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al ZXT. LONDON. VIZWS - DAY a
is snowing. Hushed New Year’s morning. Views of London after

it
the night beiore. Party stragglers. The fountailn in Trafalgar
Sguare has ircozen. Lone pigeons cower under zalling snow.

A2 ZXT. BRIDGET'S STREET - BRIDGET a
23 ZXT. BRIDGET’'S FLAT. SKYLIGHT WINDOW - DAY A
Framed th;ough_;hejfkylightwuindow,~a very-mess¥- bed - no human
being deciphefab}ed % I ¥y F - .
BELGE IS
1 INT. BRIDGET UONES™S FLAT. 3EBrooM = DAy ™~
S5trange sounds emerge from the bed - then slowly movement - and
at last - the worse for wear - mascara eyes - crazy hair - still
in cleothes from the night besfore - Bridget Jones smerdes.
BRIDGET
Fuck a duck.
As she crawls out of bed.... o .
r » " ST
& BRIDGET.V/O = -
New Year’'s Day. -Another year gone. O God.
Everyone else has 'mutated-.anto-Smug
Marrieds, having children - plop! ploP!
plop! - left, right and centre. And I'm
still going to bad parties.
2 SCENE DELETED
3 SCENE DELEZTED
4 INT. NEW YEAR PARRTY. NIGHT.

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

CUT TO 2Bridget being chatted up by a2 guestionable man &T the
party - while scooplng from an enormous bowl of guacamola... over
Nis shoulder Sharon shows dismay & Jude thinks he’'s gay.

CUT TO Bridget, still talking to the nandsome men, takes a mighty
drag from & joint - and fzlling strzight behind a couch. The man
takes advantage of the moment fo slip away.

CUT TO Eridget emerging irom behind the couch, by Sharon and Tom
and Jude - making a2 ‘don’t worry - I'm fine’ sign - then taking
the joint back again casually - having a puff - and there she
goes again, down behind the couch. i



o

INT. BRIDGET’'S TLAT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Cut to ner sitting, present time, on a chair, in a short nignt-
gown. She picks up a diary, unwraps plastic wrapping.

BRIDGET O.5.
Have made big decision. This year will
take total control of my life and become
perfect modern woman. Resolution Number
Cne - in order teo mark triumphant year in
wnicn everything stops being shit and
turns out v.g. -.will keep a diary.

BRIDGET JONES’ S
DIARY.

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

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

BRIDGET O.5. {(CONT'D)
canuary Ist. 9 stone 5. Alcohol units -
35 { ouch! ) Cigarettes 22... { she
crosses out the '2' and makes it ‘3’ -
‘327 ) Calories 5424 - shouldn’+t have
finished that guacamole.

BRIDGET V.O.
Not time in short credit sequence to
demonstrate all resolutions - but major
ones include.....

~ will stop smeking, stop drinking...
She stubs out an only just lit cigarette - throws away a glass oX
wine and then sort or catch-scoops it just in time back into tne
glass, nhas a sip - nasty! - so throws it away again.

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

-



LRI
o

h
1

INT. BRIDGIT’S SATHROOM. INT. /IXT S

Her hand slips in and sliips a George Clocney calendar cff the
hook it hangs on on the door.

INT. 3RIDGET 3TDROOMS. DAY. 6

2RIDGET 0.8.
...and, crucial I believe, will always
throw yesterday’s used pants in laundry
basket...

She pounces on.2 rogue pair, hut we.see, &5 she furns towards the
laundry basket, that '_egacgﬁgl yy'has® another yair of pants stuck
to the back ogmh%r ghg : £ i et g

g S
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The phone goez—Shé~wakk=-vOwards ius
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Will alsc live own life without being
bullied by people into things I don’t
want to deo.

She answers it. The music stops dead.

BRIDGET

Yesa, don’t worry, Mum - I’11 be there.

W= ! 3
LS .

She hangs up. —— L

BR“ﬁEEfi(CONm;DL. .
Very bad start.% ‘ A

She instantly takes the cigarette out of the ashtray.

INT. 3RIDGET'S TLAT. HALLWAY - WNIGHT.

Bridget, wrapped up for winter, coming downstairs with a big,
case. She passes a pleasant 60 year Indian man old, just taking
his garbage out - Mr Ramdas.

MR RAMDAS
Haopy New Year, Bridget.
BRIDGET
Thanks Mr Ramdas - how’s your wife?
_MR RAMDAS
Still dead.
BRIDGET
O yes - that's right. Sorry. Still sorry.
5111 - Happy New Year! ~

(CONTINUED
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% RAMDLS
Thank ¥ou, sweetheart.

ZXT. ST PANCRAS STATION. EUSTCN ROAD - DAY.

Snow falls on the road snow towards St. Pancras station. New
Year’s Party revellers are mak‘n? their way home. 3ridget comes
into view, bit ky bit, through ilurries of snow, carrying her
overnignt bag.

BRIDGET V.O.
All in 2l1l, will develop inner poise, and
sense of seif azs mature woman oxi
substance, complete without boviriend.
as best way to obtain boyfriend. And not

and unrtragzcwbaggiapbﬁa P vF—“ ey

W L
Whicn is exa"EI?%w ne-lqbks‘iike. She *1chts a cigaretts -
but muddles if aph it g-ops iinto the snaw. . _E
BRIDGET
Fuck.

BRIDGET V/O R
Doesn't mattser - giving up anyway, 9%
course.

INT. EINTRANCE TO ST PANCRAS STATION _suPAY' 8

E ‘a
She walks past a huge poster oh a vefy sllm, long-legged model.

BRIDGET (o == —F= _
Will also not be paranocid about being
overweight and will learn to love my
thighs as being just the sort of thighs
many men _enjoy lglng batween, aspecially
those zlive in 1Bth century.

She stops t¢ give money to a gaunt HOMELESS COUPLE, and their
dog. She walks on..

HOMELESS MAN
What e lovely, caring person.

. HOMELESS WOMAN
Yes. Sname about the thighs.

HOMELESS MAN
Ye2an, she could lose a stone or two.
Thanks, Chubbs!

ZNT. ST PRNCPRAZ STATION. MAIN CONCOURSE — DAY V 8

Bridget walks on through.

(CONTINUED



L1y
o

8C

)
O
=
}_]
1-1
oz
o]
]|
|&)
1371
L

STATION ANNOUNCER V.O.
~Westrern Rail wishes to inform &il ‘
passengers that there is actually nothing
whatscever the matter with Bridget Jones
thighs....

INT. ST PANCPRAS STERTION., FPLATIORM - DAY. B
Bridget continues to walk.

STATION ANNOCUNCER V.O.
Passengers are reminded once again that
you do not need to look like a stick
insect to be attractive. Marilyn Monroe
is a good example - and Madonna in the

earlyg:ag; dreo grsef‘ﬁha;*gir%g—w
who play éggzgla;mae in,Ally McBeal and
Benton xgoirlfzriend ingE.REY I 3

o ¥ .-'u:._ ‘1.\.__..:.....; .a-:_.-" Yoo et _lé_.

[}

=t
SCENE DELETZD

SCENE DELETED 5

INT. TRAIN COMPRRTMENT - DAY. 1

cuT T? on the train. BRIDGET ,is writing in her DIARY in her tight
scrawl. TR o

-y

s

BRIDGET & =~ . . ..
V. important - will not f£&11“f3r any more
of the following: commitment phobics,
misogynists, megalomaniacs, freeloaders
Or perverts.

She looks at male passengers beside har and coming towards her.
By the time she reaches "pervert’, the camera whizzes back to
‘misogynist’ man.

Will also become more intelligent by |
reading excellent books of prize-winning
quality....

She takes out 2 copy of ‘The Famished Road’ by Ben Okri. Nods

intelligently as she starts to read ( we glimpse a picture of the

iuthor on the back a2s we do ), and instantly her =yelids start to
roop.

Though must Re careful not to lose touch
with popular culture.

%hedtakes out ‘'Hello’ and devours i%t. She speaks this line out
oud...

(CONTINUED
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CORTINUED:

SRIDGET (CONT'D)
O Fergie, Fergie, Tergie - who told you
vou locked good in that?
Turns another page - then obviously her concentration drifts a

lT. ..

BRIDGET (CONT'D)
Also will rot obsess HOPELESSLY about
Daniel Cleaver as is pathetic to have
crush on boss in manner of Miss

Moneypenny...
The train enters a tunnel. The windows black out.
A o ) CUT TO:
T %L T, o e
R SV T IS I e
INT. BRIDGET'S§ OBFICTY, GENERAL OFFICER - DAY 1
i Emeod e LT 2 I L N

Pinﬁ, Out of black, the lift doors open. Slo-mo cn Daniel Cleaver
walking through office. He is about =3, stylisn and indeed
gorgecus.

BRIDGET
....although, pretty damn sure that he
looked at me in distinctly unprofessional
manner at Christmas party. Though might
have been amazement at number cf Ilat
notes in rendering of.Nilsson glassic.
1 . N : .

—

INT. BRIDGET’S OFFICE. GENERBLSOFEICE - NIGHT 1

Cut to BEridger screaming into a microphone at Christmas DPaIiy.
Other office characters are there: PERPETUAR, DANIEL’'S' TIMID _
SECRETARY, PLUMP SIMON FROM MARKETING, LESLIE FROM DESIGN, DAVES
FROM SALES.

(BRIDGET)

“Can’t liiiiijiiiiiive if living is

...... 17

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 absolutely
flipping gorgeous....

Someone crosses him, creating momentary blackness which turns
back into the black of the train now suddenly emerging irom the
tunnel... -

N
=
—
5
i
=
O
O
iz
v
(=]
fy
-]
z
1)
2
|
!
g
2
'—l
)
th

Bridget stops writing and locks up.

(MORE)

(CONTINUED
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ZONTINUZZ: e
BRIDGET (cont'd) .
....would sa' ‘fucking gorgecus’ - but
gertain Mother will at some point read
“diary and therefore the less four lett=r
worgs the better - not to mention

mentions of blow-jobs and nobs up back
bDotteom etc.

INT./ZXT. BRIDGET'S PARENTS" HQUSE. FRONT DOOR - DAY

=

Detached 50's house on the edge of pretty, thatched village.
8ridget’s taxi pulls up. She siumps against the front-door as the
bell rings the tune of a town hall clock. Her mum opens it.

MOTHER )
0! There you are, Tigger. For heavens

sake, where have youn been?
) - s o '
INT. zRIDGET' - WOEE. -8DA j' 1

MUSIC. 3IM BOM by Joao Gilberto - cheesy Eesa Nova music.

As Mother drags aridget upstairs, UNA ALCONBURY, Mother's best
friend, pops ner heaad around a door..

UNA ALCONBURY
{to mother)
Doilies, Pam? Hello, Bridaet.

'l‘
MOTHER

Third drawer fr "Eoﬁfﬁnﬁg* Under the
mini-gherkins.

E 7
{tri h . ridget)
By the way:xgié?EZrc afa“%ﬂ:@z They' ve
brought Mark with them. He's just back
from the U.N., for heaven’s sake.

From 3ridget’s blank look..

MOTEER (cecnt’d) i
Iou remember Mark. You used to play in

his paddling pcol? He’'s a barrister. Very
well off.

BRIDGET
No. I don't remember.

MOTHER _ _
Beetroot cubes and stuffed olives zre in
the garage fridge.

] UNA ALCONBURY
Righto Pam. -

BRIDGET .
And I want you tec stop right there - I
may be single, but I will not, repeat not
be” reduced to being match-made with the
dreadful children of your ®wful friends.

(CONTINUED



CONTINUZC: ig

Mother just looks &z her klankly - and ccontinues.

MOTHER _ _
He’s just back from America. Divorced
last Christmas. Wife was Japanese. Very
cruel race. Now what are you going to put

on?
BRIDGET ) .
(indicates what she’s wearing -
1ice modern outiit)
This.
MOTHER
Don't be silly, Bridget - you’ll never
get a boyfriend if you look as though
You' vege3as tLwands Tt ofAuschwiy .69
upstaxrs.j Ifverlaid ! utﬁ?%metnlng lovely
on yourm-bpdy : A5 oy g 3
Y?"ff{;gv} s % 3
JSA—— e, ‘&.,.—2“.—-&——-" RN L e
INT. BRIDGET’S PRRENTS’ HOUSE. SITTING ROOM - DAY 1

The GUESTS are mainly Bridget’s parents’ friends, including PENNY
HUSBANDS-30SWORTH. 3ut there is a smattering of guests of
BRIDGET's age, with babies and toddlers..

Bridget enters self-consciously in a horrible, lurid outfit,
similar to her mother’s. The whole scene has a slightly surreal
nature: through Bridget’s eyes we watch this weird world in which
she once liveg. Three strange ™ static~kelatives - Hamish, Bernard
and Shirley, frozen like-—ekaracters out! of ‘Blue Velvet'.

s BRiDGE-'-I' g ..."; et AT ;ntn-’
Hello Hamish, ... Shirley... Bernard.

Then GEZOFFREY ALCONBURY, 60, looms at her side, a Bruce Forsythe
shuffle in his step...

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

GEQFFREY gives her an enthusiastic clumsy kiss, hitching up the
waistband of his trousers..

BRIDGET
dello, Uncle Geoffrey.

GEOTTREY ALCONBURY
Got a drink? No? Come on then, I could do
with a £ill-up.

_BRIDGET O.35.
Uncle Gecoffrey....well not really my
Uncle. Someone who insists I call him
Uncle while he stares at-my breasts and
asks why I'm not married yet.

He leads her to the drinks table through the chattering guests.
Una Alconpury has =idled up next to them..’

(CONTINUED
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I GEQETREY ARLCON3URY
30.....n0T merried yet, eh, Bradge?
How's your love life?
DISSQLVE TC:
WHAT ZRIDGET WANTS TO SAY:
BRIDGET

Mind your own business, you horrid,
horrid, nosey, shiny old man with an
almost permanent erection. I don’t ask
you how your marriage 1is.

GECFFREY RALCCNBURY (0O.5)
How's your love life?
T Y L4 "\‘-'—"-s-.-._: ;""‘*—z - e A

13 i i n 2, *: > 4
e 31#“'3 £ 5 R i i DISSOLVE TQ:
Poaaa Ty oh u g i
WHAT BRIDGET RmALLY-S L —uE L m
BRIDGET

Super, thanks, Uncle G.

GEOFFREY ALCONBURY
Still no feller then? I don’t know.

- UNA ALCONBURY
You career girls! Canlt put it,off for
ever you know. Tigk tock! Tick tock!
BRIDGET:

g e Y -

Hello, Dad.

Bridget moves on to goin her FATHER, a shy man, who’'s awkwarcly
Zilling drinks, and has been cornered by a 60 year old WOMAN..

BRIDGET’S DAD
{face lights up)
Hellw, Darling.

Eridget’s DAD introduces the woman..

ah, this is... do you know, I'm terribly
sorry, I've known you for forty years and
I've completely forgotten your name..

BPENNY
It's Penny.

DAD
That’s right, of course it is. Darling
Bridget - this is... sorry, it's gone
again.

PZNNY gives him 2 terrible look and walks off. Bridget smiles..

{CONTINUED
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IRIDGET' S D&D _
Your mother’s trying to fix wou up with
some divorces.
(nods in nis direction}

WHAT BRIDGET SEZS: a2 solitary figure by the window, his back t

the room, his head turned in handscme profile, his whele pOSuL'e
indicating haughtv disengagement. This is MARK DARCY., 3Zridget’s
reaction shows some interest - ne’s a rather romantic looking
figure.

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

FN Py WY T
MOTHER swoopsﬁlfi by tghgéi t:ag at pragget,,ana sweeping her
off. z } ‘t‘-‘, » .. £ 3

MOTHER

Come on. why don’t ycu see if Mark
ancies a gherkin?

Mark Darcy talks in low, urgent tones to his rather grand
looking, military~tvpe wellZborn PARENTS. .

MOTHER {(cont’d)
Mark! Here she is!

Mark turns slole[ reveallng;a’b*ight*ﬁicoloured set of reindeer
on the front of his swe *..

MOTHER fCBNTiﬂidﬂmﬁ
You remember Bridget? She used to run
round your lawn with no clothes on.
Remember?

The DARCY PARENTS politely back off, leaving their son, Mark,
stranded. Mark tzkes his time looklng at Bradget.

MARK
No, Not as such.

He says that in a very formal, rather forbidding sort of way,
very Mr Darcyisn, in fact.

- BRIDGET
Can I tempt you with a gherkin?

MARK
No, thanks.

“MOTHER

Bridget works in publlshlng, don't you
Br1ocet°

. BRIDGET
I do... indeed.

(CONTINUED
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An awkward silence. iUna, sizing up che situacion

UNA ALCONBORY
(to Bridget’s mother) .
Come and look at your gravy, Pam! I thin
it’s going to need sieving.

e

~ MOTHER o _
0f course it doesn’t need sieving. Just
stir it, Una!

Una shoots Mother a meaningful look, ‘Leave them alone’. Mother
looks at Bridget and Mark, then twigs..

MOTHER {cont’d)
Of couprse! L1 he g-gbt tpeie vSQ;ry_T—,
lmnpy;grgvygc ALy 50 5 3
3

*ur‘g—*cé' i "

Mark clenchesy hif JevRmu clggf;n hmpétrassmnn at Mother's
vulgarity, a gng et Ere lett ZI6nEé. Long pause,
conscicus of parental stares.

5 BRIDGET & MARK SIMULTANEOQUSLY
...

MARK
Publishing. Have you read any good
bocks...lately?

BRIDGET ;™. =% ~Fw )
Um...The Eamlshed—aoad byiBen:Okrl-

*“*—‘i
MARK ; ' cceer i
Ah, yes. I read that when it first came
out.
BRIDGET

All the way through?

MARK
Mrmm. Don‘t you think it’s a rather poor
conceit?

Bridget stares at him.

BRIDGET
I, . .vell, not too poor. Rctually I'm
on.y on :age 3. Dozed off - but I'm sure
the story’'s really going te kick in on
page 4.

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

You been staying with your parents over
New Year?

MRREK
Yas. You too?

(CONTINUED
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3RIDGET
No. Sorry. I was at a party in London
last night, so I fear I‘'m a bit hungover
Wish I could be lying with my head in a
toilet like all normal people.

] 1]
L

She does a little laugh. Inscrutable reaction Irom Mark.

New Year’s Resolution te drink less. And
stop smoking.

MARK
Ah.

Loocking at her drinmk and fag.

=en e BRIDEETS . T e
And kenmhﬁew Yean?s,ResolutLOnsd,And stop
talking™~otEil nons tal strangefs in
fact, 'ston talking g; —stoo Kéen » my big
mouth *+rmIV'sﬁn
something incisive and ﬂntelllgent to

say... (PAUSE) Nice jumper. Can’t beat
reindeer, that’s my theory.

] MARK
Perhaps it’s time to... eat then.

Mark walks off. Bridget notices all eves staring a;géer, then
hurriedly averted. She walks to the Turxey Curry Buffet...

T

BRIDBET
(mutteri _towherself)

Ah - so that’s why Btidget isp’t married
yet. She repulse€s men.!

18 INT. ZRIDGET’'S PARENTS’ HOUSE. SITTING ROOM - DAY.

Mark is by the buffet, eveing a turkey drumstick warily. His

mother approaches him.

MARK'S MOTHER
There’d be no harm taking her number.

Apparently she lives just around the
corner from you.

MARK
Mother, I do not need a blind date,
particulazly not with some verbally
incontinent spinster who smokes like a
chimney, drinks like a fish and dresses
like her mother

Mark locks around to sese Bridget. He can’t tell whether she has
heard or not. Bridget has heard: She smiles at him as if she
nasn‘t - and helps nerself to a plate of food.

{CONTINDUED
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SRIDGET _
Yummy. Turkey curry. My favourzte.
{ THEN INTO V/0, STILL SMILING Z2RCADLY)
Ch, God. Oh God. Oh Jesus. Even cumped
divorces wearing reindeer sweater thinks
I'm horrible. Am destined to dis alone.

)=

INT. PARENTS’ HOUSE. TOP OF STAIRS - NIGHT

Bridget sits at the top of the stairs in a2 pair of pajamas,
writing her cdiary.

BRIDGET O.5.
{in her diary) .
And be found three weeks later, wearing a

shower—sar < hgif§eatenbewakgatianq?~
: . X nop % B
. r % L R R
Her Mum callg T mé gwnstailrs. ﬁ 6 A F;
- T - RN S SN O
_ MUM V7O
Darling - come on down and jcin in the

post-mortem.

SCENE DELETED 1
J Vo at a L R St

INT. BRIDGET’S PARENTS' SITFING - NIGHT. 1
13 ‘.'! - .

Mum bustling in and out: of the gitring,room with a dustbuster.
Dad is engrossed in the cricket on the TV. Mum locks a bit

deflatead.

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

Dad grunts.

MUM {(cont'd)
I thought we might invite the Alconburys
pver tomorrow to chew it over.

Dad grunts again.

MUM (cont'd)
I thought we could make them intc a
lasagne and =at them

Mors grunt

Then I thougnt we could invite Penny
Husbands-Bosworth and have a sado-
masochnistic orgy.

(CONTINUED
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CONTINGEZD:

DAD
Yes. Very good evening. Lovely curckey
curry.

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

INT. ZPARENT’S HOUSE. STAIRS - NIGHT 182
3ack to Bridget surveving this desultory scene, perplexed...
BRIDGET O.5.

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

EXT. LONDON BRIDGE ¥ bAYZ § = /7 7 7§ ° 2
g 2§ 4 38 e b 3
- vrme T b r - m -
MUSIC. ‘IT'S B FAMILAAFFAIR' . SLY, & THE FAMILY STONZ.

Music: IT’S A TAMILY AFFAIR. Great big bridge shet - hundreds of
people, and hundreds of Bridgets, fag in nand, walking across the
river to work. Bridget looks at the world around her, at the
other Bridgets, et the old ladies in housecoats wWith shopping
ﬁro%lies - at happy couples holding hands. What will become of
er:

EXT. BOND STREET - DAY 202
Bridget walks to work. Aﬂd} %s?Biiagéttﬁoes - she pulls herself
together again. IR S .'
i R
BRIDGET V0™
Still - not to despair. Am thrusting,
modern independent women, with good
prospects, good job, good brain, and
famously nice nipples. Surely eternal
happiness must be round the corner.

SCENE DELETED ' 2

INT. BRIDGET'S OFTICE. GENERAL OFTICE -~ DAY 2

Bridget slinks into the office late. She is wearing a rather cuts
short skirc. PERPETUA, her Sloany superior, is on the phone. On
the desk is a framed photograph oif Parpetua’s large, pink,
fleshy, hooray BOYFRIEND, bDeside countless estate agents details
of houses.

‘ "BRIDGET
Morning.

PERFETUA
Morning. I need that ‘'Kafka’'s Motorbike’
release by 11.

(MORE)

{CONTINUED
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PERPETUA (cont'd)
{ BACK ”O THE DHONE ) Describe it to me,
Gavin - big dining room - good! - plum
ruched curtains with a floral friez

very good indeed.

. BRIDGET
Right.

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

She can glimpse Daniel Cleaver, through the glass wall of his
windowad office. He suddenly looks um, looks straignt at her with

no expression. She blushes, looks awa just as MR FITZHERBERT,
Happy New Year, Mr Fitzherbert.

the Managing Director, passes her des

He glances at her hbreasts fondly and then goes into Daniel
office. Closes the door.

BRIDGET (CONT'D)

's

The phone rings

BRIDGET
Hello. Publicity
- JUDE O.S. -~
(sobbing into
..... all I asked/ I i 'g')‘ Sk€d2. . if he
wanted to come 5§:E —bieak}to Paris.
INT. JUDE’S OFFICE - DAY 2
Jude, investment banker, is in a cubicle, in floods of tears,
mascara streaking her cheeks
BRIDGET O.S.
Calm down. Breathe deeply. That’s right.
What's happened?
Sridget, turned away from Perpetua, talking low.
JUDE
He said I was getting too serious and too
needy. Am I co..... co-dependent "~ ?
BRIDGET O.S5.
No you are not. It's not you, ¥You're
lovely. It’s Vile Richard. He's just a
big nobhead with no nob...
2

INT. BRIDGET’S OFFICE. GENERAL OFFICE - DAY

Breaking off as she notices that Dankel is standing in front of
her des with a manuscript. He must have overheard.

