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EXT. LONDON. VIEWS - DAY

“As she crawls out oI bed...._

L]

It is snowing. ZHushed New Year's morning. vViews of London aiter
the night bpefcre. Parvy stragglers. The fountain in Trafalgear
Square has frozen. Lons pigeons cower under fzlling snow.

EXT. BRIDGET'S STREET - BRIDGET A
EXT. BRIDGET’S FLAT. SKYLIGHT WINDOW - DAY A

‘Framed through- egfkyllghtwuﬁndcu,uu Very messi. bed - no human

being decﬂnhq
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INT. BRIDGET ™S sf% ”txf ‘g"ﬁkoow‘“‘baf'““ -

SRR

Strange sounds emerge from the bed - then slowly movement - and
at last - the worse for wear - mascara eyes -~ crazy hair - still
in clothes from the night before - Bridget Jones emerges.

BRIDGET
Fuck a duck.

P, L ---._._‘ t.v";"

BRIDGET . V/D
‘New Year’s Day. Another year gone. 0 God.
Everyone else’ has mutated-into-Smug
Marrieds, having children - plon‘ ch?f
plop! - left, rlght and centre. And I
still going to bad parties.

SCENE DELETED
SCENL DELETED

INT. NEW YEAR PARTY. NIGH

CUT TO Bridget 2% a pariy drinking & dangerously large shot.
CUT 70 Bridget being chatted up by a guestionable man at the
varty - wn_ie qcooﬁ11g from an snormo us bowl of guacamcle... over

his shoulder Sharcn shows dismay & Jude thinks hé’ s gay.

CUT TO Bridget, still talking to the nandsome man, takes a mighty
drag from a Jolnk - and falling straignht behind a couch. The man
tazkes advantzge of the moment to slip away.

CUT TO Bridget ﬂmbrclnu Zrxom behind the couch, by Sharon and Tom
and Jude - making a2  ‘doén‘t worry - I'm fine’ _sign ~ then taking
the joint back zdain casually - naV’nc a puff - and there she
goes again, down behind the couch.
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INT, 3RIDZET’S ¥LET. LIVING ROOM - DAY
T time, onm a chair, in a short night-

Cut tec her sit n ; ‘
v, unwraps plastic wrapplng.

T
gown. She picks u

BRIDGET C©.3,
Have made big decision. This year will
take toral control of my life and become
mer‘ect mogdern woman., Resolution Number
Cne ~ in order to mark triumphant year in
wnich everythi ng stops being shit and
turns out v.g. -.will keep & diary.

BRIDGET JONES’S
DIARY

Flck strai qh into Sinatra’s upbeat versicn of the Rodgers & Hart
classig = lave You Met Miss Jones?’ - for the credits...

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

BRIDGET ©O.S. {(CONT'D)
canuary Ist. © stone 5. Alcohol units -
3% { ouch! )} Cigarettes 2Z... { she
crosses qut the ‘2' and makes it ‘37 -
‘327 ) Calories 5424 -~ shouldn’t have
Zinished that guacamole.

. _ . BRIDGET V.0
Not time in short edlt sequence to
demonstrate all reso¢u*lons ~ but major
ones inciude.....
During this sequence she is seen enacting most of these - .

- wiil stop smeoking, stop drinking...

She stuns put azn only just lit cigarstte -~ LhIows away 2 glass of
wine znd then sort ol catcn-scoons it just in time Hack into Tne
glass, Las = sip - nasty! - so throws i1t away agesin.

- a lot. Stop fantasizing abou:t
unrealistic men...
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: Her hand slips in end slips & George Clooney calendar off the
hock it hangs on con the decozr.

L4}

68 INT. 2RIDGET SZDROOMS. DAY.

2RIDEET 0.5,
...a2nd, crucial I believe, will always
throw yesterday’s used pants in laundry
basket...

She pounces op.2 rQgue pair, hut we_sge, 25 ;qgngurns towards the
- laundry basket, thal ghejactua ;%fhas?aqother. air cf pants stuck
to the back cf-&2r Xbhighg 34 S :

G g F %

The phone goesv‘%thw L At s tmy e

——

W

-15 - -
3%

VLR L
l VIR

Will alsc live own life without 2eing
bullied by pesople into things I don’xt
want to do.

She znswers it. The music stops dead.

- BRIDGET -
” Yes, don’t worry, Mum — I’'1ll be there.

o She ' o

hangs .up. .

BRIDGETS, (CONT/.DLa..
Very bad start.% e

' She imstantly tazkes the cigarette ocut of the ashtray.

INT. BRIDGET'S ®LAT. HALLWAY - NIGHT.

i

Bridget, wrapped up for winter, coming dewnstalrs with a ki
case. She passes a pleasant 60 year Indian man old, just t
his garbage out -~ Mr Ramdas.

i MR BRAMDAS
; Happy New Year, Bridget.

BRIPGET _
Thanks Mr Ramdas - how’s your wife?

. _MR REMDAE
Still dead.

BRIDGET _
O yes - that’s right. Sorry. Still scrry.
! ; " 8t1ll - Happy New Year!
: -

(CORTINUED




ONTINUIZ:

g ZXT. 5T PRENCRES STATION. ZOUSTONW ROAD - DRY.

: Snow falls on the road snow towards St. Pancras sTaticn. New

: Year’s Party revellers are making their way home, Bridget comes
into view, bit by bit, through ?u:ries of snow, carzrying her

overnight bag.

BRIDGET V.O.
211 in 211, will develop inner peise, and
sense oi self as mature woman oI
substance, complete without boviriend...
as best way to obtaln boyfriend. &nd not
end um;brag agé ady» P 1F—1 r—E—w
] &
Which is exactElPyhi sbéﬁlabks‘iike .Sh; Tlgnts a cigaretts -
but muddies i apd 1t ‘drops_into the snaw. .

BRIDGET

Tuck.

BRIDGET V/0O
Doesn’t matter -~ giving up anyway, o
course.

. B4 INT. ENTRANCE TO ST pANCRAS S.PTTON - _DAY. 8
" g’ '.' } "
'She walks past a huge poster cr a very sllm, long~legged model.
_ BRIDGET Vfo.“ﬂ“-**“- .
Wiil also not be paranoid about being
overwelght and will learn to locve my
thighs as DElng_"ust the sort of thighs
many men enjoy lying between, especially
those alive in 18th century.

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

HOMELESS MRN.
hat a lovely, caring person.

‘ _HOMELESS WOMEN
Yes. Sname a2bout the thighs.

) HOMELESS M
Y=ah, she could lcse & stone or two.
Thanks, Chubbs!

AAS STRTION. MRIN CONCOURSZ - DAY ' g

{CONTINUED

i
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scrawl.
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STRTICH P\NOUNCE? V.O.
~Western Feil NlShES to inform X1
passengers that there is actually nothil ng .,
whatsoever the matv tter with Bridget Jones :
thighs....

INT. ST PANCRAS STRTION. FLATFORM -~ DAY. 8
Bridget continuves to walk.

STATICN ANNOQOUNCER V.O.
Passengers are reminded once sgain that
you do not need to look like a stick
insect to be attractive. Marilyn Monroe
is a2 good example - and Madomna in the
7E urse; sh

earl _ at“gurtt*w
who {)}’E‘y Wlaﬂ;ma e :{.n:}.‘ Y. Mz:_Beal
Ben;o@?ﬁ%& gg rlfriend iInzE.R¥ =

_M _l..n__ '-hu.__?!a... A-M e"“-»_,_,..-“- N

ii-'.;l

}F?&’i“h

SCENE DELETED

INT. TRAIN COMPARTMENT — DAY. 1

COT TO on the train. BRIDGET ,is urltLEQ in her DIARY Ip her tight

o

-

BRIDGET
V. important - will not fﬁll E8r any nore
f the following: commitment phobics,
misogynists, megdalemaniacs, freeloaders
Or perverts.

She lcoks zt male passengers Deswde her and coming towards her.
By the time she resaches “pervert’, the camera whizzes back to
‘misogynist’ man.

Will 2lsc become more intelligent by
reading excellent books of prize-winning
qualizy....

She takes out a copy of ‘The Famished Road’ by Ben Okri. Nodi
ntE"*GDnLTy 25 s5he starts to read | we Ullmpse & picture cx the
author on the back &s we do }, znd instantly her esyelids start to
droop.

o lgse touch

ot

Though must e careful not
with popular culture.

?h tzkes out ‘Hello’ and devouts it. She speaks this line ouc
loud. ..

{(CONTINUED

{1t
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ZORTINGED: i3

BRIDGLT (CONT'D)
O Fergie, rergie, Fergie - who told you
you looked gocd in that?
Turns another page - then cbviously her concentratlon drifts &
mit. .

BRIDGET (CCONT'D]}
BRlso will not obsess HOPELESSLY about
Daniel Cleaver as is pathetic to have
crush on boss in manner of Miss
Monevypenny. ..

The train enters a tunnel. The windows black out.

_ _ _ cuT TO:
£y % F En, T P IER
. e = U T S S S
INT. BRIDGET’g OEEIF%% G$NE3AL,pF{ICE§—;ERY ¥ 1
PRI N L T LR S AN

Ping. Out of black, the 1ift doors cpen. Slc-mo on Daniel Cleaver
walking through office. He is abont 43, styllsn &na LNAEEC
goIgeocus.

BRIDGET
....although, pretty damn sure that ne
looked at me in distinctly unprofessional
manner a2t Christmas party. Though might
have been amazement at number of flat
notes in rendering cf.Nilsson glassic.
[ B o i

£

INT. BRIDGET'S OFFICE. GENERBLSOFFICE. s NIGHT 1

Cut to Bridget screaming into a microphcne at Christmas Darty.
Other office characters are there: FELRPETUA, DANIEL'S’ TIMID
SECRETRRY, PLUMP SIMON FROM MARKETING, LESLIE FROM DESIGHN, DAVE
FPROM SALES.

(BRIDGET) .

“Can‘t liiijiiiiijiiive if living is
£

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

manner.

~ BRIDGET
Can’t deny it, though - he’s &bsolutely
flipping gorgesous....
Someone crossss him, creating mementary blackmess which turns
back imteo the black of the train now suddenly emerging Izom the
tunnal. .. -
INT. TRARIN COMPRRTMENT -~ DAY. 122

Bridget stops writing and locks up.

{MORE}

(CONTINUED
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: 3RIDGEZT f{cont'ad)l .
- . woulic sz ‘fucking gorgeous’ - but
. : Certzin Mother will z: Zome. point read
\ - “diacy znd therefore the less four lsttsr

words tiz petter - not to mention .
mentions cf blew-jobs and nobs up back
bottom etc.

'

[
Lad

INT./=XT. BRIDGET’'S PARENTS’ HOUSE. FRONT DOCR - DAY i

: Detacned 50"s house on the edge of pretty, thatched village. ‘
; Brldge s taxi pulls up. She slumps against the front-door as the
: bell rings the tune of a2 town hall clock. Her mum opens it,

) MOTHER
0! Thers you are, ;1gcer. For neavens
sake, where have you been?

- BRIDGET

MUSIC. 3IM BOM by Joac Gilberto - cheesy Bosa Nova music,

Joud
Ty

Is Mother drags nrldget upstairs, UNA ALCONBURY, Mothsr's best
friend, pops ner head arcund a door..

UNA ALCONBURY
{tc mother)
lies, Pam? Hello, Bridgat.

i

MOTHE
- gcﬂﬂfzaf Under the

i . Third drawer fr ¥
; mini~-gherkins. 5;

poill bo '
By the &%iiumgﬁﬁnZ*c &fsgﬁiﬂéﬁ They’ ve

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

From Eridget’s blank loek..

MOTHEER {(cont’ d)
You rememper Mark. You used to play in

his Dadalﬁng pocl? He’s a barrister. Very
well off.

BRIDGET
No. I donft remember.

MOTHER .
Seetroot cubes and stuffed olives zre in
the garage £fridge.

Al s

URA ALCONRURY

Righto Pam. -

LT

BRIDGET -

: And I want you to stop right Lhe*e - I

: ' -may be single, but I will net,. repeat not
: e e reduced to being natcn»maae with the
dreadful children of vour Swwful friends.

{CGNTIRUED
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CONTIRURD 14

AN TIRU=D. . -

MOTHER )
Ke’s just back from Rmerica. Divorced
last Christmas. Wife was Japaness. Very
cruel race. Now whai zre you going 1o put

on?
~ BRIDGET _
(indicates what she's wearing -
rice moderzn ocutfit}
This.

_ . _MOTHER
Den’t be silly, RBridget - you’ll never
get a bovfriend if vou look as though

YOUu’ vg-3u s twwande t of -RUSChBWIE Zulq
upsta%—?fs Iived laid putysometiriing lovef:y
on ycdrﬂﬁkd%wff ! 3L e g %
K ek % s * S B ® 4
ot b - * 3 - .
I S S P A N -
INT. 3RIDGET’S PRRENTS’ HOUSE. SITTING ROOM -~ DAY 1

The GUESTS are mainly Bridget’s parents’ friends, including PERNY
HUSBANDS~BOSWORTH, But there is a smattering Of Guests oI
BRIDGET's age, with babies and toddiers..

Bridget enters sslf-consciously in a herrible, lurid outfit,
similar to her mother’s. The whole scene has z slightly surreal
nature: through Bridget’s eyes we watch this weird world in which
she once lived. Thres strange;™static welatives - Hamish, Bernard
and ‘Shirley, frozen like-ehafacters outfof ‘Blue Velvet’.

i

BRIDGET .o cuiew . imer
Hello Hamish, ... Shirley... Bernard.

Then GEOFFREY ALCONBURY, 60, loams &t her side, a Bruce Forsythe
shuffles in his step...

GECEEREY ALCONBURY
Here she i1s. My li-tel Bridget!

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

BRIDGET
Heliq, Uncle Geofzfrey.

) CECEFHEY ALCONBURY .
-g?. K¥o? Come on then, I ceuld do
1l-up.

BRIDGET O.5,

Uncle Gecffrey....well not :eall¥ my
Uncle. Someone who insists I call him
Uncle while he stares at-my brea2sts and

asks wny I'm not married yetw.

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

{CONTINUED

(4]
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? I GECFTREY RLCONBUZRY
: So0.....not married yer, eh, Bridge?
f How's your love 1ife?

DISSOLVE 70!

WHART ERIDGET WANTS TO SAY:

BRIDGET
Mind your own business, you horrid,
horrid, nosey, shiny o0ld man hlth an
almost permznent erection. I den’t ask
you how your marriage is.

A
(04,
o
i
=<
O
u.

! GEQFEREY ALCO
; How’ = your love rife?

e TR T e TTm T e
ooy A %9 ¥ on F i 2 7
e k0 F ¥ — ¥ DIZS0OLVE TO:
- - LAY R A 3
i WHAT BRIDGET REMLLYLSHUSH. Ser’ el s S
BRIDGET

Super, thanks, Uncle G.

§ GEOFFREY ALCONEURY
; Still no feller then? I don‘t know.

- UNAE ALCONBURY fs
You career girls! Can’li put it.off for
o ever you know. Tigk tock! Tick tock!

BRIDGET" .
HEllO; Dad. * i b

t roves on to join her "AThZR a shy man, who's awkwardly
ng drinks, and fFas peen cornered by 2 60 year coid WOMAN..

JID

BRIDGET’ S DAD
{:aﬁn T‘gan up)
Hellp, Darling.

Eridget’s DAD introduces the woman. .

Ah, this is... do you. Ynem, I'm Terribly
: sorry, I've known you for feorty years and
i I've completely forgotten your name. .

PENNY
It's Penny.

DAD
Thet’s rignt, of course it 1ls. Darling
Bricdget - this is... sorry, it’s gone

agazin.

PENNY gives him & terrible lock and walks off. Bridgetr smiles..

{CONTINCED

it
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CONTINUERD: 12

SRIDGET S DAD

Yeur mother’s ::ylrg to fix you up with
Some divorces.
{nods in his direction)
WHAT BRIDGET SEES: & solitary figure by the window, his back o

the room, his head turned in handsome profile, his whole posture
indicating haughty disengagement. This is MARK DARCY. EZridget’s
reaction Shows some interest - he’s a rather romantic looking
figure.

BRIDGET’S DAD (cont’d)
Human rights barrister. Pretty nasty
beast EDDBTEthV Nearly bit Uncle
Geoffrey's head cff when he asked fozr
some advice on his mortgage. ..

M ”Vw“ﬂ —-[E —3

‘MgghER swoopsh ing by tgm; h:aff;;1511dget,§ and sweeping her
=} !
s SN IS ial!

ki

MOTHER ,
Come on. Why don’t you see 1f Mark
fancies a gherkin?

Mark Darcy talks in low, urgent tonss to his rather gran
looking, military-type well-born DARLHTS..

MOTHER {cont’d}
Mark! Here she is!

Mark turns SlDWLK revealingsax bzight*z coloured set of regindeer

is swearmsé T ;

MOTHHR (Cﬂﬂﬂkﬁiammw
You remember B?‘ldget7 She used to run
-round your lawn with ne clothes on.
Remember?

The DARCY ”BREN politelyY back ofif, _ea711g their son, Mark,
stranded. Mark Lakes his Zime looking at Bridget..

MARE
No. Neot &s such.

He says that in & very formal, rather forkidding sort of way,
very Mz Darcyish, in Tact.

_ -BRIDGET .
Can I tempt you with = gherkin?

MARK
No, thanks.

MOTHER
Zridget works in publishing, don’t you
Bridget?

o . BRIDGET
I de... indesd,.

{CONTINUED
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Bn awkward silence. Una, sizing up the situeticon Izom 2Iar, moves
UNA BICONBURY
(to Bridget’s mother) L
Come and look at your ¢ravy, Fam! I think
it’s going to nesgd sieving.
_ MOTKER o
Of course it doesn’t need sieving. Just
stir it, Una!
Una shoots Mother a2 meaningful look, ‘Leave them alone’. Mother
looks at Bridget and Mark, then tw;g_..
MOTHER {cont’d)
Of couxsg! -glll b@ FawGh L Lpﬂxe‘wSonry-Tww
3.‘&.1!!!1:)})"r *;V c ._). & -ag q g .
» ‘Jz'.m."“" B
Mark clenchesth BWynugcles in emb rassmpng%gt Mother’'s
vulgarity, as g and et Ere left ZIUHe. Tong pause,

conscious of parental stares.

BRIDGET & MAREK SIMULTZNKEQUSLY
So. ..

MARK

Publishing. Have you read any good
bOOkEt.ulmLElvj

% N
BRIDGET ™. -5  ~¥n
Um...The Tamlshed—&o&d by Ben ‘Okzi.
ﬁARK i,; i Jﬂﬁ’
Ah, ves. I read that when it first came

£y

out.
ERIDGET
A1l the way through?
MARK
Mwm. Don'%t you think it's a rather pocr

conceit?
Bridget stares at him,
. BRIDGET
Erm...Well, not too poor. Actually I'm
only on page 3. Dozed off - but 17

m 5
the story’'s really going to 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? .

MARK
Y&s., You toc?

{CONTINUED
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BRIDGET . .
Ko, Sozzy. I was at a p&rty in Lvnaoq
last nignt, so I fear I'm & bit hungever.
Wish I could be lying with my head in 2
toilet like &ll normal pecpie.

She does a little lzugh. Inscrutable rsacticon from Mark.

New Year’s Resclution ¢o drink less. A&nd
stop smoking.

MARK
aAh,

Looking at her drink and fag.

meers, BRI DEE TR e, R i s o
And kéep.New ‘Jﬁeaza;’ 5 pResolut:s.ons . And sEop
talkigr=%orEi nonse tolstrahgers. In
fach,-shcu talkirng J§§51’5tg§— KEED ) my big
mouth ey wmrmiv“sﬁﬁ
something incisive and _nte*lﬁaent to
say... {PRUSZ} Nice jumper. Can’t beat
reindeer, that’s my theory.

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

Mark walks off. 3ridget notices all eyes staring at her, then
hurriedly averted. She walks to the Turkey Curry Buffet...
BRIDGET“
(mutteri towherself‘
Bh - so that’ s W y E%ldget Asn’t married
yet. She repulsés men.

3
&L
~{

19 INT. 3RIDGET'S PRARENTS’ BQOUSE. SITTING ROOM - DAY. 1

- Mark is by the huflet, eyeing & turkey drumstick warily. His
mOther approaches him.

: MARRK'E MOTHER
There'd be no harm taking her nurber.
Apparently she lives just around the
corner from you.

. MBRK
Mother, I do not neged & blind date,
particularly not with some verbally
mnconL;nﬁnt spinster who smokes like =z
chimney, <rinks like a fish and dresses

like her mﬁth

Mark locks around to see Bridget. He can’t tell whether she has
neard cor not. 3ridget has heard: She smiles at him &s if she
hasn’t - and helps nerself to a plate cf food.

{CONTINUED
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BRIDGET
Yummy . Turkey curry. My favourize.
{ THEN INTO V/0, STILL™ SMILING HROnD'”‘
Oh, Ged. Oh God. 0h Jesus. Even dumpe
divorcee wearing reindeer sweater tnlnk
I'm herrible., Am destined to die alone.

17 INT. PARENTS’ HOUSE. TOP OF STEIRS -~ NIGHT 1

Bridget sits &t the top of the stairs in a pair o
wrltﬂng her diary.

Hy
o
1T
.
[
z)
o1}
4}

BRIDGET C.5.
{in her diary) :
ind be found three weeks later, wearing a

Showarﬂﬁapgrég ha:ﬁrwaten Jpy~RIseoiares—
Her Mum callg siaig:s. ff :;_r -“?,__d iy
Muﬁ"ﬁxo o
Sariing - come on down and join in the
post~mortem.
18  SCENE DELETED 1
J , e
1% . INT. BRIDGET'S DARLNTS’h;IITING NIGHT 1

Mum bustling in and cu“:of tbp'q%p*‘ngkroom with & dustbuster.

' Dad is engrossed in the cricket on the TV. Mum. looks a bit
deflated,

_ MUM
Theought it went very well dids‘t you?

Dad grunts.

. MOM {contid)
I thought we mlght invite the Rlconburys
OVer LOmMOrIow to.Chew it over.

Dad grunts again.

. MUM (cont'd)
I thought we could make them into a
lzsagne and eat <hem

More grunt -
Then I thought we could invite Penny
Husbands-Bcsworth and have 2 sado-
masochistic orgy.

(CONTINUED
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20
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CONTIZRUES -

zaD ) _
Yes. Very good evening. LOVeLy TUInNey

X

Mum looks &t him ~ deeply. Still shocked by his indifference.

+NT. PARENT’S HOUSE., STAIRS - NIGET 18

Sack to Bridget surveying this desultory scene, perplexed...

BRIDGET O.5.
V. complex - life gri sfy because of lack
of love, which, when found, zlso grisly.

1

EXT. LOKDON BRI Eigﬁ-l DAY T g7 ¢ T T Xt 2
‘,h H ‘E ‘g ,-—-i Si’
MUSIC. *I7’ I 1 .FAMILT STONE.
s i farpn Bk ¢ Fog e o
Masic: IT'S A FEMILY AFFAIR. Great big bridge shot - hundreds of
Deonle, and hundreds of Bridgets, fag in hand, walking across the

river to work. Bridget looks at the world around her, at the
other Bridgets, at the cld ladies in housecoats with shopping

trollies - at happy couples holding hands. What will become of

her?

EXT. BOND STREET - DAY 20R

1.
. L o

Bridget walks to-work. And? as Brldg&t does - she pulils hersell

together again. q_w“a
BRI‘DG::‘I‘ ‘V/O
Still - not to despeir. Am thrusting,
nodern lndﬂnnndent women, with gecod
prospects, good job, good bralh and
famously nice nlbuhes. Surely eternzl
happiness must be round the corner.

.....n"‘—"..‘?

STENE DELETED 2
INT. BRIDGET'S QOFFICE. GENTRERIL OFFICE - DRY Z
Bridget slinks into the cfiice lzte. She is wearing a rather cute
SNOrT SKlIt. PERPETUR, her :loany sypericr, 1s on the pnrone. On
the desk is & framed photograph of Parg&tua’s large, pilnk,
fleshy, hooray BOYFRIEND, Deside countless estate agents details

of houses.

BRIDGET
Merning.
PERFPFETLA
that '‘¥Kafkz’'s Motorbike’

Movnlnc. I need
%1

{CONTINUED
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n - big clrlﬁg room - good! - plem
urtains with a floral 3
¢ indeed...
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BRIDGET

Bridget logs on, types ‘KAFKA’'s MOTOREIKE’ heading.

She can glimpse Daniel Cleaver, through the glass wall of his
windowed office. He suddenly looks up, Looks straight &t her with
no expression. She blushes,” looks away, just es MR FITZHERBERT,

the Manzging Director, passes her desk.

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

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

The phone rings

BRIDGET
Hello. Publicity
. bJUDEos.
(sob ing into oegg

.. alls askeds I éﬂi éﬁﬁL if he

wanted to come oY’ §§ ak*to Paris.

H Al;ni‘m
INT. JUDE’S OFFICE - DAY 2

Jude, investment banker, is in a cubicle, in floods of tears
ma2scara streaking her cheeks

BRIDGET O.3.
Ca_m down. Breathe desmply. That’s right.
What’s happened?

Bridget, turned away from Perpetua, talking low.

JUDE
He szid I was getting too serious and too
needy. Bm I co.....co- dependent " ?

BRIDGET O.5S.
No you aze not. It’s not you. You're
lovely. It’s Vile Richard. He’s just a
big ncbhead with no ncb....

