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EXT. MISSISSIPPI RIVER -- DAWN

A misty fog makes way for a new sun.

SUPERIMPOSE:

“Let a new earth rise. Let another world be born. Let a 
bloody peace be written in the sky. Let a second
generation full of courage issue forth; let a people 
loving freedom come to growth. Let a beauty full of 
healing and a strength of final clenching be the pulsing
in our spirits and our blood. Let the martial songs 
be written, let the dirges disappear.”                                                         

                                      --Margaret Walker  

FADE IN:

DOWNTOWN ATLANTA SHOE STORE -- DAY -- 1935

A small African American BOY (5) accompanies his FATHER (30s) 
into the store.  They sit down in the first empty seats at 
the front of the establishment.

A young white CLERK approaches.

CLERK
(in a murmur)

I’ll be happy to wait on you, if 
you’ll just move to those seats in 
the rear.

FATHER
There’s nothing wrong with these 
seats. We’re quite comfortable 
here.

CLERK
Sorry, but you’ll have to move.

FATHER
We’ll either buy shoes sitting 
here, or we won’t buy shoes at all.

The father takes the boy by the hand and walks out of the 
store.

EXT. SHOE STORE

The father is visibly angry, noted by son.



FATHER
(muttering)

I don’t care how long I have to 
live with this system, I will never 
accept it.

CUT TO:

BLACK 

SUPERIMPOSE:

“Jim Crow Atlanta -- 1935”

FADE BACK IN:

EXT. ATLANTA STREET -- ANOTHER DAY

The same father and son are riding in Dad’s car.

The dad inadvertently rolls through a stop sign.

A police car rides alongside the dad’s vehicle, a white 
OFFICER visible.

OFFICER
(yelling)

All right, boy, pull over and let 
me see your license.

FATHER
(indignant)

I’m no boy.

The father turns to point toward his son.

FATHER (CONT’D)
This is a boy. I’m a man, and until 
you call me one, I will not listen 
to you.

The officer is so shocked that he writes the ticket up 
nervously, leaving the scene as quickly as possible.

The boy takes in the scene with great interest. Goes through 
emotions of fear, to pride, to slight confusion and a desire 
to figure out the problem.

FADE OUT:

FADE IN:
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A grown MARTIN LUTHER KING JR. (20s) tries to figure out the 
problem of where he put his new house keys.

EXT. DEXTER AVENUE BAPTIST CHURCH PARSONAGE -- MONTGOMERY, 
ALABAMA -- DAY

A quaint colonial-style abode, white with modest landscaping, 
attractive lawn.

Martin and his wife, CORETTA SCOTT KING (20s), approach the 
door of the house, Martin finally producing keys, fidgets.

Bags and two suitcases surround them, as in the foreground a 
taxicab drives off the curb and down the street.

SUPERIMPOSE TITLES:

“Dexter Avenue Baptist Church Parsonage

Montgomery, Alabama

September 1, 1954”

CORETTA
Dr. King, do you need some help?

Martin is almost annoyed, then catches himself and smiles.

MARTIN
(showing keys and a smile)

Mrs. King, never fear. 

They giggle and enter their new home.

INT. PARSONAGE

They begin to shovel items inside the door, unpack and look 
around the inside of a well-kept, clean house with tasteful 
furniture to match the outside.

MARTIN
Looks very nice...

CORETTA
(distracted)

Yes.

Martin notices in her voice a slight sound of protest.

MARTIN
Darling?
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Coretta wakes from her thoughts.

CORETTA
Yes, dear?

MARTIN
(approaching her)

Be sweet, my darling.

CORETTA
(accepting an embrace)

I am, Dr. King. It’s just...

Martin backs up to study her face.

His face asks the question.

CORETTA (CONT’D)
God help us, we’re back in Jim 
Crow.

Martin’s eyes drop a moment, but he is not too surprised at 
the comment.

MARTIN
(regrouping)

Nothing, darling, that we didn’t 
know before we decided to take this 
job...

Coretta nods significantly, and Martin glides back into a 
sweet embrace.