(CONTINUED
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BRIDGET

{coverina up)
...1is some peonle s opinion of Kafka.
but they cculdn’t be more wrong. rrh:.s
book is’a searing vision of the wounds
our century has inflicted on traditional
masculinity: D051t1vel Vonnegutesgue.
But tell you what, I'll send over a
review copy on a bike. Not at all. Thank
you fer calling Professor Leavis.

She disceonnects.

DANIEL .
Don’t let me interrupt cthe Stakhanovite
flow.
i TN ER L F e, o7 ¥ AT
Bridget blushes.,s 1 | 4 & " ¥
- L P 1 E gE wor ¢
Fén 18 % Loi 3
24A INT. JUDE'S OFFICZ - DAY, 244

Jude wipes her tears away and walks out into the main office,
full of men in suits. ;

JUDE
Right - that was Tokyo on_the phone - if
you gent‘emen have the balls for it - I
think it’s time to kill.

] - "'. R/ =23, -

<

Pl
248 INT. BRIDGET'S OFFICE. G“NERAL OFFICE, DAY 24B

v

Daniel has started to walk awéy Tﬁen Stops.

PANIEL
r.R. Leavis.

BRIDGET
Mo - fmm ..

DPANIEL
Wow.

He seems impressed. He’s about to walk off again.

DANIEL (cont’d)
The F.R. Leavis who wrote MASS
CIVILISATION AND MINORITY CULTURE?

BRIDGET
{unsure, but nods chearily)
Mmoo - b -
DANICT,

The F.R. Leavis who died in 187872

(CONTINUED
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245
BRIDGET. .
{2 rather high pitched sgueak )
Ahm. ..
He continues on his way. Bridget’s face.
PERPETUA
(to phone) )
Stay right there -~ I’1l be round in 10
minutes. Don’t let anyone else set Zgot
in it. (to Bridget} Bridget, I've got to
see a property. You'll have tc do the
presentation to that Michael chap. Is
that okay?
BRIDGET.
Yes gggnodmrﬁ? THT TR P f-guw
$Tz r;__{,,.'«-';g . £ 0I5
I - i Fs Doz 3
SCENE DELETEDL.® £ Se £ 8 7 S0 L. % 2
SCENE DELETED 2
INT. PRESENTATION ROOM. DAY 2

A stylish meeting room. At one end stands a slightly flappy

Bridgetywith somé folders and presentational aids. At the other

end of &he table - Mr Fitzherbert,.Daniel Cleaver, Plump Simon
from Marketing, and an aucher, Michael, with a beard.
I I LR - -

s g s 3

MR [FITZHERBERT .-

Right -~ fire away, Brenda.

BRIDGET
Right. Well, recently we've been having
quite a lot of success with teaser
campaigns to precede actual publication -

and we’ve decided really to go for that
this time.

Excellent,

The writer is quite serious. Daniel is unreadable - and cool.

BRIDGET
So - three weeks before publication -
this will begin to appear on pesters and
in a wide range of magazines:

Unveils a slick graphic board on it are just the words - ‘It's
Coming’. Very Gothic print - and blood seeping Z-om the stone
wall 1t’s printed on. -

Cut to the 4 pres=ntees - they seem te be concentrating hard.

~

(CONTINUED

~}
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CONTINUED: 27

3RIDGET (CONT'D)
Then... & week later, we take it a3 step
further...

Unveils the next board: it reads - “ If You Liked “EBighway of
Blocd’ and ‘Slit-throat Alley’, On March 3, You'll be Very Happy.
And Very Scared.”

BRIDGET (CONT'D) )
As you can see - still not revealing the
name of the book...

Cut to the listeners again - concentrating really hzard.
Inscrutapble - serious.

N N BRIDGET {COE?'D)
Then, ¥zt s A¥S~pekorn ¢ T
uubli_g:j;%og__ dﬂ?%e rev % thé ook

Y 0§ ik :

itseld N
: iai

, qh~1$ : .
. . s et A ; -
Revyeals the'fast board, a horrific bloocy image and spsaks along
with iz:

i

EESEY

3
.

From the Pen of Michael Harper - a new
horror classic - ‘The Red Door’...

Cut back to the other 4...

Which, I suspect you would think was a
better campaign if you actually were
Michael Harper but:the lpok onyyour face
makes me realiseithat I'velmade a little
glstgke and ygu ax E%nﬁiact Michael ,

aughton, authox or ' Tpeddhi nOows Best
which means that thi isg%ﬁtﬂﬁﬂﬁ i
particularly suitable campaign so if
you’'d just give me a minute...

INT. SRIDGET’S OFFICE. OFFICE CORRIDOR -~ DAY. 2

Bridget runs and skids frantically along the corridor.

INT. BRIDGET'S OFFICE. PRESENTATION ROOM - DAY 2
Bridget is back in exactly the same position as beiors.
BRIDGET

We’d probably like to start, a couple of
weeks before publicatiocn, with something
like this....

Unveils a slick graphic board on which are just the words - ‘It's
Coming’. Print like gingerbread cockies, held up by balloons,
with iittle taddiss all over the brick wall that Zorms its
background. Maybe guick shot as we cut off her, cf naxt board
'If You Liked ‘Teds in Space’ and ‘Who’s a Naughty Ted’, on March
14 You’'re Going to go very.. gooey.'
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NT. ZSSTRURANT - NIGHT.
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3

A club - as Bridget speaks, a waitress is serving them - 5 boxes

of cigarettes - bottles of wine....

BRIDGET V.OC. . .
Jan 4 - emergency meeting with uzban
family. Great joy of single life is _
replacement of frightful real family with
specially chosen group of friends Zor
rational, ...

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

...mature discussion of prgpé€m§ that we
all sSEng Tke Brigie MinrSter &hod '

Cabi isger¥ - affer_ted ypars of
adultgly e lacted Lom.§ . JPOp 100N
who Sang tHep .ratirad i

because he found cne song was gquite ]
enough to get him laid for the whole of
the nineties. Total poof, of course.

He is watched - talking on his mobile phone that matches his

shirc.

Jude - petite business dynamo - utter.
genius at all things to do with banking.
JUtter bollocks at all things to do with
O pr—: _" |: +
Jude, smoking heavily. ﬂLfL-% DI ff
H 7 e ey
BRIDGET V.0O. (CONT'D)
And Shazza - great novelist who like to
say ‘fuck ' a'lot and can‘t be arsed to
write first novel - therefore puts
energies into giving incisive advice on
all matters personal.

SHARON
Fuck the lot of ‘em. Resign tomorrow just
to teach them a fucking lesson - you
don’t fucking mess with Bridget Jones.

BRIDGET
Good. What do you think Jude? What would
you if one of your assistants made a
narmless little mistake like that?

JUDE
I'd fire you tomorrow.

BRIDGET
Excellent. And Tom - what’s the
homosexualist viewpoint on this
particular crisis?

{CONTINUED



TCM
Is that Clezver chap still as cucte &s
ever?

BRIDGET
Absolutely.

TOM

Then I think, as usual, a well-timed blow-
job is probably the answer.

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

STRANGER
Aren’t you that chap who sung..... ?
Tom gets thisfall the® ime. w4 ¢ E 7%

/ i) , W ox . z *

- e §F PR -~ & 3

00 % TOM £ 4 i o i

Yag . e TRl s e o
STRANGER

What are you up to now?

TOM
I spend my time buying phones that
perfectly match my clothnes.

It’s actually true - his orange mobile phone goes perfectly with
his peach-coloured shirt.: : ,—~ iy e
r . - -

- — — T >
M )

_ STRANGER ° a
O right. Far out. Well, great song.

TOM
{ BIG SMILZ ) Thank you so much.

The Stranger leaveas.

BRIDGET
More vodka anyone?

ALL
No, no, no - o all right, £ill her up
etc.

BRIDGE

Now what’s this about Vile Richard?

JUDE
Well, yes - I've got a kit of a2 new
situation vis a vis a promised mini-
break. -

SHARON
Don’t get m= started, Jude - don’t get me
fucking started.

{CONTINUED
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" CONTINUED: (2)

_JUDE '
Ae scrt ci got back together at Chrlstmas
- but then, yesterday. :

SHARON
Too late - I’'m started - Judith, you know.
I suogoru every emotional decision you
make 100%, but it’s time you realised
that Richard is a cowardly fuckwit who
for 11 years has engulfed you in a
seeth*na swamp of EMOTIONAL
FUCKWITT2GE.. . and should be fucking
spayed then killed.

JUDE
Right. ng Good. So do you think I
shoulg_c _hrm e S =

i ﬂ{ -’n
¥ ,ﬁfomfsdﬂaow; £

] i % s : ﬂ %
No! < s ‘-:-...JA_L’ ‘\_j P ~§-\-
BRIDGET
(simultanecusly)

Yas. I mean no.

BRIDGET O.5.
gou can see - just like a family - but
WLt much more wvodka.

-—-

At that\moment a very young girl walks past in a distinctive
almos;% ee-through blouse. ALl ofwihe. glrls turn to watch her as

she go They turn back‘~ and together

THE‘THREE GIR;S
Tart.

EXT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. STREET - NIGHT
A TAXI drives along. We hear conversation inside.

TOM/JUDE/ SHERON
(drunk) _

Men are 211 fuckwits, fuckwits, perverts
and bastards - and fuckwits.

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

Jige and Shazzer. And you, Tom. Night
a

The taxl stop - the door opens - and Bridget Zalls
spectacularly.

out
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INT. BSRIDGZT'S QOFTICEZ. GENERRL CIFTICE - DAY 3

The next morning. Bridget taking off her coat as she comes in
nervously. A bit hungover, today wearing another rather delicious
short skirt. Perpetua on pnone.

DERPETUA
I'm very excited indeed Gavin: let’s move
on it - the last thing we want 1is some
towel-head muying it Izcm under our
noses.{ looks up ) Morning, Bridget. I
hear it went very well.

BRIDGET
Mornlﬁc.

3N .9 -_F; 4 ; K
Bridget ullghqioseiéndi t? "gr w%;k%nq ha%? straight away.
k) x 3
Suddenly. Meébﬁéé-_eﬁazﬂﬁ-ftasj - }%-§~:ﬁmpééer screen. She is

perplexad. She presses EXE,

‘,“.

ON THE COMPUTER
'Message Brloget Jones from Daniel
Cleaver.

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

Re: yesterday’s presentation...

C T, A
Now she really is worrled..él “ ! ?
You appeared tanavaaforaott our

skirt.” Is skirt’off sfck¥?=X tIfught was
made perfectly clear in your cuntract of
employment, staff are expected to De
fully dressed at all times.'

Bridget is startled. She looks up and across at Daniel. He is not
looking at her.

PERPETUA
(on the phone)
The only problem I can see is Lhe
kitchen, where frankly there isn’t room
to swing a cat - and, as you well know,
we have two cats.

BRIDGET
{as she types)
Message Mr Cleaver. Am appallad by
message. Skirt was demonstrably neither
sick nor absent. Appalled by management’s
blatantly size-ist attitude to skirt.
Suggest management sick, not skirc.

Sh~ presses SEND, looks shylﬁ at Daniel as he resads the messaae.
He laughs, %turns To look er. A warm, sexy, mischisvous smile
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INT. COMMUNLL CHANGING ROOM - EVENING 3
MOSIC. JUST MY IMAGINATION. TEMPTATIONS.

Bridget, Jude and Sharon are t*ylng on clothes. 3ridget,
wrlgcllnc into a skimpy skirt eadless as it 1is caucnt over
her head.

BRIDGET
I'm not flirting with him. But obviously
I had to reply gecause he’s my boss.
There are certain types of etiguette
within a business structure that you
transcend at your peril. You don’t want

me flred do you?

She Zinally H d: X Sh4ron and Jude have
left the cha ) ; iKingf§to a total
stranger... ‘

NICE WOMAN
No, no -~ not at all.

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

rﬂa%et is labouring with the art-work for another book -
‘Kafka’s Motorbike.” She is actuallz wearing the shirt we

qllngﬁd on the ‘tart’ g}r dxn tu% t friends scene. Light
flashés: message pendl

3
‘;2‘-5”
MSG Jones. Stll Peskirt. And

shirt today looklng eaky too; wan, thin.
May I please have sklrt address and
phone number so may send flowers?
Cleaver.

3ridget reading...

DISSCLVE TO:

INT. WEDDING RECEPTION -~ DAY 3

Flowers everywhere. Brldget as bride, Daniel making speech.
GUESTS include everyone we’ve seen, including the smiling autho:x

of 'Teddy Knows Best’ plus a celebrity or two, all laughing at
Daniel’s joke..

) DANIEL
And it all began with some very childish
;malllng over Bridget’s non-existent
skirt

GUESTS laugh. 2Zridget smiles modestly.
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INT. 3RIDGET’'S OFTICE. GENDRAL CITICEZ - DAY 3

The next day. 3ridget walks past Daniel’s office in_short skirtc
and different top. He seems deep in concentration. 3y the time
she gets back to her desk, thers is MESSAGE FLASHING.

BRIDGET'S COMPUTER
If walking past office was attempt TO
demonstrate presence of skirt, can only
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
sexuallp~hatdss WE T this ImpeRtIfetT
mannegg_gbnggé A :

T

i
b B —_—r e
- -

=

}),n.*r‘w Tean

B R AT
Daniel readin@.&érﬁéﬁ@Ll&ugﬂing then.tveing.
MESSAGE PENDING on Bridget’'s screen

ON THE COMPUTER
MSG Jones. Mortified to have caused
offence. Will aveoid all non-PC overtones
in future. Deeply apologetic.
PS. Like your tits in that top.

Bridget reads and laughs.-.looks,up -_rhere, for the first time -
at her desk - in the flesh -/is Daniel?™

DARTEL % ¥ . .
I wondered if tHe 'skirt wthild“sare for
dinner on Friday night?

BRIDGET
Um. Friday? O - uhm - I'4d love to, but I
think I've got...

Bridget reaches for her diary, a “not so sure” look on her face.

DANIEL
Don’t =2ven TRY it, Jones.

INT. 3RIDGET’S FLAT. BATHROOM - NWIGHT 3

Triumphant pop music blaring. In the bathroom. Manic activity.
Bridget, through a haze of condensation and fag smoke, s
brushing dry skin, exfoliating, massaging anti-cellulite massage
oil, plucking eyebrows, cleansing, moisturising.

BRIDGET (V/O)
Being a2 woman is like be€ing a farmer:
harvesting, weeding, crop-spraying. I
sometimes wonder what would happen if I
just iet myself revert to nature -
within days would I f£ind myself sporting
a full beard on each shin..? Ow!

{CONTINUED
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She uttsrs short sharp cry as She waxes ner mikini 2ine sut o
shet. Ths entryphone aoes.

INT. BRIDGET’S TiaT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 3
Bridget jumps out oi bathroom...

BRIDGET .
his mind? He's forty minutses

Fh

Is he out ©
garly.

She heads for the door. Looks at he*selF in the mirror. With hex
dressing gown quite louche and her hair up, she looks rather

divine.
"_""‘h "_*'—_'_1 f'_'!‘-"'_x
; i;galﬁ. (caNr D) % :
i o K]
£ i
She picks up tna entrypnone. R
BRIDGET (cont’d)
Hello. { beat )} Oh. Hello Dad.
She buzzes him in. Very unexpected, this.
INT. 3RIDGET'S [LAT. LIVING~-ROOM - NIGHT 3

DAD is. ltulng on the sofa w1th ‘a mug of “ea. Bridget is
listening te him. It's & blg shcck .

’—.-
tl

BRIDGET/® DAD~ ~=
I don’t know what's hapnenlng at all.
Ever since Christmas she’s been behaving
oddly and then yesterday she came in at
four a.m. When ; asked Ker where she’d
been, she said it was none of my
business. Suddenly thirty years of
marriage would appear to count Zor

nothing.

BRIDG-T
Dad. Maybe it’s a sort of and of lifa
crisis..

Dad stares at her aghast. Is hs at the end of his life to07?

BRIDGET (cont'd)
I mean not and of life.. -you know - mid-
late~life crisis type of thing.

DAD
And she szid.....she said...

ERIDGET

{CONTINUED
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DAD
.5he said for 211 I knew the c;lgo:
was something in Geoffrey's butterily
collecticn.

is

BRIDGET
oh dear.
DAD
{ pause.,.. ) When someone loves you -

it's like having a blanket all round your
heart - and then when it’s taken away.-..-

The phone RINGS.

BRIDG“T
— Pt T . -
Tom, § E ‘%ﬁk esxgc;od figie. ;:___, ;
Okav “QfL_ k%n_,s jl_dgo.iga

look.

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

BRIDGET (contid) (cont'd)
Dad, call this number in two minutes.
Tom’'s left his mobile here, and I think
I've thrown it away with the newspapers.

She grabs a coat and exits. 7. x“@ Sy
f'“g ; . :
EXT. BRIDGET’S FLAT. STREET ~ NIGHT -Sven 4

Bridget stands on a low wall by three communal dustbins. Her
overcoat covers her bath towel and not much else.ﬁ She has 2
curlers in the back of her hair. Suddenly, out oI the darkness,
Mark Darcy appears, dressed in jogging clothes..

MARK
Hello.

BRIDGET
Oh, God.

MARK

taking her in}
Everything okay?

8RIDGET
{pulling ner coat tightly}
Yup. Super.

MARK -
What are you doing?

o BRIDGET .
I'm waiting...for the dustbin... to ring.

(CONTINUED
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CONTZINUZD:
> MARK
Have you De=n waitling

BRIDGET
Not very long, no.

leng?

Do you think it will be ringing soon?

BRIDGET
Yes,
the very near future.

Pause. There's
reaches into one of the dustbins
Mark reaches into

answers ig.. v % ‘f"\

i T .0 K :
CAV A Nt B B
PR "™MARK %

arlqaa«—aonésﬁs“dhcnaﬂ-’m zﬁr‘téll.hexm
who's calling? Someocne caE

BRIDGET
Thank you.
{into phone)

I have high hopes cf

the RING of a phone.

a phone call in

Mark is startled,

¥

S

[

ed Cclin

Thanks.... No. You're stilll a very
attractive man - I should| know - L1'm your
daunghter.
{to Mark) -
Think you Lor your helu
g
MARKf‘g '

You're welcome. »==- 3
and looks back 2t him - he seems

INT.

BRIDGET'S FLAT LIVING ROOM -

AT i

She heads back into her-House, he

continues on his way. She

to be laughing.

NIGHT

Bridget enters, breathless, race? into the bathroom..

BRIDGET
Bloody Mark Darcy. Can’t

Hope ne dies of a heart ahtack an

find he wasn’t wearxng
I'm rushing, but I'm lis

important date - pessible

stand joggers
they
Jean pants. Dad,
enlng Quite an
future husband

and father of children azriving in 5

minutes and I still nave

brassiere on - but I'm s49ill

.BRIDGET’S D
She savys we need some ti
know what that means. |

THROAT } Ch, somehody r

BRIDGET

no - repeat no -
listening.

D

e apart. You

“HE MIMES A SLIT

ng. David?

{heading out of bathroom)

Dawvid?

Y
i

as Bridget
| struggles to locate the phone.
the dustbin ne rest g im, retrieves the phone,
N Ty

turns

{CONTINUED

Lo
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CONTINUZD:

e

sRIDGET’S DED
Darren...

. BRIDGET
Not Danizl.

BRIDGET'S DAD
That's iz,

BRIDGET
What did he say?

BRIDGET'S DAD
He said he had to work tonight. He’ll try
to call you later. Anyway look I’'d better
get back. Mum’ll wonder where I've been..
If sh#F 3y hofge.. Jherserf.,w = 1T7° .
b F B A

X e 3 § e ;
Bridget’s face. % i W 7 & .g 3
¢ I N R NS B ?
INT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT. - 4

Bridget, on the couch, waiting for the pheone to ring. The End
titles music to Frasier is heard on the TV. “Frasier has left the
building”

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

She scrambles through her CD-collectiep. Finds a CD called ‘Only
Women Bleed’. Puts it on.and we hear the first 3 seconds of 2
famous, big girl numbers, = like ‘You Don’t Have to Say You Love
Me', by Dusty Springfield, and’ ‘The Power of Love’ by Jennifer
Rush - and then it settles o “AIT By Myself” - in spectacularly
melodramatic version by Celine Dicon.

BRIDGET
{snootily)
O Ged.

But, as it happens - she gets hooked - it plays during this next
episcde - scmetimes mimed by very passionate Bridget.

INT. BRIDGET’S FLAT. LIVING ROOM ~ NIGHT. 4

BRIDGET'S DIARY LIES OPEN: Bridget is now playing both drums and
pianc on the Celine track - shouting at the top of her lungs -

BRIDGET
11 by myselft!t!
I don”t want to be -
All by myself
Anymore!

[§8)
[44]
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INT. BbeGET'S TLET. LIVING ROOM - DAY

N

Bridget sitting in the same spot, next morning, staring into
space, eating muesli straight out cf the packet.

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

At the botrom right of screen, Bridget’s familiar scrawl writes
up on screen. It’s what she’s thinking as she’s eating.. .

P

BRIDGET C.S. .
Sat. January 30th. Am fat and hideous.
Daniel at tgis very moment penetrating
Kate Moss’s skinnier younger Slster.

WT——. . i 'E‘ "{ m
Then into voife-Hvdy.3 .E{ g % “;,—\ﬁ = !
7 3 A ol '
e v/e. e 3 oY . &
Numbet—= Howli%-of dsfusting maes¥i .

Number ol times have picked up phone te
check it’s still working. 144. Am now
insane person.

£LL

L

Bridget looks towards the door.

DISSOLVE TO:

-
-

.
INT. BRIDGET'S rLAT. LIVING_BOOMﬁ*%Dkﬂki 4

- 1

The front door is sligh&ly-djay. Something is seen to push it
open. It creaks eerilg.;A;dggLé_nqsejsnifgs - close up. We follow
the Dog’'s point-cf-view as it steadicams round Bridget’s flat -
the kitchen disaster area, and into the sitting room, where it
happens upon a slumped figure in a lilac nylon nousecoat, face

down. It's Bridget thirty years from now. Another Alsatian
zppears behind the first cne.

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

DISSOLVE TO

INT. BRIDGET'S FiAT. KITCHEN - DAY 4

Bridget paces the room. She now eats Branston pickle from a
jar... Then makes decisive decision:

She crosses to the phone

BRIDGET
(reads aloud in cheery manner)
Hi, it's Jones herxe. I was just wondering
how you are and if you wanted to meet for
the skirt-health summit, like vou said.

She plucks up her courage, picks up the phone.

{CONTINUED
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3RIDGEZT (cont'd)

Hi, it’s Jones here. I was just wondering
how you are and if you wanted to meat up
for the hurt-skezlth mummit...... like

you...Shit a tit...Summit. Obviously!”

She puts the phone down, thzn doubles up cringing
To her surprise, the phone rings again. 2ridget forces hersel:f
not ©o pounce cn it..She turns the music up.

BRIDGET (CONT'D)
(as 1if there’s other
peopla with her)
.yeah, get yourself a glass. Hello?

ace falls)
Shaz’gﬁage gdﬁé“gﬁtﬁgrfygurimiﬁdr“EEt
off t© ope ly G8t gff g phoned
g—g‘ u ) g _ £ t ' . .5
._._.a; I N N+ - -
INT. SHRRCON’S FLAT. PHONE AREA - DAY. 4634

Quick cut to very perplexed Sharon at her end of the prhone.

INT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. LIVING ROOM - DAY CON'T 4

Brldget slams down the receiver. She goes to slope off towards
the bathroom and then the phone rings agaln. Bridget forces
herself not to pounce on; lt.; I

] Y i
L N r £

¥V
et R ] g

BRIRGET]

Deep breath. Deep ; breath
(picking up the”
phone, cool)

'n-.:_;f

Hiva...
(face collapses)
Mum?
INT. DEPARTMENT STORE. SHOP FLOOR - DAY 4

MUSIC: UP, UP & AWAY. FIFTH DIMENSION.

Bridget walks through the cosmetics department on her way to the
coffee shop. She nears a familiar voice on the PA system. She
wanders over towards a crowd.

MOM ON PR SYSTEM
There we go, Madam. Super!