INT. BRIDGET'S OFFTICE. GENERAL COFFICE ~ DAY 2

Breaking off 2s she notices that Danfel is standipg in front of
Jder gesk, wlth 2 manuscript. He must have overhezard.

{CONTINUED
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BERIDGET

_ {covering ug)
...is5 some peoplie’'s opinion of Kafka....
but they couldn’t be more wrong. Thi
book is a searing vision of the wounds
our century bas inflicted on traditional
masculinity: sos;tlve‘ Vonnegutesgue.
But tell you what, I°1l send cver & _
review copy on a bike. Not at zll. Thank
you for cazlling Professor Leavis.

She disconnects.

DANIEL

Don‘t let me 1nter*upt the Stakhanovite

flow.

. LS ETR T T Ty o7 T Y
Bridget blusies,? 1 J "z ¥ % 7 . 2
it RIS TEES Sl
_E.j - ,‘;k_h_.:‘:f.,L" N _.g__.c L&
24A INT. JUDE’S OFFICE - DRY 244

H;
Fh
!_‘_
3]
41}

Jude wipes her tesars away and walks cut intoc the main o
full of men in suits. ‘

) JUDE )
Right =~ that was Tokyo on the phone - if
you gentlemen have the balls foxr it - I
think it’s time to kill.
£y “,-ﬂ"i -Vﬁn.} ,*“"?‘.: -
243 INT.- B3RIDGET’S CTXFICE. GEH RAQ OF;ICT ~ DAY 24B

.(

Daniel has started to walk awéy :ﬂe Stops.

DANTIEL
F.R. Leavis.

BRIDGET
M~ hrom ..

DANIEL
Wow.

‘He scems impressed. He’s about to walk cff again.

DENIEL ({cont’d}
.R. Lezavis who wrote MASS

The
CcI ISATTION AND MINORITY CULTURE?

VI

Et rry

BRIDGET .
{u mmsure, but nods chesrily)
Mrrmren - hamm

_ DaNIZn
The F.R. Leavis who Zied in 157E

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

PERPETUA
{ro phonetb
tay right there - I711 be round in 10

minutes. Don’t let anyone else set foot
in it. {to Bridget) Bridget, I’'ve got TC
see a property. You’'ll have tc de the
piesantation to that Michaesl chap. Is
thar okay?

: :'27:(
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26 SCENE DELETED 2

27 INT. PRESENTATION ROCOM. DAY 2

A stylish meeting roocm. At one egd stands a slightly flaopy
Briggetywith some folders and presentational aids. At the other
end of §he table - Mz Fitzherbert,. Daniel Cleaver, Plump Simon
- from Tketing,  znd an auth%r, Michael,; with 2z bezard.
Ptk AVt .

wan e .

MR FITZHERBERT _sns
Right - fire away, Brenda.

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

FITZHERBERT
Excellent.

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

BRIDGET ,
5o ~ three weeks before publication ~
this will begin to appear on Dosters and

e

in 2 wide range of magezines:

Unveils a slick graphic board on it are just the words - ‘Tt’s
Coming’. Very Gethic print - and bleod s2eping from the stone
wall 2t's printed on. -

£

Cut <o the ¢ presentees - they seem To bDe concentrating har
' )

{(CONTINUED
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CONTINUED: -
" 3RIDGET (CONT'D)
Then... & week later, we take iT a 5I8p
further... .
Unveils the next board: it reads - “ If Y¥You Liked “Eighway of

Blood’ and ‘Slit-throat Rlley’, 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 hard.
Inscrutable -~ serious.

BRTDGLT (CONT "I}

Then-,_m.l ars~baiore
Dubi“' 'vhe.Qng
ltSE N os éw
A .
Reveals the ?n_s?:;ooar ific Bloody image and speaks along

with it

From the Pen of Michael Harper - & new
horrar classic - ‘The Red Door’

Cut back to the other 4...

Which, I suspect you woulid think was a
better campaign i1f you actually were
Michael Harper but:ths, 190k o your face
makes me. realiselifial I’VEhmaaa a little
mistake and you ‘"n “fact Michael
Naughton, autho 23’ dygxnéw BestT
which means that thl

part*cular;y suitable c.mmazgﬁ so if
you’'d just give me a2 minute,

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

Bridget runs and skids frantically alecng the corrider.

INT. 3RIDGET'S OXFICE. PRESENTATION RQOM - DRY 2
Bridget Zs back in eractly the same position as peicre.
BRIDGET

We’'d probably like to start, & couple of
weeks before Dub izaticn, with something

Iiks this.
Unveils & slick graphic board on which are iyuset <he words - ‘It’s
Coming’. Print l ke gingercread cookies, held up my balloons,
with Llittle teddies all over the brick wall that fomms its

background. Maybe guick shot as we cut off her of next board
‘If You Liked ‘Teds in Space’ and ‘th s a Naugqtv Ted’, on Mazch
14 ¥on're Going to go very.. gooey.
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INT. RISTEURANT - NIGHT. 3

1}

5 “Wagnt 5peeks, a waitress LS serving them - 3 hoxes
te bottles of wine....

BRIDGET V.O.

Jan 4 - emergency meeting with uxban
family. Great joy of single life is ‘
replacement of frightful real family with
specially cnosen group of friends Ior

rational;..,

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

...mature dlscuss’on of Prol ems that we

1nr5 P s ol toa s
er,Lﬂ wgarst of
om.§ op igen

eéﬁ:sa e

because” he found one song was qui

enough to get nhim laid for the who¢e of

the nineties. Total poof, of course.

Ee is watched - tazlking cn his mobile phone that matches his
sSnirt.

Jude - petite business dyname - utter
enius at all things to do w1tb»bank;ng~
tter bollecks at all things to do with

QEE - fET e
e 3 3
. . a K
Jude, smecking heavily. -i-i-g A /’"
z ‘3.._1’ A b _;,B’lza"

BRIDCFT V.0. {(CONT'LD)
And Shazza - great “cvelist who like to
say ‘fuck ' a lot and can’t be arsed to
write first ncvel - therefore puts
energies into giving incisive advice on
all matters persona

SHARON )
Fuck the lot of ‘em. Resign tomorrow just
to teach them a fucking leésson ~ you

don’t fucking mess with Bridget Jones.

BRIDGET
Good. What.do you think Jude? What would
you 11 one of your assistants made a
harmless little mistake like that?

JUDE
i’d fire you tomerrow.

BRIDGET
ﬁxcellant. ind Tom - what's the
nomesexuzlist viewpcint on this
particulear crisis?

(CONTINUED
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z0 COWTINUED: 24
TOM _
Is that Clezver chap still zs cute &5
ever?
BRIDGET
: Absglutely
A TOM
: Then I think, as usual, a well-timed blow-

job is probablv the answer.

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

i
i
|

STRANGER
Aren’t you that chap who sung.....?
“Tom gets this.a %ﬁn“ 1ﬁé-ﬁ“~“m S Y ETTE
5 RS o
! 2 4 4 4{ ;f 5:,; ‘;lg" f_--—-uﬁ ‘:i
Yes . .L....f’ g“, c‘... _&t. v' P S s “-I’-f-.'__,.j'. .’«‘M. an? —

STRANGER
What are you up to now?

! TOM
i I spenu my time buying phones that
perfectly mazch my clothes.

IL’s actually true - his orange mobile phcne goss perfectly with
P ] his peach-coloured sn*rt. P S ST

! [ - =Y
.-—.,--— > * ]

STRANGER *~ = '~ °
O right. Far out. Well, great: song.

TOM
{ BIG SMILE } Thank you so much.

The S5tranger leaves.

BRIDGET
More vodkz anyone?

ALL
Ne, nmo, no - o .all right, fill her up
etc. . i

BRIDGE

Now. what’s this zbout Vile Richard

JUDE
Well, yes - I've got & bit of =z new
s;tuaulaﬂ vis 8 vis a n*amlsed minil-
break. -

SHARCN )
‘Don’t get me2 started, Jude - don't get me
.LLI.Ck ng s L;Iu.Eﬂn

{CONTTINUED
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i

! B . i JUDE .
b ANe sort ¢ got back tagethe: gt Chraistmas
- but then, vesterday....

SHARON ,

Too late - I'm started - Judith, you kKnow
I suppoert every engtlonal decislion you
make 100%, but it's time you realised
that Richard is a cowardly Zfuckwit who
for 11 years has engul ed you in a
seething swamp of EMOTICONAL .

¢ FUCKWITTAGE... and should be fucking

i , spayed then killed.

_ JUDE
ight. ng?t Geed. So do you think
shouls ,b}m.h,_m_h ,ﬂﬁw N—

;—@oufﬁda“aow :

aﬁn‘..h_..l:.._-w‘

_ BRIDGET
(simuitaneously}
Yes. I mean no.

‘?’}

.
ety

]
]
Y ]

'p :

‘t_..ﬁ W e

Nv,‘.nk'

dwtad

s ¥

I
e

nmp

No!

BRIDGET O.S.
As ycu can see - just like a family — but
with much more vodka.

that\moment a ver younghilrl walks past in a distinctive
o almos ee~through blouse. All obfwthe.girls turn to watch her as
: she go¥s. They turn buck“ and togetner...

o

THE: T‘-IREE GIRLS ...

Tart,

{a
[

EXT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. STREET - NWNIGHT 3

A TAXI drives along. We hear conversation inside

TOM/ JUDE/SHRARON
{(drunk}
Mern ere 211 fuckwits, fuckwits, perverts
and bastards - and FUCKWALS.

! BRIDGET

Zacxly Exacklg, I have no need of men or
job - because I have you, Tom. And you,
JE?E and Shazzer. And you, Tom. Night
=1 4

The texi stop - the door opens - and Bridget falls out
spectacularly. "




INT. 3R

The next morning.
nervously. R bit hungover, day wearing another
shore skirg. Berp

Bridget

Suddenly. NBﬂbﬁG% NB*HG—ftuﬁﬁes bnjhe§~cﬁm mer scree

perplexed. ‘She presses EXE.

I
IOGET

1951

P ——
wa Lo

. GENERRI, CFFICE -~ DAY

Tkl

Bridget taklng off her coat a5 she comes 1in
rather delicicus

etua on DthE

: ERPETUR
I'm very exc *tﬂa 1ndeea Gavin: let’s move
on 1t - the last thing we want is some
towel-~head buying it %“cm under our
noses. |{ looks up } Morning, Bridget. I
hear it went very well.
BRIDGET

Morning.

. "m P

quiltg DE&{Fndg “? stézr quking na%ﬁ straight away.

. She is

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

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

Now shs

Sridget
looking

=he presses SEND, locks shyly at Danisl as he reads the message
He laughs, *“rns tc look at her. A warm, sexy, mischigvous smil

Re: vesterday’s presentation...

. T A JdH -y
really is wo*r;ed#.( *

_...

Vgt ?

You appeared to?nav& ﬁpruotteﬁ our
skizt, Is skirt/off sickﬁwi‘fﬁﬁﬁgh was
made perfectly clear in your contract of
m“levmen staff zre QKPECLEd to be
fulliy” dressed at all times.’

is stzrtled. She looks up and across at Daniel. He 1s not
at her.

PERPETUA
(on the phone) ;
The only pxoblem I can see is the

‘kitchen, where frankiy there isn’t room

to swing a cat - and, as you well know,
we have two gais.

BRIDGET
{25 she types}
Messzge Mr Cleaver. Am zppalled by
message. Skirt was demonstrably neither
sick nor =2bgent, Appalled by management
blatantliy si 28~i5t zftitude to skirt.
Suggest management sick, not skirt.

=
=]
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INT. COMMUNEL CHANGING ROOM -~ EVENING 3
MUSIC. JUST MY IMAGINATICN. TEMPTARTICNS.

Bridge;, Jude and Sharon are trying on clothes. Zridget,
wriggling into a skimpy skirt, 1s headless as 1T 1is caught over
her head.

SRIDGET
I’m not flirting with him. But obkvicusly
I had to reply because he’s my boss.
There are certain types of etiquette
within a business structure that you
transcend at your peril. You don’t want
me fired, do you?

She finally :
left the cham

NICE WOMARN
Ne, nmo - net at all.

INT. BRIDGET'S CFFICE. GENERAL QOF¥FPFICE - DAY 3

Bridget is labouring with the art-work for another bock -
‘Kafka’s Motorbike.” She is actually wearing the shirt we

- glimpsed on the “tart’ g;qltin.ghg.gngt friends scene. Light

'n;lasnes:'messaga'pending,5
TPy
M3G Jones. Still Wwor

£xe g8t

5 ¥
j
TR TE, .
ad™a skirt. And

shirt today looking peaky tco; wan, thin.
May I please have skirt’s address and
hcone number so may send flowers?

leaver.

Bridget reading...

DISSCOLVE TO:

INT. WEDDING RECEPTION - DAY 3
rlowers everywnere. Bridget as bride, Daniel making speech.
GUESTS include everyone we’ve seen, including the smiling auther
oI 'Teddy Knows Best’ plus a celebrity or two, &1l laughing at
Daniel’s joke..
_ i DANIEL '

Ang it 21l bmgan with some very childish

e=ma2iling cover Bridget’s non-existent

skirt. .

GUESTS laugh. Bridget smiles modestly..

J‘
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INT. BRIDGET'S QFF¥ICE. GENERRL C

H‘i

FICE - DRY

¢t

The next day. 3Bridget walks past Daniel’s oiffice in_short
and different top. He seems deep in concentration. Sy the
she gets back to her desk, there is MESSAGE TLASHING.

H
(ks

i

BRIDGET'S COMEBUTER
If walking past office was zttempt to
demonstrate presence of skirt, can unly
say that it has fziled pa*lDLSly Cleave.

BRIDGET
{typing on computer)
MSG Cleaver. Shut up please. I am very
‘busy and- Lmoertant P.5. How dare you
sexuafI?mha%EBs Eﬁ“tnxs’fﬁﬁeﬂtiﬁe

manne:? J g5 % LI e

-3 e
-

J“
EPJ::ik’il".us

Daniel rea nh‘scnee;%uiaua&mag thenwtuaﬁ_a
MESSAGE PENDING on Bridget’s scresn

ON THE COMPUTER
MSG Jones. Mortified to have caused
offence. Will avoid 211 non-PC overtones
in future. Deeply apologetlc.
P5. Like your tits in that top.

Bridget reads and laughs .- . logks ,up ~ there, for the first time -

at hér desk in +he flesh -'15 Dan* lﬁ

; . Aﬂxe“ % -f ,_? g -
I wondered if tthgkitt wotild*tare for
dinner on Friday night?

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

-

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

BANIEL
Don’t esven TRY it, Jones.

INT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. BATEROOM - NIGHT 3

Tv;umnhan zop music blering. In the bahuroom Manic activity.
Bridget, throlgh a haze of condensztion and fag smoke, is
b*usnln, dry skin, exfoliating, massaging cnt*“”m'7hllt% mas5sade
oil, plucking eveb*ows, cleansing, nolisturising.

BRIDGET (V/O)
Being a2 woman is like béing 2z farmer
harvesting, weeding, crop-spraying
sometimes wonder Wnat wonld Habnen i
just let myself rever:t teo nature -~
within days would I "nc myself sportlng
a2 full beard on each shin..? Ow '

Hl 1-4 .

{CONTINUED
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COHNTINCED:

She utt9rs short sharp cry 25 she waxes ner Dikind line sut of
snot. The enTrVDhone goes.

INT. ZRIDGET’S FLrT. LIVING ROCM ~ NIGHT

L

3ridget Jumps out of bathroom...

BRIDGET ) .
Is he out of his mind? He’'s forty minutes

She heads for the door. Looks zt herself in the mirroxr. With herx
dressing gown quite louche and her hair up, she looks rather
divine.

BT, B Ty e AT T
2 R T
What ¥t 113'%M L '# a % %k.ﬁ? A 3
2 o & j’ _._,,.:? "I“a, % A e ._?‘..
She picks up tfie ENCLYyPRORE. T
BRIDGET {(ceont’d}
Hello. ( beat } Oh. Hello Dad.
She buzzes him in. Very unexpected, this.
INT. B3RIDGET’'S FLET. LIVING-ROOM - NIGHT 3

-:DAD isu;itting_on.thezsgfaguiﬁb=€ﬁhu§"cf tea. Bridget is

listening to him. I%’'s z big shock.

-

BRIDGET'S DAD® =
I don’t know what’s happening at all.
Ever =ince Christmas she’s been bshaving
pddély and then yesterday she came in at
four a.m. When I asked Eer where she’d
beer, she said it was none of my
business. Suddenly thirty ysars cf
marriage would appear o count fcor

nothing.

 BRIDGET o
Dad. Maybe it's a scort of snd. nf 1:ifs
crisis.”

Dad stares st her aghast. Is he &t the end of his life o007

BRIDGET (wont’d} .
I mean not epd. of 1ifs...yon know - mid-

ilate-lifa crisis type of thing.

DAD
And she sasid.....she =aid...

BRIDGE

(CONTINUED
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T - »DP’D - * - - .
.. .she szid for all 1 knew the clitoris
was something in Geoffrey's butterily
collgcticn.

. 2RIDGET
Oh dear.

CAD

{ pause... | When somecne loves you -

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

The phone RINGS.

BR DGET
: }-—-——-— . “r'—h“‘ ~E¢-—u
Tom, g@od % - %ﬂ4
Okay. g )mr__ i) *ﬁ-__-ﬂ' ©.&nd
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. f“;-*‘@'ﬁ*ﬁ"

EXT. BRIDGET’S FLAT. qTR.EET -JNTG““ srran 1

«:h‘!l-'.n‘

Bridget stands on a low wall by three ccmmunal dusthins. -Her
overcoat. covers her bath towel and not much else. She has Z
curlers in the back of her hair. Suddenly, cut cf the darxness,
Mark Darcy appsers, dressed in jogging clothes..

MARE
Hello.

BRIDGET
Ch, God.

MARK

{taking her in)
Everything okay?

BRIDGET o
{pulling her coat tightly)
Tup. Super,

MARX -
What are you doing?
, BRIDGET )
I'm waiting...Zor the dustbin... toc ring.

(CONTINUED
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> __ MARK
ve you heen waiting long?

BRIDGET
Not very lcng, no.

. HMARK -
Do you think i1t will be ringing soon?

3RIDGET )
Yes, I have high hopes of a phone call :in
the very near future.

Pause. Thexe’s the RING cf z phone. Mark is startled, as Bridgs:
reacnes into cne of the dhstblﬁs,.uuruagies to 7ocage the Dhcnﬂ
Mark reaches into the dustbin nearest him, retvrieves the phone,

canswers it. . ¥ g T TG o W 3
. -y Horw ¥ P e, h

T o % o '!,,- g o

% warg P f 8§ y
Br:.agé-wﬁoﬁas "5 fhofiew~ may.It téll.hem

who's calling? Someone called Colin.

BRIDGET

Thanx yOou.

(into phone)
Thanks.... No. You‘re still a ver
attractive man - I should know - I‘m youxr
daughter. _

(to Mark) -
THank you for our. ne

gk Y your help. =

. MARx"r:f_ s
You’re welcome. == & |
N i e it
She heads back into her House, he centinues on his way. She turns
and looks hack at him - he seems tc be laughing.

IKT. BRIDGET’S FLET LIVING ROOM -~ KIGHT 4
Bridget enters, breathless, races into the bathroom. .

BRIDGET

-Bloody Mark Darcy. Can’t stand joggerzs.
wAOpe ‘he. dies. of ‘a heart attack and they

ind he wasn‘t wearin clean pants. Dad,
I m rushing, but I'm listeni na. Quite an
important cahe - possible _utu:e nusbana
=nd father of chi d”en erriving in 5
minutes and I still have no - repeat no -
brassisre on - but I'm still listening.

.BRIDGET'S DAD
She says we need socme time apart. You

xnow what that means. {_HE MIMES 2 SLIT
THROZT } ©Oh, somebody rang. Cavid?
BRIDGET

) {(heading out o bathroom)
Davigd? :

{(CONTINUED

o



L. -Cr ey

92

43

)
[N

CONTINUZD:

P

BRIDGET' § DLD
Darren..

BRIDGET
Not Daniel.

BRIDGET'S DAD
That’'s ixt.

BRIDGET
What did he say?

BRIDEET' S DAD
He said he had to work tonight. He’ll try
to call you later. Anyway 100k I’d better
-get back. Mum’ 1l wonder where I’ve be,“.

1z Shfrﬁthomen .iﬂerséir Ty T .
& k4 ‘3 " 1-
O — For
Bridget’s fagg f i " % E‘ t g
L »L *a.q...m_. N
INT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT. | 4

Bridget, on the couch, waiting for the phone to ring., The End
ritles music to Frasier is neard on the TV. “?ras;ev has left the
building”

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

“She .scrambles through her CD-collectien. Finds a CD called 'Only
“Women Bleed’. Puts it onwand we hear the first 2 seconds of 2

famcus, big girl numbers.c like ‘You Don’t Have to Say You Love
Me’, by Dnst ingfield; and"Ihg Power of Love’ by Jennlfer
Rush - aﬁd tgen it settles o “EIT BY Myself” - in spectacular.
melodramatic version by Celine Dion.

BRIDGET
{snootily)
C God.

But, a5 it happens ~ she gets hooked - it plays during this next
eDlSOdB -~ sometimes mimed by very passiocnate Bridget.

'INT. BRIDGET*S FLAT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT. “ 4

BRIDGET'S PIARRY LIES OPEN: Brldget is now playing both drums and

pianc on the Celine track - shouting at the top &f her lungs -

BRIDGET
11 by ryse**“'
I don”t want tc be -
All by myself
Anymere!
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INT. ER?%GET'S TLET. LIVING ROOM - &

14
+
e

Bridget sitting in the same spot, n

morning, staring inte
space, eating muesli straighift out ¢

T
tihe packet,
The page in her diary reads “SATURDAY” plus scrawl.

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

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

Then into voife-—pvdr. 3. g. g s ﬂ g ! I“ §
- o et 3.

T

AT Lk I

¥ 09 'ﬁﬁ [
IBGEG v/6.% 3 ;o
Numb of Fistusting” muesdl ~4.
Number of times have picked up phone to
check it's still working. 144, Am now
insane person.

“

&

3

Bridget looks towards tha door.

DISSQOLVE TC:

-

L
. f 4 1, - iy, L T 4
INT. ERIDGET'S FLAT. LIVING_BO?M aDﬁYt

el L :

' [ 3 H & ) .
The front door is slichtdy-d&jar. Something is seen to push it
open. It creaks eerily. :‘A;doy € nopesaifis - close up. We follow
the Dog’s point-of-view as it steadicams round Bridget’s flat -
the kitchen dissster area, and into the sitting roem, where it
happens upon a slumped figure in a lilac nvlon housecoat, face
downi. It’s Bridget thirty years frcm now. Another Alsatian
appears beshind the first one. '

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

DPISSOLVE TO

INT. BRIDGET’S FLAT. KITCHEN - DAY 4

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

She crosses to the phone

BRIDGET
{reads zlioud in chegry manner)
Hi, it's Jones here, I was just wondering
how you &re and if you want2gd to mest for
the skirt-health summit, iike vou said.

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

(CONTIKUEL

By

hey
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o 3RIDGET {cont'd) o
Hi, i1t’s Jones here. I was just wonoer:ng
how you &re and if you wanted to mest up
for the hurt-skealth mummit......L1ike
you,..5hit & tit...Summit. Chviously!”

She puts the phone down, then deubles up cringing

To her surprise, the phone rings sgain. Eridget IZorces herself
not to pounce on it..She turns the music up.

BRIDGET (CONT'D}
fas 17 there’s other
people with her}
..yeah, get yourself a glass. Hello?
{face falls)
Shaz?ﬁﬁage‘?unbgdﬁé”ﬁut~o E’Burim*ﬁd

off the el Qfs .g phcneJ %
il i
- - | 1-\_,,5 e ! .

INT. SHARON'S FLAT. PHONE AREER - DAY. 46A

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

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

Bridget slams down the receiver. Fhe goes to slope cff towards
the Bathroom arnd then the phone rings again. Bridget forces
nerself not to pounce en; 1t.; . u; e,
A-ﬁcﬁl‘-‘ﬂ - .
BRIDGET}
Deep breath. Deep breath.‘
(picking up the
phone, cool)

SRRTEA S

Hiva...
(face collapses)
Mum?
INT. DEPRRTMENT STORE. SHOF FLOOR -~ DRY q

MOSIC: UP, UP & AWAY. FIFTH DIMENSICH.

Bridget walks through the cosmetics department on her way To the
ceffee shop. She hears a familiar voice on the PA gystem. Sne
wanders over towards a crowd.

MUOM CON SR SYSTEM
There we go, Madam. Super!

Mum dene up te the nines is demonstrating & rubber boiied egg
peeler. -

MUM
Thet’s it, nice firm grip then &nd up and
down, up &nd dawn and off it comes in

your hand! Och. Mind the overspray.

{CONTINUED
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CONTINUID: _ 27

) . ’ SRIDCGET
Chri .

INT. DEPRRTMENT STCRE. CAFE - DAY. é

|
i
w
Y
i
rt
]
Q
Fhy

Bridget sits oppesite her mother in a booth, still i:
shock _
MOTHER
I have spent thirty-five years cleaning

nls nouse, washwng his clothes, bringing
up his children.

. 1 BRIDGE T
I'm agtua o
Lo .‘BL -

5.2

Sl
Well pi
havzngnggtléie

to be. Given my chance again, I'm not
sure I'd have any.,

BRIDGET O.5.