He kisses her tenderly. A bag gets dropped.

They kiss more to set up Martin’s closing argument.

MARTIN (CONT’D)
(tilting back again)

This is where God wants us, love. 
This is where we can be part of 
change.

And they continue kissing.

CORETTA
(whispering)

Yes, Dr. King.

MARTIN
(giggling)

I’m not a doctor yet!

They both smile and kiss.
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Continue to unpack a little, look around--Martin impressed 
with the size.

MARTIN (CONT’D)
(feeling big)

You had better be real thankful, 
Coretta Scott King.

Scares Coretta with his tone.

MARTIN (CONT’D)
Real thankful.

CORETTA
Always, but what is that silly 
tone?

MARTIN
Really thankful.

She looks like she wants to slug him. Just stares, waiting 
for her husband to explain himself.

MARTIN (CONT’D)
If you hadn’t married me, you’d be 
back in Marion, Alabama, picking 
cotton.

She laughs, pretends to slug him, pats him and they embrace 
as lovers; dance around their new home with the hope and 
fervor of optimistic, happy newlyweds.

INT. DEXTER AVENUE BAPTIST CHURCH -- SUNDAY MORNING

Martin at work from the pulpit, addressing a nicely-dressed 
crowd of FOLKS--mostly well-to-to African American 
professionals in their Sunday best.

MARTIN
The Negro who experiences bitter 
and agonizing circumstances as a 
result of some ungodly white person 
is tempted to look upon all white 
persons as evil, if he fails to 
look upon his circumstances.

Coretta looks on from a front pew, very pregnant.
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MARTIN (CONT’D)
But the minute he looks beyond his 
circumstances and sees the whole of 
the situation, he discovers that 
some of the most implacable and 
vehement advocates of racial 
equality are consecrated white 
persons.

The congregation nods along, some fanning off a late Summer 
wind, a CHILD veering off his seat on the pew, finding 
parents’ feet, a stern reprimand, and a boost back up to his 
seat.

MARTIN (CONT’D)
We must never forget that such a 
noble organization as the National 
Association for the Advancement of 
Colored People was organized by 
whites, and even to this day gains 
a great deal of support from 
Northern and Southern white 
persons.

EXT. DEXTER AVENUE BAPTIST CHURCH

Martin and Coretta greet members of the church after service.

Coretta makes eye contact with Martin, motions for a need to 
rest.  Martin nods as he greets some more of his 
congregation, starts to back away toward his wife.

He ushers her away, getting pats on the back, and saying 
hello to families on the way home.

INT. ST. JUDE HOSPITAL -- MONTGOMERY -- NIGHT

Martin paces the hall, full of apprehension.

Then fatigue.  Then hopeful.

A NURSE comes out of a room, crying baby in the background.

NURSE
Dr. King?

Martin nearly falls over in surprise.

NURSE (CONT’D)
Would you like to see your--

Martin jogs past the nurse into the room.
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NURSE (CONT’D)
--baby girl...

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM

Martin smiles ear to ear, greeting a worn-out Coretta, now 
holding a nine-pound baby girl in bed, a DOCTOR attending, 
smiling also.

Martin approaches slowly.

Coretta holds the baby to Martin.

CORETTA
Your baby girl, Dr. King.

Martin holds the baby tight.

MARTIN
(to Coretta)

Mrs. King you are almost as 
beautiful as this here child--

Nearly ready to punish again, Coretta pats her husband’s arm 
tenderly, and they lean into each other for a family portrait 
only enjoyed by an attending physician and his nurse.

CORETTA
Dr. King, what are we gonna do 
next...?

MARTIN
(looking at the baby)

Name her.

CORETTA
That’s Yolanda Denise.

MARTIN
Yes, ma’am...

Martin hands Yolanda back to her mom.

CORETTA
(holding her baby with 
love and pride)

Yoki...

Martin nods, as they both touch and marvel at their little 
creation--the doctor and nurse finishing up and exiting to 
give the family a private moment.

7.



