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EXT. MOSE’S HOUSE - DAY (FLASHBACK)7 7

MOSE WRIGHT, 63, black, tall and thin, is standing outside of 
his home giving an interview.

MOSE WRIGHT
Sunday morning, about two-thirty, 
someone called at the door. I said, 
‘who is it?’ And he said, ‘this is 
Mr. Bryant, I want to talk with you 
and the boy. 

Mose appears slightly distraught but tries to maintain his 
composure.

MOSE WRIGHT (CONT’D)
And when I opened the door, there 
was two men standing each with a 
pistol in one hand and a flashlight 
in the other. He asked me did I 
have two boys there from Chicago. I 
told him I had. And he said, ‘I 
want the boy that done all that 
talk.’

INT. MOSE’S HOUSE - BEDROOM - NIGHT - INTERCUT8 8

The room is dark. There are two beds in the room. Emmett and 
his younger cousin, SIMEON WRIGHT, (12) are asleep in one bed 
and ROBERT WRIGHT, (15) is asleep in the other bed.

Inaudible ARGUING can be heard from outside of the room. As 
the arguing continues, it gets LOUDER. Suddenly the bedroom 
door opens and TWO MEN enter, ROY BRYANT (24), white, and 
J.W. MILAM (38), white, each holding flashlights in one and 
hand pistols in the other.

J.W. waves the flashlight into the boys’ sleeping faces. Mose 
walks over to Emmett and tries to wake him up. Emmett is 
sound asleep. Mose shakes him hard and he finally awakens. 
Emmett sits up. 

J.W. MILAM
Are you the boy from Chicago?

EMMETT
Yeah.

J.W. MILAM
The nigger who did all the talkin’?

EMMETT
Yeah.



J.W. becomes irate.

J.W. MILAM
Don’t say ‘yeah’ to me, boy, I’ll 
blow your head off. Git your 
clothes on.

Emmett is only wearing a pair of shorts. He grabs a shirt and 
a pair of trousers near the bed and puts them on. Emmett is 
moving slowly. He grabs his socks and begins to put them on.

J.W. MILAM (CONT’D)
Hurry up! You don’t need no socks. 
Just the shoes.

EMMETT 
I don’t wear shoes without socks.

Emmett grabs a pair of canvas shoes with thick crepe soles 
and puts them on.

MOSE WRIGHT
He ain’t got good sense. He didn’t 
know what he was doing. 

Emmett is still groggy and rubs his eyes. J.W. grabs him out 
of bed and pushes him towards the bedroom door. Simeon, in 
bed, holds the covers over his face but peaks through to see 
what is happening. 

J.W. MILAM
We gon’ take him up the road and 
whip him.

MOSE WRIGHT
I’ll give him a good whippin’ for 
what he done.

Roy turns to Mose as they are exiting the room.

ROY BRYANT
Do you know any of us?

MOSE WRIGHT
No, sir.

ROY BRYANT
How old are you?

MOSE WRIGHT
Sixty-three.
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ROY BRYANT
Well, if you know any of us 
tomorrow, you won’t live to be 
sixty-four.

EXT. MOSE’S HOUSE - DAY - INTERCUT8 8

MOSE WRIGHT
Three days later, the sheriff came 
and told me they had found the body 
and wanted me to identify it. He 
didn’t have any clothes on and the 
body was so badly damaged that we 
couldn’t hardly tell who it was. 
But he happened to have on a ring 
with his initials, and that cleared 
it up.

Mose becomes distraught and slowly turns and walks away from 
the news team. A REPORTER, 35, white, steps in.

REPORTER
That was Mose Wright, the great-
uncle of Emmett Louis Till. The 
fourteen year old Chicago youth who 
was kidnapped five days ago by two 
men for alledgedly whistling at a 
white woman, Carolyn Bryant. 
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