Mum done up to the nines is demonstrating a rubber boilad egg
peeler, -
MOM .

That’'s it, nice firmm grlb then and up and
down, up and down and off it comes ain
your hand! Ooh. Mind the overspray.

(CONTINUED
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3RIDGET
Christ alive.

INT. DEPARTMENT STORE.

(]

CAFE - DaY. 4

B;idﬁet sits opposite her mother in a booth, still in a state of
shoc

MOTHEER
I have spent thirty-five years cleaning
his house, washlng his clothes, bringing
up his children.

- N BRIDGET
- n aclya
?m%a
-
Well rpigit
having-children
to be. Given my chance agaln, I'm not

sure I'd have any.

BRIDGET ©.5.
zven own mother wishes had never been
horn.

MOTHER
But now it’s the winter of my life and I

haven’t actually ggt f my own.
e
ea §K
%} I'm like

no...life at a
grasshonper who

No career, Eowe
- Germaine sodding nﬂ-' it

BRIDGET
Greer.
] MOTEER
The Invisible Woman.
BRIDGET
Actually, she was the Fesmale Eunuch.
MOTHER
Who was the Invisible Woman?
BRIDGET .
I don’t know. The wife of the Invisible
Man.
After a beat...
MOTHER
Well, whatever - I’'m not having it - &nd

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

BRIDGET
Who's Julian?

{CONTINUED
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MOTHER
{as 1f she should know)
Trom the Home Shopping Channel. He comes
inte the store to get his colours done.

) BRIDGET
Potential for what?

MOTHER .
As a demonstrator on his cable show. His
assistant. Apparently it’'s the highest
rated show on the channel, apart from the

one where fat people beat up their
relatives.

Looking at her watch, getting up..

._53____“‘ yornre, A T —— PN T eircyr—
A a - . .

1

s L Y K ) '

i 7 4 MOTHER {{CORTED) .. i_. 3
Listey, L mmst wmizi. Howjareiyol, %
anywap2.wy 5 e 2 B N e Ty 2

BRIDGET
Suicidal.
MOTHER

{( totally casually} O dear. Heard from
Mark Darcy?

BRIDGET
{through clenched
teeth) ~ ; -
Goodbye, Mum R
Mother kisses Bridget, and when -sheé walks away it looks as if she
is walking on air. In men’s underwear she steers ;owagds a deeply
solariumed and sleek man, in his forties. This is JULIAN. The
music pipping out is ME AND MRS JONES 3Y BILLIE PAUL.

ERLYE

F

SCENZ DELETED 4

INT. BRIDGET’S FLAT. LIVING ROOM - EVENING 5
MUSIC: TIREZD OF BEING ALONE. AL GREEN.

Bridget comes in, makes straight for the answering machins,
doesn’t even bother to take off her coat.

MAGDA ON BNSWERING MACHINE
Hello B3ridge - you won't forget tea on
Sunday, will you - your godchlldren are
very excited: Well, that’s a lie actually
- but I am.

BRINDGET V.O.

O God - Smug Marrieds. Obviocusly lovely
best friends with lovely if incontinent
children - but last thing one needs when
feeling v. insecure,

-
Pt
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INT. MAGDA’S HOUSEZ. KITCHEN - DAY. 5

Cut to Magda and Jeremy - sitting next door to each other -
sometnﬂng uncenﬂgoly smug about them. Magda is a beautiful mother
of three, who used to run with Brldget s urban pack. She’s is
holding her new baby. Jeremy, Magda's handsome husband, has &
dish towel over Lis shoulder, a child in his arms and the Law
Gazette by his side. Sound of a third toddler somewhers...

_ JEREMY
So, 3ridge - how's your love life?

) BRIDGET
As I was just telling Magda - disastrous.

TS TRRGE T Y YT
I thi owgHould dumpihim new ’and wait
for agni zjngxhug_cgme alang What do you

thin

JEREMY )
I agree entirely with my gorgecus wife.

BRIDGET
Well that’s all very well for you to
say, Mags, but...

. MAGDA
(to potty child) _au,
No. In the PQOT Ihe potty hell put it
in Daddy’s hand Ehen -

‘T‘-
Jeremy resignedly holds’ cﬁtvhis'ﬁand“ﬁith a patient smile - we
don’t see_ it ~ but some disgusting exchange ensues. He looks
dangerously at Magda, then both smile at each other. Bridget
watches an ache in her heart about their warmth. Jeremy exits
with the turd.

MAGDA (cont'd)
What does he look like?

) BRIDGET O.S5.
Fucking gorgeous.

MAGDA
In that case, seduce him, by pretending
to be completely disinterested. Transform
into the Ice Queen. Worked for me. I gave
you hell, didn’t I, darling?

JEREMY
{ RETURNING .} Certainly did.
That lovely optimism of Bridget when z new plan comes along.

BRIDGET .
Yes. Qkai. Yes. Okay. Goed. It’s
definitely worth a try.

(CONTINUED
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The opening bars of ‘Ice Ice Baby’, Vanilla Ice using ]
Queen/Bowie’s ‘Under Pressure’ begins to play. Dung cung dung
dugga dung dung - Ice Ice Baby.'’

INT. BRIDGET’S OFfICE. GENERAL OFrICz -~ DAY. 5

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

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 i1s that
COrreérT™, THT

' ﬁisg-_gué) 4
Rightf= maf £
selsohali thu . ndy
nell, you snifty,
bastard...

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

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

The door bursts open. Daniel enters, looking not in the least
furtive or guilty, breezes, through..
" K L o™ ,..-t-_;r.

| DANYEE § "
_ Morning, everyoney— i

4
. st st .
He leans and whispers as he passes Bridget’s desk.

“n.

&

I

+

3
" -,v'

‘ DANTIEL {cont'd)
Message pending, Jones.

She turns her head away, disdainfully.

INT. BRIDGET'S OFFICEZ. GENERAL OFFICE - DAY S

BERIDGET' 5 COMPUTER
Messages pending: &

ON.EANIEL. Looking across at her, willing her to access har e-
mail.

ON BRIDGET. Calmly marking up a manuscript, completely igmoring

him.

cuT TO:



L

WL

o
U

o

INT. 3RIDCGET'S OFTICE. GENERAL QFFICE - DAY

BRIDGET'S COMPUTER
Messages pending: 14

DCaniel suddenly gets up, walks out of his office, crosses
Bridget. He speazks in low, urgent tones..

DANIEL
Look, sorry Bridget. I suddenly got
called cut cof town. Left your skirt’s
number at home. .

Bridget’s phone RINGS. She answers and deliberately turns

from Dim.  —e—e, e ‘sl e S e B
Eoox B L% X s b B 5
- # ) o A e - 2 =
T (Wwapt 2
Excuse—te P e

INT, MAGDA'S HOUSE. KITCHEN - DAY
Magda, child in arms, on phone to Bridget.

MAGDA
Aloof. .unavailable..ice gueen.
alwof..unavailable. .ice queen.
; I R

INT. BRIDGET'S OFFICE. ‘GENERAL OFFICE - DAY

BRIDGET .
Thank you so much for your enguiry.
( hangs up and turns to Daniel )} You
were saying...

But the phone goes again.
BRIDGET (CONT'D)
Sorry. Publicity.

INT. rIRST RESTAURANT. LCAY.

Tom is drinking coffee, talking into another mobils that
with another shirt.

TOM
Zxcellent plan... stony, merciless - Ice
Qu=en. -

A s:cranger sidles up to him. .

_ STRANGER 2.
ou that guy who sang . 'Painted Lady’

e

<

(CONTINUED
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CONTINUE 333
TOM _
Yes I am, Zre you that guy who bought 2t?
STRRANGER 2.
Well, ves - & am!
TOM - L] -
Thank you so much. ( into mobile ) Ice,
ice baby.
INT. BRIDGET’'S QOrtICE., GENERAL QFFICE - DAY. 5

grlaaet puts the phone down and tries to hide a smile. She looks
own

D% i BRIDGET'S cOMBUTERY T T
y ) las?ﬁ?c geg&atéptl) ?{ =t §
essages a’n ngi N j'__, A

ON DANIZL: lookln‘ across at Bridget hungrily.

ON BRIDGET: she ignores him, carries on typing.

INT. BRIDGET’S OFFICE. ELEVATOR - DAY. 3

-It’s the end of the day. Bridget gets into the 1ift, followed by

lump SIMON from marketing. Daniel slips in, then, as the doors
egin to close, a breathless’PERpETUA calls out. .

PERPS@UR o o
{to Daniel; halding:. .eas:
rhone}
The New York Ofiice for you.

A barely perceptible flicker behind Daniel’s eyes..

DANIEL
I"1ll get back to them.

Doors close. Tense silence. 2 people in a lift wishing the thizd
would bugger off.

INT. BRIDGET'S OFfICE. ELEVATOR ~ DAY. 5

nad Simon: Simen gets out.

The door opens on Daniel znd Brig
™ zherbhert enters.

ge
Just as the doors close again — Mr

et a
Fit
DANIEL

Good evening, Kenneth.

And Daniel calmly puts his hand, out of view, on Zridget’s
bottom. She looks at him.

MR FITZHERBERT
g, Daniel. If you’ve got a moment,
ke a2 word before you leave tonight.

{CONTINUED
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DANIEL
errta:.nly
INT. BRIDGET’S OFFICEZ. LOBBY/ELEVATOR - DRY 5

—

The lift lands and opens. Ffitzherbert heads out first.

DANIEL.
I'l}l be with you in a second.

MR FITZHERBERT
ves. T “TRRIDEEL—

zZxcellent. ( TO BRIDGET ) And Erenda...
; L 5
ﬁ{BEaaE T
¥a

-I-.A..\ T
AL thk fka ﬁntorb‘i’ke =T ng
thought it might be fun if you *ntroaucnd
me before I introduce him -~ add a lovely
sense of occasion.

RATLRS R
vl .

BRIDGET
Certainly, sirzr.
FITZHERBERT
%nd try to get the author s mame right
his time. Ci T Dy A,

BRIDGET.
Certainly, sir T

He heads oZff.

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

BRIDGET
In fact I am.

DANIEL
Oh. Shame ~ I just thought it might be a
charitable thing to take your skirt out
to dinner, fatten it up a bit. And maybe
you could come too. What about tomorrow?

BRIDGET
Scorry, no - it’s the launch.

She motions To a standee in the lobby for this Kafka book. We've
glimpsed it in ths office before.

DANIEL
Ah yes, of course - possibly the worst
book ever published.

(CONTINUED
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SRIDGET ‘
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? Gooednight, Daniel.

Then, as she walks away seductively, leaving Dani2l dangling...

BRIDGET O.S5.

Feb 2 - am sex goddess - perfect in every
way.
-‘r‘—-.“. "-\)7‘-----..3‘E St T——, ..f-*“-:,i_ ‘*—""'\ ""‘m"‘—‘
KON TS SRR N O . -
INT. MORCCCAB-REST] 4~ NIGHFE - o g 6
i = ¥ 3 .
, < 3 n . L .
Modern Moro T, gowing™c es,Q* t2hres ~sumptucus cushions

for chairs. The gang’s all there..

JUDE
Right. Your whole future happiness now
depends on how you behawe on this one
social occasion.

. BRIDGET
Right. So what do I do?
AR = PN
Jupg L £ YR
ét's‘all in herg, g §§H§ SlA,BOO$ %
etting someonetp fmll in love wit ou
is science, pure scie%cé?“fff?ﬁ - looi
gorgeous.

EXT. TUBE STATION - EVENING 6
START OF MONTAGE: MUSIC. THAT THING. (DOO WOP). LAURYN HILL

Brid?et emerges from the Underground and heads towards the party.

She looks, well, gorgeous.... Neon signs flash glamourcusly
around her.

Now intercut between: 1. Bridget walking through London on party
night. 2. Bridget at home leading up to the party in days
pDrevious. 3. Friends advice.

INT. MOROCCAN RESTAURANT - NIGHT 61A

" JUDE _
Two: then totally ignore Daniel and be
fabulous with everyone slse,

TOM
Think Tina Brown - think TOTAL Queen of
Society.

{CONTINUED
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SHARON ‘
4’In:ro~uce oeople with thoughtful dstails
such as “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..

62 INT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. LIVING ROOM - LVENING

" 'm’ﬂ%ﬁi DG 54 S
x P :

‘Lovely to see ou, Salmaaan - what do
you th*nk about hech , “H=llo, Mﬂlvyn
- isn’t it terrible a cut Chechyna.’

(=)}

62A INT. MOROCCEN RESTAURANT. 82A

BRIDGET
Have vou all read this book then°

They all nod in unlsonﬁ__,_
BRJOGE ﬁfmi@ym

JUDE
Qf course it doesn’t fucking work or we
wouldn’t be sitting here togay - would
we? We'd be changlng naﬁples and snogging
hushands, But it’'s worth a stab.

And it works?

TOM
So ¢n to Number 4 -~ most impoztant....
i ) SHARON
fucking important.

TOM
.after the party, aiter you've

unwlilﬂnaly yielded to dinner at the most
expensive restaurant in London, after
you’ve driven him fucking wild with
desire by rubbing your knees against his
nob for two and a half hours, then..

ALY THREZ
Don’t sleep with him.

_ BRIDGET *
Obviously.

(CONTINUED
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COWTINUED:

tn elderxly man suddenly comes up to the table znd zddresses

Tom. ..
_ ELDERLY MAN
Zxcuse me, I'm sorry to bother you like
this in the m*adle of your dinnexr but....

Tom interrupts - he gets this all the time.

TOM
Yes. Painted Lady. It was me. Nine y=&ars
ago. No current plans to record anything
else. Sorry.

ELDERLY MAN
....Your c1a1rleg is on my wlfe s coat.
A L ETTTET, & B - S B I
& #mom LA i
Of course s < of conrse i3 i5. 3
_x'i_./ P Va._.A-._,J.-_df \c-n....-* S A
63  SCENE DELETED 6
£§4  SCENZ DELETED 6
63 SCENE DELETED &
gL CUT TO
s B
-\.......... !- “ N
66 INT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. BATHROOM— .DAY...:u- 6

Close on her, head & shoulders...

BRIDGET V/O
Major dilemma - if actually do, by some
terrible chance, end up in flagrante,
surely these...

she holds up tiny pair of knickers

would be most attractive at crucial
moment. However, chances of actually
*eacn_ng crucial moment greatly increassd
by wearing these...

Camera moves backwards to see her pulling up sensible stomach-
constricting big tight pants....

scary stomach-holding-in-pants, very
popular with grannies the worid over.
Tricky. Very tricky. .

[N

W
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EXT. LONDON STREZT - EVENING 6

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

" BRIDGET
Hello Jeresmy.

‘ JEREMY
O, hi, Bridget.

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

B Y o R e | ST S
. _ ] % S0 - A 5
INT. LITERARRY TART \ NI@HT;. g 5 5 3 &
= o oy, b . o 5 L
LR _‘.l'T._ k-ﬁ_d ‘f‘_..} f ...ﬂ—_ - . —
Everyone’s hers ~ real, famous writers galore - for the launch of

‘KAFKA’S MOTORBIXE’. The room is dominated by the display:
vintage Kawasaki motorbike, photo of Kafka. The author, locking
as miserable as Xafka himself, stands next teo a pile of his
books, ignored.

Bridget, overawed, hovers on the outskirts of a small group which
actually includes Salman Rushdie. ’

- SATMAN RUSHDIZ
The problem with:Martin’ ssdefinition of
the novella is ehergit. only applies to
him_ - - _1:'_‘:— 51 :;. = -

/i ‘J St iz
SIMON FROM MARKETING
That doesn’t sound like Martin. Not.

Salman smiles zt Bridget, trying to include her..

SATMAN
I could he wrong. What do you think?

de’s staring at Bridget. The group all turn to lock at her. .
Bridget’s mind goes blank. But her tone is that of someone who is
actually answering the gquestion...

BRIDGET
Ehm...Do you know where tha toilets are?

i
H

TERARY PARTY - CORRIDOR =~ NIGH

H
(e} }

8

H

idget hits nerself hard on the forehead.

BRIDGET 0.%.
Very bad start.

She looks up to see Melvyn Bragg glaring =zt her

-
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INT. LITERERY PARTY - NIGHT 7

Bridget exits from the toilets. She seas Daniel Cleaver, across
the room, talking to MELVYN BRAGG and other celebritles.
Cleaver’s eyes meet 3ridget. He smiles. B3ridget turns coolly the
other way, only to £ind herself face to face with MR FITZHERBERT,
surrounded by several GUESTS..

MR FITZHERBERT _
&h, Zrenda. We were just discussing ‘The
Famished Road’.

BRIDGET _
Really..? Apart from the first three
pages, don’t you think it’s rather a poor
conce F i T - B

IR "E"“ga F RS
7 & - 4 k
%:;I DY ol
R RIT HEREﬂkT A%
No, mitgg:_ifaiaaf, }ktﬁinﬁ—$£’sjk
masterpiece. But I'm surs the author
would De interested to hear your viesws.

A

MR TITZHERBERT turns to reveal the guest beside him is none other
than BZIN OKRI.

BRIDGET

Right. Ben. Ahm. Sorry. I’'ve been very

sick recently. In the head. £.C.T. Bzzzz.

Not nice. f-fiﬁ\ prsm, v

PRI S AU, B : :

A drinks TRAY passes, and,BRIDGET . Seizes the opportunity to _spin
1B0 degrees, only to fim qggglﬁ‘face_to face with MARK DARCY,
who, from the look on his! fave, “pbfiew=ly just overheard .
BRIDGET’'s clanger. She's genuinely surprised to see him there 1in
designer suit, looking handsome

BRIDGET (ceont’d)
What are you doing here?

MARK
I’ve been asking myself the same
guestion. I came wilth a colleague.

MARK DARCY stands rigid, clearly hating every minute.

MARK (cont’d)
30 how ares you?

BRIDGET
(sharp, but not
confrontational)
Well, very disappointed not to see my
favourite reindeer jumper again, but
othaerwises well. And you..?

At that moment, the CROWDS part and PERPETUA arrives, still
stuffing her face with canapes..

{CONTINUED
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_ ZRPEZTUA

Anyone scilng to introduce me?

Bridget finally has an opportunity to put Jude’s book, ‘'Making
Parties Work For You’, into practice..

_ BRIDGET
{as in book)

Perpetua, this is Mark Darcy. Mark this
is Perpetua...

DISSQOLVE TO:
WHAT BRIDGET WANTS TO SAY:

T BRIDGET (cont’'d) .
.. .Mark~isye~premmtymedy pEcod eweosdee—y
pric%fwgﬁhgﬁ BTuel-acel Ax-wlis,

Perpettu®y. isithe ¢gldéfarfdrse Pag who %
spends her ;time Bos8ing”me arpund. . &

DISSCLVE TO:
WHAT BRIDGET REALLY SAYS:

BRIDGET (cont'd)
Mark is a top barrister...who comes from
Grafton Underwood.
(to Mark}
Perpetua is one of my work colleagues,
and...she's just;beﬁp“gazuﬁpeﬁg

s

-..rh—-.- i ¥ v ?
(ob ngasfun T ’
obsequigug T e i

Oh, Mark. I imow you by ?g;ﬁgzgion, of

course.

Bridget looks at him in a new light. She thought he was a nerd.
She didn‘t know he was famous.

At this point, NATASHA GLENVILLE arrives. She is sleek and
beautiful and not kind. Mark’s very intelligent Zellow lawyer.

MARK
(glayin the game, straight-
aced ?

Ah, Natasha - you know Perpetua - this is
Bridget Jones - Bridget this is Natasha.
Natasha is a top attorney and specialises
in family law. Bridget works in
publishing, and keeps her mobile phone in
the dustbin.

~ NATASHR
How odd. Perpetua - how’s the hause—hunt?

PERPETUA and NATASHA, who has just dismissed Bridget as a zero,
immediately fall into conversation - two posh peas in a peod.

{(CONTINUED



o

ity

CONTIKUEZD: (2) "0

_ ~ PERPETUA. _ _
Fucking disaster. 3ut Ifar more important -
that man is gorgeous!

NATASHA
Ah ves - Mark. { conspiratcrially -
looking at him ) Just give me tlime,

babe. Give me time.

3ridget crabs a drink from a passing trzay., then looks up at Mark,
who has, "zfter all, just made a joke - but Mark Darcy, meanwhile,

suddenly Zz2lls silant when he sees:

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

Bridgst has 3gen uhIS‘ Sne*s—silchtTy1auf-*lsss-qow

- g
RI ’ k]
Yes, ‘§T§J Egi e ghh_gigcnnld‘ao

with soma;n_ng to pep me up for my
speech, and I think I saw Salmzaan
handing out cocaine.

MARK
You're mzking a speech?

BRIDGET

Only a tiny one - " Kafka‘’s Motorbike -

greatest book of all time” etc. Blink

and you’ll miss it, [, v, ™M,

——— ﬁ g k3

Bridcet turns to walk ln'Danael s/dlrect on, only teo find he has
disappeared, and there’s Ao-ané to«tadxs to. Behind her, Mark
watches, perhaps regretting his remark.

INT. LITERARY PRRTY - NIGHT 1

CUT ON - Bridget on to the little stage in the venue. Mr
fitzherbert and the author next to her. Mr Fitzherbert nudges her
to go. There is a microphone mid-stage. She walks up to and
stands at ic.

BRIDGET
Ladies and gentlemen... ladiess and
gentlemsn.. .. ladies and gentlemen...

The mike isn’t working. The crowd talks a2t full volume. She
panics a bit and screams.

o1!

Total silence - the whole audience staress at her.

Sorsy - the microphone’s not working.,
{MORE)

(CONTINUED
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BRIDGET (cont'd
Ladies and gentlemen - thank you Icr<
)coming o the launch of ‘Kafka’s
Motorbike’ - the greatest book of our
time,

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

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

She keeps looking round - now she’s in trouble...
as are yours, obviously, Mr Barnes and Mr

Amis and Mr Bragg and Nick Hornby and, of
course - Mr Okri - particularly the

Famished Road - excellent... conceit...
buE anyway, ahml - w&ath mean is -

welc T Oy = GH_:aerﬁ;au
know,gt aﬁ‘g 3 é st bobks o+dog£ '
time S—<ang-¥hywdy.3. he toy-iatT=odu

it Eﬁél L% thg?’l%,n we &1l cald..
ah M=ty e r et —Sbe® g S hateh i -

name. Mr Fitzherbert. Thank you.
She stands back. Mr Fitzherhert walks over.

MR FITZHERBERT .
Thank you, Brenda. Just switch this on...

He switches on the mike, easily.

) R.ight. .. A Y P ey
SN A "0
INT. LITERARY PARTY - NIGHT 1) wicm own 7
CUT TO BRIDGET LATER - standing in a corner on her own - totalily

frozen in horror. Mark, who is talking to Natasha and Ben Okr:,
sees her...

MARK
(to Natasha )
Excuse me...

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

SATIM2N
Mark!

MARK

Ah, yes - Salman - do you know where the
toilet is?

Salman a bit thrown -~ everyone asking him about the toilets teday
- he points, and Mark heads on .towards Bridgez, then stops in his
tracks as he sees Daniel creep up behind her, put his hands on
her waist.

(CONTINUED
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DANIZL
sgones. Sod ‘em all - it w
post-mogernist masterpiec
Zireworks.

& brilliant
of oratorical

Mark Darcy, in the background, stops stranded, watching Bridget
and Danie

DANIEL (CONT'D)
You're very sexy, Jones - 1I'm geoing TO
have To take you out to dinner Now,
whether you like it or not.

He gives her cne of his wonderiul girl-melting looks, promising
all sorts of delights.

N L
INT. LITERAR Tge cdszooaﬁ—;NIGgr - % 7
%;j} -
As Bridget I&ex&tm%ogetgbr St %ymb into Darcy.

BRIDGET
Ah, Mark, have you met Daniel? Daniel’s a
top publishing executive, and enjoys
computer messaging. Mark’'s a...

MARK
Geod night, Bridgert.

Bridget, gobsmacked, watchesfas hg walks away.

...-.-—n— H i?

BRIDGET, N
That was Mark DQIFy tge.%EQSQQHUdE!

DANIEL
Yes, I know who he is.

He turns back to look at him - at exactly the instant Mark does
the same thing. There’s something going on here.

