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DREAMING EMMETT

oy

TONI MORRISON

June/1985




In every way possible, this play should have the quality of a dream Not
dreamy, or dream-like (meaning fuzzy or floating) but the way sustained
dreaming really is: sometimes the pace seems to slow down to agonizing
lengths; sometimes the movement agd speech is oddly rapid. Color is

generally black and white or sepia. The scenes we dream in color are

always memorable, since it happeni so seldom, and since it frequently

happeﬁ when nothing dramatic is being dreamed. Sounds accompanying
the play should support this quality: ie. sometimes the call of a bird is
very, very loud, but one can't hear the telephone ring, or the gunfire.

_ \
Angles are all "wrong” in a dream; people sometimes do not have the |
reaction we expect (they may look on quietly at a murder but get very
active if the water is turned on). Mood changes quickly as from the sound
of bells to rain drops. These values should be incorporated in the play to
heighten its dramatic and dream-like values. (The white characters, for
example, might be carrying umbrellas; Ma could have a balloon) None of
these things are written into the play; but the style of the production

should try to accomodate them.

There should be no intermission, but once (twice, actually) there are
black -outs--places where the light literally dies and the audience "loses”
sight of the r.::l'zar;a.rf:t.ers;.,.'-e‘si'l)_it.e the dialogue and revelation of the plot is

fairly straightforward, the feel of the play should suggest improvisation.




DW in a 1idonied cotton mill--that is to say,

what an abandoned cotton mill looks like to someotie who has never seen

of1e.

It should be constructed in such a way as to suggest rusted violence:

&5, platforms, loading bays, motors, teeth, ropeg
s swing or a clothesline; the bays ¢a

v y

y set-make

geration is the pose to be struck.




CHARACTERS

"EMMETT -- A mannish and manly fourteen year old black boy. He is
at the age when braggadocio and vulnerability combitie but
don't mix. He is moody, a chameleon--capable of infectious
humer and grightening violence. Small-framed, he has a
good singing voice and can move from cold menace to warm
charm in a flash. He is able to make us cry and to drive us
to fury. His accent is Northern; when he affects a Southern

onie it sounds false.
Forty-five years old, this black man is probably a salesman

or the owner of a stnall business of which he is extremely

EUSTACE-- Black man in mid-forties, obviously a farmer who ha

traveled outside his county--and has no desire to,

The boy's tnother. In her late sigties or early seventies. A

gentle, life-abused woman; the kind who brings out

tenderness in orhters because she seems to need it so.

& white wotnan in her mid-sixties, she is habitually
suspicious and defensive. She rests comfortably on the
cliches of racial superiority, regional pride aand sexual
manipulation. Very interested in what goes on around her,

ufilike--




carolyn. Hard times have turned his
unexamined opinions into cemented attitudes. he is very
confident in this company, but one feels that that is probably

never true elsewhere

Brother to |.W., in his late fifties. He has a kind ¢
olent innocence--as though a corner of his mind is

skillful with his hands--coherent and content

Bt |

TAMARA-- Black girl in her eatly ities. Glib, managerial,

independent, sassy but very loving--when she initiates it.




5, but we hear humming; A

s above us on a ramp of some sort. Drageing a huge
on a white chirt with the ¢
", suspenders, and

~ otria Af crdria HHimse aon
:n?f.;.'lf-f of some time ag:




ACT

[T{singing)

M | Crooked let

mdarreittant 1 whiles ke hanle in than FHIFGAS0ES
termittently while he hauls in, then rummages

s an old typewrit

er, some paper e#d
1ges the typewriter and paper on the trunk hid

F'-\‘._if_'jl_aE:_ 20, 287 .

NO. No,ho, ho no. 28, 195

Hol- Summer-in Sumner.—{revising) How | Spent My

(singing)

ame of Ragtime Joe-

id of a8 bird




mag-a




110 reveal parts of set as Emmett imagines it.

d hallucinatory, but eventually reveal the interior of

an old, unused cotton mill including the makings of a cotton gin: pul

EMMETT(cont'd)

get down! That's good.

Okay now. Get the show on the road! White girl. Ah,

01d. Name of, of. Damn. Uh, uh, Carolyn! Carolyn

.

e T

A dog in Chicago. Carolyn! Yo, Carolyn.