Even own mother wishes had never heen
born.

MOTHER _ _
But now it’s the winter of ny life and I
haven?t{ actually got Gl my own.
Na career, Eowm :

«..life at a
g*asshonper who

~ Germaine  sodding ﬂuuw-wf
BRIDGET

Greer.

... MOTHER

The Invisible Woman.
BRIDGET

Actually, she was the Female Eunuch.
‘MOTHER

Who was the Invisible Weman?

_ BRIDGET
T don’t know. The wife of the Invisible
Man.
After a beat...

MOTHER

Well, whatever - I'm not having iz - and

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

) BRIDGET
Who's Julizn?

(CONTINUED



3
i
i
i
L
!
H

X
T

49

e

CONTINGED: £3
_ _MOTHER
{2s if she should know)
From the Home Shopping Channel. He comes
into the store to get his colours done.
BRIDGET
Potential for what?
MOTHER
2s a demonstrator on hls cable shcow. His
assistant. Apparently it’s the h;”nesb
rated show on the channel, apart from the
one where fat people beat up thelL
relatives.
Looking &t her watch, getting up..
. -ﬂ:.-—'.".x '-'.‘-e--t k8 '*{.-M-- T ‘w—""- -"""“‘g—‘
P fﬁ’fﬁ;&ﬂ z;(comrm N .
Listef, I.mnsz wiEiz¥. Hawaa“eﬂyOL, %
anywall2,f r e B R S5 s Tl A
) BRIDGET
Suicidal.
MOTHER

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

BRIDPGET
{throughk clenched
teeth) = :
Goodbye, Mum “f‘f'g _ i

N, )
Pl

Mcther kisses Brlcget, and when-she waﬂks away it leoks as if she
is walking on air. In men’=s underwear she steers towards a dEepLy
solariumea and sleek man, in his forties. This is JULIAN. The
music pipping cut is ME AND MRS JONES BY BILLIE PARUL.

=%

SCENE DELETED

INT. BRIDGET’S FLAT. LIVING ROCM - EVENING 5

~MUSIC: TIRED CF BEING ALCNE. AL GREEN.

ke

Bridget comes in, makes straicght for the answering machine,
doesn’t even pother to take cif her coat.

MAGDR ON PT\SWF‘RTNG MACHINE

Hello B:; ?e ~ you won’ forget tez on
Sundey, will you - your oacnl;a:en are
very exc1_ea: Well, that’s a lie actually

BRIDGET V.O.
0 God - Smug Marrieds. Obviocusly lovely
best friends with lovely if incontinent
children - but last thing cone neseds when
feeling: v, insecure.

- but I am.

!'1
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INT. MAGDR'S HOUSZ. KITCHEN - DRY.

Li

Cut to Magda aznd Jeremy -~ sitting next docr to each other -

it
1k

something undenizbly smug about them. Magca is a beautiiul mother

of three, who used to run with Bridget’s urban pack. She’s is
holding her new baby. Jeremy, Magda’s handsome husband, has =z
dish towel over nis shoulder, & child in his arms and the Law
Gazette by his side. Sound of a third toddler somewhere, ..

JEREMY
S50, Bridge - how's your love 1ife?

. BRIDGET B
As I was just telling Magda - disastrous.

»-.:’E . ; GE—-R 'T‘., {."_‘_'l‘_ ﬁ ""'"""""q P'-':!ﬂ .

owigHould Aumpzhim now Bnd vaait
oﬁlfjicdme alqng gwhbt do you

by !—_IY

JEREMY _
I agree entirely with my gcorgeous wife.

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

5 - MAGDA
{(to pott chﬁldé TP

“No. In the POTTY, The potty WEll put it
in Daddy’s hand’ Ehen.

Jeremy resignedly holds’ cttlyis‘ﬁ;hdAﬁﬁth a patient smils - we
don’t see_ it - but some disgusting exchange ensues. He looks
dangerousiy at Magda, then beoth smile at each other. Br;aget
watches an ache in her hea*t about thelir warmth. Jeremy exi
with the turd.

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

BRIDGET O.5.
Fucking gorgecus.

MAGDE
In that case, seduce him, by pretending
to be caompletely d151nuerestea. Transiomm
into the Ice Queen. Worked for me. I gave
you hell, didn‘t I, darling?

JEREMY
( RETURNING J Certzinly did.

313

Thet lovely optimism of Bridge® wvhen 1@W Dlan comes along.

BRIDGET .

Yes. Okay. Yes. Ckay. Good. It’s
definitely worth a Iry.

(CONTINUED
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The opening bars ol “Ige Ice Behy',
QLEnn/Bcu1e s ‘Under Pressure’
dugga dung dung - Ice Ice Baby.’

in

INT. BRIDGET’S OrFICE. GENEERL OFFICE - DAY.

CLOSE UP: Bridget walks in. She darts a quick loock at Caniel’s
office - he‘s not in yet. :

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

- ) _g""""é T
sifg. a‘ﬁlf‘ie
hu..,x_g&em.hwn Aan
hell, you snifty, smarmy, lying

bastard. ..

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

FERPETUA (cont’'d)
We’ve been gazumped.

The door bursts open. Daniel enters, locking not in the least

furtive or guilty; breezes‘thvough.. .
! 3 A ER 5

. Dm—r ? S f 4'.'

Morning, everycqev"'? ¥ a

RS LTy Aoy’
Hz leans and whispers as he passes Bridget’s desk

CENIEL {cont'd)
MESSnae pending, Jones.

She turns her hesad away, disdainfully.

INT. BRIDGET'S CFFICE. GENERAL QFFICE - DAY _ 2

BRIDGET'S COMPUTER
Messages pending: 5

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

ON BRIDGET. Calmly marking up & manuscript, completely 1gnoIing

g
alm.
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INT. 3RIDGZT'S CTTICE. GENERAL GFFICE - DAY

in
ol
Lot

BRIDGELT'S COMPUTEIR

Messages pending: 14
Daniel suddenly gets up, walks out of his cffice, crosses to
ridget. He speaks in low, urgent tones..
DANIEL
Look, sorry Bridget. I suddenly got
called ocut of town. Left your skirt’s

number at home. .

Bridget’s phone RINGS. She answers and deliberately turns away

from RIm. e, e P
Soo3 % o & BT P : 3
bed SBRIBGEY  GE e P 3
% geth ¥ % e oz 3 B
Lxcu e Ry et e
55 INT. MAGDA’S HOUSE. KITCHEMW - DRY 5
Magda, child irn arms, on phone tc Bridgst.
MAGDA
Aloof. .unavailable. .ice gueen.
Alwof, .unavailable..ice queen,
: 13 ". '...... #“'}-':
542 INT, BRIDGET'S OrFICE. CENEEAA OFFICE DAY 544
— IREST IS LT
BRIDGET
Thank you so much for your enguiry.
{ hangs up and turns o Daniel ) You
were saying...
But the phone goes again.
. BRIDGET (CONT'D) -
Sorry. Publicity.

552 INT. FIRST RESTAURANT. DAY. - EE)
Tom is drinking coffee, tzlking into znother mobile that goes
with another shirt.

TOM _ _
Zxcellent plan... stony, merciless - Ice
Queean. -
A s:ranger sidles up to him. .

: . STRANGER 2. _ ] .
Rre you that guy who sang Painted Lady’

{CONTINUED

{et
{1e
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CONTINUED: SER
) TOM ‘
Yes I am. £re2 you that guy who bought 1t?
STRANGER 2.
Well, yes -~ I am!
‘ TOM
Thank vou so much. { intc mobile ) Ice,
ice baby.
INT. BRIDGET’'S CF¥ICE. GENERAL OFFICE -~ DARY. =

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

‘ﬂ_—"q o2ty

[ g s BRIDGETS % MSUTER T
g a Tepeat -~ %—4 5
Messages?ﬂ:ahdq.ng—iE ! 5_ 4 ' i

ON DENIEL: looking across at Eridget nungrily.

ON BRIDGET: she ignores him, carries on tvplng.

INT. BRIDGET'S OFFICE. ELEVATOR - DAY. 2

‘s the end of the day. Bridget gets into the lift, follewed by
*um: SIMON from marketing. Daniel slips in, then, as the doors
egin tc close, a bfeathless“PERUETJA calls out. .

P?RFEQUR . .
{to Daniel; halding:. s
phone}
The New York Oifice for you.

A barely perceptible flicker behind Daniesl’s eyes..

_ DANIEL
I*11 get back to them.

Doors clese. Tensg silance. Z people in a 1i1ft wishing the third
would bugger coff.

INT. BRIDGET'S OFfICE. EL 5

t-
b=
H
w O
ol
|
ct
]
o]

nd ;mon. Zimon gets Qut.

The door opens on Dzniel asnd
i znerbert BNOTEIS.

Just as the doocrs close aga

n}[l
ﬂ‘m

DANTIZL
Gocd evening, Kenneth.
puts his hand, cut of view, on Zridget’s
&t him.

And Daniel k3
bottom. She look

MR T-’I"‘ZI—IT’:{BER"I"

iel. If you’ve got & moment,
ord before you leave tonight.

(CONTINUED
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53
. DANIEL
Jﬂerta;nLV
e INT. ERIDGET’S OIrFiICE. LOBEY/ZLEVATOR ~ DRY 5
The 1ift lands and opens. Fitzherbert heads out firsctc.

. DENIEL.
I'l1l be with you in a second.

MR FITZHERBERT

~Zxcellent. ( TO BRIDGET ) And Erenda...
Xes. e 3 f‘ % ‘
Y
bt -3 '
) ;".' [ r
At tl whfng - -
thought it might be fun if you introducsd
me before I introduce him - add a lovely

sense ¢f occasion.

BRIDGET
Certainly, sir.
C FITZHERBERT
- and try to get the author’s nsme right
. this time. _ C LT ARy ey
- ey S T
BRITGE: T

Certainly, sir

He heads off.

‘ DANIEL
All right, Jones, you devil. Busy later?
BRIDGET
In fact I am.
DANTIETL

- Ch.. Shame - I just thought it might be =
nnrltable thing to take your skirt out
to dinner, fatien it up a bit. 2Znd maybe
you could come too. What about tomorrzow?

BRIDGET .
Sorry, no - it’s the launch.

She motions to a standee in the lobby Zcr this Kafka book. We'we

glimpsed it in the office beforxe.
DANIEL . |
Ah yess, of course - possibly the worst
. bock -2ver published.

(CONTINGED
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CONTINUED:

BRIDGET _
In the end, that's not the ad ling we' ve
gone fox.

DANIEL.
How about the next day then?

BRIDGET.
Let’s see, shall we? Goodnight, Daniel.

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

BRIDGET 0.S. ,
FPeb 2 - am sex goddess - perfect in €very
way.
“Q""‘-lr- .EM ' '.r"*_:-—w-s-\ _,--...,_:i B S B

]
T £

60 INT. MOROCCiﬁS Rﬂi i:zs g g 8
£ &
Modern Moro e giowl Yes, '}Uﬁ “EbTﬁS*ESUHDtUDUS cushicn

for chairs. The gang’s all there. .

JUDE
Right. Your wheole future happiness now
depends ©on how you behave on this one
socizal occesion.

BRIDGET
Right. 5o what do I do°
- ’4
JUDE_. f&%
It’s all in herehvjﬁa ﬂBS A,BOOK

Getting someone/tp in_ lgve with icu
is science, pure SCLEnCE“‘@ I¥EE - loo

gorgeous.

Iy

61  EXT. TUBE STATION - EVENING
START CF MONTRGE: MUSIC. THAT THING. (DOO WOP). LAURYN RILL

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

Now lntEfcut between: 1. Brlaaet walking through Lonaon On p2ILy
night. 2. B**ugﬂt &t home leaqaing up Lo “the party in days
previous, 3, friends advice.

=
-

IET. MOROCCREN RESTRURANT -~ NIGHT S

[0
4
e

" JUDE
Two: then tetally ignore Daniel and be
fabulous with evervoﬁe ‘mlse.

TOM

Think Tina Brown - think TOTAL Queen oI
Society. .

(CONTIRUED
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cis  CONTIRDZD: £1L
_ SHARCN N
=~ Inzroduce oesople with thoughtZul details

such &s “Sheila, this is Daniel. Daniel

this is Sheila. Sheila enjoys horse-

riding and comes from New Zealand..

Daniel enjoys publishing and comes...

BRIDGET

: ...all over your face.
TOM
: Exectly. Then 3 - circulate - cozing
g intelligence...
; 62 INT. BRIDGET’S FLAT. LIVING ROOM —~ EVENING. )
i She is readimg e ook %Fra nd pants.
- K_/ . -
| s 3 - 2 24
i ‘Lovely to see you, Salmaaan -_what do
! you think about hechgna’, “Helio, Melwvyn

- isn’t it terrible about Chechyna.’’

62R INT. MORCCCAN RESTAURANT. 62A

) BRIDGET
i LHave you 211 read this book then?

. : [ f*? e
They all nod in.unison.i_ ;. g
.!_1_@ J

Vs
BRIDGE ORLLDL -
And it works? qu

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

TCOM
5o on to Number 4 - most important....

- .~ . SHARON
Fucking important.

TOM
...after the party, after you've
unwillingly yielded to dinner zt the most
expensive restaurant in Leondon, after
you've driven him fucking wild with
desire by rubbing your knees against his
nob fsr two and a half hours, tThen...

ALL TEHRZE
Dot sleep with him.

;\_, BRIDGET h

Obviousliy.

(CONTINUED
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ELDERLY MAN X
Excuse me, I'm sorry to bother you like
this in the middle of yourx dlnner but....

Tom interrupts - he gets this all the time.

TOM
Yes. Painted Lady. It was me. Nine yesrs
ago. No current plans to rescord anything
else. Sorry.

ELDERLY MAN
..-.Your chairleg is on my w*fe s coat.
S @"“H@‘Qmwﬁ & N ﬂ“—%fﬁrﬂ
{i -ﬂ!‘-'::’ 1 oM s, ¥ :: " y
Of coiirde if%is - of c ﬁge :E is. §
SCENE DELETED
SCENE DELETED
SCENE DELETED
T
. .j ; . o F
I "

INT. BERIDGET' S ”lAT BATHRDOM:~'DAX._ W
Close cn 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 .crucizal
moment . However, chances of actually
reaching crucial moment grestly increase
by wearing these.

Camera moves backwards to see her pulling up sensible
comstricting big tight pants....
scary stomach-holding-in-pants, very

Dopular with'. grannies the world cver.
Tricky. Very fricky. = .

{9y

stomach-
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zXT. LCONDON STREZT - EVENING 6

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

* BRIDGET
Hellc Jez=zmy.

. JEREMY
Q, hi, Bridget,

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

INT. 'Tg“gﬁng& g.% ﬁ
. _ . . .
Evervone’s here - ?eai, LamOLS Wwriters Uaicrﬂ -~ for the launch of
‘RAFKA’S MOTORBIXE' . The room is dominated b¥ the display:
vintage Kawasaki motorbike, photo of Kafka. The au*hcr, 'Dok_ng

25 miserable as Kafka nlmself, stands next to a pille of his
books, ignored.

{L}?\i&t filad

Rridget, overawed, hovers cn the outskirts of a ;mall group which

~actually inciudes 3Zalman Rushdie.

: SALMAN RUSHDIE

-The proklem with:Martin'ssdefinition of

the novella is thateit) only ampl*es Lo

hlm -—-‘-u- x; m:‘

. & & . .
-L..n} ANEeF  LdsmTRy
SIMON EFROM MARKETING
That doesn’t sound like Martin. Not.

Salman smiles at Bridget, trying to include her..

SATMIN
I could be wreng. What do you think?

de’s staring at Bridget. The group 21l turn to look at her.

- Bridget’'s mind aoes blank. 2ut hsr tone is that of socmeone who is
:actually-answering the .question...

BRIDGET
Ahm...Do vou know where the tollets are?

1t

LITERARY PARTY - CORRIDOR = NIGET

Bridget hits herseli hard cn ths forensad.

i

Q DGZT 2.E.

She looks up to see Melvyn Bragyg glaring =t her.
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INT. LITEREEY PERTY - NIGHT K

1]
in

Bridget exits from the toilets. She sees Daniel Cleaver, acro
the zoom, talking to MELVYN BRAGG and cother celsbrities.

Cleaver’'s esyes meetr Bridget. He smiles. 3Bridget turns coclly the
other way, only to f£ind herself fzce to face with MR FITZHEPBZRT,

surrcunded by several GUESTS..

_ MR FITZHERSERT ] -
Ah, Brenda. We were just discussing The
Famisned Road’.

BRIDGET .
Really..? Apart from the Iirst three
pages, don’t you think it’s rather a poor
conec 2 ' : - -

i

5 5 5 Tz
: L RE e ;,4
é%imafﬁgiiigﬁk?

Mo
Na, nk—asl’ s
masterpi But I'm sure the author
would iterested to hear your Views.

MR FITZHERBERT turns to reveal the guest beside him is ncme other
than BEN CFKRI.

) BRIDGET ‘
Right. Ben. Ahm. Sorry. I've heen very
sick recently. In the head. E.C.T. Bzzzz.
Not nice. i RT—
it b I B ) . .
A drinks TRAY passes, and BRIDGET seizes the O?P?Itunltz to_span
180 degrees, only to fimtihérself fagé to face with MARK DARCY,
who, from the lobk on his! fake, “mifiowrsly just overheard )
BRIDGET' s clanger. She’s genuinely surprised to see him there
designer suit, looking handsome

kul
"k

BRIDGET {cont’d)
What are you deing heze?

MARK i
I"ve been a2sking myself the same
cquestion. I came wilith a colleague.

‘MARK DARCY stands zigid, clearzly hating every minute.

) MARK {cont’d)
S0 now are you?

BRIDGET

{sharp, but noz

confrontazticnal) _
Well, very disappointed not to seg my
favourite reindeer jumper again, Dbut
ctherwise well. And you,.?
, the CROWDS part and PERPETUA arriwves, still
ace with canapes. .

t moment
ng hexr f

(CONTINUED



JONTINUED:

PERDPETUA
Enyone going to introduce me?
Brldge: finaily has an opportunity to put Jude’'s book, ‘Making
Parties Work For You', into practice..

BRIDGET
{e5 in book}
Perpetua, this is Mark Darcy. Mark this
is bPerpetua...

DISS0LVE TC:
WHAT RRIDGET WANTS TO SAY:

BRIDGET (cont'd)
...Mgpmy;s

: _ e IOt ey d
prickgwilkh ﬂgrue1~ aceg.ex wifg, E
Perp i §1ds fa:ﬁarse ﬁag“who

pends h&ra:*ine Hos#ing” @  2rpund.

F?ﬂ'& H

WHAT BRIDGET RERLLY SEYS:

BRIDGET (cont'd) _
Mark is a top barrlster...wha comes Irom
Grafton Underwood.

{to Mark)
Perpetuz is cne of my work colleagues,
and...she’s dustibeen™ gazampea;
"‘h— ' ’ .
PERQETﬁA ‘
(DbSEG”&lC}\Jﬁ lm" ST ATEew

Oh, Mark. I know you by reputation, of
cCourse.

Bridget looks at him in a new light. 3he thought he was a nerd.

She didn‘t know he was famous.

At this point, NATASHA GLEWVILLE arrives,., She

s sleek and
beautifui and net kind. Mark’'s very intelligent Izl

w lawyer.

oo

_ MARK
(playing the game, straight-
faced
Anh, Natasha - you know Perpetua ~ this
Bridget Jones - Bridget this is Watash
Natasha is a top atto*ﬁnv and speciall
in family law. Bridger works in
publishing, =nd keeps her mobile phone
The Gﬂstbmn.

0]

8.
52

in

1
o

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

PERPETUR and NATASHA, who has just dismissed Bridget as & zero,

il e e

immeciztely fall into conversation - two posh peas in a pod.

e

{CONTINUED
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A

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

NATASHA
Ah ves - Mark. ( conspiraterially -

; et him )} Just give me time,
babe. Give m2 time.

Bridget grabs a drink from a passing tray, then looks up at Mark,
who has, after 211, just made a joke - but Mark Darcy, meanwhile,
suddenly fzlls silen? when he sees:

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

- -Bridget has seem, uhZBh-E e“s"si;ghtT?1au““"lcss'now
A

1l
Yes, . () %‘ T xonid

with sometn;ng to Eeg me wp For my
speech, and I thin} saw Salmaaah
handing ocut cocaine.

3

H

et

MARK
You’re making a speech?

BRIDGET
- Only 2z tiny one ~ ™ Kaifka’s Motorbike -
greatest book of all t*me” atc. Blink
and you'll miss it, /™, .,
’r—u v - : T

b ¢ 5

Bridget turns to walk ln*ﬂanael fd*rectlon, only to find he has
disappearzed, and unere 3 RO~ mne.naﬂta&hfto. Behind her, Mark
waTches, perhaps regretting his remark.

|
b3

INT. LITERLRY PRRTY - NIGHT 7

CUT ON - Z2ridget on to the little stage in the venue, Mr
Fitzherbert and the author next te her. Mr Fitzherbert nudges her
to go. Thers is 2 microphone mid-stage. She walks up to and
stands =zt 1it.

BRIDGET .
Ladies and aent1emen... ladies and
gentlemen.... ladies and gentlemen...
The mike isn’t working. The crowd talks at full volume, She
Danics & bit and screams,
OI!

Totel silence - the wnole audience stares at her.

Scrxy - the microphone’s not working.
' {MOEE} '

{CONTINUED
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CONTINUED:

[

BRIDGET (cont'd)
- Ladies and gentlemen - thank you for-
Jeoming to tne leunch of ‘Kafka’s
Motorpike’ - the greatest book of our
Time. '

She looks out -~ s5ees a slightly perplexed Salman. ..

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

She keeps locking round - now she’s in trouble...
&% are yours, obviously, Mr Barnes and Mr

Amis and Mr Bragg and Nick Hernby and, of
course - Mz Okri - particulsrly the

Famished Road - excellent... conceit...
but anyway, ahm - what I mean is -

welcgme, towmhe. - ol Caartody Sy ]
know, ' 30, Bangw esf bobks of our
time S—<fang y. tfe topintroduce
it prppeRlv g3 ) by 3% all calj..
ah ez ~Abm AU S h gt

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

MR FITZHEREERT _
Thark you, Brenda. Just switch this on...

He switches on the mike, easily.

= )
nght PR [ i N P
- o b
Tl -

- m— e

INT. LITERARY PARTY - NIGHT_}/ Lice emas 7
€UT TO BRIDGET LATER -~ standing in a corner on her own - totally

frozen in horror. Mark, who is falking to Natasha and Ben Okzi,

sees5 her...

. MARK
{(to Natasha )
Excuse me...,

(@]
HH
t..l
i

As he moves away, Salman approcaches him, full of

ndship, and

_5laps .him on the back.

SATM2
Mark! H

MERK ]
Ah, yes - Salman - do you knew where ths

toilet is?

Salman a bit thrown - everyone asking him about the toilets today
- he points, and Mark heads on .towards Bridgez, then stops in his
Tracks &s he sees Daniel cresp up benind hef, mut his hands on
her waist. ' - o0 C

{CONTINUED
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? T2 CONTINUGED:

. |
P

Ty

|

; Jones. Sod ‘em
| post-modarnist
|

DAN
&
m of oratcrical

T
il - ;as & prilliant
2S5t =

¥ireworks.

Mark Darcy, in the background, steps stranded, watching Bridget
and Daniel.

DANIEL (CORT'D)
You’'re very sexy, Jenes - I‘m going to
have to take YOU QUL to dinper now,
whether you 1lke i: or not.

;
|

He cgives ner one of his wenderful girl-melting &DOVS promising
all sorts of ael‘ghts

; 73 INT. LITERAR zge dﬁRﬁD@Ré CNIGH E ; :
g } L 0% E
j As Bridget ﬂggex&udbe tﬁgr'j hew-bues- intc Darcy.

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

*2.-6.

MARK
Good night, Bridget.

. . Bridget, gobsmacked, watchecfas hg walks away.

- e A..,-— :‘ _{

That was Mark DSTey % He is 50 rude!
b - ER u‘-.:- oy v g = *

; DANIEZL
: Yes, I know who he is.

; He turns back to look at him - at exactly the ipstant Mazrk does
i : the same thing. There’s something going on herez.
| .
| 74  INT. PONT DE LA TOUR - NIGHT 7
The two -of them dining intimately.
BRIDGET .
S¢ where do you stand on the whole
situation in Chechyna?
, DANIEL ‘
: O who gives & Zuck, Jones? Now, now Qo
' you know Lrsey Darcy?
BRIDGET _ ‘
Apparently I used to play naked in his
raddling pool.
‘ _ DANIEL
f . I bet yeou did, you dirzty bitch.

{CONTINUE]
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h
saf .a man walking.up so 1T
and then. a séense of conmitidn =2

*
«Lw

» ERIDGET
What about you?

DANIEL
We were a2t Cambridge together. He was a
Strange chap, always on his own. Dreadful
shoes. Horrid sideburns. I liked him
though. We became geood friends.....
{he teils off)

BRIDGET
Than what..?

DANIEL
Nething.

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

INT. 2 HOME SOMEWHERE - DAY. : 7

A myste}ious, silent scepg - e represents the viewpeint

S i " r§aches . a door -~ it opens -
ag} there are tweo people,

— a naked breast....

c..' .
1 s L)

INT. PONT DE LA TOUR - NIGHT

naked on the fleoor of

|

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

BRIDGET
(suddenly she understands
everything)
-Oh...:50 he’s a nasty bastard, as well as
a dull bastard. :

DANTIEL
‘m elraid so. But dont let him ruin our
vening. Have another glass of wine and
e€ll me about practising french-kissing
ith The other girls at school.

