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JONESS
DIARY




Sunday 1 January
1.45 p.m.
Ugh. First day of New Year has been day of horror. Cannot quite believe I am once again starting the year in a single bed in my parents' house. It is too humiliating at my age. I wonder if they'll smell it if I have a fag out of the window. Having skulked at home all day, hoping hangover would clear, I eventually gave up and set off for the Turkey Curry Buffet far too late. When I got to the Alconburys' and rang their entire-tune-of-town-hallclock-style doorbell I was still in a strange world of my own — nauseous, vile-headed, acidic. I was also suffering from road-rage residue after inadvertently getting on to the M6 instead of the M1 and having to drive halfway to Birmingham before I could find anywhere to turn round. I was so furious I kept jamming my foot down to the floor on the accelerator pedal to give vent to my feelings, which is very dangerous. I watched resignedly as Una Alconbury's form — intriguingly deformed through the ripply glass door bore down on me in a fuchsia two-piece.
'Bridget! We'd almost given you up for lost! Happy New Year! Just about to start without you.'She seemed to manage to kiss me, get my coat off, hang it over the banister, wipe her lipstick off my cheek and make me feel incredibly guilty all in one movement, while I leaned against the ornament shelf for support.
'Sorry. I got lost.'
'Lost? Durr! What are we going to do with you? Come on in!'
She led me through the frosted-glass doors into the lounge, shouting, 'She got lost, everyone!'
'Bridget! Happy New Year! said Geoffrey Alconbury, clad in a yellow diamond-patterned sweater. He did a jokey Bruce Forsyth step then gave me the sort of hug which Boots would send straight to the police station.
'Hahumph,' he said, going red in the face and pulling his trousers up by the waistband. 'Which junction did you come off at?'
'Junction nineteen, but there was a diversion.
'Junction nineteen! Una, she came off at Junction nineteen! You've added an hour to your journey before you even started. Come on, let's get you a drink. How's your love-life, anyway?' 
Oh God. Why can't married people understand that this is no longer a polite question to ask? We wouldn't rush up to them
and roar, 'How's your marriage going? Still having sex?' 
Helen Fielding – Bridget Jones’ Diary (1996)


1. Introduce the document.
2. Who is the narrator? Briefly comment on her state of mind at the beginning of the extract.
3. To what extent can we say that Bridget’s current situation infantilises her?
4. Why has she moved back in with her parents? Imagine five possible reasons.
5. Pick out elements showing that Bridget has indulged in binge drinking.
6. Copy out the following events in chronological order.
a. Bridget is writing her diary in her parents’ house. 
b. She was more than an hour late at her friends’
c. She took the wrong exit on the motorway. 
d. She exceeded the speed limit.
e. She felt nauseous. 
7. Say if the following statements are RIGHT or WRONG and justify your answers in your own words. 
a. Bridget celebrated New Year’s Eve with her boyfriend.
b. She was invited for dinner by friends. 
c. Her friends live in Birmingham.
d. She knew that she was driving a bit too fast.
8. “Lost? Durr! What are we going to do with you?” (l. 25) What is Una Alconbury’s opinion of Bridget?
9. Find elements in the text showing that  … 
a. … Una Alconbury’s body language makes Bridget feel uncomfortable. 
b. … the Alconburies have very classic taste.
c. … Bridget is too ashamed of herself to explain why she was late.
d. … the attention bestowed by Geoffrey Alconbury is inappropriate
10. What would be the best title for the last paragraph, a, b or c? Justify your choice. 
a. Too polite a question  b. Mind your own business   c. How shocking !
11. The narrative is ...
a.  a first-person narrative  b. zero-focalised  c. externally-focalised  