INT. PONT DE LA TOUR - NIGHT 7
The two of them dining intimately.

] ~ BRIDGET
So where do you stand on the whole
situation in Chechyna?

. DANIEL )
0 who gives a fuck, Jones? Now, how do
you know Arsey Darcy?

BRIDGET
Apparently I used to play naked in his
naddling pool.

DANIEL
I bet you did, you dirty bitch.

(CONTINUED
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» BRIDGET
What about you?

DANIEL
We were at Cambridge together. He was 2
strange chap, always on his own. Dreadiul
shoes. Horrid sideburns. I liked him
though. We became good friends.....
{he tails off)

BRIDGET
Then what..?
DANIEL
Nothina.
TFTTm, Y
No really.
he’s mo r
I disdike

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

INT. & HOME SOMEWHERE - DAY. 7

L . N
A mysterious, silent scepg - Ahe represents the viewpolnt
of a man walking up so 1rE regaches a door — it opens -
and then a sense of conmisidn g clear there are two people,
naked on the floor of —;lsg - a naked breast....

At

INT. PONT DE LA TOUR - NIGRHT 7

1

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

BRIDGET
(suddenly she understands
everything)
Oh... so he’s a nasty bastard, as well as
a dull hastard.

DANIEL
I'm afraid so. But don’t let him ruin our
evening. Have another glass of wine and
tell me about practising French-kissing
with the other girls at school.

BRIDGET
It wasn’t French kissing.

DANIEL

Wheo cares - make it up. -
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ZXT. PONT DZ L& TOUR - NIGHT 7

Lights Lwlnkle on the Thames and Tower Bridge. Bridget and Daniel
emerge from the restaurant. A tangible atmosphere.

DANIEL
So, how zbout a drink at my place.
Totally innocent. No funny business. Just
full sex.

BRIDGET
(smiling and then
primly)
No - actually I think I'd better get a
taxi. 3ut thank you so much for t
loveig—a,;.nnm_ E -—=—-ﬂ _/"\g\ )

He lightly bzﬁ?ﬁzsi“he n lrufrom. erfforenead ridget naiis 2

taxi that’s gasging. gi_gnle kibsés her, Sextal tension

everywhere.

DANTIEL
Good night then.

BRIDGET
( slight choke ) Yes. Good night.

EXT. LONDON STREET/INT. TAXL - NIGHT, 7

?r%dget is recovering IO t‘i‘xe:klss h.alf regretting that she
ert -

J_{\‘/ﬁﬂ'rm

BRIDGZT D.5. .
My knickers are made of iron — cast iron.
Mrmomm

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

The taxi stops at a set of lights. Suddenly the door behind her
opens and Daniel jumps in.

DANTEL
Weren’t loocking back, were you Jones?

INT. BRIDGET'S fLAT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 7
Daniel and 3ridget snogging. He begins to undress her.
~DANTEL
Silly shoes, Jones.. Very silly skirt -
Christ zlive - absolutely enormous pants.

BRIDGET
{ VERY TAST ) Oh Jesus fuck fuck fuck...

[{CONTINGED

L]
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She sc-oints ourt.
A

ZXT. SHAFTESBURY AVENUE - DAY. 793

The next morning. 3ridget walking up Shaftesbury Avenue. On the
neon screens in front of the theatres, we x=ad:

NEON SCREENS
Monday something the somethincth. Nine
stone two. Plus 4 x 10 c.c. Cigarettes -
22... all post-coital.

Close vp on Bridget, triumphant.

SCENE DE LETE

' — 3
4 A ;
2 E
INT. SRIDGE Ld é?ngo NIGFTJ ‘E"‘ ji‘ B

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

e
uv

¥

DANIEL
That was fantastic - and I must must must
remember... ( touches her cheek tenderly)

te put the car in the Citrcen garage

Bridget goes to look outraged]. when she realises Daniel is
laug She laughs too~nB£Dause R
5«; s S

BRI’DGET:,_,- Lovgg . iaxnd

Daniel?

, DANIZL

BRIDGET
What happens at the office?

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

Bridget gigglzs.

BRIDGET
No. De you think peopls will notice?

" DANIEL
Notice what?

BRIDGET
Us - working together, sleeping
together.. ~

(CONTINUED
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DANIEL
Walu a second Jones, slow down. Remember -
we're not exactly in a long-term
relat;onshlp yet. It started on Tuesday,
now it’s Wednesday.

BRIDGET
I know that - I know. ‘s just... All
right. Torget work ColelCEClOn. But be
honest with me. This is a very, very
important cuestion. What do you think of
mini-breaks?

DANIEL.
Hideous weeskends in over-decorated
country house hotels full of Corby

h m’éw ﬁlg*: ik

Yes. 5%_,: e A
DANTEL.
I absclutely love them.
BRIDGET.
Hurray.
DANTEL.
And let me ask you a very important
question.
. Y ,qb
_ Bammg E ﬁ
Right. g " ‘j

,!' i r‘._;" R’ ALLAATAY

DANIEL
You were talking about the office - and I
am concerned about our relationship in

the context of work. It could put

pressure on it. Would 1t be all right if -

and absolutely say ‘no’ if it worrles you
- would it be all if, let’s say, once &
week, I asked you not to wear any pants
to work?

BRIDGET.
Bad man. Bad man.

She rolls over on to him and they start wrestle.
B8ridget answers....

BRIDGET
Bridget Jones - wanton goddess of
sex.... with a big, bad man between her
thighs. Dad.-Hi.
EXT. RATLWAY - DAY

A high speed TRAIN rcars past..

The phone goes.
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INT. BRIDGET'S ZARENTS' HOUSE. KITCEEN - ZIVENING 8

Dad is going to pieces in some style, sittinglunshaven in his
vest at the kitchen table with a bortle of whisky. The television
1s on in the background. Bridget has just arrived witch a weekend
bag and sat down. She still has her coat on..

DAD
Take 2 look at this.

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

INT. SHOPPING CHANNEL. SET - DAY 8

e U S e D S S S . s s
ON TV: a Heme gao_'lag.Chaﬁhelﬁpgeseﬁtat;qn. ¥other 1s assisting
the prightlyes ged Endividuadl we giimpsed earlier ~ Julian..
He has a deed, 1di¥luotis o'”e%%ané gés ammaculately manicured
hands held a*mffurt riticdd -2 hi s o arrings...

JULIAN .
...Jjust over a centimeter, and genuine
diamante with topaz and lapis lazuli, in
a lovely mock gold finish. The exact
reglica of those worn at Wimbledon in
1953 by the Duchess of Kent...a

B MOTHER -
And although they're.very ornate, as
befits a member_nI, the: Royal Household,
they’re also perfect £or day weéar....
SR | roL A
JULIAN LIPS S i
(nedding meaningfully)

Absolutely, Pamela..

Bridget is shell-shocked.

BRIDGET
Well... wait & minute - has Mum actually
moved out?

DAD
( HE NODS}) - and apparently her and the
tangerine tinted buifoon ars suddenly an
item. Half our friends have had them
round to blecody dinner.

Bridget looks a bit guilty. She didn’t convey her suspicions
about her mother to her dad.

) - DAD (CONT'D)
Why, when people abandon their partners,
do they think it’s better to pretend
thera’'s no one else involved? Do they
actually believe it‘s less hurtful to
imagine they spontaneously decided they
couldn’t stand the sight of you anymore?

(CONTINUED
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BRIDGET .
Perhaps she’s worried that you might, Yyou
know, attack him or something.

DAD
Yes, I suppose that’s an option - I could
slaughter the pair of them with my Black
aznd Decker bandsaw in a sickening
suburban ploodbath. She’s even bringing
Jaundiced Julian the jewellery thief to
Una BAlconburvy’s Tarts and Vicars Dartv
That’'s not the Pam I knew. That’s crue

BRIDGET
Still - looking on the bright said - it
could be a golden opportunity. If you

spe 5 e—pN&IRE D& flir Gyl
qth;}%w en 5;1 rl’ﬁg Mum _.};ci(mtk—‘a

jealcaks Blmij_j‘?" ‘-g'a —E_

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

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

MOTHER
(on answer phone} .
Hello, Daddy, it’s me- eee‘ Just making

sure ou re coping! 'sxfopget -
there a lot Of_chl en frlcagsee in the
freeznr ~
I. _l
BRIDGET rtiat” sminst
DON'T PICK IT UP!....Do you want her
back?
Dad nods.

BRIDGET (cont'd)
Rule No 1! NEVER call, and NEVER return
calls. Aloof...unavailable. You are the
Ice Queen.

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

BRIDGET (CONT'D)
Well - King. That's how I got my man.

DRD
You’ve got a boyfriend? A real one?

Big smile and z nod?

BRIDGET
I have Father. I have. And he is perfact.
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ZXT. DANIZL'S CIAT. LIVING ROCM - DAY. 8
A beautiful London day.

BRIDGET V.(.
Whole damn month of April gone in blur of
sex. Having bcyfrlend is absolute heaven.
Qf course, there are one or two little
lifestyle changes.

INT. DANIEL'S FLAT. LIVING ROOM = DAY. B5Aa

Clese on an image of a good-looking HAPPY YOUNG COUPLE punting
down the rlver TOOklng srrgight qytﬁgzm__3§,qr_%auren ad.

BT s

surroundings which lnSDlIed John Keats to
write “The Eve of St Agnes”

PULL BACK TO REVERL Bridget is looking at a mini-break brochure
in her flat.

How does that sound to you?

DANIEL
Yperfection. How can anything so
perfect? It restares ycur'Eal ; in God.
'l b .-’r
PULL BACK TO REVEAL ++% § - /
N WV siacE siad

Bridget is looking at a mini-break brochure in ner Iflat. Curtains
drawn against the sunlight. Empty beer cans, overflowing ashtrays
everywnere. Daniel sits on the sofa watcning cricket, with his
hand down Bridget’s tep, nibbling nuts.

On the screen, an English bowler bowls a perfect leg break.
TV COMMENTATOR ’ _
And they said Tufnell had lost his spin.
How wrong they were,
DANIEL
(turns to Bridget)
How wrong they were.

Bridget’'s face.

SCENE DELEZTED - B

EXT. HAMPSTEAD LADIES POND - DAY 8

A pastoral scene: water, trees, women alone, or in groups on the
yrass.

{(CONTINUED



(1

CORTZIWUED: ]
Almest 21l tepless - excepr Sridget, Jude and Sharen sit at the
perimeter fence sunbathing in bza and snorcts. A Nazi pool
éttendant 1s shouting at people to tuzn off their moblle phones.

JUDE ]
50? Go on, how’s it going. Make us sick
with your sickly tales oz love.

BRIDGET
It's really nice, Every weekend we just..

~ SHARON
What? Fucking what?

TOM (0.5}
I bet he makes you stay in.

Tom is banlshéd&nfﬁmnu rngﬁIat;ons“‘b"tne FEREL" =1d
renc" ] .‘ g

RIEELEE
Ji.nmhqcénmrn)~ -
I bet he makes you watch sport on the
telly.

w
o
Fh
t
o g
m

..?_

“?j
s

Bars A
’l'f:k ;c

Jude and Sharon stzre at Bridget. She nods verg quickly. At this

moment, a girzl comes and lies next to them with nc top on her
bikini,

. SHARON
Chuck him.

N, B E

reus
~ TN
ks

BRIDGETf _
Already? .

i

. rd
..-.4-- ~n

SHP:RGN L’ e an.af
Yup, fucking chuck him. ¥ou’ve had him -
move on.

BRIDGET
But I laove him. Maybe. ( FUNNY LIKE )

) JUDE.
Tough titties.

TOM

I bet he eats crisps and puts his hand
down your blouse.

BRIDGET.

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

A stranger approaches him.

STRANGER 3
Are yau,. -

TOM
Sod off, please,

{CONTINUSD
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~J

) JUDE,
4 Definitely chuck nim.

BRIDGET
But if we’re that strict, we’ll never get
boyfriends at all.

i SHARON.
Story of my fucking life.

BRIDGET .
Well, I think you’re wrong. He's handsome
and clever and sexy and he doesn’t mind
that my tum’s a bit sguidgy. Just you
wait ~ next weekend we’ re going to do
something really good.

KN . :
Sharon snorts&ﬁ%?u ‘hBam To 1 2ry Wiglen again to show
that in a sgiarsan f g5 pir hey age the pnly ones still
wearing bras) . I -

BRIDGET (CONT'D)
QO hell, let's do it.

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

SCENEZ DELETED 8

NIV aveYe

SCENE DELETED i g ’ 8
[ ] ‘kzsaé_fnﬁ-i
EXT. LONDON STREET - DAY. E

Sunshine, blue skg, couples walking arm in arm. 2 small plane
overhead trails the following....

BRIDGET'S DIARY,
‘Saturda{ May 4. Weight - 8’9 - fat
absolutely falling off. Daniel thrilled -
says he’s shagging me into shape. Fags
ll. Glasses of wine - 6, France - 15.
England - 5.

SCENE DELETED 9

INT. DANIZL’S rLAT. LIVING ROOM - DAY 9
Curtains drawn, beef‘cans, ashtrays. Daniel sits on sofa with
Bridget. He’s vatching rugby, his hand down her shirt, on her
left breast.

DANIEL
Noooo! Tackle him, you great wet tart!

(CONTINUED
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Bridget pouts, ramoves his hand Zzom her ZIZont. Daniel
really notice.

"-
9]
o]
4]
n
1
il

~ DBNIEL. ‘
O stop acting and get up, you Er=nch
pillock.

BRIDGET

No. Actually this 1s not great.

CANIEL
(not really listening)
What? Why?

BRIDGET

It’s angther. lovgﬁs‘z, nny de_g_a.,,_.ci..x
stuck m;u%fr: ing tg'ﬁusfon v i § '

She grabs tl wa&mﬁ:oi}&*ﬁl e.z;i -‘mu\.ﬂs E"le solg‘td.

Please talk to me.

Daniel looks puzzled. He moves his mouth as though talking to he
and no sound comes out.

~ BRIDGET (cont'd)
I’m not jeking. I"ve had esnough.

DANIEL
What can I say. ﬁ*pexaonfn; wide
interests Whlchminckﬁde amgng &ther
thlngs, a number_ngcomnetltlme sports.

I'm warning you; dow tF come ween N
and no roaty o ! T 5 ceme Ret

BRIDGET
Or cricket - or darts. Or Dutch Second
Division female basketball.....

DANIEL.

Bette Van Huyten is a genius.

BRIDGET.
just thought we could go away for once,
have a mini-break or something.

DANIEL
ah, Ah, Here we go. You wanced a
relationship - we have a relationship.
You wanted us to spend Sundays Ttogether.
We spend Sundays bogehher But now it
appears we have to go frolicking over
hilltops and shagging in creaky four
poster beds. I can‘t win, can +£? No
matter how hard I try, I won't be able
keep up with this desoerahe mystical
romantic agenda of wours, Bridget.

Bridget loocking shell-shocked at his outburst.

(CONTINUED
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T think it’s time for this.

Caniel maintaining the tenswon, aramatwcally reacnes into his
pocket, and, like a referee about to show a red card, produces an
envelope from his pocket.

BRIDGET
What is it?

DANIEL
Open it and you'll find out.

Bridget looks first at Daniel, then the envelope, picks it up and
opens it. Inside she finds a brochure and reservation for nextc
week-end at Havershott House.

She looks at Fiilm gﬂ;l_fy E é;f —— T

.
s -’""E £

(contﬂd) g
Just.Eu4m¢ss. ~ue dorrt Fawed tobest abd
read that frightful nancy-boy Keats to
each other.

He turns up the volume on the telly.

DANIZL (CONT'D)
Foul! Filthy, dirty foull!

Bridge% hugs him tight.
BRIDGET; CU

Daniel, I love..... 4 ¢

(she almost” velxs him she loves

him, but’ gtopy” h&FELLITT™
...love mini-breaks. But next Sunday is
the Tarts and Vicars. T promised Dad I'd
go to support him.

»

Daniel slips his hand back down her front.
DANIEL
OK, it’s neot far - we’ll go on to the
Tarts and Vicars.

She hugs him and loves him.

‘Tarts and vicars’ - Christ, they're a
warped generation.
CUT TO:
=ZXT. BRIDGET'S TLAT.- STREET -~ DAY G

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

(CONTINUED
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CONTINUZD:

3ridget skips cut of her flat to where Daniel is waiting by his
flasn convertibhle, nolding the door for her. Radiant, she greets
Daniel with a kiss, gets 1in the car.

CuT TO:

ZXT. SUSPENSION BRIDGE - DAY S

Rn aerial of the car on a suspension bridge swoops into Bridget’s
face. Bridget’s hair streaming in the wind. The pﬁrfnct scarl and
dark glasses bridge shot. She tips her head back to feel the )
wind, at which polnt, the glasses f£ly off her face. And the scart
too.

TXT. HOTEL. Dh"’{rsw s A,Y Y "’ e ‘ ! 1 9
- o
Bridget and Egé;mégoﬁ thg ar rds e hotel entrance.
On tne hotel-dhwet S fomate] *“ p=&gress. Pilctures
going on with everyone posing - Ous of b:loesmalds in hideous

crange dresses.

INT. HOTEL RECEPTION. DAY. ' S

Bridget and Daniel go to the reception desk. Bridget has Edward
Scissorhands hair.

DANTEL AT SEy 25
{to the zaceoﬁlcnlsta ¥

Daniel Cleaver et Jone’s. Seems
very guiet he‘e.! e w monly guests?
RECEPTIQNIST

We have a wedding this weekend. I believe’
there are just four of you not involved.

Bridget hears a voice she recognizes.

NATASHA
I"ll do tea, you ask ahout the boats.

She turns. It’s Mark Darcy and Natasha, returning from a walk
outside. Natasha stays by the door to organise tea with a waiter.

BRIDGET
Oh Jesus.

She is, amongst other things, aware of her hair,
MARK
Well, well, I take it you‘res also heading
o the ulconbury s rockery?

BRIDGET
Yes. That’s right.

(CONTINDED
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MARK
I brought Natasha - get a
done - thought I mignt mak
entirely wasted weekend.

ruD
b rf
0

DANIEL _
How interesting. What a gripping 1if
lead. (to Bridget) I’11 see you upst
in a minute.

£ Yo
&1rs

Mark and Bridget left looking at each other.

EXT. HOTTL LAKE. DAY. 3

On the lake, in a rowing boat, Mark_and Natasha. The¥ look
straight out*Cfa Rarph LaﬁfEﬁhcaraIbguE'“%eﬁBibiy cl

e ¥ o5 3 g -5 _.4
m.m:}h& ;N‘Amsﬂ..ofg tﬁuﬁ

1n the deposition they made on Aucusg
30ch.

'1 AN

g‘w o &

MARK TRIES TO LISTEN - WHAT HE SEES: On the other side of the
lake, Bridget and Caniel are in two boats racing. Much laughterx

and “Here I come” from Daniel. Daniel catches her.
DANIEL
I'm boarding you, Bridge. I can’t see an
alternative. R
- = )

He steps off his boat as” 1tad:aws level and as he does so, it
tips and he falls in. B#idudt 1aughs in delight.

Back in Mark’s boat.

NASTASHA
So childish,
MARK
Yes,
INT. HOTEL. SUITEZ - =VENING 3

Chintz, four-poster. Daniel and Bridget in hotel bathrobes
;atch1ng snocker with curtains drawn. His hand is down herx
IontT...

DANIEL
No! Noooo! You great wet pussy!

He reaches for his cigarettes, pocket is empty.

Do me a favour, Bridge.  Go and get me a
packet of cigarettes.

BRIDGET
Get them yourself.

{CONTINUED
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He grins, gets oIf the bed, pulls on his clothes.

[1&]

DANIEL
0, but you’re a tough, modern woman.

INT. HOTEL. CORRIDOR -~ EVENING. 58a

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

. CHASING MAN
You’re mine, all mine.

ONE BRIDESMAID

T i r
3ut ’.:_.,.—..m ¥Dgr—-\ils%§-—3‘—\\ T~ T P

7 5_dmamg L ;
—g 2 ¥ 3 A S
venpetbe ™ 1§ ~A_BF . 4

-

[ 5

4]

geg

She keeps on running.

EXT. HOTEL. STEPS - EVENING 5

Daniel comes out, opening the pack of ci?arettesf lighting up,
inhaling deep... A few weédding guests walk by him. He Zflicks open
his meckile phone.

Mark Darcy is coming up the stepat =5

o ———— 4 Y,

MARK-L 5 & o
Call you can’t ma;e:kgomg;heﬁzepm?

DANIEL
0, just go fuck yourself, Darcy.

MARK
Such a command of the language - the
literarﬁ world is very lucky to have you
at its helm.

Silence. These two really don’t like each other. Mark walks away.
As he does, a 14 year old Bridesmaid com=s up behind Danie=l.

YOUNG BRIDESMAID
IXcuse me.

e DANIEL
e8¢

. .BRIDESMAID )
You don’t by any chance have any cocaine
on you, do you? -

DANIEL
Nc, sorry.

(CONTINUED
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BRIDESMAID
That's okay.

She turns to join an 11 year old usher wno emerges irom behind a
pillar.

BRIDESMAID {(CONT'D})

Nah...
SCENE DILETED 100
INT. HOTEL. SUITE - NIGHT 101
Pitch darknegp—, "‘T"‘\& . TT—.} -éf'—""'l_ *g:‘—v Lo e}
2 ¥ b g —_ i3 : %
RI Eg T E ;
DANIEL
Yes, Bridget.
BRIDGET

That thing you just did is actually
illegal in many countries.

- DANTIEL -
*I'm sorry about that. Couldn't help
~rmyself, i igfﬁi g A
BRERGET :

i K T
In many parts of the‘wdrlsy Tseould ring
down to the front desk and ask them to
call the police and arrest you.

DANIEL
That’s the major reason I'm so glad to be
living in Britain today.

BRIDGET
I agres. 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
the Guard and do unspeakable things in
bed to each other without having your
hands cut off.”

DANIEL .
You shoulid write to him about it.
“BRIDGET .
I intend to....{ PAUSE ) Daniel - do vou
love me? -
DANIZEL

Shut up or I'11 do it again.

(CONTINUED
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PAUSE
BRIDGET
Do you love me?
DANIEL
You asked Zor it.
IXT. HOTEL. DRIVEWAY - NIGHT 102

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

INT. HOTEL. cuxzz DAY e 103

Next morping.g agzslgwl wﬁi I:ﬂm‘a“blléL;Ll sleeap,
Languidly st t tc an but ﬂincs 2n1 empty space
in the bed D= e Bo 7 T *e*ﬂ% o‘@h?g . She sics up with a
start, fearing the uorst

o~ T T

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

DANIEL )
I have to go back to town. A meeting’s
come up.

On a Sunday? e aara

ERIDGETJ*‘ s ‘,z%

q ..; '. -'. .,‘

Lo
The meeting’s flISt }Hing tomorrow but I
neea to work on scme figures.

BRIDGET
[devastated)
Now they’1ll all think I’ve made you up.

she pleads ) We could just pop in to the
party, leave early..

Bridget stares at him.

DANIEL
I really am sorry. I just can't go - I
have to head bac

Little pause.

BRIDGET
If you’ve changed your mind, why don't
you just come right out and say it -

He stares at her.

BRIDGET (cont’d)
Because I don’t see what could be so
important.

{CONTINUED
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DANIE
0% courss you don’-'

He gets to his feet..

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

She stares &t him.

DANIEL (cont d)
All you ever do is swan in your short
skirt and see-through blouse and fanny
around wl;n press releases.

s s aasi %iDtGL/T

The company has been losing money 1nh the
U¥. This meetln isn’t a case of “bklan,
blah, have ard the one about Salman
and the sna e” - it's bottom line stuff.
The Americans have flown in, that's how
serions it is. We could all be shut down
Lomorzow.

She can't speak.

er o2k GETY % 17 ™%

er m

; M SOrry... ﬁ
DANTEL

No - shit - I'm sorry. Sorry I shouted.
I'm sorry.

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

) BRIDGET
Is this because of Mark Darcy?

DANTIEL
(Maybe it is)
Nah - he’s just adds to - mo - look. I'll
arrange for a car Lo collect you from the
party, tzke you back to town. If you have
to b:avel alone - travel in style.

She ailows him to comfort her.