X, T D -

t

)

BRIDGET
T wasn’'t French kissing.

b

DANILL
Who ceres - make it up.



-4
-}

TXT. PONT DE LI TOUR ~ NIGHT 7

Lights twinkle on the Thames and Tower Eridge. 3ridget and Daniel
emerge rrom thez restaurant. A tangible atmosphere.

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

BRIDGET
(smiling and then
primiy)
No - actually I think I’'d better get a
taxi. 3ot thank you so chn For une
-Toveigmé&nne:a T Type—

: & *
i i ktlv b §é ;““‘_h ] ™
ngllghgtvs Ig. s X h%e@ zi_gs

everywhere
DANIEL

Good night then.

L
H h'ﬂ'

"ﬁ‘eaa.ﬂé Bridget hails a
e*g Saxuzl temsion

- BRIDGET
{ slight choke )} Yes. Good night.

78  EXT. LONDON STREET/INT. TAXL - NIG:IT _ 7

V
Bridget is recovering £ é%e klsk haiL-*egrett ng that she
left... e 4 i 7
P} LA pe—
BRIDGET ©C. 5. ]
My knickers are made o0f iron - cast iron.
M. . .

She turns her hsad to see if she can surreptiticusly look back at
Daniel. .

"The taxi stops azt a set of lights. Suddenly the deor behind her
opens and Dapiel jumps in.

DARIEL
Weren’t looking back, were you Jenes?

e |

75 INT., 3RIDGET'3 FLAT. LIVING ROOM - KIGHT

Daniel and 3ridget snogging. He begins to undress her.

~DANIEL
Silly shopes, Jones.. Very silly skirt -
Christ slilive - sbsolutely enormous LENTE.
ARIDGET

{ VERY FAST } Oh Jesus fuck fuck fuck...

{CONTINUED
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EXT. SHRFTESBURY AVENUE - DAY. 78R
The next morning. 3ridget walking up Shaftesbury Avenus. On ths
neon scregns in front of the theatre, we raad:
NEON SCREENS ‘
Monday something the somethingth. Nine
stone two. Plus 4 x 10 c.c. Cigarettas -
22... &ll post-coital.
Clcse vp on Bridget, triumphant.
g
8

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

DANTEL
That was fantastic ~ and I must must must
remember... { touches her cheek tenderly}

to put the car in the Citroen garage

.

Bridget goes to look ocutraged?. whén she realises Daniel is
lzughing. She laughs tooi gpause.a :
; I ':‘-' o L

4 4
-

BRIDGETA_ Lira .iomw

Daniel?

DENTEL
M ?

BRIDGET
What happens at the office?

DANIEL
Well you see, it’s a publishing house, so
that means pecple write things for us
end we print out all the pages znd fasten
them together z2nd make them into a book.

oo
ig23.,

Bridger gig

18]

SRIDEET

No. Do you think peoplis will notice?

-

. " DANTIEL
Notice what?

ERIDGET

Us - working together, sleeping
Tagetheyr., . ~

{CONTINUED
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CONTINUED:

DRNIET
WalL 2 second JOﬁes, slow down. Zemember -
we’re not exactly in a long-term
relaulonshlp yet. It started on Tuasday,
novw it’s Wednesday.

ERIDGET
I know that - I know. It’s just... All
ight. Forget work complication, But be
honest with me. This is a very, Very.
important guestion. What do you think of
mini-breaks?

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

| treun e
Tes. £“¥Eh 5 :
DANIEL.
I absolutely love them.
BRIDGET.
Hurray.
DANTZEL.
And let me ask you a very important
gquestion.
A Ve W
, sargore! ° 7
Right. e 5w ’

FF R T e s

DANIMM.
You were talking about the office - and I
am concerned about our relationship in
the context of work. It could put ’
pressure on it. Woul d it be all right 1% -
and absolutely say ‘ne’ if it warries you
- would it be alli lf let’s say, once a
week, I asked you not to wear any pants
to work?

) BRIDGET.
Bad mern. R2ad man.

She rolls cver on to him and they start wrestles, The
Bridget answers....

BRIDGET
B*lDGEt Jones = wanton GOddESS of
sex.... with a big, bad man bgtween he

thighs. Dad.Hi.

EXT. RAILWYRY - DRY

A high speed TRAIN roars past..

[d 4]
™

phons goes.

1
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INT. BRIDGET'S FRRENTS’ HOUSE. KITCHEN ~ EVENING g

Dad is going to pieces in some style, sitting unshaven in his
vest 2t the kitchen table with a bo= tla of whisky. The televisicn
is on in the background. Bridget has <fust arrived with a wesakens
bag &nd sat down. She still has her coat on..

Dab
Take & look at this,

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

INT. SHOPPING CHANNEL. SET ~ DAY 8

ON. TV: a Home S| _1
thehbrﬂgnélvﬁ I
He has a dee 1

hands hold ajm:§ﬁt%‘r-

Bridget

Brlauet
gbout

e P ey . ) .
1n§ Cﬁanhelﬂpresentat*au. Mother is assisting

d V1du 1l w l*muse earlier - Julian..
uq lcan 5 1mm ulately manicured
arrings...

JULIZN
..-Just over a centimeter, and genuine
dlamapte with topaz and lapis lazuli, in
a lpvely mock gold finish., The exact
re lﬂca cf those worn at Wimbledon in
1933 by the Duchess of Kent...a

MOTEER N
And albhougn they’ re.very ormate, as

‘befits  a' member.of, the: Roval’ Householid

they’'re also perfﬁcb fér day wear....

,J
1_,.;‘ e .-‘ld.:‘l"

JULIRN
(nedding meaningfully)
Absoclutely, Pamela..

is snell-shocked.

. ~ BRIDGET
Well,.. wait a minute - has Mum actually
moved out?

DAD

(. HE.NGDS} --and apparently -her and the

tangerine ti n;ed buffoon are suddenly an
item. Half our ur_ends have had them
round to bloody dimmer.

looks & bit guilty. She didn‘t cenvey her suspicions

her morhesr to her cad,

- DRD {CONT'D;]
Why, when people abandon their partners,
do tnev think it’s better “c pretsnd
thers’s no one else inveolved? Do they
ac;ualWY believe it’s less hurtful to
imagine they spent taneously decided they
couldn’t stand the sight of you anymore?

{CONTINUED
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ZONTINUEZD:

ZRIDGET
Perhaps she’s werried that you mighz., ¥Ou
know, attack him cr something.

DAD

Yes, I suppose that’s an option - I could
_slaughter the pair of them with my Black
and Decker bandsaw 1n a 51cPer11g
suburban ploodbath. She’s even uIlﬂUng
Jaundiced Julian the jewellery thief o
Una Alceonbury’s Tarts and V*ca*s part
That’s not the Pam I knew. That’s crue

BRIDGET N
Still - looking on the bright said - 2T
could be_a aolaen onoortuﬁlty If you

% t’i‘l ;ﬁr"g %l]ﬁzt‘%
e T f
S S-S A :

Will it? Trlnk she’ 1l suddenly see sense
and dump the dirtbag?

The phone rings twice, then goes onto answezr~phone. Dad goe
answer it..

MOTHER
{en answer-phone}
Hello, Daday, it’s me-ees! Just making
sure yau’re coping! Pon’ bxiopget -
there’s a lot of,chi en. hrlcagsee in the
freezer. . i

o ........... '“ v'f
: "

BRIDEET™
DON‘T PICK IT UP!....Do you want her
Back?

PR [

Dad nods.

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

_ BRIDGET (CONT'D)
Well - King. That’s how I got my m&n.

DAD
You've got 2 boyfriencd? A resl one?
Big smile and a nod.

BRIDGZT
I have Father. I have. &nd he is perfect.

-
-

13
o

g Lo

- :Dad’ s -not sure about any of this, especially the “Queen” bit.
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EXT. DENIﬁu S FIRT. LIVING EOOM - DAY. 8
A beautiful London day.

BRIDGET V.0.
Whole damn month of April gone in blur of
sex. Having boyfriend is absolute heaven.
Cf course, “there are one or two little
lifestyle changes...

INT. DANIEL’S FLAT. LIVING ROCM =~ DAY. BoR

Close on an image of a good-looking HAPPY YOUNG COUPLE punting
= —~

y uht qg iﬁ__qﬁlg?;%auren ad.

down the vzvez ?ooklng stral

surrouna*nas which 1nspm*ed John HKeats to
ite “The Eve of St Agnes”

PULL BACK TO REVERL Bridget is lecoking at a mini-brezk brochure
in her Zlat.

How does that sound Zo you?

DANIEL

‘PE*IEC*lOD. How can g Qﬁ
. perfect? It restdresﬁyaura%a T God.
M
PULL BACK TO REVEAL *"‘% /

'E".-.‘.:l" --l'w

Bridget is looking at a mini-break brochure in her Zlat. Curtein
drawn against the sunl;*ﬁt. Empty beer cans, overIlowing ashtrays
everywhere. Daniel sits on the sofa watching cricket, wlth kis
hand down Bridget’s top, nibbling nuts.

On the screen, an English bowler bowls a2 perfect leg break.

o _ TV COMMENTATOR , ]
2nd they said Tufnell had lest his spin.
How wreong they were, '

DANIEL
{turns to Bridget)
How wrong they were.

Bridget’s face.

-

EXT. _AMDS"" A0 ILADILS POWND - DAY 8

2 pastoral scene: water, trees, women zlone, or in groups. on the
grass.

(CONTINUED
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CONTIRUED:

Almest 21l tepless - except Zridget, Jude &nd Eharen sit 2t the
rperimeter fence sunbathing in bra and shorts. B Nazi pool
atrendant is shouting at people to Turn C©If Lheir moclle phones

507 Go on, how's it going. Maks us sick
with your sickly tales oI love.

T BRIDGET
It’s really nice. Every weekend we just..

SHARON
What? Pucking what?

TOM (Q. .
I ber he makes you stay 1in.

Tom ‘is banlshéd"by“ﬁbnm regﬁIEt;opém*b He JThge: side of the

fence. 3 f: gg - :‘__-.1 %
'J_mmm-’“ﬁ g _.§ A

I bet he makes you watch sport on the
telly.

ULlelY At this

Jude and Sharon stare at Bridget. She nods ver
top on her

moment, a girl comes and lies next to them with no
bikini.

SHARCHN
Chuck him,

o BRIDGETJ ST T
-Already? . 3 f ;

“Yup, fucking chuck hlm, You ve had him -
move OT.

: - BRIDGET .
'But I love him. Maybe. { FUNNY LINE }

JUDE.
Touun tlttzes.

TOM
- I bet he. eats CIisps - and DUMS his hand
-down your blouse.

BRIDGET. _
He does not!....eat crisps. He gzts
- peanuts.
A stranger -approaches him.
| STRANGER 3
Are you...? : :

~ TOM
Sod off, please,

(CONTINUED
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_ L JUDE.
#Definiteiy chuck him.

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

SHAROHN.
Story of my fucking life.

BRIDC;T
Well, I think you’'re wrong. He’s handsome
and clever and sexy and he doesn’t mind
‘that my tum’s a bit squidgy. Just you
wait - next weekend we’re geoing to do

something really good.
' "Wiglen again to shou
he nly ones stil

harn] Tol
e h Eir

' BRIDGET {CDNT 5}
0 hell, lst’s do it.

wearing bras B ¥

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

SCENE DELETED | | 8
| | % f“% fﬁ;

SCENE DELETED s 8

EXT. LONDON STREET ~ DAY. o S 9

Sunshine, blue SKK ccunles walklng arm in arm. A’'small plane
overhead trails the felleowing.

: BRIDGET’ S DIARY.
‘Saturda{ May 4. Weight ~ 8’9 - fat
absolurely falling of Daniel thrilled -
says he’s shagging me. lnto shape. Fags
11. Glasses ot wine - &. France - 15,

-England - 6.
SCENE DELETED AT e
INT. DANIEL’S FLAT. LIVING ROOM - DAY 9

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

DANIr‘L : : Co- '
Noooo! Iagzlﬁ hlm, you great wet tart!

(CONTINUED
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::;auet pouts, zemoves his hand from her Zront. SEnLIel doesn’t
really notice.

DANIZL. ~
O stop acting and get up, you rrench
pillock.
BRIDGET
No. Actually this 1s not great.
: DANIEL _
: {not really listening}
~ What? Why?
: BRIDGET
It’s angthexr Jovgly .sunny da.x;a!;;_d_ﬂ

: stuc.vf, 1n§aw H:c’hmg tgxevg.sfon
| She grabs the oﬁﬂ;&o raa.nt Emut;i* tm‘:;e* .Qol.%d.
:é N .Jhmgm J&. Ll et

Blease talk to me.

;]

Daniel looks puzzled. He moves his moutn as though ualklng to her
- and no sound ccmes out, _

~ BRIDGET {cont'd)}
I’'m not Joking. I‘ve had enough.

DANIEL
- What can I say. I’'m_a~pepapgngof wide
el . interests whlch..a.mc:}.ﬁ;dﬂ amang Gther

things, a numbex of ,,;competmtz.me sports.

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

and my rug

BRIDGET : _
Or cricket -~ or darts. Or Dutch Second
Divisicn femzle basketball.....

DANIEL. .
_Bette Van Huyten is a genlus.

BRIDGET. -
I just thought we cou‘d go away for once,
- “have & mini-break or something.

3 DANIEL
2h. AN, Hare we go. You wanted a
relationship - we have a ke¢a:10nshln,
You wanted us to spend Sundays roaeLner.__
We spend Sundays together. But now it
agnears we heve to go frolicking over
hilltops end shagging in creaky four
poster baeds. I can’t w:Lnr can I? HNo
matter how hard I try, won't be able
; : ‘keep up with this cesoerate mystical
(I . ~ romantic aaenda of yours, Bridget.

- Bridget looking shell-shocked a h..s cuubu*‘st.

. (CONTINUED.
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'
EINS

I think. it's time for phis.

Daniel maintaining the tension, dramaticelly ze
pocket, and, like z referee about to show a red
envelope from his pocket.

cnes into his
card, producss

4

fir

BRIDGET
What is 1

ot
(A%

_ DANIEL
Cpen it and you’ll find out.

Bridget looks flISt at Daniel, then the snvelope, picks it up and
cpens it. Inside she finds a brochure and reservation FOor next

week—-end at Havershott House.
ez ;m@ %

She 1 - T, 3
he looks a fﬁﬁﬁ&gﬁ_ftliﬁﬁ % ) éfrnw
a{coptid)
JustJm_we o't Mawe” ! tohasT ahd

o K2
read that frightfiul nancy-boy Keats to
each other.

!;4

P

=l
Ty

“L-‘

2

He turns up the volume on the telly.

DANIEL (CONT'D)
Foul! Filthy, dirty foul!

Bri aget) nugs him tight.

BRIDGET; =k k
Daniel, I-love..i.. 4 2 T
{she almosf'tel*s him she loves
him, but’ Stupr'hﬁfgéITT

.».love mini-breaks. But next Sunday is
the Tarts and Vicars. Y promised Dad I'd
go to Support H*m
Daniel slips his hand back down her front.
' DANIEL o
OK, it’s not far - we’ll go on to the
- Tarts and Vicars. .
She hugs him and loves him.
‘Tarts and vicars’ - Christ, they’re a
varped generation. '
CUT 70:
IXT. BRIDGET'S FLAT.- STREET - DAY o -

MUSIC: 1.0.V.E. 2L GREEN .

(CONTINUED
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CONTZINUED:

' Bridget skips cut of her flzt to where Dapiel is waiting Dy his

flash convertihle, holding the door for her. 2adisnt, she greets
Daniel with a kiss, gets im the cgar.

EXT. SUSPENSION BRIDGE - DAY : 9

An aerial of the car on a suspension bridge swoops into Bridget’'s
face. Bridget’s hesir streaming ia the wind. The perfect scarl and
dark glassés bridge shot. She tips her head back to feel the

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

| EXT. HOTEL. ORIVEWAY % DAY § “ﬁaéfp“f"g e B g

= anl bod - }""d‘ .
Bridget and Bnill e d 'oa the gar q{éigs e hotel entrance.
On‘tge hotel et adn gt papey” fe—in progress. Pictures
going on with everyone posing -~ lots of bridesmaids in hldeous

orange dresses.
INT. HOTEL RECEPTION. DARY. ' : .9

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

DANIEY g™ vy 25y
{to the zacepfiopist) j

Daniel Cleaver : idget/s Jongs. Seems
very guiet here./HreYwg tfig ofily guests?
RECEPTIONIST

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

Bridget hears a voice she recognizes.

NATASHA
I’1l do tea, you ask about the boats.

-..She turns. It’s Mark Darcy and Natasha, returning from 2 walk
outside. Natasha stays by the door to.organise tea with a waiter.

BRIDGET
Dh Jesus..

She is, amongst other things, aware of her hair.

o MAR¥ : - X )
Well, well. % take it you're zlso heading
oy et T art kery? .
=0x tae Rlconbury’s. rocxery:

- BRIDGET
Yes. That's xight.

. S

{CORTINUED
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. ~ 'MARK _
I brouan; Natasha - get a bit of work
done - -thought I mignt make it a not

entlLeiy wasted weskend.

DANIEL
How interesting. What a gripping lifs vou
lead. (to Bridget) I’ll see you upstairs
in a minute.

Mark and Bridget lef: looking st each other.

¥

EXT. HOTEL LAKE. DAY. E

On the lake, in a rowing boat, Mark and Natashz. ”he¥ loox
straight Oﬂt*ﬁfxa Rﬁrph Laﬁg§“*§araibgu!““35n
1..-.. ’ » g bl "r-—'g
n a ATABH g
ﬁi iia?f‘tﬁa;:;CJSGJILGQ

in the aaposxtlon they made cn August
J0th.

(L o )

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

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

He steps off his boat as” 1tudraws level and as he does so, it
tips and he falls in. B#iduet 1aughs An delight.

,-la::.n.
Back in Mark’s boat.

- _ -~ NASTASH2
So childish.
MARK
. Yes.
INT. HOTEL. SUTTE - | EVENING ‘ a | 3

'Chln;z, four-poster. Daniel and B*laget in hotel Dathfobes

;atcn:ng snocker with curtains drawn. His hand is down her
Ient...

DANIEL
No! Noooo! You great wet pussy!

‘He rsaches for his cigaretteés, pockeu is emnuv

-~ Do me a favour, Bridge. Go and ger . ms a
packet oI gigarettes. :

| BRIDGET
Get them yoursalf.

{CONTINUED
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~Mark:. Darcy is..coming up the . 5t€D55 2
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“he bed, pulls on his clothes.

DANIEL
"0, but you‘re 2 tough, modern wcman.

INT. HOTZL. CORRIDOR - EVENING. . SBA

As he waiks aiong the corridor, threes brldesmalas in bridesmaids
dresses sprint past him, chased by a man in dressing gown.

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

CNE BRIDESMAID

T!
But I'm youv 51SE§§vmﬁ\ P Eamie o

3 5 iﬂéhASJN -
Even Eetﬁ:e:}«. %, _M-v% 'q.' g‘ uﬂ i
\r\-».._.—-u_ ..L-\-—-—d

S5he keeps on running.

NLE R

EXT.'HOTEE. STEPS - EVENING ' 3
Daniel comes out, ogenlng the pack of cigarettes, *wgh“*ng up,

inhaling deep. ew weddlng guests walk by him. He flicks open
his mobile pnane.

. it /
Call you can’ t :iake Eﬁpm,@;be_b.apm"

DANIEL
0, . 1Lst go fuck yourself, Darcy.

. MARK
Such a command of the language - the

literary world is very lucky teo have you
at its helm.

-As he aoes, a. 14 year old Bridesmaid comes. up behlna Daniel. .

- YOUNG BRIDESMRID
EXcuse .me, :

v DANIE
- Yes?

’ BRIDESHAID '
You. mon’* by any chance have any cocaine
on you, do you? -

L DANIEL
No, sorry. :

(CQNTINUED
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' Sllénce These two really don‘t like each other. Mark walks awaY-'



e
oMY

180

101

Pitch darknegsm -w—w, T‘E - :
.. . Dan15 % ? g ?E‘ -i

SORTINUED:
' BRIDESMARID
Thet’ s ockay.

she tuzns to join an 11 year cld usher who emexges
pillar,

- BRIDESMAID (CONT'D)
Nah....

SCENE DELETED

INT. HOTEL. SUITE - NIGHT

—r

pL PR

. DANIEL
Yes, Bridget.

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

. - : DANIEL _

*I'm serzy about that. Couldn' help
mffmyself. _ ; fj 'Y 4~% ;ﬁﬁﬁ
BR ) 5 T

In many parts of thekwo:&dw Ihnﬂuld 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 Brltaln taday.

BRIDGET '
I agree, I can never understand. why the

Prime Minister doesn’t mention it more in |

speeches. “Come to Britain, visit

vaucklngnam Pzlace, ~see the Changing of -
the Guard and do unspeskable ,nlncs in
bed to each other without having four
hanas cut off.”

. - DANIEL. X o
“You should write vo him about it.
P - " BRIDGET o -
I intend to....{ PAUSE } Daniel - do vyou
love me? S . _ _
DANIEL

- Shut up or.I ’11 de it again..

Le?
Ly

from hehind

{CONTINUED
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“PRUSE
BRIDGET
Do you love me?
- DANIEL
¥You asked for it.
EXT. HOTEL. DRIVEWRY - NIGHT _ 10z

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

INT. HOTEL. SUI?E ~.DAY-M R T T Sl o ooy 103

\F"

Langu idl y sTriptcpe ut £0 oudh an but ﬂincs an enmby space
in the bed bewide Tﬁ;ﬁ Site sits up with 2

start, Iearznq the worst..

e,

WHAT SHE SEES. Danlel is sitting in s chair opposite the bed. He
is dressed and he’s been waltlng for her to wake up.

DANIEL . . )
I have to go back to town. A meeting’s
come up. :
. BRIDGETx*m e P
On a Sunday? “ﬁ_ﬁ.g coERT %

| i yd
The meeting s fl*st %ﬁgng temorxow but I
: need to work on some figurss.

BRIDGET _
_ ' {devastated} :
Now they’ll 2ll think I’ve made you up. (.
she pleads } We could just pop in to the
party, leave early..

Bridget stares at hlm

o DANIVL o _
I really. am sSorry. I just can’'t go ~ I
have to head bacx :

Little pause.

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

fie stares at;ner.
- . BRIDGET (cont’d]

Because I don’t see what could be so
. important. o

{CONTINUED .
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 She is aghas

CONTINUID:

) DANIZL
CI course you don’t!

He gets to his feet..

DANTEL
Because yeou don’t have the faintest
bloody idea of ]ust how much trouble the
company is in!

She stares at him,

: DANIEL {cont’'d)
Rll you ever do is swan_in your short
skirt and see-through blcouse =znd fanny
around____s;r.,.‘.n press zeleases

S RIDGET

The company has been losing money in the

- UK. This meetln isn‘t a case <f “blah,

" blah, have geard the one about Salman
and L.ha sna e ~ it’s bottom line stuff.
The Americans have flown in, that’s how
serious it is. We could all be shut down
tomorrow.

She cawm’t speak.

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

-

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

BRIDG:.T
Is this Decause. of Mark Darcy"

- DANIEL
: (Maybe it isy : :

: _Nan - he’ 's-just adds to - no =~ ‘look. r1l
arrande Ior a car to collect you from the
marty, tzke you back to town. I you have
To travel alone - travel in style. -

She allows nim to comfort hexr.

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

[& 1
il

[
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EXT. ALCONBURY'S HOUSE. DRIVEWAY -~ DRY. : 10¢

Kisses B

le, et goodbye. 3She
the bunny ou

b

Daniel drives up in the convert
3

S
steps out. She is now periect in

_ DANIEL o
It’s seriously no wonder bunnies have so
many children.

He watches a5 she walks up the driveway. She can fe2l his eyes on
her, gives him a cute wiggle of her tazi.. = .

EXT. ALCONBURY'S HOUSE. GARRDEN -~ DAY. ' 105
the hi-fi, 1

Julie London’ IgM
buffet is la t ny ©f the guests
from the Turkey fufr he three Blue

' m-0 #eand in exactly the

Velvet ralatis
same position.

Bridget, the rabbit, makes an entrance. It is immediately
apparent that she is the only guest-wear;ng_fancywpress. People
gawp at her, and for a brief moment, a kind of hush descends.

. UNA ALCONBURY
Bridget! : :

i - BRIDGET ... oom. sy
‘Where zre the rggf of the Tarts? And
Vicars. Ty . ;

—i Y L
_ : &
. ond Arcirhuger =
Oh, dear. Didn’t Geoffrey call vou? . .
Geoffrey didn’t you telephone Colin and
Bridget?

GECFFREY ALCONBURY
] {locoming up drunk)
How’s my little Eridget?
squeezing her tail)

. ._PE":P, parp. .
_ . UNA ALCONBURY
__ deoldlyy - :
Geolirey..

- GECOFFREY ELCCNBURY
Well, T got one of those ruddy .
‘answerphone thinghummies. So wheze’s this
Chap of yours, then? -

E “BRIDGET
He Rad to work. ‘ -

L - GEQFFREY ALCONBURY | o
Ha! A likely tale. Off they run - weeeseh!