[A white woman in her late sixtie:

EMMETT

who are you? (She looks around but can't see him) Wil you get out of

said twenty-five years old; red hair!

e returns to his typing and notebook. MNotices woman again)

Didn't you hear what id. Get out ti call you, and when | call you this

- 1

time, you better come out looking right




Damn can't do l’|E|T.!Hr|Q right. Thirty years and she still stupid.
that ugly? Re. Couldn't have been. Lemme se

Eustace Spottwood. Fourteen years old, mTii

[Eustace Spottwood enters. A black man about fifty years old dressed in

raded coveralls] --little junior mustache.

Oh shit. You too? (whining) Come on, Edstace. Be fourteen. You wasn't

It's gotta be like iy/'was then.

‘Wed. Examines set with casual interest]
Okay. Okay. You guys can Jhok any way you want to. | can handle it.\ Stand |
over there man, no. Left/left. There you go. Now. Who's next? George!

,—\

George Harvey! Come gn in here, man with your buck tooth self

George Harvey enfers. A heavy black man dressed in a business suit.
Same age as Eugtace.]
(shaking hig hea
V\/\‘/\’\_Lfl 0 would fiave th ﬁugl’;l it? \ _'J.,
1: ) ecognize each other, shake hands and embrace as
i/they have not seen each other in a long time. As they greet one
Emmett climbs down from his platform above and jumps, 1anding

aht in front of them.]

' 3 G Courtaoe
Bl ﬁmﬁ i Q{J‘ém sther SlupP™s

EEU rge. El,l.,.T.-jt,.tJ. How you all doing? ha, gl.g q é
o mmﬁ
Turns (wr\rmk

CTUWSVHL;__-[




[The-remenmietentatively; obvisusii-do-not-kmow-titm]

v
7

You remember me don't you

GEORGE C”—TS verce , 9 €3 fuves A ()
Fﬁ“it‘, nfa hmed — @ are H\ej
EUSTACE LI G» ‘H]'\e heg m I‘MS)

Yeah. You favor somebody.

EMMETT
Oh, man! How could you forget?
{sings)
“Many a tear has to fall
But it's all in the game.
Do wah wah wah.”

[He waits expectantly. George and Eustace chuckle and exef

(Louder and a 1ittle wild)
"Many a tear has to fall;
But it's all in the game.”

ibeorge and Eustac

4

Eustace
(singing softly) "Many a tear‘(laughs)

t heard that since --o0, @ long time.




EMMETT
Sittin by the well. 19387 August. You never d it before then. |

1= 4

I'jliu..-_

it to you as a favor because Mississippi boys don't get no Chicago

music.

Emmett TiN?
GEORGE

Good God is that you?

| be damn.

[ErarreHretions—and uddumu they express excitement, love, camaraderie,

/e and over

(sharply)

Okay! That Enough! Quit!

r~ o -

LGeorge and Eustace freeze-Emmett returns to his platform and

typewriter. Makes &

Hft Ha

11s ain't a morgue. [The men relax)

T I
N |

Hey. Not like that. Loosen up.

/3




er {o each other while

GEORGE

fm

Say, ah, what you doing back here?

EMMETT (gxammimg )m-ﬂSINS rcFﬁ)

ICTACE

E AND EUSTACE

Yacation”, and Dﬂih;%?;;u all is in

| thought--
EMMETT

™

You thought what?
(illed Emmett Till. You dead boy. Ain't you dead?
EMMETT
not forgotten. Mot forgotten, am 1?7 (confidentially) But
M

like it. | mean, you know, | still dream,/ |

It ain't like what they said. You Knhow:







‘)Cmf _)
NJo
mece N
maAan

« (v

You must be wore out

UG s

MCTT
11

C M
R |

Tired, man. Dead tired. (brightly) That's why

| am. Oh | am. Wore out.

lirhose Vhat

B [Ke

I'm making this movie. And what good is 8@ movie if you can't put your best

r
<

MAn. Net Y« Yp my

Eus foe
é:MmeCfL :

to do on the porch and down by the well. So we got to practice, before the

'\

(singing) “If | didn't care..” C

George and Eustace join him in this Ink Spot

song]

Oy
EMMET

ETT (to Eustace)
You need a 1ot of practice man. You had a voice like a angel. What happen?
7 \o-.e and
You st smoking them Phillip Morris cigarettes?

smoke; never did.

They don’t make Phillip Morris anymore

EUSTACE

EMM

her?, (laughing) What was in that bottle we hung down in the

It made you holler. That's that first time | ever saw a

...........j........




