
PLEDGIN' written by Katherine Andrews

INT. CHURCH - DAY

MAUREEN (early 60s) stands behind the podium at the front of
the room in a wide stance.  Her wild curly mane complements
her colourful flowy ensemble and the bangles around her wrists
clang gently as she gesticulates.

MAUREEN
Howard died crossing threesome off
his bucket list. 

Gasps from the mostly gray-haired crowd.

MAUREEN (CONT'D)
Oh, relax.  I was there too.

Maureen smiles a cheeky smile and looks out at the full house
of mourners with disdain for their prudish reactions.

MAUREEN (CONT'D)
(chastizingly)

Look around.  We're not getting any
younger.  I challenge each of you to
think about what your version of a
threesome is.  Write it down, then
write down nine other things that
scare the shit out of you.  Then do
them.  All of them.  That's the best
tribute you could ever give my Dennis.

Saying his name, her voice breaks.  But she recovers with a
smile as she walks to the open casket and kisses DENNIS (early
70s), who lies content-looking in his silk-lined bed.

MAUREEN (CONT'D)
Love you, honey.

In the front row, RACHEL (19) hair tucked behind her ears,
dressed in black and hoping to fade into the background,
leans over to PETER (mid 40s), unshaven and wearing a suit
for only the third time in his life.

RACHEL
What is she on?

Peter wipes away a tear and shrugs.  Rachel, not realizing
her father had been crying, puts her arm around his shoulder. 
Peter leans in, comforted.  

MAUREEN
I'd like to invite Dennis's
granddaughter Rachel...Peter's
daughter...to say a few words.  
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Rachel looks at Peter, horrified.  Peter shrugs again: he
didn't know.  Rachel turns to the person sitting on her other
side.  This is NIC (mid 20s) well-groomed, charismatic. 

RACHEL
(whispering to Nic)

Can you?  Please?

Nic nods, stands up in the pew.

RACHEL (CONT'D)
(whispering to Nic)

Use the sermon I wrote for Mrs.
Caverhill's funeral last weekend.

Nic takes his phone out of his pocket, opens the document:
CAVERHILL in his Notes.

MAUREEN
Rachel?

Rachel shakes her head 'NO' fervently at Maureen.  Nic strides
up the stairs toward the podium and goes in for a hug which
Maureen dodges expertly.

MAUREEN (CONT'D)
Well, I guess we'll have to settle
for Rachel's boyfriend...

Nic interrupts her with a flourish. 

NIC
Thank you, Maureen.  As some of you
may know, I lead a congregation over
in Hilldale.  The Bible teaches us
to "weep with those who weep."  And
today we'll weep for Dennis.  But
when our tears stop, tomorrow...a
week from now...a year from now...

Maureen slides into the seat Nic vacated beside Rachel and
notices Rachel mouthing the words as Nic is saying them. 
Rachel feels Maureen's stare and stops, self-conscious.

NIC (CONT'D)
Remember the words of Rainer Maria
Rilke.  Rilke.

Rachel cringes as Nic mispronounces the name.

NIC (CONT'D)
"Death is our friend precisely because
it brings us into absolute and
passionate presence with all that is 

(MORE)
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NIC (CONT'D)
here, that is natural, that is love." 
Be here now. 

All the old gray hairs upset by Maureen's speech are swooning
over Nic.

NIC (CONT'D)
Some of you may know that Dennis and
I became quite close in the visits I
had with him since his diagnosis.  

Maureen rolls her eyes at this.

NIC (CONT'D)
And he had some great advice about
finding the right partner to go
through life with.

Maureen feels sheepish for rolling her eyes now.

NIC (CONT'D)
I already knew I'd found her, but
what he said just made it more clear. 
So it seems appropriate to ask this
today.  With Dennis's blessing. 
Rachel, will you marry me?

Rachel nods, runs up and hugs Nic.

INT. CHURCH BASEMENT - DAY

Post-funeral reception.  Cold cut trays, dainties, and coffee
urns.  The low rumble of small talk, the smell of sweat
mingled with dry cleaning chemicals.  Maureen sashays over
to Rachel, who's standing alone, looking at her new diamond
ring.

MAUREEN
I remember when your grandpa first
held you.  He said, this one, this
one has fire in her eyes.  Why weren't
you up there giving that speech?

RACHEL
That's not me.

MAUREEN
It used to be.

Rachel shifts uncomfortably in her own skin.

RACHEL
How long are you here for?
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Maureen looks across the room at her son Peter, who's holding
an unlit cigarette in his hand, waiting for the woman who's
fussing over him to stop so he can get the hell out of there.

MAUREEN
How's your dad doing?

Nic's arm around Rachel's shoulders interrupts her train of
thought.

NIC
You okay?

Rachel nods.

MAUREEN
Beautiful speech, Nic.

NIC
Thanks Maureen.  You too.

Maureen laughs a bit.  Nic's a terrible liar.

MAUREEN
Rilke was a nice touch.

NIC
Thanks, I like her poetry.

Despite the tension between them, Maureen and Rachel share a
smile at Nic's ignorance.

MAUREEN
You have any help writing that?

NIC
Maureen, in one of our last
conversations, Dennis said he'd like
to help pay for our wedding with his
estate.

MAUREEN
Dementia is cruel, Nic.  Dennis didn't
know what he was talking about a lot
of the time.  I know he did set aside
some money for you for college though,
Rachel.  Have you heard back from
any schools yet?

RACHEL
We're going overseas.  Nic's being
considered for some posts in Africa.
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MAUREEN
Your dad told me you were filling
out college applications.

RACHEL
I did, but...

MAUREEN
(to Nic)

Can't you defer the job for awhile
while Rachel finishes school?

RACHEL
Grandma, I want to go with Nic.  To
help people.

MAUREEN
Nic, you had fun in college...

NIC
Well, it was the seminary.

MAUREEN
I just think Rachel should have the
same chance.

Rachel raises her voice.

RACHEL
Grandma, I'm not like you.  Partying
with co-eds and having threesomes
aren't on my bucket list!

People standing nearby notice, and move away.

MAUREEN
But don't you want to study philosophy
and history and poetry?  Learn more
about Rilke?  I hear she's great!

The joke between them doesn't help this time.  Nic steps
closer to Maureen, so she can hear him whisper.

NIC
I try not to ruin the illusion, but
Rachel writes most of my sermons,
Maureen.  She's going to be more
than just a pastor's wife.

Maureen looks at Rachel, concerned.

INT.  RACHEL'S BEDROOM - DAY

Rachel reads an acceptance email from Harvard on her computer.
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