EXT. MONTGOMERY FAIR DEPARTMENT STORE -- EVENING

A bus stops outside the three-story, white building.

SUPERIMPOSE TITLES:

“December 1, 1955”

INT. BUS

Attractive middle-aged Negro seamstress ROSA PARKS (40s) 
boards a downtown Montgomery bus, along with several others.

She wears glasses, hair bunned and attire suitable for a long 
day of work.

She pays her fare, checked by white male DRIVER (white, 40s), 
then takes the first window seat past the segregation 
barrier.

The first four rows are designated “White” by a placard, not 
yet full of passengers.

A black GENTLEMAN (40s) sits in the aisle seat next to Parks.

The bus makes a couple of stops, the bus filling up slowly.

At the third stop, in front of Empire Theater, several white 
PASSENGERS board, over-filling the seating capacity of the 
bus.

Several white passengers stand, something the bus driver 
notices after he had shoved off the curb.

He pulls over and stops the bus again.

Gets up, moves the segregation placard back one row, as was a 
racist custom of the racist age.

As he did, he raised a hand to motion the black passengers in 
that row up from their seats to move back.

There were not seats available to the rear in the “black” 
section, so Rosa and the other three black passengers so 
motioned would have to stand up the rest of the trip--giving 
up their seats to whites.

At first, none of the black passengers moved, the bus driver 
sensing pretty quickly that his order was at the least 
unpopular with four people.

A white MAN was waiting to sit in Rosa Parks’ seat.
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DRIVER
Y'all better make it light on 
yourselves and let me have those 
seats.

With the remark, hand motion and unjust law on his side, 
three black passengers stir, including the man next to Ms. 
Parks.

Rosa remains glued to her seat with a determination to cover 
her body like a quilt on a winter night.

DRIVER (CONT’D)
Let me have these seats.

Voiced with the backing of the Montgomery Police Department, 
the three stirring passengers finally budge, get up and walk 
toward the back of the bus, find a place to stand.

Rosa budges not.

DRIVER (CONT’D)
Why don't you stand up?

ROSA PARKS
I don't think I should have to 
stand up.

DRIVER
(miffed)

Well, if you don't stand up, I'm 
going to have to call the police 
and have you arrested.

ROSA PARKS
You may do that.

The driver is beyond miffed, shakes it off with a shake of 
the head, proudly marches to his console, radios dispatch for 
a police officer to come out to his location.

Rosa Parks stays glued to her seat, looking out the window 
toward a better day, covered with the quilt of righteousness, 
a look strong on her face of: “Enough is enough.”

Police lights come into view, a radio heard.

Two male white OFFICERS board the bus, check with the driver, 
who points at Rosa.

They brace themselves, saunter over to the fifth row, hover 
over the proud 42-year old seamstress.

FADE TO:

9.



BLACK

Over black screen, the noises of detainment by force, removal 
and handcuff by force.

ROSA PARKS (O.S.)
Why do you push us around?

More noises of shuffling a hard-working woman off a bus for 
choosing not to give up her seat for a white man.

OFFICER
I don't know, but the law's the 
law, and you're under arrest.

More sounds of forced detainment and removal from the bus. 
Radio dispatch mutters.

The bus door hisses closed, the bus drives off, and as the 
diesel engine fades, the police dispatcher hums over the 
police radio...

INT. KING HOME -- MORNING

The phone rings, as Coretta tidies up the kitchen.

Martin studies a newspaper, nibbles at a biscuit, coffee, and 
orange juice.

He looks at Coretta when the phone rings.  Coretta ignores 
the phone to do her own work.

Martin shrugs.

MARTIN
The baby is sure to wake by the 
third ring, Mrs. King!

And he hustles to kitchen counter to answer the phone before 
the third ring.

MARTIN (CONT’D)
(into phone)

Hello?

INT. HOME OF E.D. NIXON

E.D. NIXON (50’s), African American, well-dressed except for 
a loosened tie and sweat on his brow.

The only thing between him and total despair is the telephone 
in his hand.
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