Knov what i m{mu? C]\oj_ on *Hl_fg }']C,,e [91,(4 L{(Ulm
gOmmC\ l"\‘a,wmec( /g"ﬂh{ ‘[{,,_,.I_Q_ z/(,'o C{J‘«{fjf *__rlg)‘j(-

E, ‘ny\f'
K‘Hi (Fé s, bd‘fv ,2<'d4m3 rovand (R Caxs

I Oround -t [aughfer + Pushny ]




running drunk. | used to hear people say “he was running drunk.” | didn't
2 - ol -

Lews s saalnad 4
EITOYY Wial L

ey meant till that day. You was hollering and running all

round the yard. Uncle Drew threw a hammer at your head. Remembe Cg et vt )

!JEBEE'

hat what made you stop drinking, Eus? Somebody tried 10 &=
f LY .
( Firrnes eope]
K111 you, huh? You never was one for rough —*UHA Oh, he could throw a
hammer all right, but he couldn’t stop two crackers from snatching me out

af his house

[ Lights alter; sounds of motor of a truck, slamming doors, voices in rage,
voicee in defense, motor of truck starting up and driving off; screaming.

Mo one hears these s Emmett]

0% @ hammer at a kid having fun, but can't throw nothing at two

"8gqging his own nephew out the he

EUSTACE
That ain't right what you saying, and 1t ain’t fair. Uncle Drew took care of

Sl

us; you too. Fed your ass and everything--

TWalks around examimng themactinertd

(to George)

-~

10 movie. What he want with us?




CAROLYN

{(Still fingering the wallet) When you have a wallet, you can pull it out of
your hip pocket and show it to another man. He pulls out his; | pull out
mine. He shows me his; | show him mine. See? Like just now. First thing
you did was show me yours. All the stuff you got in here, just like the

_-I..Af:f
stuft |

| had in mine. You got cards, | had pictures. All bullshit. 5o another

man would know how tough you are. Hey, George, | can tell you tough.

white folks don't scare you now. You got cards, plenty cards. | remember

when you I"J'mi"l'ii‘f.'i-.'_; ,j a wallet. You think that's fﬁj’tﬁd%‘*b SEatrec
B LS *_}:nirE:E white-girts-immy-wattety (Why you was so scared to
meddle some white girl, and why | wasn't? Black boy with a wallet, he has
to have something in it. Don't he Carolyn? Roy? -what you got in your

wallet, JW.? One of them little Klan cards, right? [

J.W.
Let me tell you something Doy...
[Emmett punches J.W. in the stomach, hard, then curbs himself from daing
mare, as if waiting to savor it 1ater. J.W. is bent over breathiess and in
paing

EMMETT

You ain't got all day.







_[ s .'l"'ll‘ .

(gasping) Don't make no difference what you do to me. You @ dead nigger
nade-yot-desd.) And ain't no Black mayor gonna change that.

RFAOLE DR orge-and-Eustasa-tig-to-hold-her Gy
ab-aa-of ”.E (prteading-to EmFRettl—tou-Rave-traut e, Tou maveto-gei L
what you-get-=trmimd TS wrong te-hes GeHg-ta-Change-yrt-hoppenet-t)
tegay. It's over.

EMMETT

I'm not finished, Ma.

MA

S ——

| ire baby. You're finished. I'm finished. These-here-ragoedy white
—-;',"—-“‘*"——-mhn.
- -sea-Lheyfinished oo .
EMMETT
Nothing is finished until | finish it. | finish it

. Can't nobody finis
You think cause I'm dead I'm finished?

3l me.
Uh, uh. Oh, it's going to be finished
I'm the one didn't get to be grown--didnt
get to go to high school, didn't get to have a class ring..

all right. But by me this time

M& 1
You call them names. They call You names.

whet-s-teH-to-00, baby?
EMMETT

ﬁ-mtl_gwwmu Lot this whole thing worked out.

AT r

| though about
A "(hY \ -l"" 7! !
ime, so-tospenk, to think about it

. (shuffles
Wuﬂvi 1P

it--a lot. | had a--lifeti

es) See, | narrowed everything down to six things. (counts siler 1t1y)




! . “) .
8% Six. (coughs as for a speech) Number one: Lynch J.W. Number two: 2

Lynch Roy. Number three: L!._Jr'li:i';i carolyn. Not a big lunching, mind you,

EMMETT (cont'd)
because ain't nobody but me left to do it. Now if | had & crowd, Or evena
friend--which brings me to number four: Ask George where he was on the
night of August 29, 1956, or any god dam night after they tied that cotton
gin fan on my neck and dumped me in the river. | mean, like, how come
those crackers still alive?