{CONTINUED
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.Bridget. looks erouncd and sees Mark Darcy and Natasha, both
looking Immeculate, standing with Mark’s Mum and Dac. They
inspect Bridget. :

BRIDGET
0 God.

Geoffrey Rlconbury continues to fuss embarrassingly over Bridget

in her bunny costume.

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

MARK
Yes. { long beat |} Yes.

- Slapping .GEOMREY E “hand awe YRL L GET’s tadl,
“'Bridget 3 i 131

5 MD >
muich Home Shdpp
chandelier -

D

nens and wearing so
ittkrs like a
‘infov..

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

'BRIDGET
That was actually the point.

wu., . MOTHER s~

.;)Say Hi tp.Jull?n;.rﬂhgwug o
BRIBGEE © ;7

i { ll‘it__.p': .ﬂﬂ_“f E=lTIe T4
My dear, you and ydur mother - could be
5lsters. And what a lovely bracelet. What
I c2ll an 2ll-rounder. The sort of thing
you can wear with anything, to any

~occasion. And aren’t those sapphires a
lovely f£inishing touch? :

Hi Julian.

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

. MOTHER A '
Yes - he’s behaving very bizarrelX, I
think he was actually tIying to Ilirt
with Penny Husbands-Boswortf. Poor thing ~. =
she got very frightened - she’s only just
-~ had ner ovaries done. :

Bridget looking =z 1i
and drift away. As they go...

- JULIAN o
- I don’t know what you eéver saw in him.

-

':'{CDNTINUBD

little guilty here... Mum & Julian ‘spot someone

[
1§11
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CONTINGED: (2) | ) 105
MOTHER
Shush. Zad man!
EXT. RLCONBURY'S HOUSE. GBRDEN - DAY. 106

Bridget walks towards Una AlGOHerI standing by the barbecue, .
helping Mark Darcy to two plate~-fulls, 2ridget freezes, turns 180
degrees, but Una nas spotted her.. Coe

UNA ARICONBURY »
Ah, Bridget, there you are! Don’t worry -
you’re not the only one. This is Penny.
GeoIfrey didn’t get in touch with her

either. :
It"s the samé npyd whesain gBriQQegL%'Da‘ forget at the
Turkey CurrygBulfef® = g ¥R % E
I R '3 ; hed \gl b B ...“‘ a

Sorzy? P::.NNY._ :

_ ~ UNA ALCONBUORY . .
I was just saying - Geoffrey didn’t
contact you eilther to tell you that the
Tarts and Vicars concept had got ocut the
window. '

-PENNY
NN T A e

!

e z o,
. UNR—BLCONBURY .~
O right. Lovely/dkesss Vemy 4metic.

1

Yes, he did.

Ty

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

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

Hearing the name, Mark Daréy turns..

, . MARK
Daniel Cleaver

o UNA ' ALCONBURY .
Oh, is he a friend of yours, Mark?

MBRK
Absolutely not.
UNA ALCONBURY .
e he’s good enough for ocur little
et.. o ’

She winks st Exridget..

" (CONTINUED
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\' . ' ) MO RK : o
I think I cen say, with totvzl coniidences,
absolutely not. '
BRIDGE
{flashes) : )
And I'm sure he'd say the same about you
given your past behaviour..
Mzrk locks incredulcus, wounded. .
MARK
Sorry?
} v . B%ZDuET
| You kpow well what I me;n*" 5
i o ‘;1
; e v
. t 3%1 §_
Mark -
Natasha sweeps across the lawn..
NRTRSHA {cont’d}] .
Your mother was just telllng me about how
she mer your father, Aren’t they lovely.
- : Mark is taken away, leaving unfln*shed business with Brldget.

Bridget =ﬁ§ncs alone.

. . ""' B a’»""": v
- - -She notites a swirl of smoke Coml;% frcm.behlnd one of the
topiary hedges.

= .—«’.o - #

‘She looks behind ‘and flﬁd% g%{ ﬁatﬁer, 51tt1ng on an ornamental
-toad stool, dressed as a vicar. She approaches him.

L - - _ BRIDGET
' They didn’t teil you either.

He shakes his head.

. DAD
Though I didn’t spend as much as Bﬂrna“u,
thank God.

Sitting alone in 2 corner is Bernzrd, the terrible relative,
dressed in full regalia as the_arcnblsnou =54 Cantevourv Bridget
notices that her Zather’'s besen crying.

~ BRIDGET
Dad! I'm sozr

~DAD
The way she looked at me,

BRIDGZT

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

(CONTINUED
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presses the buzzer again..

3]
L3

CONTIRUZD: {2} Ny 106

DAD
Is it? I don’t know. I'11 tell you how
see it. You meet someone and you feel
some sort of combination of lust and
tenderness znd czll it love, and then you
marrI them and find out what they'ze,
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 ruefurl
tamaraderie... and basically you have two
choices; to go throu?h the whole cabcodle
again with someone =lse - or you settle
for the one Kou’ve got, and heope to
trudge together towards the grave with
some vestige ¢f dignity. And that was

what I was_hoping for, you gee, befo
th;s§15¢=§?3§yu§p5§ﬁ§&§%§’§Eﬂﬁ%ﬁiﬁa

_ & I i 3
Let’ shaa i‘%IEE 4 U_ﬁ_—-{ £

|

BERNARD
Mind if I join you.

BRIDGET
Please do.

BERNARD -
{ . TO A BUSH } Come on, Shirley. We're
leaving. b e Qﬁ%

: . b "4 ¥ ',_;; . . ;
Shirley, 55, comes oot from b?hipﬂ the bush - the-mcst graphic -

3 R ar 5"""1- ] £ o
prostitute of them-all.’ )™ R o s
. SHIRLEY ' '
Evening. o
CUT TO:
EXT. DANIEL'S FLAT. STREET - DAY o - 107.

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

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

-DANTEL
‘{on entrypnone) - e
I'm just on the phone to New York. I'1ll
mest. you in the pub in £ive minutes.

. : BRIDGET

Ckay. -

She turns t©o walk away, then-su§denlyfstops. Turns back. She
looks up at the window, he’s loocking out. At Daniel’s door, the

-{CONTINUED
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DANIEL
. {cn entryphone}
Bridget...

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

r

m

:
i.
|
1
i
:
;
;

i ' DANIEL
: Up you come. .

Silence. Then...

The door is buzzed open.

. }’:i i '}.‘.’ . ﬁ '-w——q: i -
;g:;%VIﬁG‘BOO§§€EDA§r i~ ] los
% F ¥ : 2 |
l Daniel opensMi dgu;%tcﬁﬁf&dget. E ?em ; prégd~sheets spread

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

T

108 INT. DANIEL’S

Mgt

39

2]

U

' DENIEL N .
Sorry, I'm really in the thick of it.
BRIDGET C
I know. I just wanted to see a friendly
_ face. .
.Y

EEL ™ o, ey,

Tell gou wnat, why.donit you let me
finish th%s,hwh;%gﬂ. uggofhomgébhaveozls
ong hot bath wi t8 of seothing

in Tt and 1711 datl Tountly 708% fog
inner,.. '

Bridget’s face brightens. It’s a good idea, Then sudderly, C.S a
SOUND, as if someone is meving around in the next room.

BRIDGET
Is there scmebody here?

DANIEL - _ _
‘Not... a5 far as I know, Unless a Bosnian
“family have moved in, without *21ling me.

Bridget stares zv him. Then, befores he= can stqp.her;_ihe syrxdes
through to the bedroom, {lings open the closed door. There's no
one there. She sits down. E :

e T et

BRIDGET .
frueful) . o o
Sorry - I'm going a bit mad. I’m getting
all confused aboft everything suddenly.
My Mum is dating Roger Moopre - my Dad has
turned from my Dad into m{, I don’t know,
' Son or something -~ suddenly it’s time for
me to take care of my parents. And every
: time I sit down my tail goes ever so
N ' - ..slightly -up my bottom. -

‘(CONTINUED
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. DANIEL ) _
Sorrv, my little Bun. I Late it wWnen
tnlncs go up your bottom. But &s you C&n
sea - have . got a lot done. In fact, 1

wouldn’t mind anocther hour.

BR.ﬁ- .JC.!....
Fine - fine. I°1l go home and de-bunny.
By the way - you know last night when 1
said I loved you - I didn’t mean It.
was be1ng irenic.

i
i
1
i
i
i
t
i

DANTIEL
Of course.

She kisses him tenderly. As she walks to the door; she sStops in
her tracks. .4 “'—‘m P Thrsen

gg- sic ;2 egpeég"ve ﬁgshmere, carefully

'WHAT SHE SEE
draped aroun

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

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

? - 103 INT. DANIEL’S FLAT DRTHROOM — DAY . ; ' - . - 108

) RSN U i )'""”1

= ' IN THE BATHROOM: a tnll,:ﬁé g; quda Ystark naked, perched Oon
the edge of the bath. Waurz & gnet“suecs, peruSLng a book of

r3pread—sheets.

DANTETI:
(behind Bridget) )
This 1s Larz, from the New York office.
- Lara, this is Bridget.

LARA
{big phoney smile}
Hey, there..

They just stare st each other.

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

i
1
i
i
H
{

10 EXT. LONDON - STREETS. DAY. 110
'A-botally dazed B?laaeL, walking throudh the streets. Total
silencs o . _

111

TNT. BRIDGET’S FLAT. KALLWAY — DAY.

}—
=
pod

' She iets herself into the flat.
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113
L

114
115
|
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[

-

131A INT. SPIDGTT’ S TIXT - ZATHROOM ~ DAY ' 1:1k

Bridget sits in the bath crying.

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

) GLENN CLOSE
I'm single and I‘m 36.

. isg T ' tub with a knife
ik of R sing e remote. o
e bhdhe #n iglspg s¥ar te talk. Cut round
marnines = in 3 aifrferent locations.

2 few minutes later.

Cut to the fidwm,a
in her hand. iBrii

Pause. She p
the various EMNSwe

BRIDGET
Hello, .
INT. TOM‘S FLAT. THONE - DAY. 113

Each flat characterised in miniature round the phone } - the
ansaphene clicks on.

BRIBGET

‘It’s Bridget.

INT. JUDE’S ‘FLAT. PHON

114
- an ansaphone again..... _
.~ BRIDGET 0.5

As prophesied by wise friends...
INT. SHARON‘S ELAT. PHONE - DAY. - - 15
.~ ansaphone again.

. - BRIDGET 0.85.

Daniel Cleaver turns out to be total...
And continue to cut between the three machines.

znd utter / King of Puckwittage. / Call -

me, Please, - :
ZXT. BRIDGET’ S FLAT. LIVING ROOM - DRY. - 118

She is looking massively unwilling to go in. to work. She finishes
ah

& cigarette and stops by & .newsstand to light amnother one.

(CONTINUED
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LT NEews

uys & paper fgr conscolation. She opens 1T ©p TS & IIG NE
feature -~ “Aging-Working Women - Zmptyv Nests -~ 3Barren Womps.U D
ad.
CCT TO:
INT. BRIDGET'S OFFICE. GENERRL OFFICE - DRY 118
Perpetua, as uswal, is on the phone.
PERPETUA '
Good. Good. Good. Good. How much? (pause;

Hot 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: andgLég;E? ﬁﬁESent.fﬁEra‘ﬁf“ﬂéEﬁiﬁg over Daniel’s

shoulder, ok fes ) sgxéadgneeﬁ Daniel is clearly
laving it unfIl tcthEBrl “’cxeﬁé 2 .
‘{i v‘k & T 27 A B 4 bt

INT. BRIDGET'S OFriCE. GENERAL OFFICE ~ DAY, o 120
Bridget is typing listlessly. Suddenly Daniel is there.

. DANIEL
‘Bridge, please - we really nead to talk.

INT. BRIDGET'S OFFICE. D&HIEL’S QEF &, - DAY. . ' 121

!'*
-A.u.-uw

As- Bridge; enters Danleiwa. ffica, qupetua looks up- knowingly
and perhaps worried for} Bridget, thgbggcws something’s awry wlth
these two. Bridget pretends To be totally oblivious te the
51tuatlon. She has a cllpboard on her knee.

BRIDGET
. There’s been a good response to the Teddy
‘Knows Best teaser campaign. Had various
" local radia blds for auther jnterviews.

DANIEL .
Lock, Bridge — stop that. I feel so
. terrible. The thlng is - Lara and I -
© well, you know. ' '

_ ERIDGET
No . ~-you’ll have to fill me in.

_ DANIEL o
The tr th 1s... we're tne-same, Bridge,

ou and I - £Wo people of a certain age

ooking _Dr«hhe moment to commit end
flnalng 1T very hard. ‘And I think in the
end it’s got LD be scmething
extracrdinary, something which makes us

o that extra mile - and, well... I *hlnk

ara and being American and somﬂthln to’
do with confidence and being SO, wel
young, you know...

(CONTINUED
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; -BRIDGET
What a&re you saying, Danizi?
DANTIEL
We’ve became very close.
BRIDGET _ .
- But you’ve only just met her. She flew in

yesteraay

r

Then 3

ot

slowly dawns on hsr that %his Z=n

BRIDGET (CONT’ D)
Oh, Silly Bridget. You haven'% only just
met her.

»qm-..»_,ia -’.a--» AN-IH ‘-'3‘""""""4-‘ ""-\:, *nf""“"

e Lol kngw gachgothe* rnfty-' 11
-..men%sg"q\(s W v;g 2 O féfgcg .
“!.J _...-.N.--—-—J

BRIDCPT

DANIEL
Fuck - there’s no easy way t0 say this,
but I wanted you to be the first to
know. . . .that we’re engaged.

INT. BRIDGET'S OFFICE. GENERAL OEEICE.: DAY -
Bridoet back at her desk. rfozgn The phcne goes.
up, iike an autcmaton. son/Dorls d
screen may be split fo thes nﬁﬁﬁ% Aversations.

IET. BRIDGET' S O ?ICE}_MARKETING OFFICE — DAY.

SIMON FROM MARKETING
Hello, Bridget - it’s Simon from
Marketing.

BRIDuET
Helle, S_mon

STMON FROM HARKHTTNG
. I've just heard that Danny boy's engagsed -
' no wonder he’s locking so chipper - Just
wanted to be the first to say -
“CODQT tulations.” Well donme, babe,

really hit the jacknot
- ;-ERLDuL.
-Thank you.
She hancs up ~ the phone goes again.

‘A

v the case.

122

She picks it
ay movie, the
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BRIDGET'S OFFIiCEZ. SARLES OFFICE - DAY =21

DAVE ¥20OM SRLES
Heilo, Miss Jones - it’s Dave from Sales.
Tom’s just told me. { MOCK ITALIF )
Congratoolationees - who would have
rhought 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.

24

INT. 5RID¢E§§§:2£*§EE§'5§§EEEW%EEXCE*~*§Eﬁﬁ 4 I 125

. : E 5 A 7]
MBIV CET . RN

BRIDGET o
Before you go any further, Bernie, do you
think it might be helpful for me to polnt
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 better tell everyone that the next
persen who rings me I will personally
castrate. i f

_ GREE |
'O right. Sorry.qut

BRIDGET
That’s okay. Have a nice day.

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

INT.

Half

] , ~BRIDEET (CONT'D) -
Right - you son of a bitch, Get your
fucking Iacts straight - I'm not getilng
married - on the contrary, I‘m going off
~ to a pet store to buy an alsatian to eat
~me later this evening. S

MICHEREL'S FLRT. PHONE = DAY | o - 126
she screen is now filled with Michael ‘Teﬁdies Knows 2est’.
. MICHAEL
(hesitantly)

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

(CONTINUED
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. SRIDGET
Exceilent. Just excellent.
SCENE DELETED | 1263
INT. BRIDGET’S FLAT. LIVING ROOM ~ EVENING _ 121

Bridget, sitting alone, half way through & bottle of vodka. She
rings the friends again, trying to joke through +he despazir.

. BRIDGET
Helleo. Tr...Me again...desperzte nevw
development.,.. ' :

H FLU 4 gwe g :_""""""‘-
i Y 3 ASwWER BRcATH E__
Am mow an ‘E%tal c%’spalr and sudoeniy see

. advantage of suicide / in manner of
Marilyn Monrce.

Once agéin,--wf_:gt go d:%e en he_“ma"_ ines.

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.
Rot to worrfabout me as vodka is

_ raspbax:r¥ flavourad arxd & efQre at
-moment of death . will still! be getting
recommended daily ampunt of vitamin C.

. F B . . " . . . . . .
s . y f, i.,j .,.‘ F . ¥ L L] . ’ .
Bridget puts down the réceive¥ and disselves into tears.

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

Cut te a mysterious hand putting a plug in & 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.

‘Mysterious hand leads _flex to plug in a - second plug into a plug

fouzway.

Bridget again. Looking a2t the photos. Tears plopping down hex

cheeks. The photos all reveal z pattern. There is a tendency in
each one for her to be happier than the boys are - she’s hugging

one, She’s focling around on a beach with a2nother ~while the
“boyfriend in shades looks reserved. She's a girl who loves her
boyiriends. Can’t help being herself.

-

Walking feet ¢rag umnrolling red rdund flex-holding thing along a

night-time road.

Bridget again.

{CONTINUED
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Back to Bridget. She suddenly hears thes sound cf a slightly tacky
80s style svnthesizer...... 1t begins to play & Tune sne doesn’ T
recognise. Then the song itself starts — beattifully sung, though
it has to be said, not perhaps as impossibly high as the original
fddie Holman version:

CTOM
“Hey there Lonely Girl
Lonely Girl ‘
Let me make your broken heart like new.
Hey there, leonely girl
Lonely girl _
Don’ ty iggawé thisgonely-boy lopvesr—=—

you.”% 2 gé 2, 3

- ' : . .
i s¥flo ihtd& the reet ~ and there
in the light'cast Dy a street lamp 1s Tom. 1t 15 his first public
performance for a decade. He wears a sharp black suit.

N

He then introduces his backing singers -

: TOM {(CONT'D)
I apclogise zbout this bit.

Out of darkness, Jude and Sharon appear and sing, not very

tunefully into the mike..., 6 ,
. ' A e A )

-JUDE“F‘§HE$ON? -

. Ever since he-b:bhh“tﬂfr Heart”,
You seem so lostl, } ot . Swet
Each time you pass my way...

TOM :
think that‘s all we. can take oI that
sc he takes over again )
how I long to take your hand,

And say, don’'t cry ., .
T'1)l kiss your tears away, your tears
away.

O

"By ‘this time, & crowd-is gathering.and most of the windows 1n the

street have been thrown open and people. are ‘watching.

Tom whacks his way through the high pitched chorus. And comés o
-an.end. Zridget L5 grinning with glse -

suddenly someone shouts.

: . TOM'S EAN
Pley ‘Paintved Lady’.

TmoM
- Never! : - -

This cry taken wp by sveryone - ‘Painted Lady! Painted Lady! -

. is :
‘and suddenly camp Tom can’t resist the czy of the his so-long-
ni3 - : _

denied public.

(CONTINUED
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TOM (CONT'D}
Q, all r:ight then.

And kicks straight into the famous opening chords oI elighties

classic Dalntea Lady, as memorable as those opening bars of

‘Tainted Love’

INT., BRIDGET’S FLAT, LIVING ROOM - NIGHT. 1238

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

BRIDGET
Thank you very much Tom. That was very

¥ % WF"“% :’“1 e ey

: i %
OM 's . 1t
W KI& j etne ﬂ
babes: ncof"and‘“lng;e woﬁé ei
30s - together forever

SHARON
Absolutely. I know we’re all ﬂsychotlc
and complately dysfunctional - especially
you Judej~ but it s a bit like a family.
--isn‘t 3it?

ST BRIDGTT
. Yup. $

i i

TS l
”_I
o,

| SHRRON 33 7
_Slngle and proug ¢f L+ ﬁﬁe.ﬁ;m

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

' . SHARON
Obvicusly.
INT. BRIDGET’S FLAT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT. - 130
. BRIDGET O.S. _ :
CBug. 15. Weight - who cares, ~ rat as me.
Cigarettes - lots =~ hurrah!. Vodka -

teensy weensy bit. Everzing sschuperb.
lee coulden be better. Qoof.

,Shé;tips over. . .

Blackness. Snoring. Then more blackness. Then mirds, then-souncs
fe. Then 2 snippet of a song. Then.. :

. BRIDGET 0.5. (CONT'D)

Fuck. Fuck. -

(CONTINUED
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M

More blackness. Sound «f the Fastenders theme tune and iots ©
cther recognizeable tv theme tunes -~ American and _
British. Then sound accelerates ~ like the end of Day in the Lif
of Sergeant Pepper, with little fragmerts of stuff.

After the longest black screen in the history of the cinema...

BRIDGET'S O.S5.
October 16. found diary. 3ehind sofa.
Must be more careful in F].h.urm

CUT TO see Bridget pulling the diary out from & crack in the
sofa. She then goes back to watching the television - a trashy

game show.
DRI
Have ﬁrﬁ%tﬂ?ﬁ?
in t r tid v¥cuumd, ¥ wikl Shrow
myse

] »ﬁ work n*:manne'q of] gzabeti@ 1
and B2 ¥ Pnfond-itive o werk
in televislon. Always preferred it to
books anyway - everyone knows E.R. is
great and Ben Okri is a boring arsehale.
V. commited. V. cptimistic.

INT. INTERVIEW BORRD #1 ~ DAY. 131

INTERVIEWER { V/0)
Why do you want to;b '-n.,ual’amision?
LTy
I deepl BRIQ@%’}’ , ggé t
‘I'm ‘dee oo e cating to
the pL}bEl)cr th nzta‘*t‘ﬁe‘s%%zrg nt in-depth
news and political agenda.

INTERVILW:.R ( V/0 )
What do you think of Bill Gates7

| BRIDGET
Who?
INT. GYMNASIUM - DRY | | - 1312
'MUSIC. IT’S A SHRME. DETROIT SEINNERS.

-BI"dGEt and Sh?."'O‘l on exercise nicycles, side by side. Bridget is
c:yc ing so slowlv, tha wheels are barsly turn:s.ng ' :

. BRIDGET
. .8haz, Is it becezuss I'm overweight that
" things never work ocut? -
© SHARON

{deadpan)
Yes, R

(CONTINUED
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ra@use - .they bDoth roar with laughter - they both zoar with
laughter. The :;:s; s5ign oI recovery.
) ‘BRIDGET
No, but seriously...?

SHARON

122 SCENE DLLETED ' . 132
~ 1322 SCENE DELETED 1322
| sy > %
133 INT. LNT:‘RVIM ) 133
i
. \'
Why QQ you want to be in televisian?
. ) BRIDGET
I'm passionately committed to
communicating with children. They ars the
futurﬂ .
INTERVIEWER 2 { J/O }
Do ycu have any children of your own?
A
. BRIDGET #q}
Chrlst no - yucc 5 rry
1334 INT. GYMNASIUM - DAY 1332

CUT ON to 3 hours later. A vnry hot Bridget is sL.:.l1 on the
cycle. It’s night-time. She’s totally zlone in the big room..

- 'GYM PERSON
We’re just about to close.

o BRIDGET -
Fine, Fine. I'm done.

'She SuEDS o;f the machine and collapses, her ‘egs comuleue3y
“defeauea by 6 hours cycllng.

=
Lut
-9

134 1INT. INTERV I W qORRD w3

o " RICHARD FINCH { V/0}
-~ Why do you want to be 1q television?

BRIDGET )
be honest w1th you?

t-i

'Can

R RICHARD FINCH @ V/O )
Go-on tnsn....

{CONTINUED -
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BRIDGET
3ecause I like watching telly and I
thought it mlgh* be fun and glamourous
and because I've got to leave my <uzrent
job because I shagged my boss.

Cur roLnd for the ﬁlrst time o see the interviewer ~ Rigchard
Finch. Big, round diamond - a great bully with a great sense of
humour. Pause. A set behind him says ' Sit-Up Britain’

) . RICHARD FINCH.
Fair enough - start on Monday and we’ll
se2 how we go....

Huge smile from Bridget - she’s on her way. Finch stands and

-walks away - then turns back - he has an important paint o

explam *,é—-"-».ﬁ ":""""'"")-L .}T ! "1!""'""‘1 r*-r-“i
: &

no-one ever gets sacked for shagging the
.boss, That’s a2 matter of lePClp e,

ScENE DELETED 133
SCENE ﬁELB TED , 136
:S_CEHE..DELETE\D - 4—-— fﬂiﬁ_ ~y | 137
S ‘Tffﬂi_jijﬁ;fav;f o .
SCENE DELETED R | 138
SCENE DELETED : '-_  - ! | Ii 134
SCENE DELETED y R | 140
‘SCENE ‘DELETED . ;-_f. S | - '_ 141
INT. BRIDG ET.S oé Ica.'GEﬁERAL'OFFxCE - DAY 1- S 142

Deruatua bLsties hrouuh the cffice on hex way %o hev own ringing
hone. Bridget is slttlng at her desk Typing away. She’s ignorin
1nSSAGE ﬁrNDTNC _ . :

Dan T is on_tne_ph&ne, but'iooking out =zt Bridget.

_ "PERPETUR :
Vns Yas. Yes, No! I don’* bELlEVE itt
Everyone - stop what you’ re acwng. Very -

~lmportant announcement'!

{MORE)

(CONTINUED
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PEAPETUR (cont 'd)

{dramatic znnouncemsnt oo )
2ntire office - they &ll lock
- s } ”
We have bought Drayton Gardens. It is

ours!
Everyone applauds. Daniel walks past.

' .DANIEL
My heart, it scars like an eagle.

