Bridget Jones’s Diary I
The script
Episode 1: New Year’s resolutions

BRIDGET: And so I made a major decision.

I had to make sure that next year...

I wouldn't end up shit-faced and listening to sad FM...

easy-listening for the over-thirties.

I decided to take control of my life...

and start a diary...

to tell the truth about Bridget Jones...

the whole truth.

Resolution number one -- ohh--

obviously will lose twenty pounds.

Number two...

always put last night's panties in the laundrybasket.

Equally important...

will find nice sensible boyfriend to go out with...

and not continue to form romantic attachments...

to any of the following...

alcoholics, workaholics, commitment-phobics...

peeping toms, megalomaniacs...

emotional fuckwits, or perverts.

And especially will not fantasize...

about a particular person who embodies all these things.

ARETHA FRANKLIN SINGING: What you want

Baby, I got

What you need

Do you know I got it?

BRIDGET: Unfortunately, he just happens to be my boss...

Editor-in-Chief, Daniel Cleaver.

And for various slightly unfair reasons...

relating to this year's Christmas party...

I suspect he does not fantasize about me.

BRIDGET, DRUNK, SINGING: Oh

Can't live

If living is without you

I can't live

Can't give anymore

BRIDGET: Or maybe I'm wrong.

Episode 2: Kafka’s Motorbike

Right. No pressure, Bridge...

but your whole future happiness now depends on how you behave...

on this one social occasion.

Right. What should I do?

First, look gorgeous.

[Tape rips] Ohh!

Ow! Gooh!

Two -- then totally ignore Daniel and suck up to famous authors.

Salman.

Salman. Salman.

Circulate.

Oozing intelligence.

Isn't it terrible about Chechnya?

Isn't it terrible about Chechnya?

Chech-nya!

Introduce people with thoughtful details...

such as, “Sheila...

...This is Daniel. Daniel, this is Sheila”.

“Sheila enjoys horse-riding and comes from New Zealand.

“Daniel enjoys publishing and comes --
All over your face?”
TOM: Exactly.

Excuse me.

I'm terribly sorry to interrupt you...

when you're having dinner. It's just that --

Yes. Yes, it was me.

Yes. Nine years ago.

No current plans to record anything else.

Thank you so much.

GUEST: Oh, it's just that, ah em...

Your -- your chair is on my wife's coat.

[Laughter]

Your -- your chair on the...

Of course it is. Of course it is.

MAN: Thank you so much. Thank you.

BRIDGET: Hmm. Major dilemma.

If actually do, by some terrible chance...

end up in flagrante...

surely these would be most attractive at crucial moment.

However, chances of reaching crucial moment...

greatly increase by wearing these.

Scary stomach-holding-in panties.

Very popular with grannies the world over.

Ha. Tricky. Very tricky.

["Peter Gunn" continues playing]

[LATER]

BRIDGET: Ladies and gentlemen...

welcome to the launch of “Kafka's Motorbike”...

“The Greatest Book of Our Time”...

and here to introduce it is Mr. Tits Pervert.

Ooh, Fitzherbert, Fitzherbert, Fitzherbert.

OK, circulate, oozing intelligence.

Ignore Daniel, and be fabulous with everyone else.

I am the intellectual equal of everyone else here.

Ooh.

It's like a whole theory of short fiction...

and of the novella, you know?

And, of course, the problem...

with Martin's definition of the novella...

is that it really only applies to him.

[Laughter]

MAN: That doesn't sound like Martin.

Not. [Laughter]

RUSHDIE: I could be wrong. What do you think?

Uh...do you know...

[Inhales]

where the toilets are, huh?

BRIDGET: Stay calm. Can't get any worse.

What are you doing here?

MARK: I've been asking myself the same question.

I came with a colleague.

So how are you?

Well, apart from being very disappointed...

not to see my favorite reindeer jumper again...

I'm well.

PERPETUA: Anyone going to introduce me?

BRIDGET: Ah, introduce people with thoughtful details.

Perpetua. Ha.

This is Mark Darcy.

Mark's a prematurely middle-aged prick...

with a cruel-raced ex-wife.

Perpetua's a fat-ass old bag...

who spends her time bossing me around.

BRIDGET: Maybe not.

PERPETUA: Anyone going to introduce me?

BRIDGET: Ah, Perpetua.

Uh, this is Mark Darcy.

Mark's a top barrister.

Oh, he comes from Garth and Underwood.

Perpetua is one of my work colleagues.

Why, Mark, I know you by reputation, of course.

Ah, Natasha.

MARK: This is Bridget Jones. Bridget, this is Natasha.

Natasha is a top attorney and specialized in family law.

Bridget works in publishing...

and used to play naked in my paddling pool.

- How odd. - Ha ha.

BRIDGET: Perpetua, how's the house hunt going?

Disaster.

I oughtn't go into it with you.

By the by, that man is gorgeous.

BRIDGET: Ah, yes, Mark.

Just give me time. Give me time.

[Laughs]

DANIEL: “You've written a searing vision -- ”
Can you remember the rest of this?

RUSHDIE: “Of the wounds our century...”
“has inflicted on traditional masculinity”.

“Positively Vonnegut-esque”. Obviously.

Listen, you don't know where the loos are here, do you?

Uh, yes. In the hallway.

Thanks.

[Microphone not working]

BRIDGET: One, two.

[Blows]

[People chattering]

Ladies and gentlemen.

L --

BRIDGET: L-ladies and...

L--

Oi!

Oi!

Sorry. The, uh...

mike's not... work -- working. Ah em.

Ladies and gentlemen...

welcome to the launch of “Kafka's Motorbike”...

“The Greatest Book of OurTime”.
[Mild applause]

Obviously except for your books, Mr. Rushdie...

which are also very good.

And Lord Archer...

yours aren't bad, either.

[Clears throat] Anyway...

uh, what I mean is, uh...

welcome, ladies and gentlemen.

Thank you for coming to the launch of...

one of the top thirty books of our time.

Anyway, at least.

And here to introduce it, ha...

properly, ha ha...

is, uh, the man we all call, uh...

BRIDGET'S INNER VOICE: [Whispering] Tiits Pervert.

Mr...

INNER VOICE: Tiits Pervert!

Mr...

INNER VOICE: Tiits Pervert.

Fitzherbert, uh...

because...

that is his name.

Mr. Fitzherbert.

Thank you.

[Mild applause]

FITZHERBERT: Thank you, Brenda.

[Sighs]

Just switch this on.

[Feedback]

[Man laughs, people chattering]

