
| glven your past behavicur.. :
: Mark looks incredulous, wounded. .
MARX
Sorry?
BRIDGET .
You gggw rggl%vgbat I MEeBN, - . . e
% - Vo g
. Arﬁ% ¥ B g
. s BG5S TP
Mar ks i S .
Ratasha sweeps across the lawn..
NATASHA (cont’d) . o
Your mother was gust telling me about how
she met your father, Aren’t they lovely. _
- _ Mark is taken away, leaving unfiqished'business with Bridget.

Bridges s%gnds alone.

; F e o ) ’ . .
‘She notifes a swirl of smoke é&migéqfxdm.behlnd one of the
topiary hedges. - e Ty :

e ————
H

- L3 i s "‘ ’ . . )
She looks behind and f;éd% hetr ?atger, s1tting on an ornamental
-toad stool, dressed as a vicar. She approaches him.

r S _ BRIDGET
! ' They didn’t tell you either.

He shakeés his head.

. . DAD L N
Though T didn’t spend as much as Bernard,
thank God. :

Sitting alone in 2 corner is Bernard, the terrible relative,
dressed in full regaliaz as the Erchbishop ¢f Canterbury. Bridget
noetices that her father’'s been crying. : -

~ BRIDGET
Dad! I'm sozry,

~ DAD o
The way she looked at me, . ..
BRIDGET

_ - But she loves you really. You love each
{ ' _ other, This is a temporary gliten.

(CONTINUED
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presses the buzzer again..
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DAD
Is 1t? I don’t know. I711 tell you now I
see it. You meet someone and you feel
some sort of combination of lust and
tenderness eand call it love, and then you
marri them and find out what they’'re
really like and what you’ re really like
and either you come to feel a mixture of
contempt and loathing and fear, or, if
you're lucky, something more like rueful
camaraderie... and basically you have two
choices; to go through the whole caboodle
again with someone =lse - or you settle
for the one you’ve got, and hope to,
trudge together towards the grave with
some vestige of dignity. And that was

what I was_hoping for, you gee, befo
th;s§15¢=§?3§yu§pﬂ§ﬁ3§%§’§kﬂﬁ%ﬁfaa

e AT
Let’ shga’ 4. S X : Lo B
BERNARD
Mind if I join vou.
BRIDGET
Please do.
BERNARD -
{ .TO A BUSH )} Come on, Shirley. We're
leaving. SRty ym&_;w%

: . 3 "a ¥ ,_;; . X ; .
Shirley, 53, comes out from behind thé bush - the most graphic
prostitute of them-allff'}_ﬁu; R - L

} g’ il

[

_ SHIRLEY
Evening.

CUT TO:

EXT. DANIEL'S FLAT. STREET -~ DAY o - 107.

Bridget rings on the buzzer. For a long beat, there 1s no answer.

- She rings again. Finally, Daniel locks out.of the window. Bridget .
waves. She sends the car away. He disappears. :

-DANIEL _
‘{on entryphone) - e
I'm just on the phone te New York. 1711
meet. you in the pub in £ive minutes,

. : BRIDGET

Qkay. -

She turns to walk away, then-su&denlnytops, Eu:gs_?&@K,_She .
looks up at the window, he’s looking out. At Daniel’s door, the

- {CONTIRUED
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DANIEL
. {on entryphone}
Bridget...

BRIDGET _
Dapniel, I"ve had such a herrible day, I°
still dressed up like a big rabbit. I’d
really like to see you.

r

m

:
i.
|
1
i
:
;
;

' ' DANIEL
; Up you come. :

Silence. Then...

The door is buzzed open.

E E oy 7N “ﬁ*‘*'r”g‘ﬁ'
@vnﬁg Bwfg'i e A S B 108
3% o 8 _. ‘
l Daniel opens égu;%tcaﬁégdg%t. ¥ ?ew —tpréad-sheets spread

out everywhere, evidence that Daniel has been hard at work.

' DANTEL ] .
Sorry, I'm really in the thick of it.

T

108 INT. DANIEL'S®

Mgt

39

2]

U

L

BRIDGET .
I know. I just wanted to see a friendly
. face. L
.y
- _ “d - PANIEL

_ N

i : : Tell Kou wnat, why.donit you let me

: finish thés,hwh;gq". uggofhomgébbaveozls
: on ot bath wi te of seothing

in gt and I711 éall rounmtdfSY 8% for
dinner... '

Bridget’s face brightens. It’s a good idea. Then suddenly, C.5 a
SOUND, as if someone is moving around in the next room.

BRIDGET
Is there somebody here?

DANIZL - _' _
‘Not... as far as I know; Unless a Bosnian
" family have moved in, without t2lling me.

Bridget stares &t him. Then, before h= can stqp‘her;_ihe syrides
through to the bedroom, {lings open the closed door. There's no
one there. She sits down. E :

e T et

BRIDGET

fruefual) . o o
Sorry - I'm going a Bit mad. I'm getting
all confused aboiit -everything suddenly.
My Mum is dating Roger Moore - my Dad has
turned from my Dad into m{, I con’t know,
- 30n Or something — suddeniy it’s time for
me to take care of my parenhts. And every
time I sit down my tail goes ever so

V- ' - ..slightly up my bottom.

(CONTINUED
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LCE  CORTINUED:

DANIEL -
Sorry, my little Bun. I hate It wnen

tnlDUS go up your bottom. But as you Can
see - T have got a lot done. In fact, I

wouldn’t mind ancther hour.

i

1

i . BRIDGET

{ Fine - fine. I'1l go home and de-bunny.

4 By the way - you know last night when 1
£ said I loved you - I didn't mean It. I

was belng ireonic.

DANIETL
OFf course.

She kisses him tendez‘y As she walks to the door; she stops in

her tracks. _ X ﬁ.““m o S r—g'ﬂ
'WHAT SHE SEE e ﬁgshmere, care‘u’lw

draped aroun gﬁﬁakfic_ﬁ_ggg egpe&g"v

. DANIEL (cont’d)
E " {holding open the door)
: Thank vyou, madam.

Bridget turns, goes back into the fiat, opens the bathroom door.
Daniel covers his face with his hands.

- 109 INT. DANIEL'S FLAT. DRTHROOM - DAY . | -0 109

) RSN U ' pl Ty,

: ' IN THE BATHROOM: a tn11??2% g; quda,astark naked, perched on :
the edge of the bath. Waurz e gne specs, peruszng a bovk o

'spread-sheets.

DANTEL
(behind Bridget) 5
This is Lara, from the New York office.
Lara, this is Bridget.

ILaRa
{big phoney smile}
Hey, there..

They just stare st each other.

o LARA (cont’'d)
I thought you said she was thin,

; 110 EXT, LONDON - STREETS. DAY. 110
i | - | _
; A-botally dazed B?laﬁeL, walking through the streets. Total
! silence. = : .
111

INT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. HALLWAY - DAY.

}—
i
pod

' She lets herself into the £lat.




u TiARA INT. 5?.’:353'1’”5 TLET - BATHROOM ~ DAY ' 111.1_-

Bridget sits in the bath CIying.

112 INT. BRIDGET’S FLAT - LIVING ROCM - DAY

bt
*....‘
%

BRIDGET, on the couch,. watching TV. ‘Fatal attraction’

GLENHR CLOSE
I'm single and I‘m 36.

1. 15 Gem—T ; tub with a knife
ikl of R sing e remotsa. o
e bhghe B diFl sy syar te talk. Cut round
madtnines = if 3 difrferent locations.

BRIDGET

2 few minutes later.

Cut to the filwm,a
n her hand.EBr_‘

Pause. She p
the various ETTwe

Hello, .
113  INT, TOM’S FLAT. PHONE - DAY, 113

Each flat characterised in miniature round the phone ) - the
ansaphone clicks on.

- : : BRIFGET
: It's Bridget. . ¥
114 INT. JUDE’S FLAT. PHON 114
' - an ansaphone again..... _
. RBRIDGET 0.5
As prophesied by wise friends...
115 INT. SHARON‘S FLAT. PHONE - DAY. - - 11
-~ ansaphone again.
. - BRIDGET 0.8. '
Daniel Cleaver turns out to be total...
And continue to cut between the three machines.
é - o and utter / King of Puckwittage. / Call -
. : e, Please, - '
. 11§ EXT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. LIVING ROOM - may, - 116
P .She'is'looking massively unwilling to go in to work. She finishes
L - & cigaretie and stops by a .newsstand to5 light arother one.

{CONTINUED
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Fitzheérbert’ anﬁuLar“?? ﬁﬁﬁsent.fﬁ“r a AT ESNTNg over Daniel

consplation. Ehe opens L3 news
ArTen ACMIS .

ng-Working Women - ZmpTY NesTs -~

(39

Lo

CUT TO:

EHT‘_SRIDGET'S OFFICE. GENERAL OFFICE - DRY 118

Perpetua, as usual, is on the phone.

PERPETUA '
Good. Good. Good. Good. How much? (pause)
Not good. '

Bridget glances over at Daniel’s office. The door is closed, but
throuah The glass you can 5ee rhat a meeting is in progress. Tr
=
'r'

ly

%

o

shoulder, pok éadgneeﬁ Baniel is clea
loving it unfiT e tchEsEBr1§g§“’cxe B _

]
PR

INT. BRIDGET'S OFFICE. GENERRL OFFICE - DAY. o 120
Bridget is typing listlessly. Suddenly paniel is there.

_ DANTEL
Bridge, please - we really need to talk.

INT. BRIDGET'S OFFICE. DanIszs stﬂag.~ DRY. . ' 121
e 3

As-Bridget enters Danlei,s. ffica, qupetua lsoks up knowingly

and perhaps worried for! Bri e, .Sh %hgﬁcws something’s AWy Wlth

these two. Bridget pretends ° > be totaily oblivious to the

situation. She has a cllpboard on her Xnee.

: BRIDGET .
~ There’s been a good response o the Teddy
Knows Best teaser campaign. Had various

" 1pcal radio bids for auther interviews.

DBNIEL _
Look, Bridge — stop that. I feel B0
. terrible. The thlng is - Lara and I -
- well, you know. ' '

_ BRIDGET .
No . ~-you’11 have to £ill me in.
DANI:L L
The t*ubh is... we're tne-sama, sridge,
ou and I - two pecple of a certain age

ooking _crmhhe moment to commit and _
finding it very hard. And I think in the
end it’s got Lo be something '
extracrdihary, something which makes us

o that extrz mile - and, well... [ think

ara and being Rmerlcﬂn'and somﬂthln to
do with confi dence and being so, wel
YOUnG, you Know...

(CONTINUED
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123

CONTTNUED: iZ

- BRIDGET

P :
What saying, Lanizi’?

[$F
4]
{D
(2]
0
i

DANTEL
We've become very close.

BRIDGET ) .
t you’ve cnly just met her. 3he flew in
yesteraay ’

Then 3

ot

slowly dawns on her that this isn't the case.

BRIDGET (CONT' D) o
Oh, 8illy Bridget. You haven’t only just
met her.

. -’.a-n\- AN‘I“EM”E /——-.w ~,,g-—---~

Bt ALaY knBw gachgothe*, rnftf" 11
wnen%s%‘q\(‘ng W v;m; Oféfiicax

BRIDCPT

DANIEL
Fuck - there’s no eazsy way to say this,
but I wanted you te be the first to
know. ...that we’ze engaged.

INT. BRIDGET S OFFICE Gmm ok EEICE.~ DAY 122

Bridagt back at her desk.:“fozgn The phcne goes. She picks it
up, tike an autcmaton. ﬁbé?Rng dson/Doris day movie, the
screen may be split fo the pHSHE MWfversations.

INT. BRIDGET’S OFFICE. MARKETING OFFICE — DAY. 123

SIMON FROM MARKETTNG
Hello, Bridget - it’s Simon from
ﬁarket;ng

BRIDuET
_ Hello, S‘ﬁmn

SIMON FROM MARKETING
- I've just heard that Danny boy’'s engaged -
" no wonder he’s 1oek1ng 0 chipper - Just
wanted to be the {irst to say
“Congratulations. 2 Well done, habe,
“eal v hit the jacknat

: - ;-BRLDub.
~Thank you.

She hangs up - the phone goes again.

-
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126°

TRT. RBRIDGET'S OFFICE. SARLES OFFICE - DAY

DAVE ¥ROM SALES
Heilp, Miss Jones - it’s Dave from Sales.
Tom's just told me. { MOCK ITALIAN... )
Congratoolationees - whe would have
rhought you’'d make it as the Great Cheese-
es$s - good on you, sister,

BRIDGET
Thank you, Dave..

She hangs up. Phone goes again. Bridget answers.

TNT. BRI-DGETEE@"%M?EEX$%‘ LI
. [~

R S

Bridr,ﬁe\:‘é MF ;.If_om G_gn‘g‘—"f é“

BRIDGET L
Before you go any furthey, Bernie, do you
t+hink it might be helpful for me to point
out that Daniel’s not marrying me - he’s
marrying some blonde bitch f£rom Brooklyr
whose pubic hair is the colour of coal -
so you better tell everyone that the next
persen who rings me I will personally

castrate. .
[ ] 4™y oy Ay
crEETE 57

BRIDGET
That’s cokay. Have a nice day.