- {under breath to Bridget)
Keep up to date with your e-mail will
you, Jones?

She checks the computer.

BRIDGET' 5 COMPUTER
Your wike nuteustswarlzing RE IR

Wefreed o dalk Plaa59mcome 11?0 my *
ic
ﬁl,___ SEViSIE

Z43 INT. BRIDGET’S OFFICE. DANIEL'S OrriCt =~ DAY 143

5 DAHIEL . o B
Bridge, I know it’s been difficult for
both of us recently...

'QBrlcget remains SLlent._

' DANIE (COH?.D) e

It’s just-that with Fata and I.,I got
 Swept away = Ssweép awangyfhc pe I
suppose. But -wal: grisly t”uth

isL.. I'm sudderily 1 gdree e sure,
. BRIDGET
Pardon? '
DANILL

I just wondered - if we m_gnt ]usL have -
ou know - just dinner, perhaps.
an*ealb‘y expensive - to punish me, Or,
of course, Kentucky Fried Chicken - to
Dunﬂsn me. What do you think?

‘EéuSe.ngldget s_face.'Inscrutable.

- _ DANIEL (CONT‘D) _
Bridget. Can you ever forgive me?

He gets up and closes the door beshind hex.
. _BRIDGET -
Yes - Daniel I think I can. I‘m SOrry
ihings zre complicated wirth lovely Lara —

I'm Pretiy familizr with how nerm*ex*nc
the ups and downs o‘ love'can De

"He’s pleased.

{MORE)

{CONTINUED
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3RIDGET (cont'd)
3wt I think I'1l giwve dinner & misS, _
begause the reason I came iIn here was In
fact not to rake over our sordid past,

- but to hand in my notirce.
She hands him an envelope. Her notice.
DANIEL

oh...come on, Bridge. I know it’s besn
awkward as arse - but there’s no ne=ad to

leave.
'BRIDGET -

i'm afraid there is. I've been offered a
jeb in television. '

. BANIEL .
{ scogiigl. 5 TELeFT¥ion?

mugzéi -

Yes - gt Boe. s

straightaway. In facrt,
about... 3 minutes.

- DANIEL
Well, now hold it right hhere, Miss Jones
- 1 hate to 1nform you, but L ‘n*nk by
‘contract, you’'rs expected to give at
least six week’s notice..

: BRIDGET

I know, but I thqughy hé%ca any
belng in. so mﬁch ca uldn t
‘really miss’ the fannies

‘around with pxe frele;sxkuana-gsea—
through top.

8ridget gets up to leave. Daniel is left speechless as she opens

the door, ta find Perperua has been listening.

. DANIEL
Bridget....

Bridget spins round, a thunderous look..

: BRIDGET .
-What?

_Pezpetua moves up next to Brlagnt.

DERPETUA -
I want to hear this. Because iI she gives
one -inch, I'm geing to fire her bo

~little bottom nnywav for bsing tot ily
spineless, o :

. ) © BRIDGET
{ to Daniel } What?

(CONTINUED
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DENIZIL,,

. P N . o -
I Just think you should know that there
are lets ¢f prospects here Zor a talent
person -

The marketing department - led by Simon - all four guys who rang
about the engagement -~ have just turned up for & meeting.

just give me a minute, Simon...

-SIMON
Right-ho, Boss Man.
_.  DANIEL
- lots of prospects Ior a person wWho
perhaps fer personal reasons has peen
slighy

3

A e L
r%ghige-é 5&\_;’ N
BN TS B B
_ BRIDGET _ )
Well, thanks, Daniel. That is yery good
.to know. But, if staying here means
‘working within 10 yards of yeou, frankly
I'd rather have a job wiping Saddam
Hussein’s arse.

CVETLOOREYOTBLessTORA Y S f*gfﬁi

Bridget thin

Cut to Daniel’s. secretary - very happy: Simen and his-guys

‘holding in their amusement - the music.is beginning to swell..
: BRIDGET 7 {CONT*p)y ™.

{ TO PERPETUA ) THanks for calFing my

bottom bon by ~tiye way., 7
Yr, Y;ﬂT! 3_§ o e
"PERPETUA '
You’re welcome, darling - mine’s the gize
of the house I just bolught, soc I should
KIOW .

Everycne else is now really loving this.

: BRIDGET S
. Bye everyome. I'1]l miss all of you -
- well, gquite a lot of you.

Everyone turns to look at Danisl. Bridget marches out of the
office to triumphant music. Cut back to everyone watching Daniel.

, DANIZL
0 just sed off,

44 INT. BRIDGET'S OFFICE. ELEVATOR - DAY. 144

fout

On the second Iloor. Mr Fitzherbert is standing there alone. The
. lift door opens. Thers is Bridger -~ he gets in and stands there
.nervously. : . - : . :

~ (CONTINUED
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‘ _ BRIDGET _
I thank you should know, sir, that TRLs
is my last afterncen. I'm leaving.
MR “”TZAERBER” .
nda - L'm very sor:f hear

that. L7111l miss Vou.
PRUSE

BRIDGET
It's B*laget actually. Brlqget Jones. .
And let’s be honest with each other,
Kenneth. It’s not me you’ 11l be missing.
It’s these, isn’t it?

She just 'opéﬁi—ﬁ;f?’wacke'q ? ‘hﬂ.qsfe_z? bé'é-_fc'o% red.
d Q; %lg? 3 ¢ % %b 7 = i

TXT. FIRE STHET=CN. —STREEf--Ux? e e - 1s8

Chaos as an outside broadcast TV crew set up for a live o
broadcast. RBmong the crowds of CREW and PRODUCTION STRFF, we pick
out Bridget, standing beside a uniformed CHIEF FIRMMAN

INT. TV COMDANY ' PRODUCTION GALLERV - DAY 14¢

Richard Finch sits in front of a bank of- mcnltors, with the live

e R f’ "

RIGHARD}
{into mickophdnd joemy A
OK, everyone. It’s Bonfire Night and
we’re on fire! Wefve got ljive fire-
station feeds from Newcastle, Swansea,
Sheffield and Lewlsnam, just poised ho*
tragedy.

. images from Lewisham fed/ ontﬁ“pnﬂmﬁcrﬁﬁn..

f

On the screens: several PRESENTERS arcund the”cdunt:y,'holding

mlchDthes, doirig sound ~checks.

' RICHARD {cont’d)
-Bridget .Jones. Where 1s she?

Bridget steps forward.

. , BRIDGET
I’'m here, Pichard

RICHARD y -
Right - put on more make-up. I want you
an camera C
: BRIGGET o
-0 God. Ahm. O Jesus. Damn. Unfcrrtunately
I've arranged to meet my Mum =nd Dad for
lunch...

' (CONTINUED
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‘ ' > RICERRD

~ Tough - I've sent Cara to Liveyrpool, so
you're c*l I've got. I'm thinking mini-
skirt. iI'm thinking fireman’s helmert. I
want you painting a hose and I want vyou
slidibg down & pole, then go straight
into the 11terv1¢w

| ‘ BRIDGET
? rine - gregt - I’11 do it.

147 INT. DEPRRTMENT STORE -~ CAFE. DAY _ 147

3w i
BRIDGET' S DAD
Pam, this isn’t the right time.

BRIDGET’ § MOTHER
Daddv s right. Let’s just have 2

sandwich. I think I spotted some nice egg
and cress.

-~ BRIDGET

b{ . » ‘#hat can wait? What 3.‘5 __tze Dad,htell me.

| 1§ 7Y rﬁ;gg;?
Well.... the t Edfzg%“ Soh, Daddy

and I Have deczded to file for a dlvorce.

allen out of

Ih
E

. Bridget sho:keu, racks at her Dad. The bottom has
his world, but he’s putting on a brave face.

" BRIDGET’ § MOTHER (cont'd)
‘The problem is.....Daddy fell in love
with somecne else S

.BRIDGET’ S DAD _
”Now “hang on a minute, Pam,.....

BRIDGET' S MOTHER "
-When your father and I came Lcantnﬂv he
loved & very different Mummy., f've
.changed and so has he. We aon t want the
same things anymore.

Dad just shakes his.head.

o BR1DGET o
S0 what's going to happen?

DaD

. - . Your mother’s aec*ded o move';n with her
-y C ----ghas iy glnger gigolo. ' :

" {CONT INUED
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MOTHE

DAD )
for God’s sake, Pam. My rame’s Cclin.

" Mother is rather taken aback by Dad’s new anger.

And don’t try to pin this on me - I love
you and always will - you‘!re leaving,
and... that’s the end of it. Don’t ©ry to.
fool Bridget, or me... or yocurself fhat
it's any other way.

Mother znd Father just look at each other. It’s a moment of truth
~ 30 years of esach other, and now thls Then Mum recovers.
E{“m-“;*m.‘:‘ﬁf““k TR
Well Eog ,?mfﬂneét:.mé JOE you ‘ﬁ
got ik dF anaa or L
an your life.

BRIDGET )
( remembering the time } O Christ!

EXT. FIRE STATION. POLE - DAY - - ' 148

Bridget is poised at the top cf the pole, ready to sllde down
into shot, where the Chipf; Fkﬁﬁmmm‘w s for her. A Stai
manager, holding his ea;;g;gcel 1s;wa1 ing over~exc1ted y to cue

her..
r s'n(GtL rim’;’\séﬁ" Lt

5o you drop into shot, and then interview
Chief Fireman Beavan. Yup. Yup. Go, go,
ga, go, GO'

Bridget lets go of the pole and starts Lo sllde aown

STAGE MANAGER (cont’ d)
(holding Ear—pleca) :
Ch, no! We’re going to LlIEflUﬂtE”S in
Newcastle first. Climb back up! Clzmb
~~back upt-Stand by. On:.yocu -in-30.seconds. ..

INT. TV COMPENY. PRODUCTION GALLERY - DRY ' B 145
- 'RICHARD | o
“2nd thank you Newcastle, and cut to
Lewlsnam and Go! Go, go, go, GO! Oh, for
fuck's. T . :

On the monitor, Bridget is climbing up the pole.

{CONTINUED
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— RICHARD {cont‘d)
Neville, what the fuck is she doing!
She’s meant to be sliding down the
fucking peole, not climbing up it.

t . STAGE MENAGER
| | Go, go, go, go, go.

RICHRERD
Oh, Jesus Christ.

Bridget freezes, panicked, then slides back down the pole, - falls
over and looks to camera.

RICHARD (cont d}

OK, wuglre
Wind herd

Well, Lhat seems to be all wa nave time
for in Lewisham., So thank vou Chief
Officer Beavan. Excellent fire station.
Now, back to the studio. :

P - Cur TO:
. 150 INT. TV COMPANY. PRODOCTION GALLERY | | 150
ﬂ‘.’ : Richard Finch, head in Hasgdf, ¥o but when he looks un; he’s

o laughing. 3 : : :
151 INT. DANIEL’S FLAT. LIVING ROOM - EVENING 181
Daniel smiles and turns off the T.V.
151A INT. BRIDGET’S FLAT. LIVING-ROOM - EVENING. - 151k

The same bit of footage on the tel’y; Br*dget watchﬂs i -
rewinds it. Watches it again. :

BRIDGET C.S3. '
Am natiocnzl laugnlng stock, Have huge
bottem. am daughter of broken home . Am
-uszless at all things.

' She cpens har dlary._

: = BRIDGE’FP v.0. : o . :
O God - and am having dinner with Magda &
Jeremy. The only thing wc:sp hhan smug
married couple - lots of Smug Married
‘Couples. - ’

(1)
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INT. MBGDA'S HOUSE. XITCHEN - EVENING 152

Bridget with Magda. In the kitchen - pictures Dy the kids are
blue-tacked everywhere,

. HAGDR
Right. Cbviously you know Cosmo and
Woney. And this is Hugo and Jane. And
Juliz and Michael.

§ . - . . . .
Three smug married couples, all in their pairs.

- BRIDGET.
Hi. Hellec Cosmo.

--,-u-——u\‘__..‘ _‘/_“ --%E-—-—q' F-T'ﬂ‘

?&ﬂg@oﬂ SJDJE %ﬁove :n;_“-eq?
Bridget flinces ard ;s*lbct“’Lc 'ghgﬂf

Thrtunately, the
doorbell goes.

MBEGDA _
This had better be Jeremy.

Magda ODens the ﬂoor Lo reveal z man we've never35een befors,
with a crowd coming up behind him.

ALISTAIR
Jeremy sent us on'ahead,.wm oy
o i \ 3 g

MAGDAL. ° <
( dzsapp01nted o }Ri%bfoamﬂ pr—

Back in the kitchen - Magda introduces Bridget.

MAGDA (CONT'D)
‘These are Jeremy’s partners Irom chambers
~ this is Alistair Frayn, and Henrietta.
Natasha Glenville. And this is Mark
Darcy.

Mark enters a iittle late. Bridget is clearly shocked to see him.
And he to see her. ' : S -

~ BRIDGET .
Hello thsre,
: MARK
. Bello.
- NATRSHA .

Not in your Bdunny gl:l outfit today?

. 'BRIDGET ) ‘
No, we bunnies only wear our teils on
very special occasions. :

(CONTINUED



LA S

i
!
I
i
1

s

=

Ler
)

Lut

WHAT BRIDGET WANTS TO SAY

j 1

[ §3

(A% ]
(48
K¢

» MAGDA )
Come on, everyone - we mlght as well =&t
God knows when Jeremy’s going to axrive
INT. MAGDZ’S HOUSE. DINING RCOM - NLGH _ 153

Along the table. Magda, endless ccuples, boy/girl, boy/girl,
boy/girl - and Bri idget.

COSMO

So, Bridge - still going out with that
publishing chappie?

BRIDGET
Er...nchﬂ.nc_w T — J,w“ e ,_iaﬂ . _
Bridget look seg arkddhrc ﬁ‘E*DV heard this..and s
straining to% :i‘j ae_is?wi T j
COS5MO

You resally ought to buvrj up and get
sprogged up, you know old girl. Time's
running out. Tick tock.

BRIDGET

Yes....is it one in four marriages that
end in divorce now, or one in three?

N .
MARK SR e, Bl
One ln three. @ redas B

' K
o F ‘.

.m-nf,,

At which moment Jeremy comes“\_:i,,h ! e

JEREMY o
Sorry, I‘'m late, darling, sveryone. Work, -
:work work. :

Bridget catches his eye.

Eat on, eat on.

COSMO
1'Sermously, ‘though. szlce is fu1l of
single girls over thirty - fine Dhy51cal
specimpens, but just can’t seem to hold
down & chap.

"WONEY :
{thin veneer o; concern while _
stroking her pregmant stomach)

Yes, why are there 50 many unmarried
working womea these dzys, Bridget?’

=

CcUT TO:

{CONTINUED
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Feople laugh - but then there’s a gap which -Mark Darcy strives

F]
L
L%}

SRIDGET
Because I don’t wént to end up lLike you,
you boring Sloaney mhlcr cow, and becauss
if T had to cook cld Chubby Choos’s
dinner, then get into the same bed as hi
just once, I'd tear off my own head and
gat it.

CcuT TO:

. WONEY
What do you think’s the reason?

BRIDGET ACTUALLY SAYS

ERIDGET

d—
[

MARK . .
Yes, for my part, I wonder if it actually
doesn’t make sense to wait.

NHTHSHA
Quite r*ght No use just COUDl ng willy-

~nilly. 's seems toimé CHEL “a“good

marrlage *5 llké*ﬁ“wellrplanned merger.

it ;:5

She seems to glance a lftélé‘t%wﬁ?ﬁséﬂa%k during this.

Both partiss bring something to the
rable, both negotlat both make little
concessions - and what emerges is mores
than the sum of the parts,..-.

Mark Darty'continues.g.

MARK

:Yes = no.-- -you’re right,: :Natasha %}but I

suppose what I mean is..
(gerting a bit near his

- ‘emotions) . o
We tend to think we’re failures... unless
we rush headlong into marriage. Perhaps
if we, iou'know, wzitaed - found ocut what
we really wanted... there might not be
two lives in ruins... so cften. Es we

lawyers findr

This brings the conversation to .a halt. Rlistair, the other
‘Partner, hastily tzps his glass and proposes a toast.

. ALISTAIR
Jeremy and Magda Ten: years. Well done.
llllaﬂt -

(CONTINUED
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COSMO & HUGO

~EREMY
Thank yocu, Alistair, thanks everybody,
thanks for coming. Yes. Well. Ten years.
I don’t think any of us rezlise what a
major step it is when we do it =
committing your whole 1life to just one
person. .

He puts his hand on Magda’s, looks at her, soulful.

. MAGDA
Yes, it is scary, but you have to take
that big risk.

S5he gently s

nN
i 5:

You have to cffer 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
mistzke...

You could hear a pin drop in the silence in the room.

i.-; A - .., MAGDA. (cant’d)
: L . .ThEnmafchlld-coggg. to t;"&gam,'and you
you feel this grEalgrush of lov¥e just as
ou’'re clearing-up-3ome sick,,or wiping =
ottom, or somethindy s oemaghiink -
this extraordinarily beautiful creature,
we made him together, we did that... And
you can forgive and forget all the other
things... which aren’t quite right...

She sort of stops -~ and sort of covers his hand again. Bridget
knows she knows. : :

.. BRIDGET
{raising her glass-- gently)
To Jeremy and Magda = { concentrating. on
‘Magda.w ] my beautiful friend. Thank God -

you are married - because 1f you were
still single, nobody would ever give
plain girls like me”a second glance.

. { patse } Bitch...

Pause - then Magda laughs, zs does everyone and the tension is
~ broksn. 3ridget knows how tc be good Friend.
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INT., MAGDA'S HOUSE, HALLWAY - NIGHT.

Eridget

iy
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is getting her coat. Darcy on his way down the s

approaches her.

at that

. . MARK. ) K
LI very much enjoyed your Lewisham Fire
Report, Dby the way.

BRIDGET
{is he being sneery’)
Ch....thanks.

MARK
Yes, Mell., . so, i Fgﬁgn t uqlk%pu%

Dani -e%v& ER 3
8 JRT: }é\ 3 g—* "é
P p -

No, it didn’:

_ MARK _
I'm delighted to hear it.

BRIDGET o
Look, are you and Cosmo in this together?
- . " MARK
I'm sorry... 5 O S
. . B j + ? o

I mean you seem&tp ﬁé%%ur way to
make me” feel 1i g iot every -
time I see you. And aﬂtually, you don’t .
need to bother. I already feel like an
idict &1l the time anyway - with or
without a fireman’s pole.

moment the doorbell goes.

- BRIDGET (cont’d) .
That’1ll be my taxi. Good night.

"She goes to turn Eway.'He'touches her arm to stop her.

MBRK
= _ (:uxwavu/shumblmng}
Look, I'm sorry if I'vwe been

BRIDGET

What? What?
L MARK o - )
I aon’“ tnlnk vou’'re an idiot ayf all...
mean, +there avn-aTaments of the _
ridiculous about you... vour mother’s

=f

‘pretty int restlﬂg.,..

(MORE)

{CONTINUED
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MARK (cont'cd)
and you <2 have a2 tendency to let what's
xn your nead come out of your mouth
<wltnout rmich consideration of the
conseguences. ..

ERIDGET .
Please don‘t forget drinking &lso. Like a
£isp. End 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
15... what I'm trying to say - very
inartgeulatedy —-sebhat ip-fycty-perhaps

againgt ¥ppeanancesfands
l1lke ' v%% !

ndy. ¥ situdtions # I
BRIDGET

1S i

(still smarting~ not teasing)
Apart from the smeking, the.drlgklng, the
vulgar mother, and thé verbal diarrhoea.

Paus=.

- MARK
No. I like you very much just as you are.

He stares at her. She staregy back:h .«

LY

mpmmea v
. . ' BRE : S S
What? _ f? A F siowr et

The doorbell rings again and Natasha suddenly pops in. The speil
is broken.

" NATASHA
Mark. We're really making prograss on the
case in here..,.

Right., Right.... must go... because...
Bye, : '

He turns away and heads back to the dinner party, leaving Bridget
standing. S .

: BRIDGET
“Just 25 I am?”

185 SCENE DELETED - _ B 155
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iNT. 3RIDGET'S FLAT. LIVING ROOM - EVENING. 6
Lush music., Z2rideet, the girls and Tom are watching the very end
of UN EOMME =T UNE FZMME, where the hero walks down g DoatlioIm,
looking for the nercine. The whole dialogue might bs voice over
the French footags.

JUDE
You don’t mean Mark Darcy, the human
rights lawyer?

BRIDGET
Yes. Do you know him?

s JUDE

Only SPLTECLan, TWitch ffatht  Bonl 5E &
God i 1%%&%.# E g j-_{ % '

I thought you said the chap at the Turkey
Curry Buffet was a real geek.

T

. BRILGET

He was. I mesan, his parents are friends
of my mum for Geod’s sake! But then he
said he liked me... “Just as I am”

The flnal seconds of UN HOMME ET UNE FEMME, He sees her. She sees

 him. They kiss. It f;.eezes5 The: yhplewpackgreund goes white. Cut

back out to the friends_z all of whom #re skarlng at. BIldUEt who
is staring at the screely, ; wiare OF ;ge effect her last line has

sioewed oS

BRIDGET (CDNT D}
God, that’s .good.

, TOM
He said he liked you ‘*Just as you arg?’

Bridget nods. For once in her life, Sharon is lost for words.

JUDE -
~Justas you.are? Not thinner - .not
cleverser - not with slightly bigger
breasts snd a slightly smalier nose?

Bridgee.just shakes her nhead,

SHARON
Well, fuck me.

Pause, teaking in everyone. Her cark stranger may have turned. up.

: - TOM
But this is somecne you hate, zight?
_ BRIDGET | ;
O ves - of course - that. gh . ‘Hate-him.

- ‘PHew.

(CONTINUED
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5ut now sne’s not so sure.
e~

157 INT. TV COMBANY. PRODUCTION OFFICT - DAY 137

At the office - 3ridget is sitting tzving to look busy.

: BRIDGEET’ S DIARY 0/5/
November Sth. Weight - 9st., Cigarettes — -
3. Birthday - 33.
Enter Richard Finch.
RICHARD ‘
OX, Bridget. Try and get it right this
time...The verdict.og.-fhe A L
! case 1s &xpecHed Bogay g G ugsel W

to th Grf toe

see afy 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...

_ : : - Aghani Heaney. Va f.?-~_
:b . N - & * ’
oo . RI L

Or two pecople ¢ 2R K fgﬁ A
Eleancr Heaney.

BRIDEET
Q0f course. That’s it.

- ' RICHARD
She’s a British Aid Worker. He's a
Kurdish Freedom Fighter. The Government
wvant to extradite him home, where hefll
certzinly be executed - she’s married to
him and they’ve fought to save him for 5
- years. Today’s the decision. :

o BRIDGET
Txciting. '

| L RICHRRD R
. Yes it 15 - so what are vou waiting for?

L ~BRIDGET |
Nothing. I'm off. Watch me.
g ~

158 SCENE DELETED . 1s8
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3om. Outside the Bigh Court. A huge CROWD of photographers znd
news nounds. Among them, Bridagst

BERIDGET O.S. :
am sudderly hard-headed professicnal
]ournal st. No longer ask what my Jjob can

do for me - remorselessly dedicated to

what I can do with my job for truth and

Jjustice.
She opens a pac? of fags, and - horror - finds it empty. Bridget
looks towards the Court House door. No sign of activity. Fause.
Then. _

. '_-I : T — —:--_w’ -.‘_ 5’,—-\" T'—-q
IS .s'g H - g
I’m,égzg? Eﬁxxg;@-Bi i
minutes.

| CAMERAMAN ' )
Right. You couldn’t get me a Milky Way
while vyou‘re at it?

He rifles in his pocket for change. .

| SOUND MAN

©Oh, love, if you ‘Te golngu fgould murdEf
‘a Twix. - K
. ; 5 it ’I'_c -
BR Ny {'i

: {rememberi g)
Twix.. Milky Way, right..

: OTHER CAMERAMAN
Pack of Polos, please. But not the: mints,
the I:ul» ones. Or, i¥f they don’t have

" those, 1’11 have Wine Gums, but not the
ones in tHe packet, the ones from the
jar..

A gang. is begimning to gather zround Bridget..

IN“.'NEQSAGENTS. COUNTER - DAY - ) ' 160

Iin the snon, an exasparated SHOPKd;?ER fiddles with coins as

‘Bridget is reading from & huge list.

o BRIDGET o
No, I still -need Bp change for the Milky
Way, 6p ior the Qrange Solero, and I owe
vou 14p for the Mars Bar and nack of
Wheat Crunchies. :

; .“cPeL GE Mar-borougn L*gnts Dlease

" (CONTINUED



Mark Dzarcy all dressed up in his bar

3]

LOHTINUED IS
Bridgetv bristlies in irrizatvion, then spins oound
-
BRIDGET

Excuse me, I havenrn’t finished.

She teils off, makes 2 weird noise. Standin front ¢f her is
riste =

: MRRE
Good—aiternoon.
_ BRIDGET
Hello.
_ MALRK
Hl.

-m _‘i""-h, """"' “-U_‘tg f"“ﬁq‘. “i.l'—'—'!
' She blurts wrhhauts:hhnking} ﬁ o

You llke me Jjust the way I am.

MARK
Sorry? .
| BRIDGET
'Nothini. How are you7 Having a crafty fag
~yourself eh? _

LY
b

:Mark iSraboutwto~exFlalnp bugpatssharsmoment the CAMERAMAN .
‘appears in the shop

5 doozway follpweaiby the SOUND MAN.