GEORGE
What crackers?

EMMETT
Them crackers!

GEORGE

You crazy!

What you expect me to do? l-was-akid-in-"56; just like you.
EMMETT
You didn't stay one. You got to be @ man. Pr
GEORGE
Look out, now.

EMMETT

Maybe not. Maybe you still a Kid...
I'm man enough.

For what?




That all you come back for? You couldve :E:‘LEJ!:JEHJ in the grave.

it alone.

Amen.

Mal

You on his side. Against me.

st stirring up-old mess. At can do

You-think ldon't know that? You think betid got a whole heart beating in

here? Well, | ain't. | stand up but | don't know how. | take in air, can't
ever-think why. | used to like this-world. Now | can't even find it ‘whey
they took you from me, they took everything. Everything. But | had one
mercy. Ore-mercy:—a-stone-dead-heart. Mow you want to bring it back to
lite again--for what? 5o it can stop again.

' MMETT Al

(Dryhyd- Thanks ma. (Hetl.n“m: Lo-hig Hist)\Number five

' 3 3 Y ~ .ff |
You, (to Roy) and you.(to JW.2 Ok Lo [ 4,

-
-
Bauin T S —

N s 0 S S % Vo A 5 Y SO







CMM i
| |ETi
f

[=want-you-tp-make-merg§-kite. Big thing f1y in sky like bird

[

A\ : GEORGE
e T/

You-derrtevenrseewhat-you-dong-to-Hotr-pother—t=t

RAW
{
Dead men don't need no kite.

You doing this to hurt meg@

EMMETT
Ho=a. | et want o kite. What's the big deal? Every kid wants a kite.
See it stand up in the sky straight up then dip.

[Emmett imitates the

platiorm )

a’-a‘_ii‘_"_:z: g delicate thing. Got to know what you're doing when you make em. It

S S e S
3 10U, Uou know.

CAROLYN
You gonna make that nigger a kite?
EMMETT (to Carolyn)
Tie my shoe. /(Carolyn turns her back on him and walks away) | said tie my

shoe.




Whasn't in the year
teeth got rammed up his nose.

picture would that make? You know, my Mama iron my underwear.

doesn't just wash them, and hang them on th

She irons my shol

faracse_riitbBin I g e
[ ruppIng ms

underwear. (Cross-

, Shame on you-ou.

hold my breath. And the

erly) it hurt me. (like a

m on all but his face as the sounds of his dying

You didn't die, Mama. | did.

.1"|, -n—:llt—i
I—|_||||r {10 Ty







Hi-Eusteaee. My name’s Tamara.

T o o
=l

beURDBE

Tamara?

I Aan't brewe mn Achantic
P O0N 1 KNOYY NO Asnantis

Tamara As

» hame ain't no Ash

AR AD A
TAMARA

| found it! | found it

Y |

what you cackling about?




CHHMMETT
LH! | =

This is my dream. | am dreaming it | brought

LG o T L
s not TW!

13

You, you, you, you, you, and you too. And I-.did not bring you (to

ramara) Soget the hell out of here. N

[She d 1 move]

dream!

™ A I Wk
CAROLYRM

2t back over b

4 pither, that's for

You ain't his sister, and you ain't your daddy's daughter e

sSure.







| know you're not siding with him.

I'm

Hers. (pointing to Ma) I'm her sister.
EMMETT
That's my mother, bitch!
MA
Baby!

GEORGE

TAMARA

—~yy

nat | came up here to talk abouty STUJOWT

',,
/

Your attitude. And I'm gonna fix it. First off: Don't. You. Ever. Call

all. Ms

Out -of-my-name again.




| don't think so.

This is getting good.
TAMARA
(To J.W.) Do you want my full attention? (To Emmett) And | don't like the

way you t L your mama. doustrutiing areuhid-pretending-dou-tove-Rer,

but the reason yougot-her-sp-ere 1S SO SheE Can wateh-you-profide. You

haven't said two kKind words to her. And what about her back? You
dreamed this mess up why couldn't you dream up a pillow, So your mama
could sit comfortable-like. Suppose she’'s thirsty and wants a nice cup a

coffee. Would you like a nice cup of coffee, Ma'am?

at | mean?

cheagoteverything to do witham@ Aside from me and her, there's not a

person up here who cares whether you live, die, eat, go hungry--

Hey, wait now.