- DANIEL (CONT'D)
And let’s at least make sure you win the
costume compstition. -

1%
L)
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ZXT. ALCCNBURY’S HOUSE. DRIVEWRY - DAY. 104

Daniel drives up in the convertible, kisses Bridget goodbye. She
5teps out. She is now perfect in the bunny outfit.

DANIEL
It's seriously no wonder bunnies have so
many children.
He watches as she walks up the driveway. She can feesl his eyes on
her, gives him a cute wiggle of her tail.

EXT. ALCONBOURY'S HOUSE. GARDEN - DAY. 1035
Julie Lonaonas
Durrnt is las

QON"1s vlaying “he hi-£i. A
t tr wn = W ﬁﬁogaase ny of the guests
from the Tur CuEr Bu&fﬁ%. %i e s pne of fthe three 3lue
Velvat reala i B dmerh luius selm+0 #and in exactly the
same peosition.

8ridget, the rabbit, makes an entrance. It is Immediately
apparent that she i1s the only guest wearing fancy-dress. People
gawp at her, and for a brief moment, 2 kind of hush descends.
UNA ALCONBURY
Bridget!
BRIDGET .
Where are the rg;; qﬁ the Tarus’ And
Vicars. . @

o 3Tt

-

o 4 AchNBURY“ et
Oh, dear, Didn’t Geoffrey call vou?
Geoffrey didn't you telephone Colin and
Bridget?

GEOFFRTY ALCONBURY
(looming up drunk)
How’s my little Bridget?
sgqueezing her tail)

Parp, parp.

UNA ALCONBURY
(cold v)
Gegiffre

GEOFFREY ALCONBURY
Well, I got one of those ruddy
answerphdne thinghummies. So where’s this
chap oI yours, then?

"BRIDGET
He had to work.

GEQFEFREY ALCOMBURY .
Ha! A likely tale. Off they run -~ weeesh!

(CONTINUED



}-t

o
w

h
(%3]

CONTZINUEZD:

'
<)
(81}

3rigget looks arsund and seass Mark Darcy and Natasha, bdoth
looking immaculate, standing with Mark’s Mum and Dad. They
inspect Bridget.

BRIDGET
0 God.

Geoffrey Alconbury centinues to fuss embarrassingly over Bridget
in her bunny costume.

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

MARK
Yes. { long beat ) Yes.

Slapping GEC NEBURYS nd aVayRIro GET’s tail,
Bridget’s Mot - kij lkea 1din gha%me 8 and wearing so
much Home ShdppIng nn i ewellery ng glitters like a
chandelier -i o) ' "get%_jﬁlianJlnjtow..

MOTHER )
Darling! What on earth are you wearing?
You look like a common prostitute.

BRIDGET
That was actually the point.

MOTHER -
}Say ‘Hi" to Juli%n,.

~ S 5 00% %
srepeEd ¢ ¢ 7
Hi Julian. e
B A swen izt
JULIAN

My dear, you and your mother - could be
Sisters. And what a lovely bracelet. What
I call an all-rounder. The sort of thing
you can wear with anything, to any
occasion. And aren’t those sapphires a
lovely finishing touch?

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

MOTHER
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 ner ovaries done.

Bridget looking a little guilty here... Mum & Julian spot someone
and drift away. &s they go.,.

JULIAN
I don’t know what vou ever saw in him.

(CONTINUED
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, MOTHER
Shush. Zad man!

EXT. ALCONBURY’S HOUSEZ. GARDER - DAY. - 106

Bridget walks towards Una Alconbury standing by the barbecue,
helping Mark Darcy to two plate-fulls. 3ridget freezes, turns 180
degrees, but Una nas spotted her..

. UNA ALCONBURY
Ah, Bridget, there you are! Don’t worry -
you’'re no: :the only one. This is Penny.
Geoffrey didn’t get in touch with her
eirther.

™% T R N, 2 VY - .
nby ¥ urhsa naﬂeéBriqgetLg Dad forgot a2t the
-EE i Ei g ? \'"‘ - % :.1
. k.ﬁ— ..'-'l:-—-ﬂ';;r -n....-’". J:i.—-‘ .-zh_
PENNY

Turkey Curryfsu

Sorry?

) UNA ALZONBURY .
1 was just saying ~ Geoffrey didn’t
contact vou either to tell you that the
Tarts and Vicars concept had got out the

window.
PENNY - . .
YESI‘ he did. B ‘-’? R #-.'.-_-: !-u- 1‘.“
Ta—p—— ? - E ‘\
; UNH"theﬂpunf o
0 right. Lovely!dkesss Vesy ewotic.

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

UNA ALCONBURY (cont'd)
What a shame you couldn’t bring your
iend, Bridget. What’s his name?
David? Darren?

Hearing the name, Mark Darcy turns..

Daniel Cleaver

. ONA ALCONBURY
Oh, is he a friend of yours, Mark?

MARK
Absolutely not.

_ UNA ALCONBURY
I hope he’s good enough for our little
Bridget.

She winks at Bridget...

(CONTINUED
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I think 1 can say, with tctal conzidencs,
absolutely not.
BRIDGET
(£lashes)

And I'm sure he’d say the same about you
given your past behaviour..

Mark looks incredulous, wounded..

MARE
Sorry?
BRIDGET
You Eggw _well what T mean. .

: iél ardsu %-é; Ny

Natasha sweeps across the lawn..

NATASHA (cont’d)
Your mother was gust telling me about how
she met your father. Aren’t they lovely.

. Mark is taken away, leaving unfinished business with Bridget.
: Bridget sgands zlone. >
t : P --c.‘ .t;qu “-,.i.ﬂ_ .
4 She notiZes a swirl of smoke coming from behind one of the -
topiary hedges. : a #

o —rs -, -
&+

s oo/ ;
She looks behind and flﬂdg_her Fatner, sitting on an ornamental
toad stool, dressed as a vicar. She approachnes him.

BRIDGET
They didn’t tell you either.

He shakes his head.

DAD

Though I didn’t spend as much as Bernard,
thank God.

Sitting alene in a2 corner is Bernard, the terrible relative,

dressed in full regalia as the Rrcihbishop of Canterbury. Bridget
notices that her Zather’s been crying.

BRIDGET
Dad! I'm sorry.

~ DAD
The way she looksd at me....

BRIDGET
BUt she loves you really. You love each
{ other. This is a temporary glitch.

{CORTIRUED
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DAD
Is it? I don‘t know. I'1ll tell you how I
see it. You meet si.meone and you feel
some sort of combination of lust and
tenderness and call it love, and then you
marr¥ them and find out whatlthei’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 else - or you settle
for the one Kou've got, and hope to
trudge together towards the grave with
some vestige of dignity. and that was

what I was_hoping for, you see, before
vhat Iya ?"ﬁy.g’pﬁ{'ﬁ}&iﬁ’i’& 7gata r?-'\s =
¥ ¥ 4 .‘A - ] “'H
é ; 4 "BRING g ) %%h;ﬁ{
Let’'sfge” 4 S £ 4 L £
BERNARD
Mind if I join you.
BRIDGET
Please do.
BERNARD
{ TO A BUSH ) Come on, Shirley. We’re
leaving. SRR, .

B S

e ] -
Shirley, 55, comes out from behind th& bush - the most graphic
prostitute of them all., ™ i_; R

P el cr

SHIRLEY
Evening. _

cUT TO:

EXT. DANIEL'S FLAT. STREET - DAY 107

Bridget rings on the buzzer. For a long beat, there is no answer.
She rings again. Finally, Daniel looks out of +he window. Bridget
waves. She sends the car away. He disappears.

DANIZL
{(on entryphone)
I'm just on the pnone to New York. I"11
meet you in the pud in five minutes.

BRIDGET
Qkay. =

She turns to walk away, then suddenliy stops. Turns back. She

looks up at the window, he's looking out. At Daniel’s door, the
presses the buzzer again..

(CONTINUED
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DANIEL
/ {on entryphone)
Bridget...
BRIDGET ) i
Daniel, I've had such a horrible day, I'm
still dressed up like a big rabbit. I'd
really like to see you.
Silence. Then...
DANIEL
Up you come.
The door is buzzed open.
- ﬁT—TE_‘“’ TN
INT. DANIEL’$ tvine ‘Roor.«f* DA% G 108

2]‘&
ﬂ.('“? Lt

Paniel opens--i ego%‘-cﬁﬁ“ ii?‘?e:ne préad -sheets spread

cut everywhere, evidence that Danlel has been hard at work.

DANIEL . )
Sorry, I'm really in the thick of 1it.

BRIDGET

I know. I just wanted to see a friendly
face. R

d DANIEL o~ o oamn
Tell Kou what, uhy;don‘t you let me
finish this, whlle uago shomer; have a2
long hot bath with Tpts of sgothing oils
in It and I'11 éall round=faP¥¥ for
dinner...

Bridget’s face brightens. It’s a good idea. Then suddenly, 0.5 a

SOUND, as if somecne is moving around in the next room.
BRIDGET
Is there somebody here?
DANIEL .
Not... as far as I know. Unless a Bosnlan
family have moved in, without telling me.
Bridget stares a2t him. Then, before ne can stop her, she strides

chrough to the bedroom, £lings cpen the closed door. There’s no
one there. She sits down.

BRIDGET

(rue*ul)
Scrry - I'm going a bit mad. I'm getting
all confused about everything sudaenly
My Mum is dating Roger Moore - oy Dad has
turned from my Dad into mX I don’'t know,
son or somethling ~ suddenly it’s time Zor
me to take care of my parents. And every
time I sit down my tail goes ever SO
slightly up my bottom.

(CONTZINUED



=02

108

CONTINUED: 108

DANIEL _
Sorry, my little Bun. I hate it when
things go up your bottom. But as you can
see -~ I have got a lot done. In fact, T
wouldn‘t mind ancther hour.

BRIDGET o
Fine - fine. I'll go home and de-bunny.
By the way - you know last night when_I
said I loved you - I didn’t mean xt.
was being ironic.

DANIEL
Of course.

She kisses him tenderly. As she walks to the door; she stops in
her tracks.

1

- BREYSS N g
WHAT SHE SEE A WamEN’ s scagdigan; e2§e551%e cashmere, carefully
t ;Eﬁ%hg.hégghﬁa 2 g

draped aroun i , a0

DANIEL (cont’d)
(holding open the door)
Thank ycu, madam.

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

INT. DANIEL'S FLAT. 3ATHROOM - DAY  _ 102
BN AT A
IN THE BATEROOM: a talllT % g;blque,fstark naked, perched on c
the edge of the bath. Wewr: e§igp§f specs, perusing a book o
spread-sheets. i e
DANIEL

{behind Bridget} .
This is Lara, from the New York oiiice.
Lara, this is Bridget.

LARR
{big phoney smile)
Hey, there..
They just stare zt each other.

LARA (cont’d) .
I thought you said she was thin.

EXT. LONDON - STREETS. DAY. 11¢
A totally dazed Bridget, walking through the streets. Total
silence.

INT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. HALLWAY - DAY. 111

She lets herself into the Llat.

)
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_) 1113 INT. BRIDGET'S TLAT - ZATHROOM - DAY 111a

Bridget sits in the bath crying.

INT. BRIDGET'S TLRT - LIVING ROOM - DAY : 112
BRIDGET, on the couch, watching TV. ‘Fatal attraction’

) GLENK CLOSE
I'm single and I'm 36.

A few minutes later.

Cut to the fi FoYe TR ds is . tub with a knife

in her hand. BrX kg of et sing the remote.

Pause. She p e bhdhe AnAdiFlsg syar®s to talk. Cut round
er ph machi i

the various & es = ifi 3 different locations.
Hello. BRIDGET

INT. TOM'S FLAT. PHONZ - DAY. 113

Each flat charactarisaed in miniature round the phone ) - the

ansaphone clicks on.

- _ BRIBGE i W
It’s Bridget. i;??f Jilte
INT. JUDE'S FLAT. DPHON D pram; 114

- an ansaphone again.....

BRIDGET 0.8

As prophesied by wise friends...

'g

INT. SHARON'S FLAT. PHONE - DAY. 115
- ansaphene again,

. BRIDGET O.S.
Daniel Clsaver turns out <o be total...

And ccntinue to cut between the three machines.
and utter / King of Tuckwittage. / Call
me. Please. -
EXT. BRIDGET'S rIAT. LIVING ROOM - DAY. 11¢

She is looking mzssively unwilling to go_in to work. She Zinishes
a cilgarette and stops by a newsstand to light another one.

{CONTINOED
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:uys a paper ZIor consolation. She cpens it uD TC & Dig News

aegture -~ “Aging Working Women - Impty Nests - 2arren wombs." O
o

CUT TO:
INT. BRIDGET'S OFTICE. GENERAL OFFICE - DAY 119

Perpetua, as usual, is on the phone.

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

Bridget glances over at Daniel’s office. The door is closed, but
through the glass you can see that a meeting is in progress. Mr
Fitzherbert g§mdsL & pHESSent. fE“!a‘Ef"&EEHIhg over Daniel’s

shoulder poﬁntﬁn figudes ggdgheet. Daniel is clearly
loving it unﬁ:. tchs mrlgﬁt'&%ye 3

. Jﬁ_'kh .-
INT. BRIDGET'S QFFICE. GENERAL OFFICE - DAY. 120

Bridget is typing listlessly. Suddenly Daniel is there.

DANIEL
Bridge, please - we really need to talk.

INT. BRIDGET’S OFFICE. DANIgL’S QEFLBE,- DAY . 121

[

----- ¥
Ls Brldget enters Danleiws. ffice, qupetua 1coks up knowingly
and perhaps worried foriBrlﬁ ‘,ggcws something’s awry with
these two. Bridget preterds to be totally oblivious to the
situation. She has a clipboard on her knee.

BRIDGET
There’s been a good response to the Teddy
Knows Best teaser campaign. Had various
local radio bids for author interviews.

DANIEL
Look, Bridge - stop that. I feel so
terrible. The thlng is - Lara and I -
well, you know.

BRIDGET _
No - wvou’ll have to fill me in.
DANIEL
The truth is... we're the same, 3ridge,
ou and I - two people of a certain age

ooxlng for -the moment to commit and
f£inding it very hard. And I think in the
end it’s got to be something
extraordinary, something which makes us

o that extra mile - and, well... I think

ara and being American and sometblng to
do with confidence and being so

young, you Know...

{CONTINUED



121 CONTIKUED:

| ]
(\8]
[

—
) . BRIDGET
- ’What are you saying, Daniel?

DANIEL
We’ve become very cleose.

BRIDGET B _
But you’wve only just met her. She flew in
yesterday.

Then it slowly dawns on hear that this isn’t the case.

BRIDGET (CONT'D) ,
Oh, Silly Bridget. You haven’t only Jjust
met her.

7% memw*w YT

jot to w ac fher r=fty 11
when L\\‘ng hﬁ k Ofgflce ‘ i
BRIDGET
Oh.

DANIEL )
Tuck - there’s no easy way to say this,
but I wanted you to be the £irst to
know....that we'’re engaged.

122 INT. BRIDGET'S OFFICE. GENERAL ozflc; - DRY 122

Bridget back at her desk.. Frozen “The .phone goes. She picks it

up, like an automaton. F Rcck dson/Dorls day movie, the
screen may be split fo ﬁ%es versatlons

|
N
L

INT. 3RIDGET'S OFTICE. MARKETING OFFICE - DAY. 123

SIMON EROM MAREKEZTING
Hello, Bridget - it’s Simon from
Marketing.

BRIDGET
Hello, Simon.

SIMON FROM MARKETING
I've just heard that Danny boy's engaged -
no wonder he's looking so chipper - just
want=ed to be the first to szy
“Congratulqtlons “ Well done, babe,
really hit the jackpot.

- BRIDGET
Thank you.

She nangs up - the rhone goes again.

ﬁ
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INT. BRIDGET'S OffiCZ. SALES.OFFICE - DAY 124

DAVE FROM SALES
Hello, Miss Jones - it’s Dave from Sales.
Tom’s just told me. ( MOCK ITALIAN... )
Congratoolatlonees - who would have
thought you'd make it as the Great Cheese-
ess - good on you, sister.

BRIDGET
Thank you, Dave.

She hangs up. Phone goes again. Bridget answers.

INT. BRIDGET &_gﬁ ﬁ—éﬁ - Bav: !_ ‘ 125

(—
Ced oh ‘%Qﬁ i
Brl g popaleicil

BERIDGET

Before you go any further, Bernie, do you
think it might be helDful for me to olnt
out that Daniel’s not” marrying me - he’s
marrying some blonde bitch’ from Brooklyn
whose pubic hair is the colour of coal -
so you betrter tell everyone that the next
person who rings me I will personally
castrate,

ﬂ‘i

i j fﬁf ’*ﬁ rﬁn
GREE ! { ,.f

O right. Sorry. ?Gﬁtuad;un L
BRIDGET

That’s okay. Have a nice day.
The phone goes again. she picks it up and talks straight away.

) BRIDGET (CONT'D}
Right - you son of a bitch. Get your
fucking zacts straight - I'm not gettlna
married - on the contrary, I'm going of
to a pet s:iore to buy an alsatian to eat
me later this evening.

INT. MICHAFL’S FLAT. DHONE - DAY 126

¥alf the screen is now filled with Michael ‘Teddies Knows 2£stT
MICHAEL
(hesmbantly)
Pernaps it’s not a good moment. I was
just wondering what sort of response

you’re getting to the Teddy Knows Best
teaser campaign?

{CONTINUED
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J 3RIDGET
Excellent. Just excellent.

SCENE DELETED 1263
[

INT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. LIVING ROCM - EVENING . 1%7

Bridget, sitting alone, half way througn a bottle of vodka. She
rings the frienas again, trying to joke through the despair.

BRIDGET
Hello. Er...Me again...desperate nNew
development....

Once again, wHtmd‘%e ween £he maglnes.

Am now in to al aespalr an& sudaeniy 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
vodka. Then decide which pills to take.
Not to worr{ about me as wvodka is
radspberry avoured and thersefere at
moment or death ..will stilli be getting
recommended dail mmunt of VLtamln C.

& e demct
Bridget puts down the IGCELVEI and dissolves into tears.

£XT. B2BRIDGET'S FLAT. STREET - EVENING. 128
Cut ©o a mystericus hand putting a plug in a socket. Place
uncertain - but inside.

Bridget stares at the carpet. She goes to her photo box and
begins picking out photos of her with previous boyfriends.
Mysterﬂous hand leads flex to plug in a second plug into a Dlug
fourway.

3ridget a ain. Looking at the photos. Tears plopping down ner
cheeks. e photos all reveal 2 pattern. There is a tendency in
sach one for her to be happier than the boys are - she’'s hugging

one. She’s fooling around on a beach with another -while the’
boy*rﬂend in shades looks reserved. She's a girl who loves her
beyfriends. Can't help being herself.

Walking feet c¢rag unrolling red rdund £lex-nholding thing alonn 2
night-time road.

Eridget again .

(CONTINUED
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Ixtent of rolling flex thing ends. A plug is put into the red :
flex thing, and then a smailer plug is placed into the side of
something black.

Back to Bridget. She suddeniy hears the sound of a slightly tacky
80s style synthnesizer...... it begins to play a tune she doesn't
recognise. Then the song itself starts - beautifully sung, though

it has to be szid, not perhaps as impossibly high as the origﬂnal
Eddie Helman version:

TOM
“Hey there Llonely Girl
Lonely Girl .
Let me make your broken heart like nev.
Hey there, lonely girl
Lonely girl
Don’ ty kncq,thi51&uqelyfbby lpvcsr-§—1
you. " ] ;‘. [} N o

s e 3 b Tk s -

0 a . K}
in the light’cast DY & street lamp is Tom. Lt 1s his first public
performance for a decade. He wears a sharp black suit.

He then introduces his backing singers -

TOM (CONT'D)
I apologise about this bit.

Out of darkness, Jude and Sharon appear and sing, not very
tunefully into the mike...,

DT ey e

supE~i Emmpon !
Ever since he brgke yoyr hearf.
You seem so losY, ! Szl et

Each time you pass my way...

TOM
I think that’s all we can take of that
( so he takes over again )
O how I long to take your hand,
And say, den’t cry ,

I'll kiss your tears away, your LTears
away.

By this time, 2 crowd is gathering and most of the windows in the
sirset have been thrown open and people zre watching. -

Tom whacks his way through the high pitched chorus. And comes to

an end. Bridget is grinning with glee - suddenly someons shouts.
. TOM’S ERN
?lay 'Painted Lady’.
TOM

Never! .
This cry is teken up by everyone - ‘Painted Ladg! Painted Lady! -
and suddenly camp Tom can’t resist the cry of the his so-long-
deniegd public. ‘

(CONTINUED
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2 TOM {CONT'D)
0, all right then.

And kicks straight into the famous opening chords of eighties

classic Painted Lady, as memorable as thoSe opening bars of
‘Tainted Love’.

INT. BRIDGET’'S FIAT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT. 12?

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

BRIDGET
Thank you wery much, Tom. That was very

I'iiCE. e B Bl o s B8

5 _Eh’“ -3 F % 3 i . 2
bt i pr T i
You’r mé’ge )_2 %}isét kietne 1

r
babes: pools and sifigie womENl il © eir
30s - together forever.

SHARON ,
Absolutely. I know we're all psychotic
and completely dysfunctional - especially
you Jude - but it‘s a bit like a family,
isn’t 1t?

ERIDGET
Yup. i

ERSES SR
B £ nd H
—t——d L

&
.

. SHARON & 7
Single and prouqd ¢f ALF Lo &

JUDE
Until some dark stranger in a big coat
sweeps us off our feet and gets us out ©OIL
this bunch of sad losers.

SHARON
Obwiously.

INT. BRIDGET'S rLAT. LIVING RCCM -~ NIGHT. 130

BRIDGET 0Q.5.
2ug. 16. Weicht - who cares. Fat as me.
Cigarettaes - lects - hurrah!. Vodka -
teensy weensy bit. Everzing sschuperb.
Life cculden be better. Qoof.

She tips over. _
Blackness. Snori
i Fe

Then more blackness. Then birds, then sounds
of normal 13 ‘

n
Then a snippet of a song. Then...

BRIDGET 0.5. (CONT'D)

(CONTINUED
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130 CONTINUED: 130

More blackness. Sound of the Eastenders theme tune and lots of’
other recognlzeanle tv theme tunes - American and

British en sound acceleraztes - like the end of Day in the Llfe
of Sergeant Pepper, with little fragments of stuff.

After the longest black screen in the history of the cinema..

BRIDGEI'S 0.5. | ' |
October 16. Found diary. Behind sofa.
Must be more careful in future.

CUT TO see Bridget pulling the diary out from a crack in the
sofa. She then goes back to watching the television - a trashy
game show.

17' O
Have mea taﬁ\aei_s_f
in t v&cuum,,WLL&- -
myse \hark n%manneq ofq ﬁza

and HRa- r
in television. Always preferred it to

-

books anyway - everyone knows E.R. 1is
great and Ben Okri 1s a boring arsehole.
V. commited. V. optimistic.

131 INT. INTERVIEW BGARD #1 - DAY. 131

INTERVIEWER ( v/
Why do you want to;b n,n%lanzslon?
[ o

I'm deepl BRIQGPEJ T
'm deenly co e ating to
the public the D;to\fﬁ g% gg% in-depth
news and politicazl agenda.

INTERVIEWER ( V/O )
What do you think of Bill Gates?

Hho? BRIDGET
=2

1312 INT. GYMNASIUM - DAY 131a
MUSIC. IT'S A SHIME. DETROIT SPINNERS.

Bridget and Sharon on exercise bicycles, side by side. 3ridget is
cycling so slowly, the wheels are barely turning. '

BRIDGET

Shaz. Is it because I'm overweignt that
things never work out?

SHARON

(deadpan)
Yes. -

(CONTINUED
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fause - they both roar with 1augnte* - they both roer with
laughter. The first sign of recovery.

BRIDGET
No, but seriocusly..
\
SHARON |
Yes. It is. J
122 SCENE DELETED 132
\
13254 SCENE DELETED 13£A
133 INT. INTERVI E“% z % ( E 133
Why qo you want ho e in te;evzsxon’

BRIDGET
I'm passionately committed to
communlcatlng with children. They are the
future.

INTERVIEWER 2 ( V/0 }
Do you have any children of your own?

