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CUT TC GRAN'S HOUSE
[Lorelai and Emily are going through Gran’s papers.]

LORELAT: This looks like -- what a shock -- another incoherent legal document.
EMILY: Hand it to me.

LORELAIL: Uh..."house insurance policy."
EMILY: Hand it to me.

LORELAI: You know, Mom, seriously, I can do more than just hand you stuff.
EMILY: That's all right. I have a system.

LORELAI: Yes. You don't think I can work within the system, but I can! I have no
plans to overthrow the system. Just teach me the system. Teach it!

EMILY: Just hand me some papers. '50 AL to of
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GEORGJA: Emily-excuse-me. Wekinishgg cataloging the second floor, and.wae're
sEogEtoNnove to the third. : _;'..;'y
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EMILY T That'SNnexGeorgia: v 4
GEGRGE-AndweRgv/q bubble-wrapgert those ba Fglasses. Where do-you-wantus to —
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EMILY: In the trunk of my ®&, algng witheie candlesticks. My-keys-are-mthe-foyer.

LORELAT: What was that abouf? 4/

EMILY: I'm preparing for , ineral. \ s
LORELAT: Stashing = ses is preparing fol ghe funeral?
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EMILY: Those bar .’f_‘- are supposed to stay in\the family. They go to us, then to
you. However, g timg a certain relative of your\{at r's comes to visit, things
tend to disappgst. { N
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LORELAI gad's got a Winona in the family? How cool. Who is 1§
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LI in Marilyn- s been systematically pilfering ‘;"‘f bar glasses
ordle last five egrs: A
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LORELAI: Really.




crema ion clause? _,'5:;"} . .
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LORELAIL: Now you're just making stuff up. y -

EMILY: Your grandmother is to have an open-cg 1 et ceremony, displayed in all her
glory, then is to be cremated and have her asfies divided in two -- half to be buried
with her husband in the family crypt, and4He other half to be put in an urn and
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placed on ocur manteipiece.

LORELAI: Half of Gran is going t&@# on your mantel forever.

EMILY: Staring at me, juddip§ me, disapproving of me. \/

LORELAL: So appargf] it's the top half.

EMILY: When pi £t found out, I almost had a coronary, but I've accepted it. From

NOgEen;: Agier Mﬂ.ﬁiﬁa"\ Qousehoid -~ your father, me, and her urn,

Rl i LR S

L ORELALYou-dnautsidwe know SO abott Grans L * gvas
h%ﬂame? '

EMILY: Gilmore.
LORELAI: No, no, her maiden name.
EMILY: Gilmore. Ve

LORELAI: Wait. Y-you're not saying -

EMILY: She and Charles were second cousins.

LORELAI: Ew! What?!
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EMILY: Oh, don't act so scandalized. 1t was@t at all uncommon for prominent
families to keep the bloodlines closed. F’

LORELAI: Keeping the bloodlines o:“" Is that what we're calling it?




:MILY: This is to your father. It's a carben copy of a letter she sent to your father.

ORELAI: Hmm. That's nice.

IMILY: [reading] "My Dearest Richard, It is with heavy heart that I write you this
etter tonight, botItammot-stand by arid 18t you-make-a terfiblémistake. Until now, I
1ad theught-hoped, prayed that you would come to the same conclusion that I

wave. But you have not, and therefore, I—fee!——tt-rs-nw—dnw as your mother-t& beg you
o reconsider your impending marriage." [Lorelai gasps.] ™"I'm sure that Emily is a
rery suitable woman for someone, but not for you. She-witt-not-be-abte-to-make-you
~appy: She does not have the Gilmore stamina or spark. She is simply not a
silmore."

MILY: [continues reading] "I don'tknow the clrcungmnces surrounding your
areakup-with Pennilyn Lott, Bt it is stili my belief that she is much better suited for
rou than Emily." [Voice breaking] "1 know that the timing of this is particularly
wkward, since you are to be married tomorrow.”

_ORELAI: No way!
IMIEY freadinglBut-your-happinessis too important to-me; se-timing-be-damned:*~~
_ORELAI: She wanted Dad to leave you at the altar.

IMILY: She begged him to leave me at the altar! She begged him in writing, and
‘hen she saved the carbons! o
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_ORELAI: Holy moly. Can I see that? ™ =~
IMILY: I can't believe this. I'm standing here in her basement, covered in dust. I'm
>rganizing her estate and cataloging her things. I've been on the phone for days,

rying to make sure that everything was exactly the way she wanted it, and all this
ime, she never even wanted me in her family!

_ORELAI: Man, she sure used a lot of exclamation points.
=MILY: Well, fine. That's just fine, because I am done.

_ORELAI: Done?

IMILY: I'mdoneplanting and_tunning around and catiimgpeeple. I'm done with

anything having to do with that woman.

LORELA_I;W
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HIPped-my beST Triend s fumrerat-to-gotf == THats WHat your dad didr

ORELAIL: Mom, we have to plan this funeral.

IMILY:

MILY: Find a box, throw her in, we're done!

ORELAI: Mom.

‘MILY: Better yet, throw the old harpy's carcass in a ditch! Let a wolverine eat her.

ORELAI: Okay, but, see, finding a wolverine near a ditch -- that takes planning.

MILY: Do whatever you want! I'm going to have a drink. Would vou like a drink?

ORELAI: I can't do it, Mom! I don't know the system!