--got clean drawers, sheet on your bed, change in your pocket--




b TN




TAMARA
You make me ¢
CAROLYN
 never said a truer word

TAMARA

Was paying you a compliment.
TAMARA
| somebody, pay her

CAROLYN

| manage

| bet you do. When you want to. And | bet youknow how to mana

'rom a kKid in a store when you behind the counter, don't you.

CADOAL Y
CAaRULYN

J{—hjllu'g




| ain't never sunk so low that | m & nigger.

”ll‘_

rm and rummage throug

[Emmett begins to climb back up

foot locker]

! 1
wWho shoult

L my behind a minute ago.

hushand touched

CAROLYN

TAMARA

Today it's your problem

CAROLYN

Not today.

TAMARA

ggether now. ON TV!

ICarsliim
learaiun

TRl

(Losing it, trying to maintain control) Hhad-thiss
] Smessd nq H g&r‘[ﬁ need-hers{-can-take-care ol mi

eyergthingShe'

DUS eSS

You messing it up.

i _I i frlf.! Wi |..|




EMMETT

(Shocked) They killed me! Wwhatsthematterwithryou? They took my |

Far nothing!
J

It wasn't exactly nothing. Rape is serious where | come from.

Somehody get raped? Where'd you hear tell of somebody getting raped?

Would have, if we hadn’t stopped him.
EMMETT
s=tare
[He shoots: | nobody falls or evenc ringe: 5]

EMMEFT~ C
" took a dare. Fromrry ff‘?f:?'njfr over-there. Bragging, just &8
E ;

bragging. -ge4n, seg that woman and, and asked for a date.
' CAROLYN
\

\,\ll L ;
Yoy didn't say date. et said--a nasty rotten word. |

Did you think-

| don't care u{]u ||’|:]— |-T"i|||1_ ar “E'J".. i atm E?Efrh:lt_iﬁ, : arr

Not a joke. A game. _"-."Ur.,: can't just play with me, make bets on me,

I'm @ woman. Say what L’ au want§ call me names.

| 8 Serious

tbhinn
LETITIY.

'i—‘| ause

Put 4eur hand on me.




L0 do was ask

gy e e ey
| don't know

WETT 0w JOUTE gonna-knew;gouTe gnrmﬁ M}uﬁ‘ lioss s iy s

Lerapyl™

|_uD||| |\_|r.

an -'-.3"." didn't know they would--1 didn't think, |
3 3w e 3 { \

didn't think it would get to that—

mmett shoots again]







s (top of page 50)
"Roy"
Yes sir-ee. We got a reputation to think of
“"Carolyn
{Mine too.
0
Beem dealing with niggers all my days. Never had no
problems. Niggers like me and I like them
"Roy
[ Always did.
Tamara
You're full of shit.
Carolyn
Listen at her mouth. Filthy.
Eustace

Right on, Miss Ashanti

That trial was fair!

| George *ﬁaf\
With an all white jury? >IVU )(,y, U WJ/\ 5{4“ % j
Lidd e Doty ik et o & A
(AA [ E,\'U/‘V’L'L/‘\ A/ nWte— i S | @V‘-r(fv-—-\ ! ,Eﬂ,\;——‘ >
B - : 7 SSTPE
!T"\,Lf.l e P hocu “L‘i\-{ Cjiﬂ. G271 00 — bncha =

Ve
g
{

1
=4

nd4 % i{,f Ln Ao ,,fL :

((:T/’);“Lmr{ p&m W/}w 3’2«'/5(,?“_;' -CZny >

D (2 .
H\'ET < Hp,ﬂ{\ Al &r,_j;f,v&: TnlAe 'i'kr.'_!t — \‘Léﬁi (.j 3 %

) ) wa s ) 7
EF’"‘”‘" %u] T Cns s phsat Y pwt ame ‘P
ANl ) 9 Pl
".‘[“"i-ﬁ_ AL Ve £~Jua] !(_,- 2t q‘l'j\{ i -{\ C o< Ur\, )LZ\*’L

A
E GW/

ol
T '

|

4 : 1Ay \!.J'-}‘-j"‘\,,-" Y q‘jﬂ‘f \L'é\ .l'/‘:_’(“ [/\ -’1\ ( ‘pG/V : .