The phone goes again. she picks it up and talks straight away.

3 ,  BRIDEGET (CONT'D} -
Right - you son of a bitch, Get your
fucking Iacts straight - I'm not gstiing
married - on the contrary, I'm going off
to a pet store to buy an alsatian to eat

- -me later this evening.

INT. MICHREL'S -FLRT. PHONE - DAY

126

Half the screen is now filled with Michael ‘Teddies Knows Best’.

~ MICHAEL,

o (hesitantly) : -
Perhaps it's not & good moment. I was
just weondering what sort of response
‘you’re getting to the Teddy Knows Best
teaser campalgn? ' . : :

(CONTTINUED
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o SRIDGET
Excellent. Just excellent.
; 126A SCENE DELETED 126R
I :
% o 127 INT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. LIVING ROOM - EVENING | 127

Bridget, sitting alone, half way through & bottle of vodka. She
rings the friends again, trving to joke througit the despa:ir.

. BRIDGET
Hello. Er...Me again...desperzte new
development.,.. ' .

Once ag‘ain,--w;_@g-_'t %o d:%egweeg @a'g;&ﬁes-.-
. : % 5 ‘,R'(, I L -v!‘ ,
Am ndw in ﬁ%tai g%kpalr ang suddenty see

; _ - advantage of suicide / in manner of
; : Marilyn Monroe.

Back to Bridget’s flat: we see the actions of the next 4 lines,
while her answering machine voice continues.

: _ Will finish this rather nice bottle of

PR vodka. Then decide which pills to.take.

| T Not to worgi.about me as vodka is |
1‘!’ : | _ raspbarr¥ avoured arxd @?igaﬁqxa at

-moment -of death ..will still! be getting
recommended daily ampunt of vitamin C
LA '

: : _ il s Tt
i - s - . ¥ {. .. BT T T L o
5 o Bridget puts down the réceive¥ and dissclves into tears.

128 EXT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. STREET - EVENING. o 128

Cut to a mysterious hand putting a plug in 2 socket. Place
uncertain - but inside. '

Bridget stares at the carpet. She goes to her photo box and
begins picking out photos of her with previocus boyfriends.

‘Mysterious hand leads_fiex_to'plng in avsecond plug into a plug

fourway.
v ~ Bridget agaim.-Lookin at the photos. Tears plopping down her
o cheeks. The photos all reveal z pattern. There is a tendency in

each one fpr her to be happier than the boys azre - she’s hugging

~one, She’s focling around on & beach with another ~while the
poyiriend in shadés looks reserved. She’s a girl who loves her

~boyfriends. Can’t help being herself.

Walking feet drag mrolling red rdund f£lex-holding thing along a
night-time road. . :
« Bridget again.

{CONTINUED
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CONTINUED: B _ o
Ixtent of =siling <lsy thing ends. & plug is pul -Ato the red
flex thing, and fThen a smallsr plug is placed into the site ©X
something olack.

Sack to Bridget. She suddenly hears the sound ¢f 3 slightly tacky
~¢ play a Cune sne doesn v

80s style syntheslzer...... .2t begins pilay & - .
recognise. Then the song itself starts - beautifully sung, though
it has to be said, not perhaps as impossibly high as the original
Eddie Holman version:

- TOM
“Hey there Lonely Girl
Lonely Gizrl
Let me make your broken heart
Hey there, lonely girl
Lonely girl

like new.

Don’ tw k@aﬁgﬁhiSt&onelygtcy Ipresrew
You - 1 ;a-; i : : ,é :::- . 5
: Wy z 2 : :
By this time p¥- [a] gﬁ;o ohn_;ﬂt = reet — and tne:?‘
in the light cast Dy & screet lamp is Tom. It 1S his first public

rerformance for & decade. He wears 2 sharp black suit.
He then introduces his backing singers -

: TOM (CONT'D}
I apologise about this bit.

Qut of dafkness, Jude and Sharon appear and sing, not very

tunefully into the mike... |

£y S s

=

, gupet Smmmon.

 Ever since he brike your Reart”

You segem s0 lost, ] ot SFawct
Bach time you pass my way...

TOM o
think that‘s all we can take o
so he takes over again )
0O how I long to take your hand,
and say, don't cry ., . _
T*1) kiss your tears away, your tears
away.

“that

P

By sthis time, & crowd is gathering and most of the windows in the

street have been thrown open and people.are watching.

'Tom whacks his way through the high pitched chorus. And comes to
‘an.end. Eridget is grinning with glee - suddenly somecone shouts.

FAN

- Hever! : . -

This cry is taken up by sveryone - ‘Painted Lady! Painted Lady! -

' and suddenly cemp Tom can’t resist the cry of the his. so-long-

denied public.

(CONTINUED
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,Shé;tips over. .

-.or nofmal i

o
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N, -

TOM (CONT'D)
Q, all right then.

And kicks straight ints the famous opening chords cf eighties

classic Dalntea Lady, as memorable as those opening bars of

‘Tainted Love’

INT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. LIVING RCOM - NIGHT. 128

It’s pow the end of a long drunken night. They’ve clearly sorted
out the world and are saylng good-bye at her door.

BRIDGET
Thank you wvery much Tom. That was very

T wr"ﬁ% ' f"““ '“u”*

onég lg .
ﬁﬁt etne
babes: noof“‘and ngL& womel if

30s - together forever

SHARON
Absolutely. I know wa're all ﬂsychOtlc
and comnletely dysfunctional - especially
you Jude - but it's a bit like a family.
asnft it?

- S BRIDG*T
. Yﬂp. i, """-:_. w"}:._‘ e

i i

‘:‘-i&‘ :
”_I
o,

SHABQN.“ : :
_S;ngle and prouq ¢f er &yﬁ=fésﬁ

JUDE
Until some dark stranger in a big coat
sweeps us off our feet and gets us out of
this buncnh of sad losers.

' . SHARON
Obviocusly.
iNT;:BRIDGET’S.ELRT; LIVING .ROOM - NIGHT. o 130
BRIDGET 0.5. _ :
CRug. 15. Weight - who cares, rat as me.
Cigarettes - lots =- hurrah!l. Vodka -

teensy weensy bit. Everzing sschuperb.
lee coulden be better. Goof.

Blackness. Sporing. Then more blackpess. Then birds, then souncs
fe. Then a snippet of a song. Then..

= j  BRIDGET o.s.'(CONTJD)_."
Fuck. Iuck. -

(CONTINUED
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 131A  INT. GYMNASIUM - DRY

CONTINUED: ' ' ' 130

More blackness. Sound of the Fastenders theme tune and 10lS of
cther reco nizeahle tv theme tunes - American ::nci ‘ o
Britisn. Then sound accelerates - like the end. of Day in the Life

of Sergeant Pepper, with little fragments of stutff.

After the longest biar::k screen in the history of the cinema.

BRID ET'S O S.
October 16. Found diary. Sehind sofa.
Must be more careful in future.

CUT TO see Bridget pulling the disry out from & crack in the
¢ofa. She then goes back to watching the television -~ a trashy

game show.
R
+ ﬁmp tﬂe?oﬁ g
T tid v Cuum,... Wilki Shrow

LB xksrk n“:manne'q of gzabet@ 1
and B2 r¥=Chinge ‘de-eg o werk

in televislon. Always preferred it to
books anyway - everyone knows E.R. 1s
great and Ben Okri 1s a boring arsehole.
V. commited. V. cptimistic.

INT. INTERVIEW BOARD #1 - DAY. 131
 INTERVIEWER ( V/0)
Why do you want to;b n,m‘a%lens:s.om
w = ¥
I ‘dé 3. BRI d 4 t
‘m deeply commytie cating to
the pubglc th n-*cz{fge gnr in-depth
news and political agenda.
IN’I’ERVILW::.R ( V/C )
What do vou think of Bill Gates’?
BRIDGET
Wno?
1312

MUSIC. IT'S A SHAME. DETROIT STINNERS.

Bri dcez and Sharon o exercise nicycles, side by side. Bridget is
cycling so slowiv, the wheels axre barely Turning. ' -

L ) "'BRIDGLT _ o
Shaz. Is it because I'm overweight that
" phings never work out? .

' SHAROHN

{deadpan)

(CONTINUED |
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134

O

INT.

Il el ke VT b
\_.k./:\ i }‘\.wu"

?ause'—:;ﬁev both

Toar with laughter -
laughter,

The I.rst sign oI recovery.

o . BRIDGET
No, but seriously...?

SHARON

SCENE DELETED

SCENE DELETED

. ---.‘

ENT._LNT?RVIEH

. ) BRIDGET

I'm pagsicnately committed to
gommunﬂcat*ng with children., They are the
uture _

INTERVIEWER 2 ( V/O )
Do you have any children of your own?

: BRIDGtT
- Christ no - yuc s rxy

INT. CVHNASIUM - DAY

CUT ON to 3 hours later. 2 vnry hot Bridget is still

cycle. IL’'s night-time.

- - GYM PERSON
We’re Jjust about to close.

BRI DGVT

Fine. Fine. I'm done.

INTERV I i} qOIKRD J‘3

N ' RICHARD FINCH ( V/O)
- #Why do” you want to be in television?

BRIDGET  °
be honest wzth you?

t-i

Can

R RICHARD FINCH 6 V/O )
Go on then....

with

132

1328

[
9%
Lt

1332

! ~on the
She’s totally zlone in the big room..

'She SuEDS off the machine and collapses, her Wegs comule;e’y
"defeauea by & hours cycllng.

=
Lo}
W

ACONTINUED -

-
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BRIDGET
secause I like watching telly end I
thougnt it might be fun andg glamouxrous
and because I’ve got to leave my current
job because I shagged my DOSS.

Cut round for the f£irst time to see the interviewer - Richard _
Finch. Big, round diamond - a great bully with a great sense oI
Mimour. Pause. A set behind him says ' Sit-bp Britaint.

, ~ RICHARD FINCH.
fair enough -~ start on Monday and we'll
see how we Jgo....

Hu%e cmile from Bridget - she’s on her way. Finch stands and
SWa

ks away =— then turns back - he has an important peint o
TR — T

explain... T n @?”3 ﬁg’ ﬂfﬁ“ﬂ .?“7 ! % ‘.
£ ¥ H 4

£ Seipdudinag tjn

'?in the

~¢ tked for shag
e.

no-one gver gets sa . _shd
- .poss. That’s a matter oI princip

SCENE DELETED 135
.S'CENE 55:;&39 R , 136
éczmﬁnzmrﬁb - f-.'-- gﬂ?'-__ e T T | 137
SCENE DELETED o | 138
SCENE DELETED - I 139
SCENE DELETED . L | | 140
‘SCENE :-"DEI}ETED.. o S | . 141
©INT. sgxbsm:.'s. Ioé?zcs. \GENERAL OFFICE - DAY o 142

Perpetua bustles through the cifice on ner way Lo her ?wn_ring@ﬂg
hone. Bridget is sitting at her desk <yping away. She’s ignorin
AESSAGE PCNDING. o - ~ '
Danisl is on the phons, but looking out zt Bridget. -
_ - PERPETUR .. ;
Yes. Yes. Yes, No! I don’t believe it!
Everyone - stop what you're doing. Very
impoTrtant announcement! : :
{MORE]}

(CONTINUED
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PERAPTTURA {cont'd)
idramatic announcement Lo .
entire office - they all look
- 1Ty }
we have bought Drayton Gardens. It is
ours!
Everyone applauds. Daniel walks past.
 DANIE

My heart, iz soars ilke zn eagle.
{under breath teo Bridget)

Keep up to date with your e-mail will

you,  Jones?

3he checks the computer.

BRIDGET' 8 CO%PUTER
Your wrhe nuteuL rizing neingapey

Wefreed o talk Plaa59mcome .ipTo my 3
ic
351_ SEvisiag s

Z43 INT. BRIDGET’S OFFICE. DANIEL'S OFFICE ~ DAY 143

DANIVL .
Brldge, I know it’s been difficult for
both of us recently...

'xBrlaget Temains 5llent._

' DANIE (COH?.D) s
It’ s just-that with Fata’ and I.,I got
 swept away =~ 5wep aﬁaz&by

suppose. But -"wal grlsly t*uth

isL. Z'm sudderily 1 gdree e sure,’
' . BRIDGET
Pardon? '
D&hILL

I just wondered - if we m_gnt 3usL have -
Jyou know - just dinner, perhaps.
Ancredibly expensive - to punish me. Or,
of course, Kentucky Fried Chicken - to
van*sn me. What do you think?

‘EauSe.;Ezldget s face. 'Inscrutable.

L DANTEL (COHT‘D) _
Bridget. Can you ever forgive me?

He gets up and closes the door behind hexr.