'Brldget* We've xuckeg up ubt T Hleancr

. Heaney’s come and gone.

| BRIDGET
oh God. I‘11 be sacked. - pPid the cthers
‘get interviews?

CAMERRMAN
“Don’t know. I was having a slash.

Actuzily, nobody got interviews.
- BRIDGET
How do you know?

: MARXK '

'Because I WARS defending her - and I told
~her not to give any interviews. Look,
.she 5 out. iHere Ln My Car...

Bridget looks out to ‘see ELEANOR. HEANEY ¥ put har head out of the
car window, and ShDUL ' : - '

{CONTINUED
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ELEANCR
Actually, make it Siik Cut, will you,
Mark.

Bridget and Mark exchange a glance.

MARK
Look.... '

CUT TO:

INT. INN OF COURT - LARGE CHAMBERS - DRY 161

- ELEANOR H?ﬁNEV and KAFIR AGHANI ¢ivi ng “KClLSlVE 1nt=;v*ew Ecl
~Bridget. T are lna hng ty T 's a beautifu
5. A %@i i i

looking East

HID-&;;
you must be delighted,

Yes ~ it’'s a good day for justice.

Eleanor is a hero, not a criminal. Her
~only crime was to fight for 5 years, in
‘every way she possibly could, to save the
life of the man she loves, To reject
their case - now that would have been a

~crime. . : ’ﬁ Pt% o .
o -Brldget is: momentarlly anras e pass*on in Darcy’s
Coyeice, then shakes herS?IF‘ turns to the. camera..

162

BRIDGET
nght - well - Eleancr =~ over te you. Be
honest, did you fancy Kafir the £irst
tlme you saw him?

cuT TO:

INT; v COMPARY. PRODUCTION OFFICE - DAY. o 162

A television screen - full frame. Eridget stands beside Rlchard
‘Finch in- the c*owned offices, watching the interview on TV.

| BRIDGET
Thank vou Eleanor. Thank you Kafir.
S . KBFIR :
Thank you, Miss Jones = a privilege.

Bridget nods,_hlushés and turns to camera.

BRIDGET '
Th’s has been ‘Bridget Jones faor SIT UP
BR; TAIN ~ with, let's face it, a bit of
“crush achually now. Good afternocen.

{CONTINUED
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Richeard Finch hivs the TV. It clicks off..
-
RICHARD

Bridget Jones. Already z legend.

Bridget looking very pleased with herselif.

0
c
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EXT. BRIDGET’S FLRT - STREETS. DAY.
MUSTC: THE WAY YOU DC THE THINGS YOU DO. TEMPTATIONS

Bridget rushing to her flat. With four big colourful cook-books
i 4. '

under ‘her a £n ba £ groc
FRT TR

Histdric®a
broa by der - oy’
preparing feast of the century for Shaz,
~Jude and Tom, in manner of 5 star cookery
wanderkind, with name like Marco or

Raymond. ..

. Her stride takes on a skip.....

7.00 prepare Grand Marnisr souffles. 7.10
. marinade caper berries fpr, camer berry

‘gravy’ to go opifl .%7.20 make frisee

lardon frizzled cardsosboldocks thingy.

7.30 remove all?p?ﬁﬁ%JﬁEggfradiators.;

INT. BRIDGET’S FLAT. KITCHEN - NIGHT. 164
Bridget prepares stock £6r dinmer party.
- BRIDGET
. {reading fzom recipe hook)
....tle flavour-enhancing lesk and celery
together with string.. :
o ~{out -Loud)
‘String...string...
As she opens kitcheﬁ drawers, rummages in the chacs therein.
. Finally iocatres -z ball of festive blue string.
BRIDGET (cont’d) |
Perfect. o
cuT TO:
_INT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. KITCHEN - NIGHT 165

CBRIDGET {cont'd)

{CONTINUED
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{reeding Izom recipe Dook)
Finely siice crznges and grate zest.

She sighs, picks up heap of thirty-six oranges.

CUT TO:
INT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. KITCHEN. NIGHT. | 166
Everﬁthwnc seems to be going smocthly until....Bridget’s SHRIEK
as the food processor spins out of control, 5endﬂng mashed potatioc

everywhers. She reaches for the Grand Marnier, gulns straignt
from the bot*le.

'BRTDGET

. Okayﬁuﬁx@y*vﬁnn‘
She opens th%‘% E @lnmg on%nts onte the

floor.
...._..h..... R
BRIDGET (cont c)
Where the fuck is the fucking tuna....?

(mimicking interview)
This is Bridget Jones, for Slt Un
Britain, searching for tuna.”

{then, suddenly

remenbering) ,
Oh Crlkeg Jesus. Ho. No. “This is
Bridget Jones *ememberinnghere she left

the tuna. Ly
The phone rings. Brldget*snatcﬁes £ S

{ -
BREDGET orrf"ﬁaa T
Hello - Bridget in a aanulne crisis -
only talk to me if you’re in the middle
of 2 suicide attemst.

_ MUM V/0 ' ‘
Hello dariing =~ happy blrthday Just rung
for a little chat. -

: BRIDGET _
- Mum, I seriogusly can’t talk. T know
vyou re happy it’s my blzthdav :

INT. PHONE - SET - NIGHT.’_- : | - 166

- Mum on & phone. Intercut between them,

cActually - it wasn’t that I rang about -
“you’'re & bit old ~or all that olrhnaay
stuff now, arnq’*'ch7

'Bridget's‘mcrtified +ace;

MUM_{CONT'D) _
just wunhed a bit of e cnat -

{CONTINUED
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+t Delieve her bad luck

L

| _ - thing 1s, darling - between you &nd mes -
§ I'm not entirely sure that Jullan isn‘t

: someth1n9 of a2 shit and I thought since
dating shits is rather your area of
experfise you might be zble to offer some
advice.

BREDGET

RIPIRRRIPE NS AR

bump him.

MUM
o, I can’t possibly do that -~ we're
booked into a lovely hotel in St Kitts
for Chrlstmas.

e N e ”‘““*u r"“\ Lamm mo!

- | B ﬁﬂz GET ‘\_’
*henﬁ hg—ﬁest £
§ +L. _z;_; 5

: _ Yes — that was ’ather ny plan. and I

can’ t deny, the sex is still full of
‘surprises. - why the other night, quite
unexpectedly, I was just dozing off and I
felt this huge thing. .. :

L . ERIDGET
- ~ Bye Mom. '
She hangs up. And 1nstantiyﬂthe amtry~phone rﬂngs.
- iwsﬂ_u: '
0 God - what time do you call thls.
187 INT. BRIDGET’S FLAT. DOORWAY - NIGHT _ 167
% Bridget c¢oens the doox,
: : BRIDGET
g Gah. :
i Ttf's ‘Mark Darcy. He 45 no‘dlng an .excellent -bottle of white wine.
"0* & long beat, neither of em.says unvghlng._ o
N i - MARK.
The door waZsS open,
Merk Is taking in her half- d*essed crazzled aooe: ance, -and the
- ;act‘tnat tnere are strands of mashed notazo han ing irom her
- heir. - _ :
i I came tD ‘congratulate the new face of
; British current affzirs.
5 ( - T :
; _ He p*OQLceS a cony of the Evenlnc Standa*a ~ then tails off as he
: N - i ~norices.a Lanle-la*d with plates,. candles etc. :

(CONTINUED
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In the thch;; !
stirring

Bridget

CONTINUE

. Oh Ged,

ja

MARK (cont’d}

.I see I've come at a bad Time.

Pause as Bridget stzres at him.

ERIDGET :
It's my birthday, and I've left the
soadlng tuna on the soddlrg bus.

MARK
I see.

“INT. BRIDG_J]LES_FLEI.._KITI:HEL_ NIL;,I:L..‘_’ 1_,

sqxtatﬁs

BRIDGET
How deoes it look?

MARK

the ,

Great. Blue.
BRIDGET
Blue? '

'MARY | o Ry
But® blue is goodr—; 6 as me, there
1sn t enough blue7£ 8,; ; , :
BRIDGET - | ‘
It must have been the string.

.F

Oh, shit.
It's string soup? !}

surveys the carnage around her.

BRIDGET
they’ 1l ‘be here. soon.

: _ MARK -
Den’t worry. I‘m sure they’re
sée you, not..
{he ‘glances at the
rec1me book)
Parfait in Sugaz Cagns

coming o

Orange. - Here, have

.a GI"I’!K

He

hev

inds two classes,

pours the wine,
.~ MARK {cont‘'d)
‘Happy Birthday.

(CONTINUED -
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168

ourv. He 1s

and touches -glasses with
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CONTINUIZID:

f
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33

. ZRIDGET
Thenk you. ([ slightly romantic pause )
Di1d T really run round your lawn naked?
_ MRRK .
Yes, you did. You were four - I was
eight. .
'BRIDGET

That’s a2 pretty big age difference. Quite
pervy really.

: MARK
like to think so.

3a]

Tes.

There is a pause. 0dd little intimate moment.

Ch G?gzjig o '-but
this Blogu d p

Mark looks arcund a2t the various 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.

MARK (ccnt dy
{(taking eff his jacket)
Right. Omelette it is then. With
caperberry ‘gravy’.

IS BRIDGET
. #....caper berry Jgja

Do you have eggd?

She nods.

INT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. KITCHEN - NIGHT f - R 163

CUT TO Bxlaget and Hark worklng ;ogether, breakﬂng and beating
®ggs.

o . MARK :
You wouldn’t, by any chance, have any
beetroot cubes, would you? '
Rridget looxs-puzzled.

. . MARK {cont’d})”
A mini-gherkin? Stuffed oclive? .

3ridget catches on and smiles.

(CONTINUED
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- Mark looks toF B df R
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i
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CORTINDGED:

- _ BRIDGET
No. End besides -~ I'm busy - the gravy
needs siesving. :

MARK
Surely not - just stir it, Una.
They smile, familiar in each other’s presence. The doorbell goes.

Cut to all three friends are at the door with gifts shouting
“Happy Birthday”. But when they see Mark, they re a little teken
aback. '

TOM
Hello. Are you jocining us?

In a.tiny moment one friend manages to pull a face meaning,
what’s going on - 3ridget zeturns with an ‘I don‘t know.

INT. BRIDGET*S FLAT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT - 170

Mark, Shazon, Jude and Tom are seated around theftab%e} Everybody
stares at the soup, which is blue - then look at Bridget, who
dares them to say a_wo::d:;_f jwknﬁgs;ﬂwi'

| ey oz J0

(spooning;a?ﬁagfaggijggj,

Excellent. ol i
EVERYBODY

Mmmm. Delicicus. Yum,
They are policing his attenticns to Bridget. Like parents.

SHARCH . : .
So - Mark — why did your wife leave you?’

Tiny pause - is he going to be sensitive .about it?

_ _ MARK. - ’ -
She was Japanese. Exceptionally cruel
race. ‘

: JUDE. . :
And so sre ycu dating znyone &%t the
‘moment? '

BRIDGET
. {cutting her off :
Coms on - eat up! Two whole lovely
courses o go. ' ’



it
10

171 TNT. ZRIDGET'S FLAT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT. -

CUT TO £0 minutes later - they’re sll =2ating the cnﬂwv orange
puading.
TOM
Delicious.,
SHARON

It remincs me of something ~ tastes like

» o+ W

Juo

i

Marmelade.

% 3 h"'»." n Lo g»&-‘f '7 E
. ors ofgcareful
£ ast.; Me %om::, g

kln

?*alslng a glass}
To Brldgeh, who can’t’ cook, but who we
love - just as she is...

T TE——, T 3 .

i drin

EVERYBODY '
Tco Bridget. ( CHEEKILY } Just - as —~ she -
is. :

_ CLOSE ON BRIDGET. She xﬁhanges Lpoks with Mark - he looks back
- g ~ -at ‘hes~ suddenly there is:i g”chance of™happiness... And then
suddenly - at exactly thay moment .. - ¢

The RING of the bell. uverygh&y«£§Gk~=q51221cally zt Bridget. She
shrugs: I don’t have a clue.

JUDE
I'1ll go.

When she reappears, she stands in.the doorway.

‘BRIDGET |

_Who?

Jude . steps ‘aside to reveal Daniel, a little bit-tiddliy, holding
bettlie of champagne. Mark gets to his fest.

L AE]

DANTEL o
I'm sorzy, I can see I'm 1ntﬂr*uptlng.
Dercy! Wnat brings you here?

¥ .

E e Daniel lock Et_Ea:cy, then Bridget.

DANIEL {cont’d) :
(putiing two and twWe together)
 Of course. I snould have gueéssed. aAnd you
‘mast be Sharon. Not ah ell what I

e o - expected, And Jude — I'm told I snould
P . N fear you because you zre ~dangerously
R : . .cleveX. :

. {CONTINUED
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oM
N~ {no levalty as he sees handsome
i Daniel}
And I'm Tom. So good to meat you at last.

T
v
1

o DANIEL . .
I just came tv... I thought you might be
on your own..

Bridget walks off into the kitchen. Daniel follows.

'_.l
~J
[y

172 INT. 3RIDGET'S FLAT. KITCHEN - NIGHT.

.Danie! and Bridget are in there alone.

an’y 3
nkgndl what
. L e T

fuckie
: Blue
E BRIDGET
; Yes.
DANTE

That Sunday, in the country, it was &ll
: going so fast. The hotel, that wedding,
e meeting your parents .I just panlcked

- He seems genuine. g gm;ifqﬁ ﬁﬂ%

You know me. 17, T bEe dxféstar ‘with'
a posh voice and d b cwed deomé-, You' re
the only one who can save me, Bridge. I

B you., Without you, twenty years from
now 1’11 be in some seedy bar with some
seedy blonde.

i - BRIDGET
? _ : What about Lare?

L S DANIEL
e -, - .Over..Totall ffucking finito. DumDed me_
; - when she realised I adn’t got over you.

Bridget holds her head... unsure what to believe.

DANIEL (CONT ' D) '

I know you think it’s just a sex th:.ncr
but I promlse you, every time I see that
skimpy little skirt on %V, I just shut my-
eyes and 1ls“en to 211 the intelligent |

ings you’re saying. I was thrilled that
nlcn "littie Kurdish was set free.
{ BRIDGET SMILZS ) Bridge.... I've.
ml*sed you a2 lot. -

o ; . BRLDGET
P - #0h, God...

{CONTINUED



CORTINUTD: o oy

de’s leaning towargs ner

rt

o Kiss nher

WHAT BRIDGET SEES: over Daniel’s shoulder, Mark, standing in the
doorway.

MARK
{strangled}
I'm going now. Goodbve.

No - pleese w

MARK
No, I dent think I will.

| . DANIEL
Don’E‘ETéhv’hm:gm 'E '

A tRis
both Elgg t:he PagL | 1
don’ tdyo ce
1000 & ﬁ;L T
Darcy doesn’t say anything. Daniel puts his arm around Bridget

DENTIEL (CONT’D])
At leasi stay for a birthday drink with
-me and Bridge. :

. 0n Mark,

MAERK ~
qudbye Er*dgetm‘ Y”x ey e

% 9‘ I

He clatters down the sta;;ggy “He doesn’ t lock back, He walks
-.straight out of the doqutan:stfg nt Adoor without closing it.

Bridget runs to the window and sees Mark, striding away down the

streec. She comes back - they stare at each other - is this the

moment &1l is resolved... B*ldgeu thinks hard - then..

BRIDGET
Why are you here?

- Therg’s 2 knock on the flat door. Bridget goes to it and opens .
Sitr it is Mark. C

'MQRK
(tc Daniel}
Cleaver. OQutside.

DANTFEL
Sor*v° Qutside?

Shall 7 bring my duelling.pis ols? O* mv
sword? _ '

Mark waiks ocut - Daniel shrugs his shoulders.

[3



b=t
.}
[P ]

174

175

TXT. BRIDGET'S FLET. ETREET - NIGHT 173

Mark is waiting. Daniel ccmes cut.

MARK

I should have done this years age.
DANIEL

Done what?
MARK

This:

" He hits Daniel hard in the face — Daniel fzlls, totally shocked.

L*~ f’—“t r—g—ﬂ

7 3 30 .
~BEDGE |

INT. BRIDGET’S FLAT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 174

I":j
REEM af‘

Bridget, Jude, Sharen and Tem are crowded around the open window,

oM
Oh my God. Fight! Fight!

'EXT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. STREET -, NIGHT _ _ : 175
They all tear into the street as Danlal gets up.
T % F
DANTIEL. et

‘What the fuck do you think you’ e domng’

. MARK
This.

And he hits him again.

_ .. DANIEL.
Christ - neot again.

Tom races intoc the Greek restazurant a few doors down the street.

: The girls all tear into the streset as Daniel gets up.

INT. GREZK RESTA URANT - NIGHT | | o 176

Tom bursts inside,

TToM
Qulck evervone! Fight! Real

-ty

Heo
i}
iy

(43
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EXT. BRIDGET’'S FLAT. STREZT -~ NIGHT 177

The WAITERS pour out into the street. Mr Ramdas zlso there,
™

Daniel struggles ts his fest - hands in the aix.
DANTEL
{hands raised)
Okay, okay - I give up - Just give me a

second kere, just let me get my breath
back, okay...:

"He sits down eon the little wall cutside Bridgetr’s fiat - then

SJrrevtwt_ous?v tzkes one cf the metal dusthin lids and whacks
Mark hard. '

QM-‘;ﬁ W TIE"'{.S,F-‘ -1;_“ .;';‘_ '
Chea b

_ P i
g R r £ :
Mark stunned; HLLl kn rtrtﬂghﬁ“g To remain

1ght‘ The fight goes on dramat*cal*y in"the background

- TOM
Who's side are we on?

SHARON
Mark’s obviously. He never dumped BrldQEu
for some npaked American...

L v“‘: . ... ,-“-\' .
) JUDE.... . A -
.:.and he said igked he& just the way
she is. iwf 2
ERID‘GL.L

But he alsc knicked Daniel’s fiancee -
and left him broken-hearted.

TOM
Good point. This one is very hard to
call.

178 . INT. GREEK RESTAURANT - NIGHT. - - 178

The fight near the restaurant. Mark taukles Dan1¢l_~ they fall
into the restaurant. Daniel Lnl15 on To a Lanle - iz Kﬂocks ove
someone’ s salad. -

DANTEL
S0 rry

They both get off the floor. Daniel leaps back forward, and
whooos Mark in “he sbomacn Mark Lalls pack and knocks cver a
whole ““bTe.

MARK

I Lea1ly am- sorzy - very sor*v"Z’ll
pay. o '

(CONTINUED



3 CONTINUED: : IiE

DERIZL
- Had enough, Darcy?

MERK
Not guite, Zf thet’s &ll right by you.

; He punches him zgain. At which moment, two waiters emerge holding
1 8 birthday ceke, and meve towards a takhle at the other side of
the restaurant.

WAITERS
Happy Birthday to you,
Happy Birthday te you..

Everybody stops - even Mark & Daniel try to join in...
HappsTets schﬁ e

g 1«th‘c_1é boy - a 14 vear

i Everyone applauds. And then Daniel turns head down and charges
; Mark - and the two of them smash right through the window arnd
cutside on to the street again.

'Bs usual, no ‘_ngk
old boy in SL

Happy Birthday to you!

179 EXT. GREEK RESTAURANT. STREET ~ NIGHI. | | 173
vlolinf Euncn There is a sickening

Brldcet reacts., As Daniel’ 13 dﬁ%ﬁdﬁé%igus, Bridget runs_acrcss
to him. She leooks up at Mark, Foxed by his alarmingly viclent

‘Then Mark lands Daniel ﬁhze'
thud as fist hltS face. ; F :

behaVlour

L : BRIDGET

P ' {to Mark)

| _ What is your problem?
MARK

(lncredulous}_
My problem?

ERIDGET

Yes - vou give the impression of being
all noble and moral and normal and
helpful in the kitchen, but you re just
:s bad and as mad as the rest ci them.

SIGIm AT m e = SrAT L Stk e e = s # T e et

Mark stares down at the scene.’

MARX
‘Forget it. I thought it m1gnt be my job
‘to protect you - But I was clearly ~
_ mistzken.
. p BRIDGET.

- UProtect me?.-

(CONTINUED
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CORTERUED:

f " . MBRE . .
~Yes ~ but very, very foolish mist
Forgive me.

i
~
T

i
i
i
1
|
i

CLOSE ON BRIDGET watching as Mark walks. From benhinc her, the
sound of ﬂumnlwng

DANIEL

..I love you, Jones. \
BRIDGET

What?
DRNIEL

I love you,. Let’s go back upstairs. Come
on. We eiong togehher Me, you... and

~ the pﬁoc
Bridget +—aJ{E,3 &%'g G% z% ghe sex, isn’'t It.

BRIDGET
Right. Right.

DANIEL :
( important, final statement ) If I |
can‘t make it with you, I can’t make it
with anyone.

o She looks at him and considers.

S .ﬂ) BRI} -
o . No. That’s not fer for
. ' . me, I'm not wi _ g my whole

g life on someone F 1t= sure. - _ : :

- And loses fights. At least one of us is
still looking for something much more
extraordinary than that.

§ : And she walks away slowly.

: BRIDGET’S DIARY 0/S
Down ;D -zero boyfriends., Again. Forever.

'180'=£xT;=GRA?TON-UNDERWODD;-HIGH‘STRETT'; DAY - : 180

 ‘Ding, Dong Merrily on High’, sung. CHURCH SINGERS in Grafton
 Underwood High Street, with spow falling around hnem

t’s & touching Xmas scene. Perfec ct Little Engiland.

i

' BRIDGET Q.5.
_Decemner 25th. Weight - 9st 4 plus 11
1 : mince pies. Aleoheol ~ incalcplable.
i . '”Cﬁga*ettes - fuck of a lot. All

b ~ irrelevant. Because am now going out
H : *with"




[

"™ 181 EXT. PARENT’S HOUSE. DOQR - DAY LE

B small group of cazol singers, ome adult and 2 little children
are chirruping expectantly cutside the Jones’ door.

BRIDGET 0.5.
«... Dad.

182 INT. PARENT'S HOUSE. SITTING ROOM - DAY 182
Inside Bridget znd 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 her hand is.the fi alg twelfth one. An
openead bottlel ofy RBaylipysgat h S bé&si mpty bottle of
red. The Va 1 igf : (2 7R a5

: .

W
e, ' ' .
8§ is bEasgind out.... in
as ca %ﬁiiﬁge .

competition

DAD
Pass the ciggies.

Bridget passes Dad the fags and an overflowing ashtray.

Dad lights up his fag, -flicks channels in =z distracted -
fashion....and lands at the HOME SHQOPPING CHANNEL, where Jullanr
is selling a matching bracelet, pendant, earring set. Mother sits
beside him. - :

- _ . ¢ f;h_fﬁu_fgk
_ - : R A B B o
183  INT. SHOPPING CHANNEL - Elﬁgr.;‘ S 183
| | suridy S At st

This baroque carriage‘clock is a
particular festive ravourite cf mine,
with its vnigue feature incerporating the
Hallielujah Chorus of Handel’s Messiah,
#very hour on the hour. '

It plays the chorﬁs.

L e JULIAN (CONT'D)
- “Merry Christmas. - -

Julian toasts Mother. She gives a slightly nervous, slightly
unhappy smile to camera. We sense that .all is not well there.
Bridget and Dad look at each pther. Dad clicks off the TV.

. : _ Dap
I don’t understand it -~ the man fas
actuwally turped red now.

. BRIDGET - - _
Forget it. We're hetver off without her.
Worse fed - less clean - but better. Come -
on - a toast... to singletons wherever
they may be. o . .

{CONTIRUED
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186

187

_ ORD
~TO singletons.:
They toast - cut round Sharen / Jude / Tom, zll 2 them
singletons with their families:
INT. JSUDE’S PARENTS’ HOUSE. DINING ROOM - DLY. 184
JUDEF S DAD
Well, congratulations to Judith' - half a

million pounds is one nell of a bonus -
more thah I earned in my whole career.

They turn to toast Jude. She bursts dramatically into tears.

INT. SHARDN;S PARENTS' HOUSE. DINING ROOM -~ DAY. 185

SHARON'S MUM
How's your love life, darling?

SHARON
Shut it! '
INT. TOM'S PRRENTS' . HOUSE., %lﬂINGuROGMa DAY. ... 186
_ .....t.,..... o : . . -

ToMLE.riaD g o
Shame that Bridde o ) Al ere, It
must be tough having Christmas without
your girlfriend.

_ TOM Co
Tes. But I guess this year her Dad
just... needs her more.
CUT TO:
“?NT’wBRiDGET‘5 ?ARENTS’”HOUSE.“SITTiNG*ROOM‘*fNIGHT- - 187

Erlaceb in her pyjamas. .She takes off her Christmas hat and
¥l : oL

kissas her Dad good night.

AT THEAT MOMENT. . . the key goes in the.doo:.

Bridget and Dad turn to see Mother standing ‘sheepishly in the

dco*hav Dad turns, unable to believe his eves Mum locks &t him.

.Th31: eyes mest in &n apolcgetlc, nervous first smile.

. MOTHER . _
I am not com_ng back with my *.:aJ.'i between-
my 1egs._“y teil is figmly in the air. If
you’ re expecting a tail between the legs,
~Then I"l1l just trot on off again.

(CONTINUED
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'

DAD
. i’1ll take you however you ¢noose to come.

188 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 rocm...