BRIDGET %
Christ no - yuc;E;L s rry,
133A INT. GYMNASIUM - DAY 1332

CUT ON to 3 hours later. A very hot Bridget is still on the
cycle. It’s night-time. She’s totally alone in the big room.

) GYM PERSON
We’re just about to close.

) BRIDGET
Tine. Tine. I'm done.

She steps off the machine and collapses, her legs completely
defeated by 6 hours cycling.
13¢ INT. INTERVIEW BOARD £#3 ) 13¢

RICHARD TINCH ( V/O)
Why do vou want to be in television?

BRIDGET
Can I be honest with you?

. RICHARD FIYNCH ( V/0 )
Go on then..

(CONTINUED
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124 CONTINUED:

[
i
b

| ' BRIDGET '

- Because I like watching telly and I
thougnt it might be fun and glamourous
and because I've got to leave my current
job because I shagged my boss.

Cut round for the first time to see the_ interviewer - Richard

Finch. Big, round diamond - a great bully with a great sense of

humour. Pause. 2 set behind him says ' S1t-Up Britain’. .
RICHARD FINCH.

Fair enough -~ start on Monday and we’ll

see how we go....

Huge smile from Bridget ~ she’s on her way. Finch stands and

walks away - then turns back - he has an lmportant point to

explain... ‘%“‘3 TR T o - é '
E ¥ % g i

Fama WY b 3;;{;, - ZL
..ohadh Lo Sigfudacic

no-one gysxr gets sacked for sh@gginq the
boss. That’s a matter of principle

TN

135 SCENE DELETED 135
—. 136 SCENE DELETED 136
# 137 SCENE DELETED ---’- g i “)i“ ! -*jé 13:7
138 SCENE DEZLETED TT7 3 ot 138
139 SCENZ DELETED _ 139
140 SCERE DELETED 140
141 SCENE DELETED 141
142 INT. 3RIDGET'S OFFICE. GENERAL OFFICE - DAY 142

Perpetua bustles through the oZfice on her way to her own ringing
phone. Eridget is sitting at ner desk tvping away. She’s ignorind
MESSAGE PINDING. :

Caniel is on the phone, but looking out at Bridget.

PERPETUA .
Yes, Yes, Yes. No! I don't believe it!

- Everyone - stop what you’re deing. Very
lmportant announcement !
S (MORE)

(CONTINUED
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122  CORTINUES: 142
BERPETUA (cont'c)
{dramatic announcement to

- antire office - they zll look
- up ) .
We have bought Drayton Gardens. It 1S
ours!

Zveryone applauds. Dapniel walks past. |

DANIEL
My heart, it soars like an eagle.
(under breath to Bridget) ‘
Keep up to date with your e-mail will
you, Jones?

She checks the computer.

BRIDGET'S COMPUTER '
Your wtie nnteurﬁtswarlzing mETIneagTy

ngneed o) ta Please«ccme lﬂtb my j
offic : ,
ﬁ L‘?I “'J LJ ,E

INT. BRIDGET'S OFFICE. DANIEL'S OFFICE - DAY 143

(=
W
[}

DANIEL o
Bridge, I know it’s been difficult Zor
both of us recently...

Bridget remains silent.

' DANIEL (CONTJP) .

It's just that w1th Lata and I.,I got
swept away - sSwEpU awa by'hooe I
suppose. But - "Wg€rR & grisly t*uth

is... I'm suddenly n -’cru!l.?eaﬁ sure.

BRIDGET
Sardon?

DANIEL .
I just wondered - if we might just have -
you know - Jjust dinner, perhaps.
Incredibly expensive - to Eun*sh me. Or,
of course, Kentucky Fried Chicken - to
punish me. What do you think?

Pause. 2ridget’s face. Inscrutable.

DANIEL (CONT'D)
Bridget. Can you ever forgive me?

He gets up and clcses the door behind her.
.- BRIDGET
Yes - Daniel I think I can. I'm sS0rry

uh*ngs are comml*catea with love‘y Lara -
I'm precty familiar with how perplexing
the ups znd downs of love can be.

He’'s pleased.

{MORE}

(CONTINUED
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3RIDGET (cont'd)
But I think I'1l give dinner a miss,
because the reason I came in here was in
fact not to rake over our sordid past,
but to hand in my notice.

She hands him an envelope. Her notice.

DANIEL !
Oh...come on, Bridge. I know it's been

awkward as arse - but there’s no need to
leave.

. BRIDGET .
I'm afraid there is. I°'ve been cfifered a
jobh in television.

DANIEL
{ scoznrnl TEL&TITxdion?™ ~ -~

o D I T

stralghtaway In fact, I'm leaving in
about... 3 minutes.

DENTEL
Well, now hold it right there, Miss Jones :
- I hate to 1nform you, but I think by !
contract, you’re expected to give at
least six week’s notice..

I Im b IBR%DGEE Lefitelelon o

ow, but t ompany
be;ni in so muchgggE§;§§ you uldn’t
really miss the-pekstn Sho’ just fannies

around with press [releas@smd Tuar S22~
through top.

3ridget gets up to leave. Daniel is left speechless zs she ooens
the door, to £ind Perpetua has been listening. :

DANIEL
Bridget....

Bridger spins round, a thundercous lock..

Whas o BRIDGET

®arpetua moves up next to Bridget.

PERPETUA
I want to hear this. Because iI she gives
one inch, I'm going To Ilre ner bonv
little bc_;om anyway for being totally
spinsless,

SRIDGET )
( to Daniel ) What?

(CONTINUED
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" o DANIEL.
I Just think vou should know that there
are lots of prospects here for a talented
person -

The marketing department - led by Simon - 2ll Iour guys who rang
about the engagement - have just turned up for a meetling. ‘

just give me a minute, Simen...

|
_ SIMON , ‘
Right-he, 3oss Man. '

. DANIEL
~ lots of prospects for a person who
perhaps ior personal reasons has been
sllghFI?moﬂﬁI&oquﬂYprmﬁe;siauajgﬁrﬁ ™

E § £ o -
Bridget thin%jz Hhige. a '&J g td
A B o 2 s A
BRIDGET _ .
Well, thanks, Daniel. That is yery good
to know. 3ut, if staying here means
working within 10 yards of you, frankly
I'd rather have a job wiping Saddam
Hussein’s arse.

Cut to Daniel’s secretary - very happy: Simon and his guys
holding in their amusement - the susic is beginning to swell.
BRIDGET ; (CONT D) ™4
( TO PERPETUA ) “ThHinks for-calling my
bottom bony, by-the wvay. =~ -
i S ool soanad

PERPETUA )
You're welcome, darling - mine’s the size
?f the house I just bought, so I should
ZNOW .

Everyone else is now resally loving this.
BRIDGET

Bye everyone. I'll miss zll of vou -
well, quite a lot of you.

Zveryone turns to look at Dazniel. Bridget marches out of the:
office to triumphant music. Cut back to everyone watching Daniel.

) DANIZL
0 just sod ofif.

}=
=%
=Y

INT. BRIDGET'S OFFICE. ELEVATOR - DAY. 14
On the secend Zioor. Mr Fitzherbert is standing there alone. The

1lift door opens. There is Bridget - he gsts in and stands there
nervously.

o

(CONTINUED
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BRIDGET _
I think you should know, sir, that this
is my last afternocon. I'm leaving.

MR FITZHERBERT
O dear, Brenda - I'm very sorry to hear
that. I'1l miss you.

PAUSE

BRIDGET
It's Brldget actually. Bridget Jones..
And let’s De honest with each cother,
Kenneth. It’'s not me you’ll be missing.
It’'s these, isn‘t it?

She just opers Her ackeg T-i“ qs'ﬁw bmdo% red.
F‘ﬂm gif? 5 “b% ﬁ

w % %

TXT. FIRE STﬁ%-cN ’STREEf““'DHY e s A 145

7 ‘1
A 2

o_:_
A

Chaos as an outside broadcast TV crew set up for a live
broadcast. Among the crowds of CREW and PRODUCTION STAFF, we D‘ck
out EBridget, standing beside a uniformed CHIEF FIREMAN.

INT. TV COMPANY. PRODUCTION GALLERY - DAY 146

Richard Finch sits in front of a bank of monitors, with the live

images from Lewisham fed/ ontd‘onﬂ“scrﬁtn.. -
-..-q ] 2

RIGHARD: -
{(into microphdné )may .dmmar

OK everygne. It's Bonfire Wight and

we’re on fire! We've got live fire-

station feeds from Newcastle, Swansea,

Sheffield and Lewisnham, just poised Zor

tragedy.

On the screens: several PRESENTERS around the country, holdidg
microphones, doing sound-checks.

) RICHARD (cont’d)
Bridget Jones. Where is she?

Bridget steps forward.

o . SRIDGET
I'm here, Richard

o RICHRRD
Rignt - put on more make-up. I want you
on camera.

BRRIDGET
Q0 God. Ahm., ¢ Jesus. Damn. UnforbunateWy

I’ve arranged to meet my Mum and Dad for
luench. ..

{CONTINUED
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CONTZ

I.'l

D:

RICHARD
Toug 've sent Cara to Liverpocl, so
you're all I've got. I'm thinking mini-
skirt. I'm thinking fireman’s helmet. I
want you pointing a hose and I want you
sliding down a pole, then go straight
into the interview.

BRIDGET
Fine - great - I'll do it.

INT. DEPARTMENT STORE - CAFE. DAY

Bridget has just sat down with her Mum & Dad.
s .l"'"'\l ia-onmme Bl um~ S

I'm shox n Y gg two—mfhutes
What’
-:L _ﬁ_

BRIDGET' S DAD )
pam, this isn’t the right time.

o

)'E*;Ir%

BRIDGET' S MOTHER
Daddy’s right. Let’s just have a
sandwich. think I spotted some nice egg
and cress.

. BRIDGET "
What can wait? Wnat ;& +t2 Dad%tell me.

Well.... the trﬁgiggggfggg%ggé'boh Daddy

and I have decided to file for a dlvorce

3ridget shocked, looks at her Dad. The bottom has
his world, but he’s putting on a brave face.

BRIDGET'S MOTHER (cont'd)
The problem is..... Daddy fell in love
with someone else

BRIDGET'S DAD
Now hang on a minute, Pam

qqqqqq

BRIDGET' S MOTHER
When vyour father and I came uOGEtn he
loved & very different Mummy. I'wve
changed znd so has he. We don’ t want the
same things anymore.

Dad just shakes his -head.

BR1DGET
So what’s going to happen?

DAD ]
Your mother’s decided to move in with her
ghastly ginger gigoclo.

(3]
i

)
i

lA?

{CONTINUED



147 CONTINUED: 1¢7
MOTHER
e Daddy!
DAD _
For God’s sake, Pam. My name’s Cclin.
Mother is rather taken aback by Dad’s new anger.
And don‘t try to Eln this on me - I love
you and alwavys will -~ you re leaVlﬂU,
and... that’s the end ¢f it. Don’t tIy to.
fool Bridget, or me... or yourself that
it’s any other way.
Mother and Father just look at each other. It’s a moment of truth
= 30 yearzxs of each other, and now thlS. Then Mum recovers.
!—-“s:‘ . -q_-——r—-il.—-‘
é,v M émél sﬁl‘ ¥
Well fned t io oW you
gE onedfbriths5f}:sz t;ﬁe
q your life.
BRIDGET .
{ remembering the time ) O Christ!
148 EXT. FIRE STATION. POLE ~ DAY 148

Bridget is pglsed ﬁu tﬁe EFD of the pole, rﬂagv toAslide down -
into shot, where the Chief, Fixeman waats for her. stage
~ manager, ﬁoldlng his ea;;g, égi *gawa 1ng over- exc1ted? to cue

her.. P4
STAGE égﬂﬁ. ¢ diomer

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 slide down.

STAGE MANAGER (cont’d)
(holding ear-piece)
Oh, no! We’re going to fﬂre**dntevs in
Newcastle first. Climb back up! Climb
back up! Stand by. On you in 30 seconds.

CuT TO:

[
Wb
o

149 ZINT. TV COMPENY. PRODUCTION GALLERY - DRY

RICHARD
And thank you Newcastle, and cut to
Lewisham and Go! Go, go, go, GO! Oh, Zfor
fuck’s. .. )

On the monitor, Bridget is climbing up the pole.

-

(CONTINUED
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CONTINUED: 149

- RICHARD (cont’d)
Neville, 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, dgo, go.

RICHARD
Oh, Jesus Christ.

Bridget freezes, panicked, then slides back down the pole, falls
over and looks to camera.

OK, ueL§§ B~ da
_E:jé b1 S Ahdrdr - shoetio

‘dga
Well, that seems to be all we have time
for in Lewisham. So thank you Chief
Officer Beavan. Excellent %ire station.
Now, back to the studio.

cUT TO:

INT. T COMPANY. PRODUCTION GALLERY 150

l .
Richard Finch, head in / oec ng,zbut when he lcoks up, he’s
laughing.
; - j

INT. DANITL’S FLAT. LIVIRG ROOM -~ EVENING 151
Daniel smiles and turns off the T.V.
TNT. RRIDGET’S FLAT. LIVING~ROOM - EVENING. ISlA

The same bit of footage on the telly. Bridget watches it -
rewinds it. Watches it again.

BRIDGET C.3.
&m national laughinq stock. Have huge
bottom. &m daughter of broken home. Am
useless &t all things.

She opens her dizary.

- BRIDGET V.O.
QO God - and am having dinner with Magda &
Jeremv. The only thing worse than smug
married couple - lots of Smug Married
Courples.

oy



INT. MAGDA'S HOUSZ. KITCHEN -~ EVENING 152

Bridget with Maada. In the kitchen - pictures by the kids are
blue-tacked everywhere.

MAGDA
Right. Obviously you know Cosmo and
Woney. And this is Hugo and Jane. And
Julia and Michael.

Three smug married couples, all in their pairs.
) BRIDGET-
Hi. Hello Cosmo.
‘l'?'-"“e‘_ e —w\-—-‘_ /_\ ‘F——-u 'P‘Tﬂ

5 %

g SMO
Hey, E,a:ﬂ 'hou"' s gyoun iove&#e&

Bridget flincief arid IS'dbcnr”to repf&-ﬁhen, fortunately, the
doarbell gces. :

L0

) MAGDA
This had ketter be Jeremy.

Magda opens the door to reveal a man we've never seen before,
with a crowd coming up behind him.

ALISTRIR
Jeremy sent us on ahead. .2 e

R ! H

. MAGRAL 1 7
( disappointed )| SRIYHE. . s —rmer
Back in the kitchen -~ Magda introduces Bridget.

MARGDA (CONT'D)
These are Jeremy’s partners from chambers
- this is Rlistair ¥rayn, and Henrietta.
Natasha Glenville. And this is Mark
Darcy.

Mark enters a little late. 3ridget is clearly shocked to see him.

2nd he to see her.

BRIDGET
Hella thearse,

MARK
Hello.

NATASHA

Not in your Dunny girl cutfit today?
BRIDGET

No, we bunnies only wear our tails on
very special occaslons.

(CONTINUED
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CONTINUZD 132
, MAGDA
Tome on, everyone - we might as well esat.
God knows when Jeremy’s going to arxrive.
;
INT. MAGDA’S HOUSE. DINING ROOM - NIGHT. 1%3

Along the table. Magda, endless couples, boy/girl, boy/girl, !
boy/girl - and Bridget.

COSMO
So, Bridge - still going out with that
publishing chappie?

BRIDGET
Er.. -‘;}Dﬁ‘-‘-n&-‘r ] .-*1!-—--1

Bridget looks iﬁg- ar rcqr HESiova%hearc bh_s..and s
ssrega .

stra:.n:.ng to E"
COsSMO

You really ought to hurry up and get
sprogged up, you know old girl. Time's
running out. Tick tock.

‘lr!'r‘\

BRIDGET
Yes....1is it one in four marr*agﬂs that
end in divorce now, or one in three?

1
MARK Ta e eng
One in three. o .

B

ta by ik

e ‘L "-

At which moment Jeremy comes‘\g,n AN A

JEREMY

Sorry, I'm late, darling, everyone. Work,
work, work.

Sridget catches his eye.

Eat on, eat on.

COsSMQ
Seriously, though. Qffice is full of
single girls over thirty - fine physical

specimens, but just can’t seem to hold
down a chap.

WONEY
(thin veneer of concern while
stroking her pregnant stomach)
Yes, why are there so many unmarried
working women these days, Sridget?

WHAT SRIDGET WANTS TO SAY

(CONTINUED



133 CONTZINDEZD:

‘ 3RIDGET

N S8ecause I don‘t want to end up like you,
you boring Sloaney milch cow, and because
1f I had te 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 ir.

CuT TO:

WONEY
What do you think’s the reason?

WHAT BRIDGET ACTUALLY SAYS

BRIDGET
dy < Isupfosk If do&shH &

nggté ougdéijjgegg_qur g
are; coverdgdiin ¥reen '
X2 F 2 4 E

Egigle laugh -~ but then there’s a gap which Mark Darcy strives
fill.

MARK ]
Yes, for my part, I wonder if it actually
doesn’t make sense to wait.

NATASHA .
Quite right. No use just qgupl%pg willy-
nilly. It's seems tosme thikt - a“good
marriage is likéTdrwell~planned merger.

P
Py d
= L] o3 -

She seems to glance a 1tf1 N\ b it gcamt during this.

Both parties bring something to the
table, both negotiate, both make little
concessions - and what emerges is more
than the sum of the parts...

Mark Darcy continues. ..

MARK

Yes - no - you’re right, Natasha - but I
suppose what I mean is..

{getting a bit near his

emotions)
We tend to think we’re failures... unless
we rush headlong iInto marriage. Perhaps
if we, vou know, waited - found out what
we really wanted... there might not be
two lives in ruins... so oiten. Es we
lawvers find:

This brings the conversation to a halt. ARlistzir, the other
Partner, hastily taps his glass and proposes & toast.
ALISTAIR
Jeremy znd Magda. Ten years. Well done.

Brilliant.

{CONTINUED
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& i i . COSMO & HUGO
Speech! Speech!

JEREMY
Thank you, Alistair, thanks everybody,
thanks for coming. Yes. Well. Ten years.
I don’t think any of us realise what a
major 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 is scary, but you have to take
that big risk.

—~ —— 7{“1, .
She gently S]%-Qih I,/ 'a'ngl i%g ":;" i~ % .
_2__; & - t'g$-g £

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.

l . _ MAGDA, {gcont’dq) .
Then a child comes ihto the £o&m, and you
you feel this gI@itgrush of love just as
gou're clearingjup-spme sick,,or wiping a
ottom, or somethingjy/arssyoswhiink -
this extraordinarily beautiful creature,

Wwe made him together, we did that... And
you can forgive and forget all the other
things... which aren’t quite right...

She sort cf stops - and sort of covers his hand again. Britiget
knows she knows.

. BRIDGET
(raising her glass - gently)
To Jeremy and Magda - ( concentrating on -
Magda. . my beautiful £friend. Thank God

you zre married - because 1f you were
still sing 2, nobody would sver give

plain girls like me a second giance.

( oavse ) Bitch...

Pause - then Magda laughs, as does everyone and the tension is
broken. Bridget knows how to be good fziend.

1

tn

3A SCENZ DELETED ) 153
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INT. MAGDE’S HOUSE. HALLWAY - NIGHT. 154

Bridget is getting her coat. Darcy on his way down the stairs
approaches her.

MARK.
I very mucn enjoyed your Lewisham Fire
Report, by the way.

BRIDGET :
(is he being sneery?)
Oh....thanks.

MARK _
1l.....50,. A0, didn" t_uQrk out ;DEU%

obd U THE

.-

MARK .
I'm delighted to hear it.

BRIDGET i .
Look, are you and Cosmo in this together?

MARK
I'm sorry.

:
o
l'

BRIDG?
I mean you seem ﬁ” f ur way to
make me feel ll m iot every

time I see Eou And actually, you don'’
need to bot I elready feel like an
idict all the time anyway - with or
without a fireman’'s peole.

At that moment the doorbell goes.

BRIDGET (cont’d)
That’1ll be my taxi. Good night.

She goes to turn away. He touches her arm te stop her.

MARK
(awkwara/S;umnlﬂng)

Look, I'm sorry if I'we Deen...

BRIDGET
What? What?

MAREK
I don’t think vou’'re an idiot at all. I
mezan, there are elements of the
ridiculous about you . your mother’s
bDretty *rtﬂrestlﬂd

{MORE)

(CONTINUED
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MARK (cont'd)
and you ¢c have a tendency to let what's
in your hesad come out of your mouth
~without much consideration cf the
consequences. ..

_ BRIDGET ,
Please don’t forget drinking zlso. Like a
fish. Znd smoking. Like a chimney.

Mark winces, as he remembers. ..

MARK

I realize when I met you at the Turkey
Curry Buffet I was unforgivably rude and
wearing a reindeer jumper that my mother
gave me the day before... but the thing
1s... what I'm trying to say - very
inartyeula : t ip-fact—pe
against ¥ sgandy. ¢ situations £ I

EERTOUT

BRIDGET
(still smarting~ not teasing)
Apart from the smocking, the drinking, the
vulgar mother, and the verbal diarrhoea.

Pause.

_ MARK
Ne. I like you very much just as you are.

He stares at her. She staresy backii

W
z H

k- g
BRE; Ty S
What? ! ? A tiow e

The doorbell rings again and Natasha suddenly pops in. The 'spell
15 broken. :

NATASHA

Mark. We’'re really making progress on the
case in here...

MARK

Right. Right.... must go... because...
Bye.

He turns away and heads back to the dinner party, lszaving Bridget
stanging.

_ _ BRIDGET
Just &s I am?”

SCENE DZLEITEZD - 155

\0
L2



INT. 3RIDGET'S FLAT. LIVING ROOM - EVENING. 156

Lush music. Bridget, the girls and Tom zre watching e very end
of UN HOMME ET UNE FEMME, wnere the hero walks down the platform,
looking for the heroine. The whole dialogue might be voice over
the French footage.

9

clrt
&y

JUDE

You don’t mean Marxk Darcy, the human
rights lawyer? '

BRIDGET
Yes. Do you know him?

e JUDE -

Only By™xe tttii?fﬁﬁﬁi; ;ﬁz?htﬁ hinf aF &
God i oﬁggib.* 4 ﬁ ol | E

z % 4 & 7 -
e % GUARENS neF e
I thought you said the chap at the Turkey
Curry Buffet was a real geek.

1

+:

!

. 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 final seconds of UN HOMME ET UNE FEMME, He sees her. She sees

him. They kiss. It freezes, The whpole.packground goes white. Cut

back out to the friends_= a8}l of whom are starlng at Bridget, who
M, 7 er

is staring at the screelr, juaware oOf e effect last line has
caused... 7 4

i : ‘ -'..:;'!m‘.uﬁ:.mﬁ

BRIDGET (CONT'D)
God, that’s good.

: TOM
He said he liked you ‘Just as vou are?’

Bridget nods. For once in her life, Sharon is lost for words.

JUCE
Just as you are? Not thinner - not
cleverer - not with slightly bigger
preests and a slightly smaller nose?

3ridget just shakes her head.

SHARON
Well, fuck me.

Pause, taking in evervone. Her dark stranger may have turned up.

oM
But this is someone you hate, right?

BRIDGET

O yes - of course - that right. Hate him.
Phew. :

{(CONTINUED
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But now she’s not so sure.
g

157 INT. TV COMPANY. PRODUCTION OFFICE - DAY 157
|
At the office - 3ridget is sitting trying to look busy. !

BRIDGET’S DIARY 0/5/ |
November S9th. Weight - 9st. Cigarettes -
3. Birthday - 33.

Enter Richard Finch.

) RICHARD o _
OX, Bridget. Try and get it right this

e A H '
"-'_ umpEe l diw
N son to

J Thwa hard-

From Bridget’s utterly blank expression..

RICHARD (cont’d)
You do know the Aghani Heaney case?

BRIDGET
Yes, Of course. Big... important...
case... featuring someone called...

b Aghani Heaney. f ! {\% !‘% '
i ;

RI /
Or two people calYecR KFfjt Aghapi and
Eleanor Heaney.

BRIDGET
Qf course. 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
certainly be executed - she’s marzied to
him and they’ve fought to save him for 5
years. Today’s the decision.

BRIDGET
Zxciting.