. _BRIDGET

Yes - Daniel I think I caq. I'm sorry
Lhmncs are complicated wizh lovely Lara —-
I'm pretiy familiar with how perplexing
the ups and downs o“ love ‘can me

"He’s pleased.

(MORE ]

{CONTINUED
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the door,

I
Cat

3RIDGET (cont'd)

- But I think I'11 give dinner g miss,
because the reason I came in here was 1n
fact not to rake over our sordld past,

- but to hand in my notice.
She nhands him an envelope. Her notice.

CBANIEL

Oh...come on, Bridge. I know it’s besn

awkward as arse - but there’s no need to
leave.

'ERIDGET -
i*m afraid there is. I've been offered a
jeb in television. '

. DANIEL ]
{ scOENBQlIYP™)y TElePIxio 2
R jﬁ

Yeg =
straightaway. In fact,
about... 3 minutes.

DANIEL

Well,_now hold it right uhera, Miss Jones
- I hate to inform you, but I think DY
“contract, you’'rs expected to give at
least six week’s notice..

BRIDGET

I know, but 1. thqugh any
 being in so muchTt s;?:auldn t
,_r&algy miss’ the hor ju fannies

around with prxe fre skaanamfsee—
through top.

Ieft smaecnless as =he
15 ;,e’i...ng

SrldGEt gers up to leave. Daniel is opens

vo find Perpetua has been 1

. DANIEL
Bridget.... .
Bridget spins round, a :hunderous'lbok..

Wh- BRIDGET .
‘What?

_Pezpetua moves up next to Brlagnt.

_ DER?ETUA .
I want to hear this. Because 1I she dgives
one - inch, I'm going to fire her bon

-~ livtie bottom anywav for being tota{ly

spinesless.
o BRIDGET

{ to Daniel ) What?

(CONTINUED
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CONTILRUED: {Z; L3
DENIZL,,

I just think you should know that there
are lots of prospects here for a talent
person -

The marketing department - led by Simon - all four guys who rang
about the engagement -~ have just turned up for & meetling.

just give me a minute, Simon...

SIMON
Right-ho, Boss Man.
PANIEL
- lots of prospects for a person who'
perhaps fcr personal reasons has been
: sLighE Ty oVET oo REPTBL e s TORa Y X 7R Y

4 é } }
Bridoetr thin r%ghige.é % 2 : g " &
- el Eﬁu-._‘}l._ ' A " Mﬁ 3

_ BRIDGET _ )
Well, thanks, Daniel. That is wyerxy good
.to know. But, if staying here means
‘working within 10 vards of you, frankly
I'd rather have a Jjob wiping Saddam
Hussein’s arse.

Cut to Daniel’s. secretary - very happy: Simon and his guys
holding irn, their amusement - the musitc.is beginning to swell..
- BRIDGET ; {CONT "Dy ™%
{ TO PERPETUA ) Thinks for cal¥ing my
bottom bony, by wvay.
g f SoF  seorur et
'PERPETUR ' "
You’ re welcome, darling - mine’'s the size
of the house I just bolght, so I should
know.

Everyocne else is now 'really loving -this.

_ BRIDGET ~ - -
. Bye everyone. IT1l miss all of you -
- well, gquite a lot of you.

Everyone turns to look at Danisl. 3

4 , ridget marches out of the.
office to triumphant music. Cut back ¢

o everyone watching Daniel.
, DANIZL
0 just sod off,

INT. BRIDGET'S OFFICE. ELEVATOR - DAY. - 144
On the second Zloor. Mr Fitzherbert is standing there alcne, The
1ift door opens. Thers is Bridget -~ he gets in and stands there

" (CONTINUED
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BRIDGET
I think vou should know, sir, that £his
is my last afterncen. I'm leaving.

MR “'TZAERBER”
O dear, 3renda -~ I'm very sor:y hear
that. I'1l1 miss vou.

PRUSE

BRIDGET
It's BV1oget actually. Brmaget Jones. .
Bnd let’s be honest with each other,
Kenneth. It's not me you’ 11 be missing.
It’s these, isp't it?

She just opens mzz: acke’@ Eé‘hﬂ.u,s‘ﬁ_\“ bé’e—fc@%’*e
& é’ a'*- Q ﬁ Er a F— g
SXT. FIRE STHm=ch . ~swaz&f~-mgy P B 145

Chaos as an outside broadcast TV crew set up for a live o
broadcast. Among the crowds of CREW and DRQDQQTION STAFE, we CicK
cut Bridget, stunalng beside a uniformed CHIEE FIRMMAE

INT. TV COMDANY ' PRODUCTION GALLERV - DAY 14¢€

Richard Finch sits in front of a bank of- monltors, With'?he live

. images from Lewisham fed/ ontd“pnﬂmﬁcréhn..

i 13 ]
v

RIGHARD] :
{inte micEophdnd Joemy A
OK, everyone. It’s Bonfire Night and
re on fire! We've got live fire-
-stut*on feeds from Newcastle, Swansea,
Sheffield and Lewlsnam, just poised hc*
tragedy.

On the screens: several PRESENTERS around the”cduntzy,'hOlding

. microphones, doirg sound-checks.

) RICHARD {con*’d}
‘Bridget .Jones. Where is she?

Bridget steps forward.

. , BRRIDGET
I'm here, Pichard

RICHARD . :
Right - put on more make-up. I want you
an Camera . C
| BRIDGET T
-0 God. Bhm. O Jesus. Damn. Unfortunately

I've ax:anced to meet my Mun and Dad for
lunch...

' (CONTINUED
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: s RICHERRD

| Tougn - I've sent Cara to- Liverpool, so

| you' re a“l I’ve got. I'm thinking mini-

X skirt. I'm thinking fireman’s helmet. T
want. you pointing a hose and I want vou
sliding down & pole, then go straighi
into the 11teer¢w

)

) BRIDGET
Fine - great - I'11 do it.

G R e = e e

147 INT. DEPARTMENT STORE - CAFE. DAY o147

I'm st
What'3¥

BRIDGET’ § DAD
Pam;, this isn’t the right time.

BRIDGET’ § MOTHER
Daddv 5 right. Let’s Jjust have a

sandwich. I think I spotted some nice egg
and cress.

BRIDGET "

"iﬁf _ ‘What can wait? What ?s _tzeﬁadﬁfell me .

| éngé
Well.... the t E“flg%" cch Daddy

and I Have dec1ded to file for a dlvorce.

. Bridget shocken, looks at her Dad. The bottom has fallen out of
his world, but he’s putting on a brave face.

Lo - | BRIDGET’ S MOTHER (cont'd)
! ' ‘The problem is..... Paddy fell in love
: ' with someone else S

' BRIDGET’ § DAD _
“Ncw “hang on' a m;nute,-?am..;...

BRIDGET'S MOT "
-When your father and I. came uoanzner, he
loved & very different Mummy. t've
; _changed and so has he. We aon t want the
- C same things anymore.

Dad just shakes his-head.
BRIDGET :

So wnat's geing to happen?

. DAD
: , : Your 1cther’s decided to move _n w1bh her
e ghas::lv gz_nger gigolo. : .

" (CONTZINUED -
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MOTHE
Daddy!

DAD
for God's sake, Pam. My name’s Colin.

"Mother is rather tzken aback by Dad’s new anger.

And don’t try to pin this on me - I love
you and E’WaVS will - you're leaving,
anc... that’'s the end of it. Don't T©ry to.
fool Brlaget, Or me... Or you:smlk fhat
it's any other way.

Mother and Father just look at each other. It’s a moment of truth
~ 30 years of esach other, and now th;s Then Mum I#20Vers.

Y ,g*ﬁx"w% als B
well Folkn fﬁneétlné’& oé“?bu ..
got MRS ,a..%.a;zbma., for fﬁr_q..::ts.g.e
an your life. _

BRIDGET

{ remembering the time } O Christ!

EXT. FIRE STATION. POLE — DAY - L ' 143

Bridget is poised at the top of the pole, ready to slide down

into shot, where the Chipf, Fi emai s for her. A sta
r}:;anagar, fwldlng his~ eamgc-% lig w?%mg overmexc:.tediy to cue .
er.. &
5 L4 ../
swis* e

So you drop into shot, and then interview
Chief Fireman Beavan. Yup. Yup. Go, go,
go, go, GO'

Bridget lets go of the pole and starts to Elld& cown

STAGE MANAGER {cont’ d)
(holding ear-piece)
Ch, no! We’re going to Llrefluhte"s in
Newcastle first. Climb back up! Clzmb
~back upt- Stand by. On.you -in .30 seconds,_

INT. TV COMPENY. PRODUCTION GALLERY - DAY ' B 145

- RICHARD

“And Lhﬁnk you Newcastle, and cut to
Lewzsnam and Go! Ge¢, go, go, GO! Oh,-for
fuck’s. oo :

On the monitor, Bridget is climbing up he pole.

(CONTINUED
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s RICHARD {cont’d)
Newille, what the fuck is she doing!
She’s meant to be sliding down the
fucking pole, not climbing up it.

STAGE MANAGER
Go, go, go, go, go.

RICHARD
Ch, Jesus Christ.

Bridget freezes, panicked, then slides back down the pole,. falls
over and looks to camers.

RICHARD (cont’d)

OK, wuglze

Well, Lhat seems to be all wa nave time
for in Lewisham, So thank veou Chief
Officer Beavan. Excellent flre station.
Now, back to the studio.

CuT TO:
INT. TW COMPANY. PRODUC?ION GALLERY 150
‘Richard Pinch, head ln Tocking, bbut when he loaks um, he’s
laughing. ; /f
INT. DANIEL’S FLAT. LIVING ROOM - EVENING | o $ 151

Daniel smiles and turns off the T.V.

INT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. LIVING-ROOM - EVENING. - 1518

The same bit of footage on the tel’y' B idget wvatches it -
rewinds it. Watches it again. o :

BRIDGET 0.8, '
am natiohel laughing stock. Have huge
potrom. Am daughter of broken home. Am
-ussless 2t all things.

" She cpens her dlary

= - BRIDGET v.0. . L :
o God - and am having dinner with Magda &
Jeremy. The only thing werse than smug
married couple - lots of Smug Marriead
“Couples. '
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INT. MAGDA’S HOUSE. ¥ITCHEN - EVENING 1582

Bridget with Magde. In the kitchen - pictures by the kids are
bing-tacked everywhere.

. MAGDA
Right. Cbviously you know Cosmo and
Woney, And this is Hugoe and Jane. And
Juliaz and Michael.

§ . - . . . :
Three smug married couples, all in their pairs.

- ERTDGET,
Hi. Hello Cosmo.
T SHD § Ty T YL TR
a 3 SMO ] =
Hey, %&&% ‘hou?s;yoaﬁ ioveﬁwgﬁeé i
Bridget FlﬂncHES'aﬁd1§S“dbct“”“c r@pf?'ﬁhgﬂ, fortunately, the
doorpell goes.
MAGDA

This had better be Jeremy.

Magda onens the door to reveal az man we've never seen before,
with a crovd coming up behind him.

ALISTAIR
Jeremy sent us om ahemxl. .t Ny L
evalt SIS K
MAGDAL. 5 =
( dzsapp01nted ) iRi %hﬁ.lnm,,ggm

Back in the kitchen - Magda introduces Bridget..

MAGDA (CONT'D)
These are Jeremy’s partners from chambers
~ this is Blistair Frayn, and Henrietta.
Natasha Glenville. And this is Mark
Darcy.

Mark enters a little late. Bridget is clearly shocked to_sée him.
And he to see her. - : -

_ BRIDGET
Hello there,
: MARK
. Bello.
- NATASHE .

Not in your bunny gl:T cutfit today?

BRIDGET i
No, we bunnies only wear our ““1;5 on

very special occasions.

(CONTINUED
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MAGDA
Come on, everyone - we mlght as well =at
God knows when Jeremy’s going to arrive
INT. MAGDA'S HOUSE. DINING ROOM - NIGHT. _ 153

Along the table. Magda, endless couples, boy/girl, boy/
boy/girl - and 5r¢dgew. i

W}
2
H
fomt

COSNO
30, Bridge - still going out with that
publishing chappie?

BRIDGFT

Er.. b . .I'RC....‘? ) e .'/—-“ e g '_,,_‘ _-..,*

Bridget ’ook' a 585 arid J“B*ov heard this..and ls
straining to% y% "%‘isgﬂig; ?_
cosMo
You raally ought to hurry up and get

sprogged up, you know old girl. Time's
running out. Tick tock.

.. DBRIDGET )
¥Yes....1s it one in four marriages that
end in diveorce now, or one in thrsge?

N .
MARK A L L
One ln three. e 2

I K

. F

.m-nf,,

At whzch moment Jeremy comaﬁ{;ﬁ e ozt

JERENY L
Sorry, 1'm late, darlwng, gvervyone. Work, -
:work work.

Bridget catches his eve.

Eat on, eat on.

COSMO
'Sex*aus’y, though. Ofxxce is fu‘l of
single g;:ls over thirty - fine mhy51cal
specimens, but just can’t seem to hold
GDWH & nam.