MOTHER
The thing is, close up he was almost -
purple - and you're such 2z lovely normal
colour. And he had a filthy temper. And
then I realised that I was making the
-same -sort of decision Bridget always

¥
k#®n; An
£ Sy 4
i i rag-d i thouolt
I mignt asX the nice chap 1I he’ G

take me back. Obviocusly with some efiort
on his part to pay a bit more attention
to me. I do know what I'm like scmetimes,
but it doesn’t help that you and Bridget
-have your lovely grown-up club of twe 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 "Wy Y
' on’t know no ;- i { don’
- know. It’s been vér r&évﬂ“'ﬁ

Pause. He can no lenger hide the fact he’s- just pretending. Huge
smile. The first time we've seen him happy in the whole story.

o MOTHER
C Colin.

' . DAD -~
- I'm only Joking you daft cow. Come on -
~oorglve usat huog. - ' :
She does.
- _ _- .DAD- (CONT'D)
Pam. Pam. I just don’t-work without you.
There is a silenge; Bridget cranes her neck rzound the stzirs. Mum
- and Dad are hugging each other. She’s pleased - but werried.

-y

189 - INT. PARENT'S HOUSE. TOP OF THE STAIRS - NIGHT. - 189

Bridget writing the diary.

. {(CONTINUED

™
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BRIDGEZT C.5..
1 &.m. So that’s it I SUpPOSE . Compx
2ll zound. That’s the glory cf, that
the story of love.....

ocmise . ‘
's

=
L¥s)
L]

INT. BSRIDGET’S PRRENTS' ROUSE. KITCEEN - DRY

The fcllowing morning. Bridget comes down the stairs in hex
nightie, very much the worse Icr wear, to find Mother in a large,

T

wide-brimmed het and Dad dressed in a2 suit and tie. It’s as if

they’ré going to the Royal Gardsn Party.

MOTHER
Get back up those stairs young lady and

‘get changed.
. éf’“ﬁlﬁg—-j r‘s’W

%, E
le e H _jl
What : ),
. MOTHER
The Darcg 5 .Ruby Wedding party. What Zor
indeed? Mark’ll be there... He's
{taps nose/knowing)
.. still diverced!

BRIDGET
'YE{,.I ¥now. He’s also.. -
(taps nose/kncwln

..#s5till deranged.. Im“&noﬁ%go"!g

=38 Yy

Poor Mark, This is always a bad time of
eay for him. Japanese wife left him on
iristmas day. (:‘J:ue.’i race,

. BRIDGET
Yes, I'm not sure it was that way round
in fact Mummy. .

MOTHER
. Ran o;f...wlth hls best frlend from
- Cambridge. :

ON BRIDGET: she mentally starts to join the dots....

INT. A HOME. DAY. :  130A

The same scene a2s before -~ the camera :omlng up Lhn stairs ~ the

+ legs ~-.the nzked peaople - but this time the camera moves up whips
. around - and it shows Darcy - HE was »he man coming up the stairs

~ then cut re the girl, llmstﬁck~¢maare ucDanese - ;hew Canisl -

.he was the ULll y one.

f....botm_ scoundrel apparently.
' (MOR“} ‘

{CONTINUED
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178

151

i CONTINUED: . :

[Ty
]
IU

MOTHER {cont'd
. Best man at his wedding -~ and ““ﬂﬁ .
Christmas EIve Mark comes home early ZIrom
work and finds the pair of them in & MOST
unorthodox position, stark paked, &t 1T
like rabbits... with the telly on,
watching football. .

INT. BRIDGET’S PARENTS’ HOUSE - DAY. . 180

Back on Bridget. Everything has now fitted into place.

FXT. BRIDGET*S'ELAT - NIGHT. 178

FLASHBACK: Mark looking his most attractive - hot, blocdied,
noble.

| . 5 ﬂ “;gégzg
ol ek

BRIDGET.

Protect me?

_ : MARK. ) v
Yes — but very, very foolish mistake.
‘Forgive me. :

/ 120A INT BRIDGET' S PARENTS’ HOU%FﬁE PQ* fqﬁ .1903

| Hum Dad., lee mé}%ﬁ ;

" She runs uDstalrs to get changed.

And comes Suralght down - looking devastating and modern.

. MUM
And what do you think you‘re wearing,.
young lady?

- BRIDGET-
:1 think I‘m wearing exactly what ~want
to wear, old woman. _

: © - MUM
.Dadcy‘ Do scmething.

ot
0o
[

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD. PARENT’S CAR - DAY.
Bziﬂget’s father is driving at a fatherly pace.

: o BRIDGET
Stop!.Stop the car!

Pather stops. Bridgst gets out.

 {CONTINUED
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CONTINDED: LE

Getr ocut.

FATHER
What?

BRIDGET
Too slow.

EXT. COUNTRY. F.Q.,i?rs ﬁnigz’q CAR 192
The Jones caﬁt jﬁg 1 at -he wheel,
EXT. DARCY HOUSE. DRIVEWRY - DAY : - 193

A manocr house on the sdge of town. Not blg enough to be z ‘Hall’,
nor naff enough to be called ‘The Willows But assurea
Comfortable, with a large uate . The kind of place vou'd find &

‘retired Major reading his ‘Wisden’, but not the Prince of Wales,
- which is haw everyone is behav1ng,.

INT. DﬁhCY HOUSE DINING Raoa\— ﬂﬁg‘#ﬂb : o 194

All the usual suspects 1 e&e*’Ce ﬁf“e§ and Una Alconbur

Penny Husbands-Boswoxrthi glggllng awkwaruIy at
one another, as uniformed CAT RERS waft trays of salmony thingies

under their noses, Geof;rev is already very far gone on the free

uhamuaane.

'Bridget’s Mum and Dad enter helding ha nds, lighting the room,

- guita indecently satisfied. Mum sees Una and Geo_kgey Blg grin.

MOTHER
~ {to Bridget)
It's a blt showey, isn’t it?
| . 'BRIDGET
What?! '
- MOTHER

Don’t 'say ‘what’, Bridget. Say ‘pardon{.

3ridget frsezes.. Mark GDDLOECDES ﬂw is beautifvlly dressed eapart
zzom a hideous Poch Beer bow-tie. His eyes meet Bridget’s.
o _ 8RIDGET -
- Thank vou for _hv1t;ng me.
' MARK
o 1 tl::1v) S
I didn’<. It must have been my parsnts.

(CONTINUED -
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‘work-gmesid

"Ah. No. Other way rfoyf
My... heart.

A ORI g e ey
- HE

MERK & BRIDGET SIMULTANEZOUSLY

50...
pause - &nd then Nataisha approaches.
. . NAThsﬁﬁ‘
Hello, Z2ridget. I didr’t know you were
coming. Mark, vour father wants to begin

very soon.

MAEREK
Does hﬁ’ Right....

NATASHR
Come cn - he nelipful, Mark. The cacerers
have totally screwed up - do=s notnmng

race® 0.
g 2
e B
I better...
. BRIDGET _
Listen.... I ‘just wanted to say I owe you

an apo¢ogy... about Daniel. He said you
ran off with his Llancee. Broke his
heart, he said.

MARK,

. BRI '
I'm sorry. And that's wh you 2iways

-behaved sc weirdly with him, And why you

beat him to a pulp Qulte rightliy. Well
done

. MARK
Well....

BRIDGET

Loock - =hm ... could we just pop in

-here*—or a-second...

They move into an slightly odd private place ~ unde
°r somathing - amongst coats. She talks very fast.

i St
Awkward
Hatasha
—;_‘_

BRTDGTT {CONT’' D)
There’s something I have to say. You
cnce,. unexpectedly, said that vou liked

me 25 I was - something no bastard

-

boyfriend ha3 ever done - and I just

‘wanted t©o say that... well...

(MORV)

r tha s+airs

{CONTINUED
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BRIDGET (CONT’ D)

C . -likewlise, vou ‘know - you wear stup:id
things your Mum buys vou - toOnignt’'s
ancther classic - you’re haughty and you

always 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 - you know my address and iZ you

drop by scon, it would be nice. More than
nice.

: MARK :
{ giving nothing away ) Right. Crikey.

Long pause. Neither of them know what to sz2y. Both just~a?out to
speak when... Mark’s father hits a glass with & spoon. It's a
toast.

s *

Fuck. MExgush

3
]
Of course.

He walks away.

, MARK’S FATHER _
Dear friends. 40 years of happy marriage.
counts for quite a lot in this day and

-— age and I've been blessed for 40 years
3 _ © yith ‘a dear wife and ceompanion,
b _ : - - Geraldine. A toast ;to-ReleylM snderful

wife, Geraldine

: GUR
To-Geraldine'

' : _ MARK'S FATHER :
zZnd we, in tirn, have been blessed with
‘our son, Mark. He has always made us o
.proud -~ and we couldn’t be prouder of him
than on this particular day. Because I'm
thrilled toc announce that He.has just
been invited to be a senior partner in
- the firm of Abbott & Abbott in New York.
-:He.leaves.by Concorde on Tuesday and so - .
"surprise surprise - this is also  a
farewell party for him. '

Mark looking shy -~ Bridget very shaken.

He also incidentally takes with him his
prilliant wartner in law, Natasha - and
gon‘t think they’ll mind, since we're
-amongst friends, if I say that some day
this remarkable, clever girl is .going to
be somerthing else in law a5 welll

A real gasp Ifrom eveéryome - that turns into applause, and a bit
~of shouting. Cut to very smug Natasha - and very ebashed Mark.

o
e - {MORE}

(CONTINUED
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CONTTRUED: {3}
_ . MRR¥'S FATHER {cont'd)
Se Iask wvou now to cherge your ﬂlassis
cnce again to... Mark and his Natasha:

L2n

1 o . Ty -
Before anyone can take up the teast, & lone vOLCe CuULS chrouch.

BRIDGE?T
No! Nocoog!

SCENE DELETED

SCEN

t=l
=}
v
rl
]
H
&}
()

INT. DARCY HOUSE. DINING ROOM -~ DRY.

197

FANTASY: wﬁpﬁ oG] }WAES TO %Pg - g
és__ﬁd d, the ABlconburys

Mark, Natash 2 Da ri
go into thelr usual fantasy S10= mo

BRIDGET
Stop! Stop! Mark. ¥For God’'s sake, don*t
get’ tricked into marrying some posh glrl
who’s just been waltlng and ?ounced at
‘the right moment. It‘s the classic 30~
somethlng ccmnromlse - marriage s
merger. Please, please. Get the fuck out
of 1t nowl .

/
We then cut back to-Bridéqé

_ . B
'Mark and Natasha!

P W R
He h%zzzf said an; of this.

Through the ¢ries.of “Mark and Natasha”/ “Hat asha and Mark”, we

‘see Bridget, thinking about what she has_just imagined - what

she’d like to say - she screws up her-wil for the szngle mast
important time in her l*fer ‘and, -this time. for rezl, stTaris

again;

- BRIDGET
~Ho! -Nooooo! C

This time of course everyone 1‘e.=_'ll}" reacts, in real
eve*yone “urns to stare: Mark, Natasha, the Darcvs;
and Dzg, the Alconnurys .

_ BRIDGET (CONT’ D)

s det that it‘s the most tarrible
.thy - for dngland-— to lose such a great
legzl brain - and for.. the people of
England, people like you and me, to .
lo5e... one of our tob peonle. Qur tob
person really. It's.a real.,. shame. Not
To mention the fact that ~_*nc*denuallv -
Mark - I love you. Sorry. Nesded to be
said though. Setter dash - got another

"party must ‘go to - lots ef 5“ngie people -

mainly poofs. So. byene

time -
Sridget’ s Mum

(CONTINUED
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199¢C

ET UNE FEMME Budc

CONTINUEDD: 27
Deathly silence. Bridget turns and makes for =he coor - andg Zust
Lrips onr the carpet as she goes

BRIDGET {CONT'D)
Whoops.

Cut back to Mark and Father - and Natasha - totally perplexed.

INT. TRAIN COMPARTMENT - DAY ' 19§

- MONTAGE

Bridget on the train: Head leant miserably against the train
window ~ in the style of Rnouk Aimee in the final scenes of UN
HOMME. ET UNE _FEMME. In i%%h the haupting. strains of the UN HOMME

:EQEé?féé;' h;;jg:jf '. 199

At St Pancras Station: shot from behind, as in the original film -
a4 man walks along the platform looking for somecne. Bridget gets
off the train - walks towards him - and past him - he hugs.a
woman behind her and Bridget simply heads on up the platform -
there is no hero waiting ¥or her.

EXT. ST PANCRRSS

EXT. -SKY. TAY. - " S . o 199Aa
‘A Concorde flies through#the:ak;-—}pbssably'even_tax1~1ng in to.
New York airport. _f_l_{ & :/f /f :

S | ,‘, N e _ .
INT/EXT BRIDGET’S FLAT. HALLWAY - DAY. ' 5 : 195E

She lets herself in. She picks up her diary - creésses out the
~words “Bridget Jones’ Diary’ and writes ‘The Diary of Bridget

Jones =~ Spinster and Lunatic.’ :

INT. AMERICAN AIRPORT. ARRIVALS - DAY. 3 o 1ssC

'?Harkraﬁd*Natasha*jﬁstxemérgingfhaving”pickedfﬂnfiuggage"and dane

custems etc, She calmly slips her arm through his 25 they head
through. Waiting for them holding a -sign saying Mark & Natasna is

2 Very smartly aressed young man - clearly a keéen junior lawyer

from the firmm.

. . . BERNZRD - L
Mark, Natasha. Welcame to New York. { HE .
POIRTS TO HIS BIG SPECIALLY CHOSEN RED
TIE }. I am your red carpet. The - :
name’s. .. )

INT. BRIDGET'S HOUSE. LIVING ROOM - DAY. . . 198D

“:rShe;lokawoutatheﬁwindowafit¢5tartsrto;snow.-5

(CONTINUED
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1255 CONTINUED: 138D
“'\
. BRIDGET
‘ Typlcal.
1992 INT. AMERICEN AIRPORT - CORRIDOR - DAY. o 185E
é A long glass corrider ~ Bernard is now pushing their luggage.
i
: BERNARD '
It is great to ses you guys. Realig
superb. We have been so impressed. by your
work Mark -~ and yours, Natasha. Human
rights 1s absclutely key stuff at Abbott
& Abbott. Although, you know - not that
it matters to you Brits know - but I
_shoﬁld_bell you,\uhls is also a VERY
profigeads :
- sa : ne re md%e tha E _
milligme, ou ni;g' mefgﬁ
Damn. '
He stops dead.
BERNARD
What - can I help?
- MARK _ o .
o _ - - Not. really, no. Ahm. - _ truth-is, John ~ 1s
o it John? IVaYs by
N - BE G : B
Na, Bernard. { S5 3 ERICA WAY -~
STRESS ON ‘ARD' ) .
~ 'MAREK o
: Bernard { IN THE ENGLISH WAY } -
P _ : BERNARD
; : BernaARD.
' MARK D
“Right = Ber-wnahever. Truth 15, I've gone.
"and le‘t something... behind. '
: BERNARD :
- On Lhe luggage carousel?
_ _ _
No, more..
: WNATBSdA -
O, not on the plane, Mark.‘
L MARK '
- . Well no - more rather - further back -
R ~ in...gh.. in.. ah... London, in fact.

”__{CONTINUED”
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SERNERD ‘
O djn’t WOITY =Dout That - we can redeX

; anything.

5 MARX o o
Well no - actually, this might be hard to
Fedex - very, well, no, gquite.... heavy.

Look, you just head on and I"1l...

o

Looks up to check tv sbove saying ‘Departures.

I11l sort this cut. Terrible timing I
know - but I'm an arse - and Natasha 1s
really ‘superb’ - just ‘superb’. And, to

i be honest, ( to her )} better cff without
! ' ' me. . .

’ %

; : I'm in

i . Mr o

about this, Mark?

Yes. Quite sure. Bye,

He kisses Natasha quickly on the cheek, then turpns and simply
sprints down the long glass corridor away from them..

-

- NATASHA :
Mark, Mark! Marky!tiltd o -,

()

f % 8
B

. - ¥
200 INT. BRIDGET'S FLAT. Llﬁ G‘QDO&/.;

ING. - 200
She is writing in her diary. .Her voice.speaks:Caimly over it.

BRIDGET V/D :
) o The time has at last come to face the
| o ' truth. Keep thinking cf song by country .
P ' and western girl with big hair and too
much mascara - ™ I never will marry -
I'll be no man's wife — I expect to stay
single -« For the rest of my 1ife.” :

The doorbell goes. Bridget freezes. It rings again. A glimmer of
hope goes through her eyes as she moves towards the door. '

She picks up the entryphone. -

BRIDGET
Yes?:
. TTOM, SHARON & JUDE ( V/0O))
Hi - 3it"s us. ] -

o . BRIDGET . - -
( disappointed, unsurprissed } O great.
Come on up. _ A\

ey

-"(CONTIHUEU
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CONTINUED:

Cut to them

arriving.

TOM

Have we got & fantastic surprise for you.

BRIDGET

New -Kids on theé Block have re-formed?

TOM

' Not that fantastic ~ but still. Dretty
good. We’re taktng you to Paris for the
o

weekend. Forget a

ut everything -

particularly forget about Mark Darcy.

JUDE

I can’t believe you said what you said

you-

I kn

Well,

Bi

1
year’s Turkey Curry Buffetr.

=y }?:: F‘g‘\

hh__EX

TOM
sod them all - if he didn’t Jjust

1eap over the family heirlooms and whip
you up in his arms, then sod him.

JUDE

Yes ~ he’s clearly the most dreadful cold

fish.

Exactlv - there
bloody hints andlstu'

actually stuck his fuckzng tongue down |
-your fucking throat? ' . :

Ke.

BRIDGET

Not once.

EXT BRIDGET'S FLAT. STREET - NIGHT. : - _ 201

- ‘Bridget. is belng ‘very quiet in.the. COIIldOI ~. whileé the others
flap around ‘outside and begin to put things in’ the car

TOM

This is o romantic. Snow bound for-
' Paris.

SHARON

_ _Hur*v up, Bridge, we're T“eezlng our
- bollocks off. oGt here, :

The friends are now all packed tight in the little car. Brlaget

her bag for

" stands on the steps. Wlth cold little fingefs, she seaiches in

the keys, can’t find them. She pours the contents of

her bag onto the pavement..

(CONTINUED
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CONTINGZD: . 203

O damn,

Tears begin to plop down her cheeks.

'Suddenly, the camerz changes focus and thers, ON the DDPOSltE

side of the street - like a stalkez, or a qhost - is Mark qu?y
standing beside his car, watching her. still dressed in exact
the clothes he wore a2t the airport. '

TOM
{ out a wound-down window } Come +he fuck
on Bridget!

'Sharen nudges him in the car - and points - all three cf them

“urn - and see Mark - he doesn't see them seeing him - he

Bepdsget /TﬁﬂYjP*ﬂmﬁmiﬁqhgm cpen-
Bimna Eﬁi

PGS

She locks the deoor and turns. and there Mark is. They look at
each other. Then he walks slowly across the street.

mouthed. Bridi

“hank; od.

MARK
Bridget

_BRIDGET -~

doing hext . '
1 B -
g ?

f

‘Wghat are you

Looking for you.f i}"
: BRIDGET
What?
MAREK

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 Wedﬁlngs°
ExceLlen speech.

_ BRIDGLT ' :
'I'm s0, so sorry. { BEAT ) I thougnu yDU'
were in America.

MARK - L .
Well yes -.1 was - but then I remembered -
rd Ioructten somethng back home. '

) : L.BRIDGET
Which was?

Ahm - I'd ;Drgatteb gon) leS you

goodbve . DO you mind? .
-

(COMTINUED
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CONTINUED: (2} 203
ZRIDGET
Not really, no.
He moves to kiss her..
BRIDGET (CONT'D)
So you're not 001ng to Bmerica?
MARK
No, not.
BRIDGET
You‘re staying here?
' MARXK _
o - It would seem so. .
He moves to . : ; ﬂgggggzt rpke it, because.

igg Irorfl the now very

there is a ¢ me
-4 sjbﬁd% ing - ‘Hooray’,

fogged up ¢a
‘Hooray P *That’s my girl’.

MARK (CONT'D)
Friends of yéurs?
| BRIDGET .
Never szen them before in my life.
He moves to kiss her again.
Er E
SHARON LTy N
Look - are you ¢ maqg Egrla,or not?

BRIDGET_
Not.

| o MARK = o .
Maybe we should go upstairs for a minute.

. BRIDGET
- Good idea.
cuT TO:
INT,_BRIDGET’S FLAT. LIVING ROOM - HIGHT. _ . 202
Mark and Brldget are entering from the snow.
- BRIDGET '
Excuse — there’s just a llt le something
I must... I’li be with vou in a2 minute.
Keep yourselz busy - read something. Lots
oI very high quallity magazines with very
- useful romance and Fashion tips.
She goes out. of e T*Drsm. Mark looks" ovev all the copies of Hello

and Red and Cosmonolltan. Then his eyes light upon her dlarv

'*tShe d:been . warned' .He reaches - o:p;:k.it up.



2014

- Meanwhile Mark readg
‘with increasing B rEo
%é:g :

2048

‘half only. She hears the

fed
48]
B |

INT. safDGET's FLRT. BETHROOM -~ NIGHT. . 203
Bridget Is changing from big pants teo little knickers.
‘ BRIDGET , ,
Definitely an occasion for genuinely tiny
PENTs.

She 1ifts up her skirt te remove the big pants she was wearing.

INT. BRIDGET’'S FLAT. LIVING ROOM — NIGHT. 204

']ii!.* s
id

Pk ot e ¥ Ll 2 -2
- “I hope he dies of z heart attack "
they find he'wasn’t_ueg:mng'clgan pants” -
“a real geek.” “I dislike him intensely.

Right. Right.

He clb5e57the'diary_quietly, and wa%&;"cut_the door.

1 L S
INT. BRIDGET’S FLAT. BATHR$ . - ~.204n
Bridget is half way thrq Y N rhaps now has on her top

savy slam of the door. She rushes cut,
and sure enough... '
INT,.BRIDGET'S FLAT. LIVING ROOM -~ NIGHT. S 204B

...No-one’s there. She locks out the window and sees Mafk'walking
eway. It is still snowing. She cpens the window and shouts out.

- BRIDGET
-Mark! Marki -

He doesn’t hesar - or won’t hear - as he strides down the strezet.

. She looks at the diary. Reads the words ' utterly hateful boring

snob’ .

. BRIDGET (CONT'D)
-0 shit. .

‘And has to decide what to dn.

O double shit.
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2064

207

Total ]ov - s5he jumps up on him

Bridget in bare feet

EXT.

.t e SIow.

o3
Py

INT. 3RIDGET’S FLAT. HALLWAY - NIGHT 2Bs
She charges down the steirs.
EXT. BRIDGET’S FLAT. STREET - NIGHT 206

and legs sprints out
Ramdas and a couple of Greek waiters.

N BRIDGET
Wish me luck!

WAITERS & RAMDAS
Good _luck, c*azy_g;r

“g-"w (”‘H

§ 8
She reaches t J.:Ltt*aetg— gxgns@-

SENT L T
EXT. HIGH STREET. NIGHT. 20¢eh
It 15 snowing. Bridget turns on to the main high street. She

can’t see Mark. T en up ahead she sees Mark turn the corner.
She runs after him.

STATIONARY SHDP.-NIGHT. 207

- wildly around her. - Suddenly Mark emerges from
has a co tantgfkﬂg very respectable middle-
He locks af-fh# undep~dressed shivaring Brldget in

UL L

Mark, Mark - I'm sorry - I didn’'t mean it
~ I mean, T meant it - but I was StUDLd

Brldget starin
the shop, whic
aged ladies.

you see, 50 I dlan t mean what I meant.
Fause.
-For Christ’s sake -~ it's only a clafy -
-2nd 1t’s common knowledge diaries are
~just full of crap.
Pause.

I know that.
He holds up a little' leather book.

I was Jjust buyin

, You a new one. Time to
sCRrt again,- per .

aps. .

- arms right round bis nnck feet

in the air - and hugs him..

(CONTINUED -
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CARE {(CONT' D

v 1o on-lockers } Sorry. Hercin is a
terrible drug.

And then_they kiss. It lasts a genuine amount of time, They split

apart - Bridget s a little breathless - and confused.
. ~ BRIDGET. ) o . :
Wait a minute - nice boys don‘t kiss like
that. '
MARK,

0 yes, they db.

Both smile - both know rthe future is full of strange delights.

Ty, X LT tmm—— S e
TITLE MUSIC,.g..2T XPLUCSLVE YERSION 913 w WEEN I MET MISS
JONES" b e ﬁ 5 ;‘f‘% —Er' T
) wmwxhjémwi v _» B s
EXT. PARENT’S HODUSE. GARDEN {1960°8) — DAY 210

HCME MOVIE FOOTAGE

shows BRIDGET JONES, 4 years old, tormenting MARK DARCY, B years
old. The setting is Bridget's’ parents garden - swing, slide,
addling pool -~ and Bridget is ciearlg crazy about Mark: hugging
, Ltrying to kiss him, ‘mugging at the camera. Mark seems _
mortified, constantly trying to get away. In the background their
PARENTS, in outrageous &§’§ gIbtgﬂg._ '
' ' e

it 2

At the paddlin col, BREDS a é o) ¢ her clothes and walks
back toPMark. geplooks ﬁnéogga§t§:i@dézput then smiles and kisses
her. Baby Bridget radiantly happy - Mark not unhappy. Freeze.

FRANE SINATRA
Now Ifve met Miss Jones
And we’ll be meeting
Till the day we die,
Miss Jones & I.

THE END.