RICHARD .
is - szo what are you waiting for?

g
14
n
1
r

~-BRIDGET
Nothing. I'm off. Watch me.

158 SCENE DELETED 158
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‘™ 159 EXT. HIGH COURT. STREET - DAY 153

3om. Outside the High Court. A huge CROWD of photographers and .
news hounds. Among them, Bridget.

BRIDGET O.S.
Am suddenly hard-headed professional 1
journalls_. No longer ask what my job can ‘
do for me - remorsélessly dedicated to
what I can do with my job for truth and
justice. ;

She opens a pack of fags, and - horror - £f£inds it empty. Bridget
looks towards the Court House door. No sign of activity. Pause.

Then... "*s.'""- e ~~ ‘“___i
E%RI[}G % é
I'm ;E:EED tx;i;@L.J 2
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 youf re o;ngn.I.gould murder
S Y B
a TWlX .-.-.-..-i. a i k]
BR g s /o
(remembefi g] Seme’ Ay

Twix.. Milky Way, right..

CTHER CAMEREMAN
Pack of Polos, please. But not the mints,
the fruit cnes. Cr, if they don’‘t have
these, I'11l have Wine Gums, but not the
ones in"the packet, the ones from the
jar..

A gang is beginning to gather around Bridget..

160 INT. NEWSAGENTS. COUNTEZR - DAY 160

in the shop, an exasperated SHCPKEEPER Ziddles with ccins &s
Bridgetr is reading Zrom a huge list.. ‘

BRIDGET
No, T still-need 8p changz for the Milky
Way, 6p for the Orange Solero, and I owe
you 14p for the Mars Bar ind pack of
Wheat Crunchies..

MRLE VOICE (DARCY)
J Packet cf Mariborough Lights please.

{CONTINUED



CORTINUZD:
round..

8ridget bristles in ixritation,

BRIDGET
haven’‘t finished.

-
her iL

Excuse ms,
She tails off, makes a weird noise. Standing in front of
Mark Darcy all dressed up in his barrister outfit

MARK

Good-afternoon.
BRIDGET

Hello.

_ MARK

T .«""‘*-‘E»:‘"‘”’F
i3 i

She bBlurts wl“aha:_ut ‘;;?:,h‘a.nkingg.

2.,

Kigal
‘r_-!

You like me just tne way I am.

MARK
Zty fag

BRIDGET
Nothin? How are you? Having a crta
- yourself eh? .

Mark is about to explaln, butr~vatswharsmoment the CAMERAMAN
appears in the shop'’s doo:uay followed by the SOUND MAN.
i Poos 4
CANETRMANS ,ég«,égf
Bridget! We’ve fucked up utt y. Eleanor
Heaney’s come and gone.

SRIDGET
I'll be sacked. Did

Sorry?

the others

Oh God.
get interviews?

CAMERAMAN
Don’t know. I was having a slash

MAR¥
Actually, nobody got interviews.
BRIDGET

How do you know?
I told

MARK
Secause I WAS defending her - and
her not to give any interviews. Look,
tfiere in'my car.

she’s out
Lo see ELEANOR EEANE-

Bridget iooks out
car window, angd shourt..

(CONTINUED
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CONTINUED: (2) 160
ELEANOR '
Actually, make it S5ilk Cut, will you,
Mark.

Bridget and Mark exchange a glance.

MARK
Look..

CUT TO:

{

INT. INN OF COURT - LARGE CHAMBERS - DAY 163
ELEANOR HEANEY and KAFIR AGHANT gLVlng exclus;ve interview to

Bridget. They hng Ty Hda's a beautiful
lookgng Eastd m s glcie ‘tHEm.
X

Mﬁ
Mr Dzt enciy Y

you mus{ be” delighted.

Yes - it'’s a good day for justice.
Eleaner is a hero, not a c¢riminal. 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 - now that would have been a
crime. C (ﬂ: "i '“‘g ‘
Bridget is momentarily énraptured by e passion in Darcy’'s
voice, then shakes hers gyggofjﬁt turns to the camera.
BRIDGET

Right - well ~ Eleanor - over to you. Be
honest, did you fancy Kafir the first
Time you saw him?

CUT TO:

INT. TV COMPANY. PRODUCTION OFFICE - DRY. 162

A television screen - full frame. Bridget stands beside Rlcha:d
Finch in the crowded offices, watching the interview on TV.

BRIDGET .
Thank vou Eleaznor. Thank you Kafir.

KAFIR

Bridget nods, blushes and turns to camera.

. BRIDGET

This has been Bridget Jones for SIT UP
BRITATN - with, let’s face it, a bit of
crush actually now. Good afterncon.

(CONTINUED
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Richiazrd Finch hits the TV. It clicks oii..

L

RICHARD
Bridget Jones. Already a legend.

Bridget looking very pleased with herseif.

|
CUT TO:|
|

ZXT. 3BRIDGET'S rLAT - STREETS. DAY. 16

N

MUSIC: THE WAY YOU DO THE THINGS YOU DO. TEMPTATIONS

Bridget rushing to her flat. With four big colourful cook-books
4

under her ax?s an ag.s. rocerd

Histﬁa “iiﬁé’ﬁ' ' _,
broa i leb 1

preparing feast of the century tfor Shaz,
Jude and Tom, in manner of 5 star cookery
wunderkind, with name like Marcc or
Raymond. .

Her stride takes on a skip

7.00 prepare Grand Marnier souffles. 7.10
marlnade caper nerrlas fa&.caner berry
‘gravy’ to go onikl 7.20 make frisee
lardon frizzled Lar odboliocks thlnay
.30 remove all‘ﬁ?ﬁﬁs from radlators

INT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. KITCHEN - NIGHT. 164
Bridget prepares stock for dinner party.
BRIDGET
(reading from recipe book])
.tie flavour—enhanc;ng leek and celery
*Ogethe* with string.

. {out loud)
String...string..

As she opens kitchen crawers, rummages in the chacs therein.
Finally locates & ball of festive blue string.

BRIDGET (cont’d)

Serfect.

INT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. KITCHEN - NIGHT :65
BRIDGET (cont’d)

(CONTINUED
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-t
oy
Uy

=

{reading Irom recipe book)
Finely slice cranges and grate zzst.

She sighs, picks up heap of thirty-six oranges.

CUT TO:

166 INT. BRIDGET’S FLAT. KITCHEN. NIGHT. 166

Zverything seems to be going smoothly until....Bridget’s SHRIEK
as the food processor spins out of contreol, sending masheq

everywhere. She reaches for the Grand Marnier, gulps straiggt |
from the bottle. )

ERIDGET

Okay’:é'a‘*‘ay‘rfz’éfﬂ 1}“«: P r an
She opens tha’:’%d%{y}ae i e ingsi ~—tontents onto the
floor. S F 5 § ,

BRIDGET (cont’d)

UL N
Where the fuck is the fucking tuna....?
{mimicking interview)
This is Bridget Jones, for Sit-Up
Britain, searching for tuna.”
(then, suddenly
remembering) .
B Oh Crikey, Jesus. No. No. “This is
‘ Bridget Jones remembering where she l=ft
| ’ the tuna. RSN ~

L]

The phone rings. Bridget‘snatcﬁes,-t. 5
{ N ¥ o K s s
BRIDGET&‘(’COW"D)“‘"

Hello - Bridget in a genuine crisis =
only talk tome if you’re in the middle
of a suicide attempt.

MUM V/0

Hello darling - happy birthday. Just rung
for a little chat.

BRIDGET

Muam, I se:iously can’t talk. I know
you' re happy it’s my birthday.

166X INT. PHONE - SET - NIGHT. 166A

Mum on £ phone. Intercut between them.
MUM _

Actually - it wasn't that I rang about -
you're a pit old for all that birthday
stuff now, aren't you?

2ridget’s mortified face.

'y . MUM (CONT'D}
I just wanted 2 bit of a chat -

{CONTINUED
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Bridget can’t believe her bad luck.

- thing is, darling - between you and me -

I'm not entirely sure that Jullan isn’t

something of a shit and I thought since

dating shits is rather your area of

expertlse you might be able to offer some

advice. ‘

BRIDGET |
Dump him. *

MUM
0, I can’t possibly do that - we're
booked into a love y hetel in St Kitts
for Christmas.

e T s

" :
Then W‘E ancﬁ-2 hs“ﬂest gsf
it. ' B

Yes - that was rather my plan. And I
can’t deny, the sex is still full of
surprises - why the other night, guite
unexpectedly, I was just dozing off and I
felt this huge thing...

BRIDGET
~, Bye Mom.

3 ey

She hangs up. And lnstantlysthe entry phone rlngs.
BRi‘;mJ}: DX

Q God - what time do you call this.

INT. 3RIDGET'S FLAT. DOORWAY - NIGHT 167
Bridget cpens the door.

BRIDGET
Gah.

It’s Mark Darcy. He 1s holding an excellent bottle oi wnite wine.
For 2 long beat, neither o them says anything.

. ) MARK.
The door was open.

Mark is tazking in her half-dressed, Zrazzled appearance, and the
ﬁagt T—hat there are strancs oI masnnd DOtatTo hanging Zrom nex
hair. .
MARK
I came to congratulate the new face oI
British current affesirs.

He produces a copy of the Evening Standard ~ then talls oIl as he
notices a tablie laid with plates, candles etc.

(CONTINUED
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MAR¥ (cont’d)
.I see I've come at a bad time.

Pause as Bridget stares at him.

It*s my birthday, and I‘ve left the

BRIDGET ‘
soddlng tuna on the sodding bus.

o +

I see.
CUT TO:
168 INT. BRIDGET?fnf;AI._ﬁITﬁﬂEﬂ__ NI : 16%
In the kitche) surt-thb nage cucT. He is’
stirring the ﬁ' .
BRIDGET
How does it look?
MARK
Great. Blue.
BRIDGET

Blue?

MARH P
But blue is goods—= ﬁ’you agk me', there
lsn t enough bluagio

F L 2L
BRIDuET

Oh, shit. It must have been the string.

. MARK
t’s string soup?

Rridget surveys the carnage arocund her.

BRIDGET
Oh God, they’ll be here soon.

MARK .
Don’¢ worry. I'm sure they’re coming To

see you, not.
(he glances at the
recipe book}
Orange Parfait in Sugar Cages. Here, have
a drink.
ge finds two glasse$, pours the wine, and touches glasses with
ner. N :

MARK ({(cont'd)
Happy Birthday.

(CONTINUED,



CONTINUED: 168.

ZRIDGET
Thank you. ( slightly romantic pause )

Did I really run round your lawn naked? :

MARK i

Yes, you did. You were four - I was |

eight, |
BRIDGET

\

That’s a pretty big age cifference. Quite
pervy really.

 MARK
Yes. I like to think so.

There is a pause. 0dd little intimate moment. -

¥ 3 % ,
Oh Gol—% to Yo BEbbut
this klo ;ﬁ“ ‘

Mark loocks around at the wvarious unappetising dishes.

MARK
Well, you have blue soup to start. You
have orange pudding to end. And for the
main course you have... congealed green

gunge.
} BRIDGET
....caper berry Jgta u .
M2
Do you have eggg?
She nods.

. MARK (cont’d)
' (taking off his jacket)
Right. Omelette it is then. With
caperberry ‘grawvy’.

INT. RBRIDGET'S FLAT. XITCHEN -~ NIGHT 169

CUT TO Bridget and Mark working together, breaking and beatiné
eggs.

. MARK .
You wouldn’t, by any chance, have any
beetroot cubes, would you?
2ridget looks puzzled.

' MARK {cont'd)"
A mini-gherkin? Stuffed olive?

Bridget catches on and smiles.

(CONTINUED |
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CONTINUED:

BRIDGET
No. &nd besides - I'm busy - the gravy
needs sieving.

MARK
Surely not - just stir it, Una.

They smile, familiar in each other’s presence. The doorbell goeL.

Cut to all three friends are at the door with gifts shouting
“gappy Birthday”. But when they see Mark, they're a little taken
aback. '

TCM
Hello. Are you joining us?

Mark looks tEBRL4GETy F & = &7 ¢ Y . G
| 4 g l I %E'@' g é -E“r a; ‘
Ahm, _gess-_&mf eourse—." L5

In a tiny moment one friend manages to pull a face meanigg,
what’s going on -~ Bridget returns with an ‘I don’t know.

INT. BRIDGET'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 tc say a werd., . .-

; _{ e
R 7
(spooning;aﬁhauﬁagglg s
Excellent. b il
EVERYBODY

Mmmm. Delicious. Yum.
They are policing his attentions to Bridget. Like parents.

SHARON
So - Mark - why did your wife leave you?

Tiny pause - is he going to be sensitive about it?

MARK. .
She was Japanese. EZxceptionallv cruel
race.

JUDE. _
And so zre you dating anyone &t the
moment ?

BRIDGET -

(cutting her oZ:f
Come on - eat up! Two whole lovely
courses to go.
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171 INT. SRIDGET'S ZLAT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT. 171

CUT TO 40 minutes later - they're all eating the chewy orange
pudding.

TOM
Delicious.

SHARON .
It remincs me of something — tastes like

JUDE

Marmalade.

Ty Y OPOMI E :

Well f%iz hog o at-&x:ul
cookil ast oup,
omel cgbt:g-jgfeh

drinkln TO.

?ﬁalslng a glass)
To Bridget, who can’t cock, but who we
love -~ just 2s she is...

.ahl i

EVERYBODY

To Bridget. ( CHEEKILY ) Just - as - she -
is.

CLOSE ON BRIDGET. She exchanges Lpoks with Mark - he looks back
” at hewm’- suddenly there is avdhance or”happlness . And then.
) suddenly - at exactly that“moment . f
Y >

The RING of the bell. EVEryg' '£E6k~HQh1221cally at Brldget. She
shrugs: I don’t have a clue. i

JUDE
I'11 go.

When she reappears, she stands in the doorway.

BRIDGET
Who?
Jude steps aside to resveal Daniel, z little bit tiddly, holding =z
bottle of champagne. Mark gets tec his feet ;
DANIEL k )
I'm sorry, I _can see I'm interrupting.
Darcy! What brings you here?

Daniel look at Darcy, then Bridget.

DANIEL {(cont’d)
{putting two and two together)
0f course. I snhould have guessed. And you
must be Sharcn. Not zt all what I

P exoec;ec- And Jude - I'm told I shoulid
L 2ar vou because you are dangerouslv
- clnver.

(CONTINUED
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TOM
{no lO{alty as he sees handsome
Daniel)
And I'm Tom. So.good to meet you at last.

DANIEL
I just came.to... I thought vou might be
On your OWIi..

Bridget walks off into the kitchen. Daniel follows.

INT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. KITCHEN - NIGHT.

Daniel and RBridget are in there alone.

,f”*\'ﬁr*—ﬂ |

nk %wnat

;;E t
DANIEL

That Sunday, in the country, it was all
going so fast. The hotel that wedding,
mesting your parnnts .I just panlcked

He seems genuine. gr\ﬁ’ E %
You know me. I'Wb e d/aster with
a4 posh voice and 4 bhad/ ol seost You'’ re

the only one who can save me, Brldce I
need you. Without you, twenty years from
now 1 be in some seedy bar with some
seedy blonne

blue soup°

BRIDGET
Yes.

BRIDGET
What about Lara?

DANIEL
Over. Totalli fucking finito. Dumped me
when she reaiised I nadn’t got over vyou.

Bridget holds her head... unsure what to beliasve.

DENIEL (CONT'D) -
I know you think it’s just a sex thing,
but I promise yon, every t’me I see that
skimpy little skirt on TV, I just shut my
eyes and l;sten to all the inZ elligent

ings you're saying. I was thrilled thet
nlce iittle Kurdish was set Irse.

( BRIDGET SMILES ) Bridge.. I've
missed you a lot.

BRIDGET
Ch, God...

172

(CONTINUED
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CONTINUED:

He’s leaning towards her to kiss her.

WHAT SRIDGET SEES: over Daniel’s shoulder, Mark, standing in the
doorway.

MARK
{strangled)
I'm going now. Goodbye.

. BRIDGET
No - please wait...

MARK
No, I don'"t think I will.

Don'’t
both
don’t ES?

Darcy doesn’t say anythlng Danlel puts hlS arm around BrldgeL

o<

DANIEL {(CONT'D)
At least stay for a birthday drink with
me and Bridge.

On Mark.

MARK ~
qudbve Bridget. . g Amn e
LI A R I

He clatters down the stajjway.. He,doesn t look back. He walks
straight out of the dowr}s}:am:st futmgor without closing it.

Bridget runs to the window and sees Mark, striding away down the
street. She comes back - they stare at each other - is this the
moment all is resolved... Bridget thinks hard - then..

BRIDGET.
Why are you here?

There’s a knock on the flat door. 3ridget goes to it and opens
it: 1t 1s Mark. ;

MARK
(to Daniel}
Cleaver. Outside.

DANIEL
Sorry? Qutside?

Mark nods.

Shall 7 bring my duelliing.pistols? Or my
sworgd?

Mark walks out - Daniel shrugs his shoulders.

Y

[

-~



& 173 EXT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. STREET - NIGHT 173

Mark is waiting. Daniel comes out,

MARK

I should have done this years ago.
OANIEL

Done what?
MARK

This.

He hits Daniel hard in the face - Daniel falls, totally shocked.

- -
Shencip I
174 INT. BRIDGET’S FLAT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT l7%

Bridget, Jude, Sharon and Tom are crowded around the open window.

TOM
Oh my God. Fight! Fight!

- - 75
p 175 EXT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. STREET ~ yxgﬂr " 1 .
They all tear into the street as Danlel gets up.

F
A.NTEL b md‘ﬂf
What the fuck do you think you’r= doing?

MARK
This.

And he hits him again.

' DRNIEL.
Christ - not again.

Tom races into the Greesk restaurant a few doors down ths st*eet
The girls all tear into the streset as Daniel gets up.

176 INT. GREEK RESTAURANT - NIGHT ‘ 176
Tom bursts inside.

. " TOM
Quick evervone! Fight! Real Ifight!
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£XT. BRIDGET’S FLAT. STREET - NIGHT 177

The WAITERS pour out into the street. Mr Ramdas also there.
Daniel struggles to his feet - nands in the air.

DANIEL
{hands raised)
Qkay, okay - I give up - Jjust give me a
second herse, just let me get my breath
back, okay...?

He sits down on the little wall outside Bridget’s flat - then

surreptitiously takes one of the metal dustban llGS and whacks
Mark hard.

om’*a‘ﬁ"hsas’""”‘ o
Cheata’l

Mark, stunn o eﬁ%iukMMg 5-«; to remain

upright. The fight goes on dramatically in the background.

_ TOM
Who's side are we on?

SHARQU
Mark’s cbviously. He never dumped 3ridget
for some naked American.

-~

j dh giUDpé :’; j(“d :M— /“t th
..an e sal ike et jus e way
she is. ; I ﬁg; :
BRIDGET

But he zls¢c knicked Daniel’s fiancee -
and left him broken-hearted.

TOM
Good point. This one is very hard to
call.
INT. GREEK RESTAURANT - NIGHT. 178

The fight near the restaurant. Mark tackles Daniel - thev fall
into the restavrant. Daniel falls on to a2 teblie -~ 1t Knocks over
somegne’s salad. ‘

DANTIEL
Sorry.

They both get off the floor. Baniel leaps back forward, and

whoops Mark in the stomach. Mark falls back and knocks over &
whole tezble, .

MARK
I realily am sorry - very sorry. IL'1ll
pay..

(CONTINUED
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CONTINUED: 178
DANIEL
Had enough, Darcy?
MARK

Not quite, if that’s all right by you. ‘
)
He punches him again. Rt which moment, two waiters emerge holding

a birthday cake, &nd move towards 2 table at the other side of
the restaurant.

WAITERS i
Happy E2irthday to your :
Happy Birthday to you.

Evervbody stops - even Mark & Daniel try to join in...
Hap schj"?m Z SR S 5
As usual, no Q&iﬁ :Lrthgé boy - a2 14 year
old boy 1in nf s..-;s::a.:.‘ .
Happy Birthday teo you! |
Everyone applauds. And then Daniel turns head down and charges

Mark - and the two of them smash right through the window 2nd
outside on to the street again.

EXT. GREEK RESTAURANT. STREET - NIGHT. 178
Then Mark lands Daniel amx;
thud as fist hits face. C
Bridget reacts. As Daniel’ 1i ,‘é&ﬁdﬁgflous, Bridget runs across

to him. She looks up at Mark, foxed by his alarmingly violent
behaviour. ;

vmoleng puncn There is a sickening

BRIDGET
{to Mark)
What is your problem?

MARK
_(incredulous)
My problem?

BRIDGET
Yes - you give the impression of being
all nobls and moral and normal and
helpZul in the kitchen, but you’re just
as bad and as mad as the rest of them.

Mark stzres down at the scene.

MARK
Forget it. I thought it m_gnt b= my job
to protect you - but I was clearly
mistzken.

BRIDGET.
Protect me?

(CONTINUED



CONTINUED: 179

MARK. . o )
~Yes - but very, very foclisn mistake.
Forgive me.

CLOSE ON BRIDGET watching as Mark walks. From behind her, the
sound of mumbling..

DANIEL .
..I love you, Jones.
SRIDGET
What?
DANIEL
I love you. Let’s go back upstairs. Come
on. We elong together Me, you... and

the |
Bridget Laxefﬁ\*‘;i %j%st g‘ne sex, isn't it.
k :

) BRIDGET
Right. Right.
DANIEL
( Lmoortant final statement ) If I

can’t make it with you, I can’t make it
with anyone.

She looks at him and considers.

-q) BRI
No. That’s not d no fer for
me. I’'m not wi my whole
life on someone Lte sure.

2nd loses fights. At least one of us 1is
still looking for something much more
extraordinary than that.

And she walks away slowly.

BRIDGET'S DIARY O/S
Down to zero boyfriends. Again. Forever.

EXT. CGRAITCON UNDERWOOD. HIGH STREET - DAY lEO

'Ding, Dong Merrily on High’, sung CHURCH SINGERS in Graztoq
Underwood High Street, with snow falling around unem

It’'s & touching Xmas scene. Perfect Little England.

BRIDGET 0Q.S5.
Decemner 25th. Weight - 9st 4 plus 11
mince pies. Alcchal - ‘ncalculable.
Cigarettes - fuck of a lot. All
1Prﬁ1evant 3ecause am now going out
with.
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EXT. PARENT'S HOUSE. DOOR - DAY 181

A small group of carol singers, one adult and 2 little children
are chirruping expectantly outside the Jones’ door.

ARIDGET 0.5. |
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 tins
and TV Dinner cartons. A box of mince-pies sits on Bridget’'s lap -

she has had eleven - _in and ig_the fina welfth one. An |
opened bottl%l?xm;r%ft; ‘- s,i’ga‘i bE.sn.S mprty bottle of:
né%g% SHow 1

red. The Va 5 (778 8 Ea;pin out.... in
competition t oifje 8f theaca lgsingens.
DAD

Pass the ciggies. ;

3ridget passes Dad the fags and an overflowing ashtray.

Dad lights up his fag, flicks channels in a distracted o
fashion....and lands at the HOME SHOPPING CHANNEL, where Julian,
is selling a matching bracelet, pendant, earring set. Mother sits
beside him.

%

INT. SHOPPING CHANNZL Jf-q'g—niy.;; J/ 183
3§Z§‘~’ ' |

proery .
JU

This baroque carriage clock is a |
particular Zastive favourite of mine,
with its unique feature incorporating the
Hallelujah Chorus of Handel’s Messiah,
every hour on the hour.

; f‘-“.‘ ‘J-Hah ’{'-h.‘
2 ! 1

It plays the chorus.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
Merry Christmas.

Julian toasts Mother. She gives a slightly nervous, slightly
unhappy smile to camera. We sense that all_ls not well there.
Bridget and Dad look at each other. Jad clicks off the TV.

DAD :
I don’t understand it - the man has !
actually turned red now.

. BRIDGET -
Forget 1t. We're better off without her.
Worse fed - less clean - but better. Come

on -~ a toast... to singletons whersver
they wmay b=. '

(CONTINUED
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CONTINUID: 183
, DAD
~To singietons.