"WONEY
{thin veneer of concern while
. stroking her pregnant stomach)
Yes, why are there so many unmaxr;md
working womes these days, Bridget?

ciT TO:
WHAT BRIDGET WANTS TO SAY

{CONTINUED
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BRIDGET
” _ Because I don’t we&nt {o end up like you,
you boring Sloaney milch cow, and because
1f T had 1o cook old Chubby Chops’s
dinner, then get into the same bed as him
just once, I'd tear off my own head and
eat it.

i
i
B
i

CUT TC:

. WOREY
What do you think’s the reason?

WHAT BRIDGET ACTURLLY SAYS
ERIDGET

d—
[

E People laugh - but then there’s & gap which Mark Darcy strives

£1i11.
MARK _
Yes, for my part, I wonder if it actually
doesn’t make sense to wait.
'NEQASHA
Quite r*ght No use just coupling willy-
r onilly. It's seemsg toimé ChEr a“good
. marrlage *s llké*ﬁ wellrpianned merger.

She seems to glance a lftélé‘t%wﬁ?ﬁsﬁﬁa%k during this.

Both parties bring something to the
rable, both negotiate, both make little
concessions - and what emerges is more
than the sum of the parts...

! Mark Darcy continues...

K _
:Yes ~ no.-- -you’ re vlght, :Natasha - but I
suppose what T mean is..
(getting a3 bit near his
_emotions) N
We tend to think we’re failures... unless
we rush headlong into marriage. Perhaps
if we, Xou know, weited - found out what
we really wanted... there might not be
. two lives in ruins... so often. As we
 lawvers findr

This brings the conve*sagzon to .a halt.s Rllsma;~,-the other
-Partner,‘naﬁtziv tzps his glass and p*oposes a teast,

ALTISTAIR

Jezemy and Magda. Ten- years. he;1 done.
B*lll‘anz -

{CONTINUED




COBMO & HUGO

JEREMY
Thank you, Alistair, thanks everybody,
thanks for coming. Yes. Well. Ten years.
I don’t think any of us rezlise what a
majoer step it is when we do it -
committing your whole life to just one
person. .

He puts his hand on Magda’s, looks at her, soulful.

o MAGDA
Yes, it 1is scary, but you have to take
that big risk. —
| ¥ I :g “3 -
g Tl ] an i ——
! She gently s _kh__‘ any 1d‘5§ 7 —
i N

You have to offer yourself up to ~ to
whatever comes or, you know, what‘s the
point of being in the world? And there
are times when you just think Christ...
this was all a terrible, terrible
mistake. ..

You could hear a pin drop in the silence in the room.

g-.z o o MARGDA. (cant’d) '
- N . Then & child comes’ hHito t,'-&gam, and you
you feel this grEdtgrush of love just as
ou're clearingvup-some sick,.or wiping =a
ottom, or somethingyrh oemaghiink -
this extraordinarily beantiful creature,
we made him together, we did that... And
you can forgive and forget all the other
things... which aren’t quite right...

She sort ¢f stops - and sort of covers his hand again. Bridget
knows she knows. : :

-, BRIDGET

{raising her glass - gently)
To Jeremy and Magda - { concentrating. on
‘Magda.. } my beautiful frieng. Thank God -

you are married - because 1f you were
s5till single, nobody would evar give
plain girls like me"a second glance.

. { pause } Bitech...

Pause —'thgq Magda laughs, as does everyone and the tension is
_ broken. Bridget knows how to be good Friend.
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154 INT, MAGDR’S HOUSE, HELLWAY - NIGHT.
Bridget is getting her cozt. Darcy on his way down the stairs
approaches her.

: . MARK. ) K
I very much enjoyed your Lewisham fire
Report, Dy the way.

BRIDGET
{(is he pbeing sneery?)
Oh....thanks.

-~ MARK _
I'm delighted to hear if. -

* | BRIDGET o
Look, are you and Cosmo in this together?
' - : - MARK
j. 'm I.sorry. ‘e RS MU ¥ _,—,»',3;
. . e ; x B ; o

i e,

_ : BRIDGEER &
I nean you seem&tp dur of ur way to
make mg Ffeel like a a3 o) iot every:
time I see you. And actually, you don’t
need to bother. I already feel like an
idiot all the time anyway - with or
without a fireman’'s pole. :

I : R At that moment the doorbell goes.

' ~ BRIDGET (comnt’d)-
That’ 1l be my taxi. Good night.

- "She goes o turn zway. He touches her arm to stop her.

: | MARK
5 - ' o {awkward/stumbling)
: Look, I'm sorry if I’ve Deen..
| L BRIDGET
ﬂ What? What? _
o

I don’t think vou’re an idiot at all... I
mean, there are slements of the .
_ _ ‘ridiculous about you... vour mother’s
o pretty interesting.... o
s _ (MORE )

(CONTINUED
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MARK (conut'd)
and you 5 have 2 tendency to let what's
in your nezd come out of your mouth
~wlthout much consideration of the
consequences. ..

‘ BRIDGET ,
Please don‘t forget drinking &lso. Like &
fisn., End snoklna. Like a cnimney.

Mark winces, as he remembers. . .

: MARK
I realize when I met you at the Turkey
Curry Baffet I was unforgivably rude and
wearing a reindeer jumper that my mother
gave me the day before. .. but the thing
15, ., wha* Im trying to say -~ very
lnartyeula et s mindng £ = Clig—ne ph

againgt andy.§ situdtions # I
like %@u% 4 é 4 ‘é.

fg%h,ﬁ
BRIDGET

L (still smarting- not teasing)
Apart from the smoking, the dri nklng the
vulcar mother, and the verbal diarrhoes

Pause.

MARK
s : Ho., I 71kﬂ you very much just as you are.

' He stares at her. She 'staze back‘.u s

. v

' N BREE?%T
What? ) U PP

The doorbell rings again and Natasha suddenly pops in. The spe=l
is broken.

Tt

" NATASHA
Mark. We’re really making progress on the
case in here...

MARK
glghg, Rﬂaht.... mist go... because...
ye

He turns away and heads back %o the dinner party, leaving Bridgetr
standing. : : _—

o BRIDGET
“Just =25 I am?”

P——«l
i
n

SCENE DELETED - _ o 155
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ZNT. ZRIDGET’'S FLAT. LIVING ROOM -~ EVENING. 5
Lush music, EBridget, the girls and Tom are watching the *v"é_éry*end
of UN POMMd ET URE FEIMME, “where the hero walks down tne platicrm,
?ook1ng the heroine, The whole dialogue might be voice over
the r:encn Lootaan

JUDE
You don’t mean Mark Darcy, the human
rights lawyer? '

BRIDGET
Yes. Do you know him?

i JUDE, —

Only en ts~1&533333c sBarhtd hin a% 2
coc g doteees Y g Sa
- . % B 7 S
ghﬂﬁ'”h.ggﬁgggﬁhaa L S
I thought you said the chap at the Turkey

Curry Buffet was a real geek.

Fww&

- BRIDGET

He was. I mean, his parents are friends
of my mum for God’s sake! But then he
said he liked me... “Just as I am”

The flﬁal seconds of UN HOMME B7 UNE FEMME, He sees her. She sees

 him. They kiss. It freezes5 The: yhplewpackground goes whites. Cut

back out to the friends ; all of whom #re skarlng At Brldnet who
is starlng at the screely, jukawvare Of ;ge effect her last line has
RTINS

BRIDGET (CONT DY
God, that’s good.

, TOM
He said nhe liked you *Just as vou arg?’

Bridget nods. For oncée in her life, Sharon is lost for words.

JUDE -
~Just-as you.are? Not thinner - .not
cleverer - not with slightl bzucer
breests and a slightly smaller ncse’

Bridgetr just shakes her head.

SHARCH
_Well,_iuck me.

Pause, taking in everyone. Her dark stranger may have. turned 1

- TOM L
Bub this is somecne you hate, Zight?
_ BRIDGEY : — b
O ves - of course - that .r gh o Hate-him.

. ‘PHEwW.

(CONT TNUED
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But now she’s not =0 sure.
e~

INT. TV COMPANY. PRODUCTION OFFICE - DAY 157

At the office - Bridget is sitting trying to look busy.
. BRIDGET’ S DIARY O/8
Novemper Sth. Weight - 9st. Cigarettes -
3. Birthday - 33.

Enter Richard Finen.

RICHARD
OX, Bridget. Try =2
time...The wvardict,
case is sxpecied b

see afy % 5
headolidit magy 18

From Bridget’s utterly blank expression..

_ RICHAERD {econt’'d)
. You do know the Aghani Heaney case?

BRIDGET
Yes, Of course. Big... important...
case... featuring someone called...

‘Aghani Heaney. LS ,m?-~_
. N - .&a ’

’ RI o ) )
Or two people cal Yo RAL ani and
EieanorPHeaney. EQ;QA

: BRIDEET
O courses. That’'s it.

- ' RICHARD =
She’s a British Aid Worker. He's a
Kurdish Freedom Fighter. The Government
want to extradite him home, where he’ll
cerctainly be executed - she’s married to
him and.cthey’ve fought to save him for 5
- years. Today’s the decision. :

S BRIDGET
Txciting. '

_ o RICHRRD o
~Jes it 1s - so what are you waiting for?

E . ~BRIDGET _
Nothing. I7m off. Watch me.

SCENE DELETED | . 158
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BIGH COURT.

3pm. Outside the High Court. A huge CROWD of photographers znd
news nounds. Among them, Bridget.

: ERIDGET O.35. :
] Am suddenly hard-headed i*ofessxonal
' 3ournal st. No longer ask what my Job can
. do for me - remorselessly dedicated to
what I can do with my job for truth and
justice.

She opens & pac% of fags, and - horror - f£inds it empty. Bridget
TOOKS towards the Court House door. No sign of activity. Pause.

%_ o Then. i ;#“1 wrmw
o 3k 156 ;g_ﬁ%‘ ¢ %
N ’ . er

i ' I'm ji:ﬁgiéé aﬁmsi -
: _ minutes.

_ CAMERAMAN

Right. You couldn’t get me a Milky Way

while you're at it?

He rifles in his pocket for change. .

_ SOUND MAN
/! - Oh, love, if you ‘Te go:l.ng..-‘ I,gould murde*'
' - ‘a Twix. __4_, % j ;
remembei ; ‘:E\j M b::-f

Tﬁix.. Mllky Way, rzght..

: OTHER CAMERAMAN
Pack of Polos, please. But not the mints,
; B . the z:ulg ones. Or, if they don’t have
! T '  thoseé, 1’11l have Wine Gums, but not the

- cnes in the packet, the ones from the
Jar. .

A gang is beginning to gather around Bridget..

160 INT NEQSHGMNTS COUNTER - DAY o - 180

In the sncn, zn exaspaerated SHOPKMaDVQ ;;ddles with coins &s
‘Bridget is reading from & huge list.

: BRIDGET .
He, I 5t1l1~r&ed 8p change for the Milky
Way, 6p for the Qrange Soiero, and I owe
i . o you 14p for the Mars Bar &and oack of
i . e . ¥Wheat C:unchles

Lo - | MALE VOICE (DARCY)
A = Pac?eu GE Mar;aorougn L*gnts please.

- (CONTINUED
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BRIDGET _
Excuse me, I haven’'t finished.

She tails off, makes 2 weird noise. Standin
Mark Darcy all dressed up 1n his barriste

MALRK
Good-aiternoon.
_ BRIDGET
Hello.
. MARK
Hl.

B N ""3“‘“‘, TR Ty fﬂw ~r——
) 5 % 5 I . :
She blurts wxhhaut;nhu ; gg_, 1 5
A

£

X
You 1like me just the way am.
MARK
Sorzy? .
| BRIDGET
: _ 'Nothini. How are you7 Having a crafty fag
- oo yourse f en? .
g -~ Maxk israboutﬂtO"exglaln; burmat-shagsmoment the CBAMERAMAN .

‘appears in the shop s doozway follpweaiby the SOUND MAN,

“Brldgat* We' ve xuckeg up ubt T Hleanor

- Heaney’s come and gone.

_ BRIDGET
_Oh God. I'11 be sacked. Did the others
get interviews?

' CAMERBMAN
“bon’t know. I was having a slash.

. o MARR - .
Actualily, nobody got interviews.

. BRIDGET
How do you know?

: MARK '
'Because I WAS defending her - and I told
~her not to give any interviews. Look,
- she’s out. there in my czr...

B*laget iooks out to see ELEANOR HEANIY put her head out of the
car w1ndou, and shout. _ . : .

{CONTINUED
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161

. ELEANOR HERNEY and KAFIR AGHANI giving
~Bridget. Th i

CORTINUED: (2)

ELEARCR
actually, make it Siik Cut, wil
Mark.

-
b

8]

£

Bridget and Mark exchange a glance.