W ;




| Py
N 2awss Shsat /) ¢rf 1 Yot
). W

{f

F)a“( '{w ['\A’*'n h‘\atil,_( A

/@r 2! |t got to where it got because of him. We was just gonna yough him up &

tad. Teach him. But he wouldn't stop. He kept on. Talking. Talking.

Like he wanted more. | swear--it was like he wi

finish what | start. Mou knowed bett

So did you.

- m T
| tought=you something, didn't

ike.yotr |

2p your hands off white women. |f yet wanna rape, rape your own

wWomen.

S ey
a1 Wwas your j00.

Mo woman gets raped le

1e women turn toward him)




CAROLYN
etter hear what you mean.
TAMARA

ans just what

CAROLYN

women. He picked you.

EMMETT

A A D
[&MARA

hr bt rntl akhes
MO, DU g“_::_il A0SE

AT e B e iy Ll sls S o ar " e L
My ausenve. WIHCH 1= anoineg ..Jl_{‘.ll___l-._

b=




2%

iard. wWhat yegwanted v

180 made a pass at me 4ou'd be alive and that's h

Basy.




CARDOLYT

asking for it.

1t

J "l"‘:'l .




And look where it got us.

s

ight thing. You told me what he done and | took ca
ROY
ke you said, J.W.
Butt out.

» wal to Chicago.

| done the right thing. Everybody said so. Said not to wor

thing and | believe it to this day. But, but the

topped speaking like, like | was some sickr

might catch. Nobody came by the shop. Business went down to nothing,

-~ 1 A

zero. And when | went to renew my loan--| S T s

far twelve ye they turned me down

same people wh
bound to do. Turned me down.
] ||

CARI l\-I'

Un ||]I]| ":]E-T--'I




T "
1T LOWI.

just walking on

+

e
L Uhget

T P
YOLI 00N

what the athers talked. [ney _'_";. ;1 sat around cL

stop talking and take action we did it. They didn't




noLner waol
A/ U[".;"FJ' ¥
ked hard




ord in her whoteliTe. :
e .
2?‘ A DY A

Cant [::r_J,_u_ll'_[Q tell m

®
®
L
@
@
®
®
®
B
®
®
®
®
@
@
®
L
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Ma

Who you all talking about?

Everybody
Emmett Till | ¥ ,
George
He was big for his age. Bout six feet.
Eustace
{No He was small for his age. Bout five three.
Carolyn
He was husky. Looked like a man.
J.W.
Never shed & tear., Just bragged. Never even screancd.
George
Always laughing
Tamara
Stuck on white girls.
Carolyn
He leered at me. }(_{r\\ Showd harwe Secer hy ™,
George
A sweet, easy going guy.
Eustace
Didn't like no flies though.
"J.W.
Said he had lots of white girls.

Eustace

He never hadinotoinls

Real macho.
Roy
Said he was more man than me
Eustace

Gentle, real gentle

But no coward. Fﬂnf'k.nL

J.W.
We scared him to death, though.
Eustace

Real nice kid.




Awful mean leid.

Ma
Not my son. I know my son. My son was a prince. None of you
know a thing about him. He was a prince, and the world wasn't good
enough for him. 6hk-he got into trouble. —hihyewouldndt=heRm=ATol T
didn't always understand him . Sometimes I didn't even hear him.

He sanimy son. A beautiful voice. And he could draw anything

/
/

he saw. And dance? He slept with his arm over his eves.——Had
a smashed thumb. His nail never grew right after that.

(drifts) Now he asked you to make him a kite. So make it.
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Lguess ahol-supprosedt

Captain Marvel. Standing like this with a orange lightening bolt.

1
|

tﬂ' fat blonde in t

T-.—-

ou don't know everything.

at explains you.

EmTtke-Gaptain

Ad=the-corics L hi 1ot ane was hime Mow=-Plastic-Man-t-had-all

of-his stuMer—-ust- shazaam.-.llaint-got-noth im} to-do-with-Captain

M e el
arver.

tel-him-teeput Shange on it, or Muhammed Ali?




y kids love him.

EUSTACE

You could put him.