They_toast - cut round Sharon / Jude / Tom, all of them ‘
singlietons with their families:

INT. JUDE’S PARENTS' HOQUSE. DINING ROOM — DAY. 1J4
JUDE’S DAD _ o
Wwell, congratulations to Judith - half a ‘

million pounds is one hell of a bonus -
more than I earned in my whole career.

They *turn to toast Jude. She bursts dramatically into tears.

i ;E‘ﬂ@ﬁgrc. .8 gif“‘-éi:j
EroGET

.

INT. SHARON{S PARENTS’ HOUSE. DINING ROOM - DAY. léS

SHARON'S MUM
How's your love life, darling?

SHARON
Shut it!
INT. TQM’S PARENTS’ HOUSE.. DININGwROOM, - DRAY. 186
e 3 = ) ¥ .

F o

TOML D& s
Shame that Bridget <)=Ly 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¥
INT. BRIDGET'S PRRENTS’ HOUSE. SITTING ROOM - NIGHT. ;87

Bridget in her ijamas. She tzkes off her Christmas hat and
kisses her Dad good night.

AT THAT MOMENT... the key goes in the doorx.

Bridget and Dad turn to see Mother standing sheepishly in the
doorway. Dad turns, unable to believe his eyes. Mum looks &t 'nim.
Their eves meet i1n an apologetic, nervous first smile.

MOTHER
I am not coming back with my tail between-
my legs. My tail is firmly in the air. If
you're axpecting a tail between the legs,
then I’1l just trot on off again.

(CONTINUED
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CONTINUED: . 187
DAD
I’1l take you however you choose to come.
CUT TOC: |
|
INT. PARENTS’ HOUSE. STAIRS - 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 a lovely normal
colour. And he had a filthy temper. And
then I realised that I was making the
same sort of decision Bridget always

makexsy hop=wWnay ba. S ; '
the nlcefctBpd ndre? . lodk ®n; An
althoBgitHE d ! B £a 5, a
realll i radgsdha bra;e thoualt
I mignt ask 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 deoesn’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?

DA B
on’t oW IO & ' on’t
know. It's been v Ty eu:tﬂ'J'u“"é:i

. MOTHEER
Q Celin.

Pause. He can no longer hide the fact he’s just pretending. fuge
smile. The first time we’ve seen him happy in the whole story.

. DAD
I'm only joking you daft cow. Come on -
give us a hug.

She does.

‘ DAD (CONT'D}
Pam. Pam. I just don’t work without you.

There 1s a silence. Bridget cranes her neck round the stairs. Mum
and Dad are hugging sach other. She’s plesased - but worrled.

INT. PARENT’S HOUSE. TQP OF THE STAIRS - NIGHT. 185

Bridget writing the diary.

{CONTINUED
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CONTZINUED: ig9
BRIDGET O.8S..
1 Z&.m. So that’s it I suppose. Compromlse
all round. That’s the glory cf, that's
the story of love.....
INT. BRIDGET’'S PRRENTS® HOUSE. KITCHEN - DAY 190

The following morning. Bridget comes down the stairs in her
nightie, wvery much tge worse for wear, to find Mother in a large,
wide-brimmed hat and Dad dressed in 2 suit and tie. It's as if
they’re going tec the Royal Garden Party.

MOTHER
Get back up those stairs young lady and
get chauged

MOTHER
The Darcg s Ruby Wedding party. What for
indeed? Mark’ll he there... He's
(taps nose/knowlngj
.. still divorced!
BRIDGET

qu T know. He's also. -
(taps nose/know1n

tstlll gg_angﬁﬁ ;I Gfﬁso“ﬁg

m@;u_é

Popr Mark. This is always a bad time of
ear for nlm. Japanese wife left him on
hristmas day. Cruel rcace.

‘:g"'

BRIDGET
Yes, I'm not sure it was that way round
in fact, Mummy. .

MOTHER
Ran off...with his best £friend fxzom
Cambridge.

ON BRIDGET: she mentallv starts to jcin the dots.

INT. 2 HOMZ. DAY. 150n

The same scene as befors - the camera coming up the stazirs - the
legs - the naked peaple - but this time the camera moves up whips
around ~ and it shows Darcy - HE was the man cnming up the stairs
- then cut to the girl, lipstick-simeared, Japanese - then Danisl -
he was the guilty odne.

-..-totzl scoundrel apparently.
{MORZ)

{CONTINUED



E10).8
~ -
130
178
121

CONTINUED: 1
MOTHER (cont'g)
Best man at his wedding - and then
Christmas Eve Mark comes home early from
work and finds the pair of them in a most
unarthodox pocition, stark naked, at it
like rabbits... WLth the telly on,
watching football.

INT. BRIDGET’S PARENTS’ HOUSE -~ DAY.

Back on Bridget. Everything has now fitted inte place.

EXT. BRIDGET'S FLAT - NIGHT.

190/

173

FLASHBACK: Mark looking his most attractive - hot, bloodied,

noble.

I thofgh §1
you = ?ﬁﬁ;%é;;}

BRIDGET.
Protect me?

MARK. .
Yes - but very, very foolish mistake.
Forgive me.

INT. BRIDGET'S PARENTS’ HOU%P\

Mum. Dad. Give m%ﬁ

She runs upstairs to get changed.
And comes straight down - looking devastating and modern.
MOM .
And what do you think you’re wearing,
young lady?
BRIDGET

I think I'm wearing exactly what I want
to wear, old woman.

MOM
Daddy! Do something.

ZXT. COUNTRY ROAD. PRRENT'S CAR - DAY.

BRIDGET
Step! Stop the car!

Father stops. Bridget gets out.

190A

{CONTINUED
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CJ

PR
3 o MOTHER
What is it now?
2ridget opens the door on her father’s side.
3RIDGET §
Get out. ;
FATHER |
What?
BRIDGET
Too slow.
=) o L -
EXT. COQUNTRY. ADS, AZE?T_S,CAR J,HAY.gﬁ_ﬂ e 192
The Jones caﬁ ﬁ z{:i?:% ée‘:i at fche wheel.
k8
EXT. DARCY HOUSE. DRIVEWAY - DAY 183

A manor house on the edge of town. Not blg enough ta ke a ‘Hall’,
nor naff encugh to be called ‘The Willows But assured.
Comfortable, with a large gate. 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. DARCY HOUSE. DININGjRDgH\— DE¥J”“‘ 1584
Rll the uvsual suspects g fre and Una Rlconburi
Penny Husbands-Bosworth an giggling awkwardly at
one another, as uniformed CAT RERS waft trays of salmony thingies

under their noses. Geoffrey is already very far gone on the Zree
champagne.

Bridget’s Mum and Dad enter holding hands, lighting the roaﬂ,
quite indecently satisfied. Mum sees Una and GeoZZrey. Big grin.
MOTHER

_ {to Bridget)
It’s a bit showey, isn‘t it?

BRIDGET
MOTHER
Don”t say 'what’, Bridget. Say ‘pardon’.

dget Ifeezes. Mark approaches. X
a

He is beautifullv dressed aparct
hideous Poch Bear bow-tie, His ayes meet Zridget’s.
) . 3RIDGET -
Thank vou for inviting me.
MARK
(st’:f‘y}

didn’t. It must have bheen my parents.

(CONTINUED



MARK & BRIDGET SIMULTENEQUSLY
So... ‘ :

Awkward pause - a2nd then Natasha approaches.

Natasha

NATASHA
della, 2ridget. I didn’t know you were
coming. Mark, vour father wants to begin
very soon.

MARK
Daes he? Right....

NATASHA
Come an - be helpful, Mark. The caterers
have totally screwed up - does nothing

WOrk ~pues ide~Hhomdorri—, : E

raceE‘é. Qd% Eatci% n&F go.%

S LNE S SRS A
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.

My ."'.“Qé-rife.

BRIDAET M/L.A:

I'm sorry. And that’s why you always
behaved so weirdly with him. 2And wny vou
beat him to a pulp. Quite rightly. Well

MARK
Ah. Na. Other way ro
My... heart. -

done.

MARK
Well....

BRIDGET _
Lock - ahm -.... could we just pop in

here for z second...

They move into an slightly odd private place - under the stairs
or something - amongst coats. She talks very fast.

BRIDGET (CONT'D)
There’s something I have to say. You
once, unexpectedly, said that vou liked
me a5 I was - something no bastard
boyfriend ha3 ever done - and I just
wanted to say that... well. ..

(MORE)

(CONTINUED
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BRIDGET (CONT'D)
likewise, vou know - vou wear stupid
things your Mum buys you - tonight'’s
another classic - you’' re haughty and you
alwvays say the wrong thing in every
situation and I think you should rethink
the length of your sideburns. But you're
a nice man and I like you.... and, well,
whatever - vou know my address and if you
drop by soon, it would be nice. More than
nice.

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 a spoon. It’s a

s

MARK’S FATHER _
Dear iriends. 40 years of happy marriage
counts for guite a lot in this day and
age and I’'ve been blessed for 40 years
with a dear wife and companion,

Geraldine. A toast ,t e nderful
wife, Geraldine__TLh :
o U

To Geraldine

ooy 3 3
ruck. fexCus-He .

138N

0f course.

He walks away.

MARK' S FATHER
And we, in turn, have been blessed with
our son, Mark. He has always made us
proud - and we couldn’t be prouder of him
Than on this particular day. Because I'm
thrilled to announce that Ke has Jjust
peen invited to be a senior partner in
the firm of Abbott & 2bbott 1n New York.
He leaves by Concorde on Tuesday and so -
surprise surprise - this is also a
farewell party for him.

Marik looking shyv - Bridget very shaken.

He 2lso incidentally takes with him his
brilliant partner in law, Natashz - and
den’t think they'll mind, since we’re
amongst Iriends, if I say that some day
this remarkable, clever girl is going to
be something else in law as well.

A real gasp Zrom everyone - that turns into applause, and a bit

cf shouting. Cur To very smug Natasha - and very zbashed Mark.

=

(MORE)

(CONTINUED
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MRARK'S TATHER {cont'd)
So I ask you now to charge your glasses

[y
-3

ohce again to... Mark and his Natasha!
Before anyone can take up the toast, a lone voice cuts through.
BRIDGET 3
No! Nooooo!
195 SCENE DELETED . 135,
196 SCENE DELETED 196
197 INT. DARCY HOUSE. DINING ROOM - DAY. 137
*ﬁ‘“‘
FANTASY: wmﬁ DE‘ }m}f TO zgpﬁf w _*
Mark, Natash e Pa id the alconburys
go into their usual fantasy sxo—mc.
BRIDGET
Stop! Stop! Mark. For God's sake, don’t
get tricked intc marrying some posh girl
who’'s just been waltlng and pounced at
the right moment. It‘s the classic 30-
somﬂthlng compromise - marxriage as
merger. Please, please. Get the fuck out
of 1t now! -
We then cut back to Br:.dgegz 61’1& hasni‘t sa:.d an of this.
Mark and Natasha"
Through the cries of ™Mark and Natasha”/ “Natasha and Mark"”, we
see 2ridget, thinking about what she has just imagined - what
she’'d like to say - she screws up her will for the single most
important time in her life, and, this time for real, starts
again:
BRIDEET
No! Nooooco!
This time of course everyone really reacts, in real time -
evervone turns to stare: Mark, Natasha, the Darcvs, EBridget’s Mum
and Dad, the Rlconburys.
BRIDGLT {CONT' D}
It's just that it’s tne mest terrible
pity - for ngland ~ to lcse such a great
legzl brain - and for.. the peocle oI
England, people like you and me, to
lose... one of our top people. "our top
person really. It‘s a real... shame. Not
to mention the fact that - incidentzally -
_ Mark - I love you. Sorry. Needed to be
said though. Better dash - got another
. party must go to - lots of single people -
o mainly poofs. So... byeee...

(CONTINUED
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‘ Deathly silence. Bridget turns and makes for the door - and just
_ trips ow the carpet 2s she goes

BRIDGET (CONT'D)
Whoops.

Cut back to Mark and Father - and Natasha - totally perplexed.i

198 INT. TRAIN COMPARTMENT - DAY 198
MONTAGTE

Bridget on the train: Head leant miserably against the train
window - in the style of Anouk 2Zimee in the final scenes of UN

HOMME ET UNE_FEMME. In fact, the haynting strains of the UN HOMME
ET UNE FEMME Hustic faty bd h¥ars, { } 7

"LE/ 199
At St Pancras Station: shot from behind, as in the original film -
a man walks along the platform looking for someone. Bridget gets
off the train - walks towards him - and past him - he hugs a

woman behind her and Brid%et simply heads on up the platrorm -
there is no hero waiting for her.

139 EXT. ST DPANC

- ke

1992 EXT. SKY. DAY. - 1523
- : Do e e .
A Concorde flies throughiﬂéé?ahf —}pos&ibly even taxi-ing in to
New York airport. ﬁLJ_s 2 /f 5
.i .} “‘ej g éﬂ:f
1288 INT/EXT BRIDGET'S FLAT. HALLWAY - DAY. 199B

She lets herself in. She picks up her diary - crosses out the
words “Bridget Jones’ Diary’ and writes ‘The Diary of Bridget
Jones - Spinster and Lunatic.’

1389C INT. AMERICAN AIRPORT. ARRIVALS - DAY, 188C

Mark and Natasha just_emerging having picked up luggage and done
customs etc. She calmly slips her arm through his as they head |
through. Waiting for them helding 2 sign saying Mark & Natasha is
a very smartly arsssed young man - clearly a keen junior lawyer
from the fizm.

BERNARD
Mark, Natasha. Welcome to New York. ( HE
POQINTS TO HIS BIG SPECIALLY CHOSEN RED
TIE ). I am your red carpet. The
name’s...

\D
\D
o
H
=
H

ERIDGET’ S HOUSE. LIVING ROOM < DAY . 188D

- She looks out the window - it starts to snow.

{CONTINUED
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BRIDGET.
Typical.

INT. AMERICAN ARIRPORT - CORRIDOR - DAY.

BERNARD
It is great to see you guys. Reallg
superb, We have been so impressed by your
work Mark - and yours, Natasha. Human
rights is absolutely key stuff at Abbott
& Abbott. Although, you know - not that
it matters to yod Brits I know -~ but I
should tell you, this is also a VERY
profigenle

Damn.

He stops dead.

BERNARD
What - can I help?
1k Ahm h i John is
Not really, no. - truth 1is o -
i I TN O -
it John? ! .fgr ) "'"‘, f"’}.
BERJ¥AY gy

No, Bernard. ( BAIDYIN Z6iar MMERICA WAY -
STRESS ON ‘ARD’ )

MARK
Bernard { IN THE ENGLISH WAY )

BERNARD
BernARD.

MARK i _
Right - Ber-whatever. Truth is, I’'ve gonhe.
and left something... behind.

BERNARD
On the luggage carousel?

MARK
No, more...

HATASHA
0, not con the plane, Mark?.

MARK
Well no - more rather - further back -
in...an.. in.,. ah... London, in fact.

S e, MOVIng Tt
Kk e bafnels fare ‘mdre thag _
. ou a§§ ndey¥s meﬁg;
7 3 E
MARE

189E.

A long glass corridor -~ Bernard is now pushing their luggage.

(CONTINUED
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BERNARD _
Q d,n’t worry about that - we can Fedex

anything.

MARK .
Well no - actually, this might be hard to .
Fedex - very, well, no, quite.... heavy. |

Look, you just head on and I’1l...

Looks up to check tv above saying ‘Departures.’

I"1]l sort this out. Terrible timing I
know - but I'm an arse - and Natasha 15
really ‘superb’ - just ‘superb’. And, to
be honest, { to her j better off without

about this, Mark?

. MARK
Yes. Quite sure. Bye.

He kisses Natasha quickly on the cheek, then turns and simply
sprints down the long glass corridor away from them.

- NATASHA "
Mark. Mark! Marky!lli&  ua = .y

. Y - X
. -

al

—tya
4

. 23
INT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. er‘egéaz.yaﬁvmc. 200

She is writing in her diary. Her voice speaks calmly over it.

s

e

BRIDGET V/O
The time has at last come to face the
truth. Keep thipnking of song by country
and western girl with big hair and too
much mascara - % I never will marry -
I'll be no man’'s wife - T expect to stay
single - For the rest of my life.”

The doorbell goes. Bridget freezes. It rings again. A glimmer of
hope c¢oes through her eyes as she meves towards the door.

She picks up the entryphone.

SRIDGET
Yes?
o " TOM, SHARON & JUDE ( V/0))
Hi - it’'s us. -
. BRIDGET
{ disappointed., unsurprised ) { great.
Come on up. *

(CONTINUED
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Cut to them arriving.
TOM . ‘
Have we got a fantastic surprise for you.

BRIDGET R
New Kids on the Block have re-formed?

TOM
Not that fantastic - but still pretty
good. We’'re taklng you to Paris for the
weekend. Forget about everything -
particularly forget about Mark Darcy.

JUDE
I can't bEllEVE you said what you said

BREDGET

year s Turkey Curry Buffet.

TOM
Well, sod them a2ll - if he didn’t just
leap over the family heirlooms and whip
you up in his arms, then sod him.

JUDE
Yes - he's clearly the most dreadful copld
fish.

r f' «- r r
Exactly - there iigpn/all,fiese
blood{ hints and{ st Mk tamerhe ever
actually stuck his fucking tongue down

your fucking throat?

BRIDGET
No. Not once. )

201 EXT BRIDGET'S FLAT. STREET - NIGHT. 201
Bridget is being very guiet in the corridor - wnile the others
flap around outside and begin to put things in the car.

TOM
This is sg@ romantic. Snow bound for
Paris.

SHARON

Hurry up, Bridge, we’re ZIreszing our
bollocks off _out here. '

The friends are now all packed tight in the little car. Bridgec
stands on the steps. With cold llttle fingers, she searches 1n

her bag for the keys, can’t find them, She pours the contents of
her bag onte the pavement..

(CONTINUED
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SRIDGET
0 damn.

Tears begin to plop down her cheeks.

Suddenly, the camera changes focus and there, on the opposite
side of the street - like a stalker, or a ghost - is Mark Darcy,

standing beside his car, watching her. Still dressed in exactly
the clothes he wore at the airport. 1

TOM §

{ out a wound-down window )} Come the fuck
on Bridget!

Sharon nudges him in the car - and points - all three of them
turn - and see Mark - he doesn’t see them seeing him - he

continues to-iow Bqédggtnghgy1pta¢p—iﬁqhim open-—

mouthed. Bridfetpfihd, %B —_ ;
) St JA T

od.

Thank;

She locks the door and turns. And there Mark is. They look at
each other. Then he walks slowly across the street.

MARK
Bridget
' | BRIDGET -
‘What are you doing here? - .
i ;. s ’,4;
.y :‘ F
Looki b ou: =
ocking for y ] %\_j’/'/-

Wh BRIDGET
at?

MARK .
Don‘t say ‘what?’ Bridget - say ‘pardon.’
I just wanted to know 1f you were
available for Bar Mitzvahs and

christenings as well as Ruby Weddings?
Excellent speech. :

BRIDGET .

I'm so, so sorry. ( BEAT ) I thougnt you
were in America.

MARK . .
Well, yes - I was - but then I remembered
I'd forgotten something back home.

-3RIDGET
Which was?

MARK
2hm - I'd forgotten to kiss you
goodbve.... Do you mind?

=

(CONTINUED
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BRIDGET
Not really, no.

He moves %o kiss her....

BRIDGET (CONT'D)
So you're not going to America?

MARK
No, not.

BRIDGET
You’ re staying here?

MARK
It woyld seem so.

He moves to
there is a trfme
fogged up ca
‘*Hooray’. ‘That’s my girl‘.

‘ e

i 5;;;t mpke it, because...
img Erormff the now very
sMfls ing - ‘Hooray’,

MARK ({CONT'D)
Friends o yours?

BRIDGET _
Never seen them before in my life.

He moves to kiss her again.
LI SRR '\ .
SHARON ¢ < 8
Look - are you coming Rarls,or not?

BRfDC:BT .‘-r-‘ -

Not.
MARK ‘
Maybe we should go upstairs for a minute.
) BRIDGET
Good icea.
CUT TO:
INT. BRIDGET’S TLAT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT. 202

Mark and Bridget are entering f-om the snow.

BRIDGET
ixcuse - there’s just a2 lit:ile something
I must... I’1l be with vou in a minute.

Keep yoursel; busy - read something. Lots

of very high quallity magazines with very
useful romance and Tashion tips.

She goes out of the room. Mark looks over all the copies oI Hello
and Red and Cosmopolitan. Then his eyes light upon her diary.
She’d been warned! He reaches to pick it up.
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INT. BRfDGET's FLART. BATHROOM - NIGHT. . 203
Bridget is changing from big pants to little knickers.

BRIDGET _ _
Definitely an occasion for genuinely tiny
pants.

|
|
%
She lifts up her skirt to remove the big pants she was wearingJ
!
|

INT. BRIDGET’S FLAT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT. 204

Meanwhile Mark rea

with increas igr%o ‘
¢ .
“Mar k-eey .

- “I hope he dies of 2 heart
they find he wasn’t wearing clean pants”’—
“a real geek.” “I dislike him intensely.’

what he reads -

MARK
Right. Right.

He closes the diary quietly, and wak&§ out the door.

™
INT. BRIDGET’S FLAT. BA it 204A
Bridget is half way thr rhaps now has on her top

half only. She hears the heavy siam of the door. She rushes out,
and sure enough...

INT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT. 204B

---No-one’s there. She looks out the window and sees Mark walking
away. It is still snowing. She opens the window and shouts out.

BRIDGET
Mark! Mark!

He doesn’t hear - or won’'t hear - as he strides down the street.
She looks at the diary. Reads the words ' utterly hateful borin
snob’ .

BRIDGET (CONT'D)
O shit.

And has to decide what to dn.

0O double shit.
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INT. BRIDGET’S FLAT. HALLWAY - NIGHT 205

She charges down the stairs.

EXT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. STREET -~ NIGHT 206 |

Bridger in bare feet and leis sprints out into the snow past Mr i
Ramdas and a couple of Greek waiters. '

BRIDGET
Wish me luck!

WAITERS & RAMDAS
Good luck, crazyag}rl

She reaches t 1aii_§treit% ?@Eerg |
L _g_\l_&_n" _j .L" b

EXT. HIGH STREET. NIGHT. 2068

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. 207

Bridget staring wildly around her. Suddenly Mark emerges from
the shop, which has a comstantyfkow ofsvery respaectable middle-
aged ladies. He looks at-the under-dressed shivaring Bridget in

the snow. : Vi Vs
BRIDGET

Mark, Mark - I'm sorry - I didn’t mean it
~ I mean, I meant it - but I was stupid
you see, so I didn’t mean what I meant...

Pause.
For Christ‘s sake - it’s only a diary -
and it’s common knowledge diaries are
just full of czrap.

Pause.

MAEREK
T know that.

He holds up a littls leather book.

I was just buying you 2 new one. Time ToO
start again,-perhaps.

Total joy - she jumps up on him - arms zight round his neck, feet
in the a2ir - and hugs him.

(CONTINUED
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: CONTINUED: 206k
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JRRK O (CONT' o)
¢ to on-lookers )} Sorry. Heroin:is a
terrible drug. ‘

And then they kiss., It lasts a genuine amount of time. They split

apart - Bridget is a little breathless - and confused.
|

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 = —
TITLE Muszc..g..“gr%ﬁpmsws YERSION GF © WHEN'I MET MISS

JONES™ E g gx ?? 53 -1

_--_ R

EXT. PARENT’'S HOUSE. GARDEN (1560'S) - DAY 210
HOME MOVIE FOOTAGE

shows BRIDGET JONES, 4 years old tormenting MARK DARRCY, 8 years
old. The setting is Bridget's’ parents garden - swing, slid e,
ﬁaddllng pool - and Bridget is clearlg crazy about Mark: hugging

im, trying te kiss him, mugging at the camera. Mark seems
mortified, constantly tzx ing to get away. In the background their
PARENTS, in outrageous §§ 5 dIbtﬁE% f“%

At the paddling poecl, RBRREHG s off her clothes and walks
back to Mark. ge looks unéoﬁ%ogtziaédzzbut then smiles and kisses
her. Baby Bridget radiantly happy - Mark not unhappy. FIreeze.

FRANK SINATRA
Now I've met Miss Jones
And we’ll be meeting
Till the day we die.
Miss Jones & I.