MARK
iLook.... '

CUT TO:

INT. INN OF COURT - LARGE CHAMBERS - DAY 161

exclusive interview to
usf s g bgautiful

"*e"g?“ﬁ'#égﬁiﬁgﬁfyﬁﬁguﬁggiﬁg“?' o -

i 3 b
IIGE E ;
end.Lrs o s . =

looking East

Mr Drey u 3
you must be delighted.

ot MARK

Yes — it’s a goad day for justice.
Eleanor is a hero, nor a criminal. Her
.only crime was to fight for 5 years, in
‘every way she possibly could, to save the
life of the man she loves. TO reject
their case - nov -that would have been 2
.crime. : s e . :

" o J- ,‘ ,Q.&\,i ;,p-‘-.

e passion in Darcy’s

A
b3

' Bridget is momentarily enragtuged by
- -yoice, then shakes hers?IF' : of/it turns to the camera..

162

N T BRIDGET

Right - well — Eleanor =~ over to you. Be
nonest, did you fancy Kafir the Zirst
time you saw him?

cur TO:

INT. TV COMPARY. PRODUCTION OFFICE - DAY. 162
‘A television screen - full frame. Bridget stands beside Richard
Fincn in the crowded offices, watching the interview on TV..

BRIDGET
Thank you Eleanor. Thank you Kafir.

- . KAFIR :
Thank vou, Miss Jones - a privilege.

. ‘Bridget nods, blushés and turns to camera.

S - . 'BRIDGET . - '
 This has been Bridget Jomes for SIT UP
BRITATN ~ with, let’'s face it, & it of
. erush actually now. Good afternoon.

(CONTINUED
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‘ RICHARD
Bridget Senes. Already z legend.

Bridget looking very pleased with herself.

0
<
3
3
S

EXT. BRIDGET’S FLAT - STREETS. DAY.

(=]
(9
Lat

MUSIC: THE WAY YOU DO THE THINGS YOU DO. TEMPTATIONS

her flat. With four big colourful cook-books
4.ba%?"g;_ [ IOCgId

Bridget rushing to

x

under her a =49}
o E B
e}

hroa

preparing feast of the century for Shaz,
“Jude and Tom, in manner of 5 star cookery
wanderkind, with name like Marco or
Raymond... '

 Her stride takes on a skip.....

7.00 prepare Grand Marnier souffles. 7.10
. marinade caper berries fpr, camer berry

‘gravy’ to go opihlrgs.47.20 make frisee

lardon frizzled cardsosboldocks thingy.

?.30 remove all?p?ﬁﬁ%JﬁEgE¥radiators.;

o
o
s

INT. BRIDGET’S FLAT. KITCHEN ~ NIGHT.
Bridget prepares stock f£or dinner party.

- BRIDGET
. {reading from recipe book)
....tie flavour-enhancing lesk and celery
together with string.. :
o ~{out -Loud)
String...string...

As she opens kitchgﬁ drawers, rummages in the chacs therein.
~Finally locates a ball of festive pIue string.
) BRIDGET {cont’d)
Perfect, . o
CuT TO:
INT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. KITCHEN - NIGET - : o 165

CBRIDGET (cont’d)

(CONTINUED
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'

 She sighs, p

-+

cks up heap of thirty-six oranges.

CuT TO:

166 INT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. KITCHEN. NIGHT. | 166

Everything seems to be going smoothly'until..-.B:idget’s SHRIEK
as the food processor spins out of control, sending mashed potato
everywhers. She reaches for the Grapd Marnier, gulps straight
from the bottle. ’

. BRIDGET

: ~ Okay..ﬁ,ﬁ.‘;ayﬁ,,,.’mn 'I‘E\:\&qa T

I . Coge e i I 5 ". 3

~ ' © She opens th%%dﬁ%frﬁbegi. j@inggi 'ﬁon%nts onte the
£ Qx“.ﬁ .§WW_5 A

! : flocr. ¥R R B
_ BRIDGET {cont’d)

where the fuck is the fucking tuna....?

(mimicking interview) : '
This is Bridget Jones, for Sit-Up
Britain, searching for tuna.”

{thern, suddenliy

rewenber ing)
Oh Cxikeg, Jesus. No. No. “This is
Bridget Jones remembering where she left

the tuna.” —
. AT RS

)

S AR ¥ oo L
: 'BREDGET ~{CONTYD)™™
Hello - Bridget in a genuine crisis -
only talk to me if you're in the middlie
of 2 suicide attemdr.

_ MUM V/O : ' ‘
Hello darling - happy birthday. Just rung
for a little chat. E

-_ © BRIDGET = | o
CMum, I seriously can’t talk. I know
~you®re happy 1it's my birthday. o
1667 INT. PHONE - SET - NIGHT. : | - | 1662
”i . - Mum on & phone. Intercut between them. ' -
Actually - it wasn’t that I rang about -
“you’ ze 2 bit old for all that birthaday
stuff now, aren’t you? -
‘Bridget’s mortified face.
LR MUM {(CONT'D) . . .
- - I just wanted & bit of'a chat -

{CONTINUED
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Bridgetr can‘t belisve her bad luck

(e

| _ - thing is, darling - between vou and me -
| I'm not entirely sure that Jullan isn't

: something of a shit and I thought since
dating shits is rather your arez of
gxperiise you might be able to offer some
advice.

e e R e A

_ BREDGET
Bump him.

MUM
O, T can’t possibly do that -~ we're
booked into a lovely hotel in St Kitts
for Chrlstmas.

.y _“_‘ ”w-.‘_‘ .

f | I HGET
*hen and?-‘ ﬁ}hé“m st

: _ Yes — ‘that was ’ather my plan. And I
can’t deny, the sex is 5till full of
"surprises. ~ why the other night, guite
unexpectedly, I was just dozing off and I
felt this huge thing... :

.. BRIDGET
-~ Bye Mom. . '

O

She hangs up. And 1nstantiyﬂthe amtry~phone r*ngs.

e ?%ERJJ:
0 God - what time do you call thls.

157 INT. BRIDGEI’'S FLAT. DOORWAY - NIGHT | 167
Bridget opens the door.

_ " BRIDGET
Gah. :

“Itfs Mark Darcy.: He 18 no‘dlng an-excellent: bottle of white wine.
For & long beat, neither of em.says anv;hmng._ :

o - MARK. |
The door was open.
: Merk Is teking in hex half-dressed, frazzled aooea:ange, and the
: - ;agt‘tnat there are strands ol mashed potatod han ing from her
. heir. , _

.

MARK

‘came tc congrarulate the new face of
Brwt sh current affzirs.

i
P
i
L
4
:
¢
i

A  He p*omuces a cmuy of the Evenlnc S*andafa - then tails off as he
. b Lnenices.. uamia-la*d with plates,. candles etc.

(CONTINUED
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187  CONTINUED: , .
MARK (cont’d)
.1 see I've come at & bad tTime.
Pause as Bridget stares at him.
BRIDGET

It's my birthday, and 1’ ve leit the
sodding tuna on the soddzng bus.

MARK
I see.
CuT TQO:
168 ~INT. BRIDGE gAI_,KITﬁﬁﬁﬂ___NI§ﬁ¢,,~,me ; . 168
]
Tn the kitche] 0L *s ge in saxt;tﬁé carnage ouv. He 1s
stizrring the Boup. q
BRIDGET
How does it look?
- MARK
Great. Blue.
BRIDGET

Blue?

' MA'R}f a2 ',.*Ea- r"a
But® blue is goodﬁwaﬁfyeu a;k me; there

1sn t enough blu&7£ gﬂ;..
L i

. BRIDGET " _
Oh, shit. It must have been the string.

| " MARK
It's string soup? !

Bridget surveys the carnage around her.

, BRIDGET
- 0Oh God, they’ 11 be here soon.

: _ MARK = S
Den’t worry. I‘m sure they’ re coming o
see you, not..
(he glances at the
reczme book) _
Orange Parfait in Sugaz Cagns Here, have
o a cr*nx

ﬁe finas two a‘asses, pours the wine, and - uouchns g!asses wlth
© her, _ _ .

- MARK . (cont'd)
Happy Birthday.

(CONTINUED -
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. ZRIDGET
Thenk you. [ slightly romantic pause )
D1d T really run round your lawn naked?
. MARRK .
Yes, you did. You were four - I was
eight.
'BRIDGET

That’s a pretty big age difference. Quite
pervy really. '

: MARK
like to think so.

3a]

Yes.

There is a pause. 0dd little intimate moment. 1

i 2 T e
Ch Go#tT re to o @Bbut
this Blo X d¥»an o '

Mark looks around at the various unappetising dishes.

MARK :
Well, you have blue soup fo start. You
have orange pudding to end. And for the
main course you have... congealed green

gunge.

., MARRK (cont'd).

{taking coff his jackei)
Right. Omelette it is then. With
caperberry ‘gravy’.

'S BRIDGET
.+ ....caper berry Jgfa

. MA
Do you have eggay?

She nods.

169 INT. BRIDGET’S FLAT. KITCHEN — NIGHT - o 169

CUT TO Bridget and Mark working togethér, breaking and beating
2ggs. : _ :
L .- MARK ' o _
You wouldn’t, by any chance, have any
beetroot cubes, would you? :
Bridget looks puzzled.

.. . _MARK {cont'd)"
A mini-gherkin? Stuffed olive?.

Bridget catches on and smiles.

(CONTINUED
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- Mark looks t&EB.AF
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-  BRIDGET
No. And besides -~ I'm busy - the gravy
needs sieving.

MARK
Surely not - just stir it, Una.

They smile, familizr in each other’s presence. The doorbell goes.
Cut to all three friends are at the door with gifts sbgg}ing
“Hapgy Birthday”. But when they see Mark, they’re a little taken
aback. .

TOM
Hello. Are you joining us?

Ahlﬁf ﬁ—-‘%.f

In a tiny moment one friend manages to pul% a fage mﬁani;g,
what's going on - Bridget returns with an ‘I don‘t know.
i

INT, éRIDGE?'s FLAT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT : 170

Mark, Sharon, Jude and Tom are seated around the table. Everybody
stares at the .soup, which is blue - then look at Bridget, who
dares them to say & vword, e geity
Lf o SR s
O S 4
. . I A Fa 7
(spooning’afhagfaggi}-if
Excellent. P e

. BVERYBODY
Mmym. Delicious. Yum.

They are policing his attentions to Bridget. Like parents.

SHARCH . : :
So - Mark —.why did your wife leave you?’

Tiny pause - is he .going to be sensitive about it?

_ _ MARK. - - ’ -
She was Japanese. Exceptionally cruel
race. :

: JUDE. S :
And so sre you dating anyone at the
moment? . '

BRIDGET
. {cutting her off .
Coms on - eat up! Two wheole lovely
courses Lo go. ' ’



it
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171 INT. ZRIDGET'S rLAT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT. ' 171
CUT TO £0 minutes later - they’re all eating the chewy orange
DLIQG@?IG
; _ TOM
4 Delicious.
' SHARON

It reminds me of something ~ tastes like

» o+ W

JUDE
Marmzlade .
T e
Well ¢ ofizcageful
J coocki biBe Ssoup,
! omela T ! jzfah =

i drinkin

: ?*alslng a glass}
To Brldgeh, who can’t’ cook, but who we
love - 3ust as she is...

EVERYBODY '
To Bridget. ( CHEEKILY ) Just - &5 - she -
is. :

_ CLOSE ON BRIDGET. She exﬁhanges Lpoks with Mark - he looks back
e 4 . -zt ‘hes’~ suddenly there is: a”chafice of™happiness.. And then
suddenly - at exactly thy moment .« . - ¢

The RING of the bell. uterygk&y«évﬁk*”ﬁﬁlzzzcally at Bridget. She
shrugs: I don’t have a clue.

JUDE
i'lY go

When she re DEEIS}'She stands in the doorway.

Who? 'ERIDGET
O ’

Jude steps ‘aside to reveal Daniel, a little 'bit-tiddly, holding &
bottle of champagne. Mark gets to his feet.

DANIEL » )
I'm sorrv, I can see I'm ﬁntﬂr: upting.
Darcy! Whnat brlﬁgs you. nere°

i - Daniel lock Et_ua:cy, Lhen Bridget.

BANTEL (cont’d) :
(putting uwo ana LW haﬁe;ne*) o
- Of course. T should have gquessed. And you.
‘must be Sharon. Not ah all what I :

v o - expected. And Jude - I'm told I snould
o ) - Eear vou necause you aIE cancerous y
R : - . LcleveX.

. {CONTINUED
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TOM:
{(no loyalty as he sees handsome
Daniel}

And I'm Tom. So good to meat you at last.

. DANIEL . .
I just came to... I thought you might be
On your own. .

walks off into the kitchen. Daniel follows.

172 INT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. KITCHEN - HNIGHT. _ 172

‘Daniel and Bridget are in there alone.

——

BRIDGET

blun soup°'
Yes.