TarMaRA

1

A womtildlr'd Ba mais
ng wouldn t oe now

dan't know that. Did=hes
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CHEROEYN

| didn't. | thought

it was better 11 mi
o

—— Sy &
ge Sf-TaRere ahe H*Q‘H?Q-' beerestoreanmreieeainet t
hood in Chicago. Not a real one,

T".Elzj ij" i ||

There's a playground in our

nothing the city made.

play with. Must have been two or

r.|'1

ass and wir

CARDLYN
Ermim

[ He-sere-person® Emmet

I 4

MA
self. You don't even " what Emmet
He ain't Emmett till. My san.
- —

) bunch of--what's going on




..'r_l ;( awh mah I'l'.'|'l1;tg-i B
&1 Yhe auvtlo,

son died w-the-hat.

l.”-!L'“

about what kind of job thei Uy is gat

= 118

i na have.

who he might marry. All those kinds of things. Women like me-Black

women like me, we just wonder will he make it home? Will he get through
the day? | -

YotraH TN the-petice?

t down and talked real nice to me.
eir t

mnama -"-._r'l.leEj'_E.‘-ﬁ if they'd come home at the end of the day too. excepe
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‘they had-the guns.

“know was whether t

| Arn't rar
| gon L cal

J,: could s

| could teer—s==

Honey! Shhhh.

1S pelween us.
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| remeber.

Afra-Het-shotaave.

Lole--

.::"

g about the

id no to that too, r

5?7[\-[-4’\.( M4 (cont'd)

Tere=wase hearing #w—Eut a1l anybody wanted

he storekeeper had a licens rhis gun.

GEDORGE

or everything. They always do. [T you got

te you can take his life.

EMM
| don't.

T

Cll

kite, Ma. | thought if they made it for me and

(5

ee it--me-and-you--well it'd be over.

EMMETT

| asked youtor some money once tolbut a bow and

emember.

EMMETT

didn' t heed Tand-Hdignrt-rneed-a
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c0 0l 11 Le

e L lost-yeuw-tee. |t was okver so quick.

hink and-aflerwards (ou 0

a0l you-remel

e B

11 me you ain't the boy | taught a

M

ou don't even know the face you

wi gt [

y 1o know about me.

remember-Emmett. The man who shot me never saw

| didn't have a life of

. So | started imagining | was Emmett

Everybody knewy about him,

For a while he was someboduy.

hap £E‘!’|EL

stmashed.

| 4 W{;\u-

my face.

Wa wae fralir
ne was 10Ul
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to me--but it

= el | dide't
S0 quick. | didn't

d _Nobody ejse
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et i-eé-E!—i;-s_TthUu reaty-wants 1o

How could he

: &

my own to call it
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remembered him, wrote him up and put his

teen--
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He wouldn't
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Stealin

You still want the ki
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L ywouldn't a do

baut you. Emme
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" Emmeizt:“

Why did you eoMe““ -here? What did you want?

e e . e e T Pty

o B=1 1 - s

—l—belong=—irerer——fecomnptete=it T "EVEN 1L L M wrong, I irave—tor

-

Je—here,
"Emmett"
WQi&—auenybggxmgésequﬂggghgnmabouxﬁhig_hgéiggga& You don't have
|to stay.
('EA_A_‘,- I Tamara ¢
I know, dut—I wanted—te ask you something. 1Is this what the
Idead do? Re-live their dying?
I "Emmett"
Lt's what the young dead do. The young, murdered dead.
Tamara
But nome of it helped. It didn't do any goo. Nobody changed.
Everything's the same.
"Emmettl“ é}mrf""
| Almost. i/?baﬁa“ﬁut“ééﬁétﬁfﬁg T-didn 't Krow Bofere. It do?iﬁ't
’
{scare me. I'm not afriad anymore to look at what they éigglfromt

[ am more real, more alive dead than they are. THTId-killers

| Whe—fergatb the childrerr—they-kiTTEE. Who knows? Maybe they are

worth my attention. But one thing fur sure: They aren't worth my

Tamara —

]
[Will you keep on--dreaming ”Emmett%"?

"Emmett"

fﬂ Will YOU? If you remember, if anybody does, I don't have to.

v

wl can get on.

Tamara

"Emmett"
| Yeah. On Did you know that the grass in the sea is always green
and moving? And there's dark velvet alleys in between snow caps?
You can look at the sun as an equal, and then you feel sorry for it.
because it only has one world---You dream it. I have to get out of

here. I have to gos
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