DANTE
That Sunday, in the country, it was all
001ng so fast. The hotel, that wedding,
meeting your parents I just panlcked

- He seems genuine. gm}ifﬁﬁ ;ME

You know me. 17, T bEe dxféstar ‘with'

a posh wvoice and. d .bdg/ clewt deomt, You’ re

the only one who can save me, Bridge. I
you, Without you, twenty years rrom

now I'11 be in some seedy bar wWith some

seedy blonde.

BRIDGET
What about Lara?

DANIEL

~Over.. Totall qucking £finitoc. Dumpedzme'__
a

Bridget

when she realised I dn’t got over you.

holds her head... unsure what to . believe.

DANIEL [CONT'D) :

I know vou think it's just a sex thing,
but I promlse you, every time I see that
skimpy little skirt on %V, I just shut my-
eyes and ’ls“en +o 211 the intelligent

ings you’re saying. I was thrilled that
nice 1ittie Kurdish was set free.
{ BRIDGFT SMILES )} Bridge.... I've.

_ml*sed you & lot.

“Oh, God. ..

BRADGET

(CONTINUED
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He's leaning towards her

o kiss her,

WHAT BRIDGET S:E
doorway.

i1

over Daniel’s shoulder, Mark, standing in the

MARK
{strangled)
‘m going now. Goodbve.

BRIDGET
No - pleese wait...

MARK
No, I den’t think I will.

: DANTET
Don’ t§Ildnv Wﬁhn&fﬁﬁﬁ“&ﬁ ’EE \

beth glghe cha Da@»
don’ tdyo ce
oy phed {7 AN J_._f
Darcy doesn’t say anything. Daniel puts his arm around Bridget

DANIEL (CONT’'D)
At least stay for a birthday drink with
-me and Bridge.

-On Mark,

MARK ~
qudbye Bridget. o ama s

[N B Y L
e S '{’ 2

He c’attars down the sta;gyxy “He .doesn’ t look back, He waiks

-.straight out of the doqutanrsrfg ptgger without closing it.

Bridget runs to the window and sees Mark, striding away down the

street. She comes back - they stare at each other — i1s this the
moment &ll is resolved... B*mdge; thinks hard - then..

BRIDGET
Why zre you here?

- There’s a knock on the flat door. Bridget goes to it and opens
-lb- it is Mark. C

| mz_aRK
(to Daniel)
Cleaver. Outside.

DANTETL
Soz:¢° Qutside?

Shall 7 br lng my duelling.pi ls° O* my
sword?

Mark walks out - Daniel shrugs his shoulders.

[3

-t
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175

(EXT. BRIDG?T'S “LBT STRﬁET-— NIGHT

EXT. ZRIDGET'S FLRT. ETREET - NIGET

Mark is waiting. Daniel comes cut.

MARK

I should have done this years age.
DANIEL

Done what?
MARK

This:

Lk' m r-g-ﬂ

uck?ﬁl’ hu t w : —-»-1 3

INT. BRIDGET’S FLAT. LIVING RCOM - NiGﬁE

T af‘

te]

173

" He hits Daniel hard in the face — Daniel fazlls, totally shocked.

174

Bridget, Jude, Sharon and Tem are crowded around the open window.

TOM .
Ch my God, Fight! Fight!

o

They ®ll tear into the sﬁreet as Danzel gets up.
£
DANTEL. e
‘What the fuck do you think you’ re dolng°

MARK
This.

And he hits him again.

_ .. DANIEL.
Christ - not again.

175

Tom races into the Greek restaurant a few doors down the street.

- The girls all tear into the street as Daniel gets up.

_NT GREEK RESTA URAN* - NIG&T

Tom bursts inside,

TTOM :
Qulck everyoneg! Fight! Real fight!

176
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EXT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. STREET ~ NIGHT 177

The WAITERS pour out into the street. Mr Ramdas also there.
Daniel struggles to his feet - hands in the air.
DANTEL
{hands raised)
Okay, okay - I give up - Just give me a

second here, just let me get my breath
back, okay...~

"He sits deown on the 1
SJIIEDt*t iously takes
Mark hard.

+
4
.

ttle wall ocutside Bridget’s flat - then‘
one of the metal dusthin iwas gnd whacks

Chea X ﬁu@
. WLl g ]
Mark, stunn knemo- 3ﬁrﬁﬂghﬁ“u o remain
quWght‘ The F‘GR; goes on dramatwcal7y in the background.

- E

_ - TOM
Who's side are w2 on?

SHARON
Mark’s obviously. He never dumped Brldgeu
for some naked Am&vwcan...

e

Poon T it '.'. ,?..’1»
) JUDE._ S T
.;.and he said lxked he& 3u5t the way
she is. iwf .
BRIDG

But he glso knlckea Danlel’s fiancee -
and left him broken-hearved.

TOM

Good point. This one is very hard to
call,

(INT. GREEK RESTAURANT - NIGHT. . 178

'ThE.z1ght near the restaurant. Mark tackles Daniel - they fall

into € estaurant. Daniel falls on to a table - it knotks over
someone’ s salad, i . : _

DANTET
- e el

Sofry

-———

whoons Mark in §he sTtomach, Mark falls back and knocks over a
whols ““bTe. :

They both get off the floor. Daniel leaps back forward, and

MARK .
I Lea113 am: sor*y - very sor*v‘ I’

TTI1
Day -

(CONTINUED
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. Then Mark lands Danzel ﬁhze'
" thud as fist hltS face. F 5

CONTINUED: : 17z

DENIZL
Had enough, Dercy?

~ MARK
Not guite, LI that’s all right by you.
He punches him again. At which moment, two waiters emsrge holding
a birthday ceke, and move towards a table at the other side of
the restaurant.

WAITERS
Happy Birthday to you,
Hapny Birthday to you.

Everybody stops — even Mark & Danlel try to join in...

Happm'RﬂE sc:hj'_ﬁﬁ L TTETY
‘As usual, no dk b 1«th§éé'boy - a 14 vear
old boy in si:d& - aXe .

Rappy Birthday to youl

Everyone applzuds. And then Daniel turns head down and charges
Mark - and the two of them smash right through the window and
cutside on to the street again.

EXT. GREEK RESTAURANT. STREET ~ NIGHT. | 178
viofinfmﬁuncn There is @ sickening
Brldc&t reacts. As Daniel’ 131 “géﬁdééé ious, Bridget runs across

to him. She looks up at Mark, Foxed by his alarmingly violent
behavzour

BRIDGET
{to Mark)
What is your problem?

. MARK
{incredulous)
My problem?

: BRIDGET
Yes - vou give the impression of being
all nonWe and moral and normal and
helpful in the kitchen, but yau re just
aS bad and as mad as the rest o them.

Mzrk stares aown at the scene.

_ . _ MARX -
-Forget it. thought it m;gnt bhe my Jjob
. to protect you -~ but I was c1eurlv :
- misTaken.
BRIDGET.

(CONTINUED
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~Jes - but very, very Ifooll
Forgive me.

En
a
=
fu
W
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CLOSE ON BRIDGET watching as Mark walks. From benind her, the
sound of mumbling. .

DANIEL
..I love you, Jones.

S BRIDGET
at

DANIEL
I love you, Let’s go back upstairs. Come
on. We eiong togehher Me, you... and

' LBE'EQGC
Bridget *aJ{es ‘&%—g G% % he sex, isn't it.

BRIDGET
Right. Right.

DANIEL :
{ lmbortant, final statement ) If I
can’t make it with you, I can’t make 1T
with anyone.

" - She looks at him and considers.

e \) ' BRI -
o . No. That’s not fer for
S ' - me., I'm not wi g my whole
" life on someone F t= sure.: _ . :

. And loses fights. At least one of us is
still looklng for something much more
extracrdinary than that.

§ : And she walks away slowly.
| _ BRIDGET’S DIARY 0/S
Down uo -zero boyfriends., Again. Forever.
'180.*EXT;“GRH?TON-UNDERWOOD;-HIGH‘STRET$'é DAY ' 180

 ‘Ding, Dong Merrily on H*gh’ osung CHURCH SINGERS in Grafton
_ Underwood High street, with snow falling around unem

It’s & touching Xmas scene. P erfect Little England.

' BRIDGET 0.8,
_Decemne* 25th. Weight - 9st 4 plus 11
i . mince pies. Alcohol ~ lncalculable.
! . '”Cﬁqa*ettﬂﬁ -~ fuck of a lot. All

b - irrelevant. Because am now going out
: : ;wlth‘;.
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183

'EXT. PARENT’S HOUSE. DOOR - DAY 1

[

A small group of carcl singers, one adult and 2 'ttl; children

are chirruping expectantly outside tnhe Jones' do
BRIDGBT G.5.
... Dad.
INT. PARENT’S HOUSE. SITTING ROOM - DAY 182
Inside Bridget and Dad, curtains drawn against the world, sit in

front of two televisions. They are surrounded by Fray Bentos rtins
and TV Dlnner cartons. A box of mlnce-ples sits on Bridget’'s lap -

she ‘has had elgven - in th walfth one. An
opensd bottlel ol X A5 bBs1 é;gﬁ;%mwty Dottle of
red. The Va svbkaﬁg out,

competition 1¥singeds.

DAD
rass the ciggiles.

Bridget passes Dad the fags and an overflowing ashtray.

Dad lights up his faq, flicks channels in & distracted
fashion....and lands at the HOME SHOPPING CHANNEL, where Julian,
is selling a matching bracelet, pendant, garring set. Mother sits
beside him.

. 5 :_ A ‘-‘% .(nh-
— Y o '
" INT. SHOPPING CHANNEL - pAY. - 183
| éjﬂq T L
JULI

This barocgque carriage clock is a
pa*t1Cular festive favourite of mine,
with its unigue feature wncozmoratlna the
Hallelujah Chorus of Handel’s Messi

gvery hour on the hour.

It plays the chorus.

_ JULIAN (CONT'D)
‘Merry Christmas. :

Julman koasts Mother. She gives a sllahtWV nervous, slightly
unhappy smile to camera. We sense that .all is not well there.
Bridget and Dad look at each othex. Dad clicks off the TV.

DRD
I don’“ understand it - the man nas
actually turned red now.

BRIDGET |
"Oageu it. We're nette* off without her.
Worse fed - Jess clean - but better. Come -
on - & toast... to s;nglntons wherever
They may be. ,

" (CONTINUED
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CONTIRGED: 23

] OAD
~TO singletons.

Thev tpast — cut round Sharon / Jude / Tom, all oI them
singletons with their families:

INT._JUDE’S PARZNTS’ HOUSE. DINING ROOM - DBRY. 184

: JUDEFS DAD
%#ell, congratulations to Judith’' - half a
million pounds is one nell of a bonus -
more than I earned in my whole career.

They turn to toast Jude. She bursts dramatically into tears.

He p

SEHOGET

INT. SHRRON’ S DPR’NTS’ HOUSE, DINING ROOM -~ DAY. 185

SHARON'S MUM
How's your love life, dariing?

SHARON
Shut it! :
INT.. TOM’S PARENTS' HOUSE.; DIHINGuROGMa DRY. .. 186
_ .....t.,..... o : . -

TOMLS. HAD .'/H | S
Shame that Bridde o ) Al ere. It
must be tough having Christmas without
your girlfriend.

. TOM '
Yes. But I guess this year her Dad
Just... needs her more.
| CUT TO:
”ERT;HBRIDGET‘s ?AREHTS’”HOUSE.“SITTING*RQOM‘%*NIGHT- - 187

Briduet.in-her pyjamas. She takes off her Christmas hat and

kisses her Dad good night.

AT THAT MOMENT... the key goes in the.dooz.

Bridget and Dad turn to see Mother standing ‘sheepishly in the

doofhav Dad turns, unable to belisve his eves Mum locks &t him.

_Wheﬂ* eyes mest in &n apologetlc, nervous first smile.

: MOTHER - _
I am not com“ng back with my talT betwveern-
my 1egs._“y tzil is firmly in the air. If
you’ re exn*c;lng a taill between the legs,
~then I"l1l just £rot on off again.

(CONTINUED
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DAD
“~ I"1l take you however you ¢hoose to come.

188 INT. PARENTS’ HOUSE. STZIBS - NIGHT. . . 188

LATER. Bridget is sitting at the top of the stairs In her pyjamas
like a child listening to Mum and Dad in the sitting room...

MOTHER
The thing is, close up he was almost
purple - and you're such a2 lovely normal
colour. And he had a f£ilthy temper. And
then I realised that I was making the
-same sort of decision Bridget always

KEn; An
4 Sy 4
i theualt

I mignt askK the nice chap 1 e d.. ..
take me back. Obviously with some effort
on his part to pay a bit more attention
to me. I do know what I'm like sometimes,
but it doesn’t help that you and Bridget
~have your lovely grown-up club of two and
are always saying ‘what’s silly old Mummy
gone and done this time.’ You know, you
used to be mad about me. You couldn’t get
enough of me. What do you think?

e o _ DA 11 R T
f I g ¢ (2§Fply uncér§aith) .
. : : on’t ¥now no ¥ F inst don’
. : - know. It’s been v ry ™ zﬁ?gph"?

arfi
MOTHER

O Colin.
'Pagse.-ﬂe can no longer hide the fact he’s- just pretending. Huge
smile. The first time we've seen him happy in the whole story.
' . .. .bap o
- I'm only Jcking you daft cow. Come on -
- oglve usa hug. - ' :
She does.

_ _ DAD (CONT'D)
Pam. Pam. I just don’t work without you.

There is a silen¢e§ Bridget cranes her neck round the stairs. Mum
- and Dad are hugging each other. She’s pleased - but worried.

189 - INT. PARENT'S HOUSE. TOP OF THE STAIRS - NIGHT. = S 189

Bridget writing the diary.

. (CONTINUED
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BRIDGET O.5.. .
1 &.m. So that’s it I suppose. Cﬁmp* omise . ;
all round. That’s the glory ¢f, that's
the story of love.....

=
L)
[}

180 INT. BRIDGET’S PARENTS' HOUSE. KITCEEN - DRY

The following morning. Bridget comes down the stairs in her
nightie, very much the worse for wear, to find Mothe: in
wide-brimmed” hat and Dad dressed in a2 suit and tie. 'S
they’rée going to the Royal Gardesn Party.

1

Fore 20

tge,

(41T

5

MOTHER
Get back up those stairs young lady and

get changed.
" =
. % i g
i
T
MOTHER

The Darcg s Ruby Wedding party. What for
indeed? Mark’ll be there.,. He's

{taps nose/knowing)
.. still divorced!

o BRIDGET
ST : 'YE{,.I know. He‘s also.. -
' ' (taps nose/kncwlng)

o W - S ) Lestill d_e._ang.esj m“&nct‘%?o‘?g . | o o

iR ) L L

Poor Mark. This is always a bad time of
%ear for him. Japanese wife left him on
‘Christmas day. Crue1 race.

: BRIDGET
: o . Yes, I'm not sure it was that way round
] . - E Ain fact Mummy . .

MOTHER
.’ Ran Qkf.-.Wlth his best frlend from
cLambridge. o

ON BRIDGET: she mentally starts to join the dots....

1903 INT. A HOME. DAY. : ) - 1%0A

The same scene zs before ~ the camera coming up the stairs - the
-+ legs ~:the nazked peaple - but this time the camera moves up whips
o ~around - ang it shows Darcy - HE was the man coming up the staizs
: o -~ then cut¢ o the girl, lipstick-sheared, Japanese - ;hen Daniel -
o : - he was the guilty one. :

....total sc::mnc:l*‘e1 apparently. e ) o o

(CONT_NU D
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MOTHER {cont'd
. Best man at his wedding - and “*ﬂn .
Christmas Tve Mark comes home early IIom
work and finds the pair of them in & most
unorthodox position, stark paked, at it
like rabbits... with the telly on,
watching football. .

INT. BRIDGET’S PARENTS’ HOUSE - DAY. . 180

Back on Bridget. Everything has now fitted into place.

EXT. BRIDGET'S FLAT - MNIGHT. : 173
FLASHBACK: Mark looking his most attractive - hot, bloodied,

noble. :
_ e
o Eréteca .

_ : MARK. . .
Yes - but very, very foolish mistake.
Forgive me. .

ﬂ -
G

oot S5

BRIDGET.

Protect me?

,/ 1920A INT BRIDGET' S PARENTS’ HOU%?“ﬁ pay. ,ﬂg 1903

Mum Dad, lee mé}%% ;

" She runs upstazrs to get chanaed.

And comes s;ralght down - looking devastating and modern.

- . 1%! ”‘E
And what do you think you’re wearing,.
yourny lady'j

BRIDGET
:Z think I*m wearing exactly what I want
to wear, old WOman.

: - MUM
.Daday‘ Do something.

ot
o
[

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD. PARENT'S CAR - DAY.
Bﬁi&g&t’s father is driving at a fatherly pace.

: o BRIDGET
Stop! .Stop the car!:

Father stops. Bridgst gets out.

 {CONTINUED
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ZRIDGET
Get out.
FATHE
What?
' BRIDGET
Too slow.

EXT. COUNTRY.RORDS. 'npu *S.CAR 192
The Jones ca ﬁ j?ﬁg 1 at ghﬂ wneel,
EXT. DARCY HOUSE. DRIVEWAY - DAY | 193

A manor house on the edge of town. Not big enough to be 2z ‘Hall’,
noxr naff enough te be called ‘The Willows’. But assuram
Comfortable, with a large aate . The kind of place you'd find a

‘retired Major reading his “Wisden’, but not the Prince of Wales,
- which is how everyone is behav1ng‘.

INT. Dﬁ%CY HOUSE D:NING,RoQa\— aﬁg‘zﬂ» . o 194

'All the usual suspects ?zﬁ- e*’Ce fve§ znd Una Alconbur
h B

Penny Husbands-Boswort glggllng awkwara{y at
ane: another, as uniformed CAT RERS wait trays of salmony ithingies

under their noses, Geof«rev is already very far gone on the free

u.hammaane .

. Bridget’s Mum and Dad énter helding hands, lighting the rocm,
S guite mndecentiy satisiied. Mum sees Una and Geor rey. Blg grin.

MOTHER
: {to Bridget)
It's a b.rl: showey, isn’ £ it?

I 'BRIDGET
wWogt?! '

_ - MOTHER _
Don’t 'say ‘what', Bridget. Say ‘pardonf.

n:lacet frsezes. Mark annkoacnes ﬂe is beautifully dressed apart

-

SLizom & ¢1deous ‘Pooh_Bear bow-tie. His eves meet 3ridget’s.

L _ BRIDGET .
- Thank vou for _hv1z;ng me.

_ .;_ﬂARK
tiifly} S
. 17 must have been my parents.

r"‘-h

(CONTINUED .
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Awkward

Natasha

“work:

- MARE
"Bh. No. Other way 7o
‘My... heart.

MERK & B3RIDGET SZMGLTRNECUSLY
S50...

pause — &nd then Natasha epproaches.

. NATASHR
dget. I didn’t know you were
Tk,

Hell : =
Hello, 2 _ . ‘
vour father wants to Degln

coming. Ma
very soon.

C MARK
Dogs he? Right....

NATASHA

Come on - be helpful, Mark. The caterers
have totally screwed up - does nothling

Egi?;;}fnuﬂn%w“jzi P T

. ptidg gat eé heF Lo.’-._ %

Ja_ﬁgwésg_iw' a%,§_§L~J |
MARK

I better...

BRIDGET
Listen.... I Just wanted to say I owe You
an apology... about Daniel, He said you
ran off with his fiancee. Broke his
heart, he said.

_ BRIDGET
I'm sorry. And that’s why you zlways

. behaved 50 weirdly with him. And why you

beat him to a pulp. Quite zightly. Well
done. : -

. MARK
Well....

BRIDGET .

Look = zhm -.... could we just pop in

Jiere *for a.second...

They move into an slightly odd private place - under ths stalrs
or sometning - amongst coats. She talks very Ifast.

_ BRIDGET (CONT'D)
There’s something I have to say. ¥You
once,. unexpectedly, said that you liked
me 25 I was — something no bastard
boyfriend had ever done - and I “ust
‘wanted to say that... well...
: (MORE}

(CORTINUED
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. BRIDGET [(CONT’ Dy
- likewlise, yvou know - you wear stupid
tnings your Mum buys vou - tonight's
ancther classic -~ you’ re haughty and you
always say the wrong thing in every
situation and I thifnk vou should rethink
the length of your sidéburns. But you're
a nice man and I like you.... and, well,
whatever - you know my address and if you
drop by soon, it would be nice. More than
nice.

o MARK :
( giving nothing away ) Right. Crikey.

Long pause. Neither of them know what to say. Both just about to
speak when... Mark’s father hits a glass with & spoon. It’'s a

. MARK'S FATHER _
Dear friends. 40 years of happy marriage .
counts for quite a lot in this day and
age and I've been blessed for 40 years
- ¥ith a dear wife and companion,
- Geraldine. A-toaﬁt.t S Ty, M '
wife, Geraldine . [ '

Puck

Qf course.

He walks away.

nderful

: GUE
to-Geraldine'

' : _ MARK'E FATHER .

And we, in turn, have been blessed with

our son, Mark. He has always made us o

- broud - and we couldn’t be prouder of him

than on this particular daK. Because I'm

thrilled te announce that he has just

been invited to be a senior partner in
. the firm of Abbott & Abbott in New York.
-:He . leaves.by Concordé on Tuesday and so - |

"surprise surprise - this is also . a -

farewell partyv for him.

Mark looking shy - Bridget very shaken.
He glso incidentally takes with him his
brilliant partner in law, Natasha - and
don’t think they’ll mind, since we're
-amongst friends, if I say that some day
this remarkable, clever girl is going to
be something else in law as well.

A real gasp from everyone - that turns into-applause, and a bit

of shouting. Cut to very smuag Natasha - and very abashed Mark.

:{MORE}

(CONTINUED




~e4

187
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CONTINGED: [3) 14
_ . MARRK’S5 FATEER {cont'gd)
S I ask vou now to tharge your ¢lasses
once againh o... Mark and hls Natasha!

it

Refore anyone can take up the toast, & lone volce cuts thIicugn.

SRIDGET

No! Nooooo!
SCENE DELETED S o 195
SCENE DELETED | ' : 156
INT. DARCY HOUSE. DINING Rdom -~ DRY. ' o 197

ne AlCconbDurys

rt

——, " : P T
FANTASY: WHATY BRFDGET SETO" S
T d gy ""”‘"‘”“E
Mark, Natash e #oa rigbed s pug a d,
o inte thell usugl fantasy sio-mo.
BRIDGET :
Stop! Stop! Mark. For God’s sake, don’t
get tricked into marrying some posh girl
who’s just been waiting and pounced at
the right moment. It‘s the classic 30~
somethlng compromise — marri ge as
merger. Please, please. Get the fuck out
of it now! ' :

o . _ ;
We then cut back tQ-Bridéqé
| . cwé§§§
"Mark and Natasha!l

P N o
- ahe héigf? said any of this.
B : ) - |

Through the ¢ries.of “Mark and Natasha”/ “Natasha and Mark”, we

‘sSee Bridget, thinking about what she has just imagined - what

she’d like to say - she screws up her will for thé single most
impeortant time in her 1life, and, this time. for real, staris
again;: . ' ' o

o . BRIDGET
..Nol -Nooooo! S

This time of course everyone really reacts, in real time - |
everyone turns to stare: Mark, Natasha, the Darcys, Bridget’s Mum
and Ded, the Alconburys. . S

. BRIDGET (CONT'D) :

It’s just that it‘s the most terzible
pity - for England - to lose such a great
legzl brain - and for.. the people ol
England, people like vou and me, to .
lose... cne of our top people. Our TopR
person really. It's.a -real.,.. shame. - Not
‘o mention the fact that - incidentally -
Mark -~ I love you. Sorry. Nesded to be
said though. Better dash - got another _
‘party must ‘ge to -~ lots. of single people -
mainly poofs. So... byese... : '

(CONTINUED
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188

1983

189C

CONTINUEZD: B
Deathly silence. Bridget turns and makes Zor the door - and iust
Lrips o the carpet as she goes

BRIDGET (CONT'D)
Whoops.

Cut back to Mark and Father - and Natasha - totally perplexed.

INT. TRAIN COMPARTMENT - DAY ' 158

-MONTAGE

Bridget on the train: Head leant miserably against the train
window ~ in the style of REnouk Aimee in the final scenes of UN
HOMME ET UNE _FEMME, In fact, the happting. strains of the UN BOMME
ET UNE FEMME BuSic Fan b& h¥§Er ~

:geﬁéffﬁén- “';Eg:i{_ 199

At St Pancras Station: shot from behind, a5 in the original film -
a man walks along the platform locking for someone. Bridget gets
off the train - walks towards him - and past him - he hugs a
woman behind her and Bridget simply heads on up the platform ~
there is no hero waiting Ior her.

EXT. ST PANCRRSS

EXT. -SKY. DAY. - . S . o 1992
L T N A N W o e . \ :

‘A Concopde flies through#%haza&;-—§possably'even_tax1~lng in to

New York airport. _,L!_g el :

INT/EXT BRIDGET’S FLAT. MALLWAY - DAY. o : 1998

She lets herﬁelf in. She picks up hér diary — crésses out the
~words “Bridget Jones’ Diary’ and writes ‘The Diary of Bridget

Jones =~ Spinster and Lunatic.’ :

INT. AMERICAN AIRPORT. ARRIVALS - DAY. - B -1

'rﬂarkraﬂd¥Nat£sha*jﬁstxem9rgingfhavinngicked#hnﬁiﬁggage'and done

customs etc, She calmlg slips her arm through his as they head

through. Waiting for them holding a sign saying Mark & Natasha is

& very smartly dressed young man - clearly & kéen junior lawyer

from the firml

: . . BERNBRD Co o
Mark, Natasha. Welcome to New York. ( HE .
POINTS TO HIS BIG SPECIALLY CHOSEN RED
TIE ). I am your red carpet. The - . -
name‘s. .. .

INT. BRIDGET'S HOUSE. LIVING ROOM - DAY. . . 139D

“~rShealoak5woutatheﬁwindowJffit+5tart5rta;snow.-f

(CONTINUED



1e2

1663 CONTINUED: 198D
BRIDGET
Typical.
199% INT. AMERICAN AIRPORT - CORRIDOR -~ DAY. o 189K

A long glass corridor ~ Bernard is now pushing their luggage.

BERNARD '

It is great to see you guys. Realig

superb. We have been 350 lmpressed ¥ your
work Mark - and yours, Natasha. Human
rights is absolutely key stuff at Abbott
& Abbott. Although, you know - not that
it matters to vou Brits I kmow - but I
should_bell you,\uhls is also a _VERY

‘profiges r E“\ '
Hga i ; ne re md&e tha _
mililigrsy, ou nd § meﬁgw

Damn.
He stops dead.

BERNARD
What - can I help?

) | Ahm. - . h- i 3 hfl - is
) o th Iea}.l no. ~ truth- p B A0 ™ :
y' . { 3 ,ﬁ

'ﬁdé;zca WRY =

 MARK o
Bernard { IN THE ENGLISH WAY } -

Nc,.ﬁérnatd..' 3
STAESS ON ‘ARD’ )

i o BERNARD
' BernARD.
' MARK R
~Right = Ber-wnabever. Truth is, I've gbne.
“and le‘t something... behind.

: BERNARD :
- On Lhe luagage carousel?
No, more..
_ WNAEASdA
0, not on the plane, Mark.‘
. : : . Well no ~ more ratber w'ku* ther back -
NS . in...gh.. in.. ah... London, in fact.

i
]
E
i
il
i
i
I
i

* (CONTINUED"

e T P e A s P P Y P T i ST T T e e s T L AT i T | T AT L T P AT L F A e b P T e P P TS LT N R B o e L



L

bl

-i ( ) SERNARD .
‘ O djn{t worry sbout that - we can IedSr
: anything.

MARY i
Well no - actually, this might be hard ©o
fedex - very, weil, no, gquite.... heavy.
Look, you just head on and I"11...

ro.

Looks up to check tv above saying ‘Departures.

1’11 sort this out. Terrible timing I
know - but I'm an arse — and Natasna 13
really ‘superd’ - just ‘superb’. And, tO
; be honest, | to her )} better off without
P : me. . - . .
" |l

- DR
o Aﬁ%d

apout this, Mafk?

Yes. Quite sure. Bye.

He kisses Natasha quickly on the cheek, then tuins and simply
sprints down the long glass corridor away from them.

’ -y
' - NATASHA . :
i Mark., Mark! Marky!!lih =, =y
' N Y _ L o
. . . ?s, /’ L - ) . -
200 INT. BRIDGET’S FIAT. LIVING RUOMKo EMENING. 200

She is writing in her diary. Her voice speaks calmly over it.

BRIDGET V/O . :
The time has at last come to face the
truth. Keep thinking of song by country .
and western girl with big hair and too
much mascara - ™ I never will marry -
1’11 be no man’s wife — I expect to stay
single -~ For the rest of my ife.” -

The doorbell goes. Bridget freezes. It rings again. A glimmer of
hope goes through her eyes as 5ne moves towards the door.

She picks up the entryphone.

BRIDGET

Yes? _ o _

D “70M, SHARON § JUDE ( V/O))
Hi - it"s5 us. " -

L . BRIDGET . | L S S
{ disappointed, unsurprised } O great. - S
Come on up. _ L : ' : :

o {CONTINUED

e e e e b R h e Y re W R e b e e A e e e et e P e Y o o AR T b e A AT Tt T T T,



HECG CONTINUED: T 200

201

- stands on the steps. With cold little gez :
her bag for the keys, can’t find them. Shé pours the contents of

Cut to them arriving.

oM
Have we got a fantastic surpzrise for you.

_ BRIDGET ‘
New -Kids on the Block have re-formed?

TOM
‘ Not fhat fantastic - but still pretty
good., We’'re taking you to Paris for the
weekend. Forget agout everything -
particularly forget about Mark Darcy.

JUDE _
I can’t believe you said what you said

“BRIDGET
I kn .eigﬂéi 1T 'gz_néx

year’s Turkey Curry Buffet.

TOM
Well, sod them a1l - if he didn’t just
leap over the family heirloomg and whip
you up in his zrms, then sod him.

. JUDE ' A
ggshw he’s clearly the most dreadful cold
ish. T
' N AW W
- summowf 3 7
Exactly ~ there -$mfrefbden all Lhese

bloody hints and/ gtuX Wodv hbaehe ever
actually stuck his fucking tongue down
- your fucking throat? ' . :

_ BRIDGET
Ko. Not once.

EXT BRIDGET'S FLAT. STREET - NIGHT. o 201

- ‘Bridget is beinnge;y:quiet.in“the:cofxidcr é}_while the others
flap around outside and begin to put things in the car.

TOM L
This is zp romantic. Snow bound for -
- Paris.
SHARON

- Hurzy up, Bridge, we‘re ZIreezing our
. bollocks off out here., ;

The friends are now all packed tight in the little car. Bridget
fingefs, she searches in
h

her bag onto the pavement..

(CONTINUED :
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BRIDGET

0 damn.
Tears begin to plop down her cheeks.
on the oaposzte

re,
ghest - 1is Mark Dq:cy
i1l dressed in exact

Suddenly, the camera ¢hanges focus and the

side of the street - like a stalikezr, or a
i © standing beside his car, watching her. sti
i : the clothes he wore at the airport.

TOM
{ out a wound-down window )} Ceme the fuck
on Bridget!

. Sharcn nudges him in the ¢ar - and points - all three of Them
©turn -~ and see Mark - he doesn’t see them seeing him - he

continues to _f 34 agg et /TﬁﬂYjP*ﬂﬁ?“*ﬁﬂh*m open-

mouthed. Bridj Ub i

She locks the door and turns. And there Mark is. They look at
each other, Then he walks slowly across the street.

Thank; 0% .

MARK
Bridget -
ST | _‘é' BRIDGET ~ . i .
- : : hat'are.you doing here°_; o

’*wﬁ-.r

”“?
s

Looking for you

ﬂ"‘“-*
\"l't.a 3 Hike

| 1
S S BRIDGET
B nat?

MARK ’
Don’t say ‘what?’ Bridget = say ‘pardon.’
! _ I just wanted to know 1f you were
; . E available for Bar Mitzvahs and
i ‘christenings as well as Ruby Wedﬁzngs7
Excexlen speech.

BRIDGLT ' '
‘I'm so, so sorry. { BEAT ) I thougnu you'
-were in America.

. MARK _ S )
Well, ves - I was - but then I remembereq
L’d_forgo tten something back home. o
.BRIDGET
Which was? A
MARK ' '
Bhm - I'd *orgetten Lo kzss you

gmodbve . Do you ming?

r
I
i
I

(COMTINUED
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201 CONTINUED: {2}

ERIDGET
Not resally, no.
He moves to kiss her..

BRIDGET (CONT'D)
So you're not going to mmexrica?

MARK
¥No, not.

BRIDGET
vou’ re staying here?

MARK
it wqg;g seem SO.

He moves Lo
there is a tnﬁme
fogged up ¢

‘Hooxay ‘That’s my girl’.

MARK (CONT'D)
Friends of yours?

BRIDGET
Never seen them before in my 1ife.

ET, % :
but ﬁstﬂgggggr ke iv, because...
idg gggggilgg fro the now very
Sl AD 5‘muj ing - ‘Hooray’,

He moves to kiss her again
.f"“‘ s ,r""%.':'

o

Look - are yeu c% Q%H;F Egzlafor not?

BRIDGET
Not.

Maybe we should go upstairs for & minute.

. BRIDGET
_ Good idea.
. CUT TO:

202 INT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT. 202

Mark and Brldget are entering ‘vom the sSNnOwW.

_ BRIDGLT
Txeuse — there’s just a lztk?e something
T must. 1711 be with vou in a minute.
Keep ycurselk busy - read something. Lots
of very high guallity magazines: with very
-_use*nl romance and rashlon tips.

She goes ‘out. of the room. Mark 1coks" QVE? 211 the copies of Hello

Iand Red and Cosmopelitan. Then his eyes light upon her dlarv
'=She dibeern . warned' ‘He. wreaches to pick It up.

N A AT s = g T




204

" Meanwhile Maxﬁ_;hg__
‘Wwith increasi

‘half only. She heavs the

20438

fed
48]
B |

TNT. BRfDGET's FLAT. BATHROOM - NIGHT. . 203
Bridget Is changing from big pants to iittle Xnickers.
o BRIDGET , ,
Definitely an occasion for genuinely tiny
pants.

She lifts up her skirt to remove the big pants she was wearing.

INT. BRIDGET’S FLAT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT. © 204

soa what he reads -~

- I hope he dxes of a heart attack and

they find he wasn’t wearmng clean pants” -~
‘a real geek.” I dislike him intensely.”’

- 'MARK

Right. Right.

He closes the diary guietly, end walks out the door,

T _ o
INT. BRIDGET’S FLAT. BAE#R$ . : - 204a
ledget is half way thrg ;.:'Q s rhaps now has on heér top

eavy slam of the docr. She rushes out,
and sure enough...

INT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT. B 204B

..No—cne’ s there. Sh& looks cut the window and sees Mark walking
away. It is stlll snowing. She opens the w;ndow and shouts out.

BRIDGET
;rMarkffMarki - :

- He doesn’t hear - or won’t hear - as he strides down the street.
-~ 3he ?ooks at the diary. Reads the words * utterly hateful boring

snob’

.  BRIDGET (CONT'D)
- 0 shit. .

And has to decide what to do.

O double shirt.
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20¢A

207

Bridget in bare feet and legs sprints out into ©

Total joy - she jumps up on him —'arms right round h;s nmck

'
]
(4]

[
Lo
12l

INT. BRIDGET’S FLAT. HALLWAY -~ NIGET

She charges down the stairs.

EXT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. STREET - NIGHT 206
the snow past Mr
Ramdas and a couple of Greek waiters.

. BRIDGET
Wish me luck!

WAITERS & RAMDAS
Good luck, c*azy_g;rl

She reaches t a-%aet%— LIS @E . '
. E‘%_i #g

EXT. HIGH STREET. NIGHI. - Z206A

It is snowing. Bridget turns on to the main high street. She
can’t see Mark. -~Then up ahead she sees Mark turn the corner.
She runs after him.

EXT. STATIONARY SHOP. NIGHT. A 207

Brldget starin .wmldly around her. - Suddenly Mark emerges from
the shop, which has a co tantgfkﬂg o ver zespectable middle-
aged ladxas. He looks the undenwdresse shiwvering ledqet Ain

t & SIIOW. i U
zé.«.aémi
BRIDGET

Mark, Mark - I'm sorry - I didn’'t mean it
- I meéan, I meant it - but 1 was stumld
you see, 350 I dlmn t mean what I meant.

Pause.

-?or Christ’s sake — it’s only 2 ama*y -
and itfs common knowledge dlar;as are .
- just full of crap.

Pause.
_ - MARK
-I_know'that.
He holds up a little leather book.
I was just buying you a new one. Time to
start again,- per aps. . _
feel
in the air - and hugs him.

(CONTINUED -
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210

SRR (CONT' L, .
v to on-lockers | Sorry. Heroin is a
terrible drug.

And then they kiss. It lasts a genuine amount of time. They s
apart - Bridget Is a2 little bredathless - znd confused.

U
[
ot
Tt

. . . BRIDGET. . ] :
Wait a minute - nice boys don‘t kiss like
that. -

MARK,

0 yes, they do.
Both smile - both know the future is full of strange delights.

A T T L iy T~ ’;E \
TITLE MUSIC,.g¢..T XPUOSLVE YERSION OF ™ WHEN I MET MISS
JONES” < 5 : §6 T A
%m.ﬂ _ﬁ o 85
. it i Trl® P, - AR e
EXT. PARENT’S HOUSE. GARDEN (1860’S) ~ DAY 210

HOME MOVIE FOOTAGE

shows BRIDGET JONES, 4 years old, tormenting MARK DARCY, B yea:s
old. The setting is Bridget's’ parents garden - swing, slide,
gaddling pool « and BRridget is ciearlg crazy about Mark: hugging

lm, trying to kiss him, mugging at the camera. Mark seems _
mortified, constantly trying to get away. In the background their
PARENTS, in outrageous 6&{§'§ qungﬂg._ ‘

- f
T

At the paddling pool, BREDGHT Hakes off her clothes and walks
back topMark. geplocks dnéoﬁga§t§:i@dézput then smiles and kisses
her. Baby Bridget radiantly happy - Mark not unhappy. Freeze.
FRANE SINATRA
Now I've met Miss Jones
And we’ll be meeting

Till the day we die.
Miss Jones & I.

THE END.
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