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- CHARLES LAMB

were children ownce!

‘Lawyers, I suppose,
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S
When he was nearly thirteen

my brother Jem qof his arm
badl.j broken ok the elbow.

2
BN o it healed, and Jem’s fears of

<

never being able to play football
were assuaged, he was Seldom self-
conscious about his injury.




Maycomb, Alabama
1933 | o

His Lleft arm was somewhat shorter than
his right; when he stood or walked, the
back of his hand was at right-angles to
his body, his thumb parallel to his thigh.

/_/ rﬁ} I, W
He couldnt have cared

less, so long as he could
pass and punt,

¥ When ehou%h ?jars had gone by to enable
= — us to look back on them, we sometimes
discussed the events leading to his accident,

I maintain that the Ewells sktarted
it all, but Jem, who was four years
my senior, said it started long

. betore that.

He said it began the
summer Dill came to us..




When Dill first had the
idea of making Boo
Radley come out.

I'm Charles
Ralker Harris.

He
jour?elf.

¥e)

How old are you,
four-and-a-half?

I just thought
3oud Like to khnow I
can read

You got

an l:kw\;) needs
reo.dm I can
do ik,

Goin’ on
seven,




( Shoot no ek Scout 30V\der's T Libble
wonder, then. been readin’ ever but I'm old.
since she was born, Why dont you
and she aint even come over, Charles
started to sckooy V Baker Harris?
vjel:.

/ You Look right

puny for goin’ on
seven.

'/ Lord, what
a name,

Folks call
me Dill,

I'm big enough to
fik mine.

s not any
funnier’n
yours. ——

Aunt Rachel says
ur name'’s Jeremy
Atticus Finch,

Your name'’s
Longern you
are.

Do better if you go
over it instéad of
under it.

Whered you
come from?

Y'all have Fi.cl’:ure shows
here in Maycomb? Ive
been ko the picture

show ENQV\? imes n

Meridian,

I'm stayin’ with my Aunt

Rachel”for the summer.

AW every summer from
now o,

Meridian,
Mi.ssi.ssi.mai.. " g 7




Dont have any Pic&ure . ' 1 " m.——g

This was a revelation
shows b\a‘»el except Jesus &ka& moved Jem bto eve . Dill was a cu.ri.osi.bj.
ones in the courthouse

. Dill with the beginning
sometimes. of respech. -

Ever see |

anything TelL & >
SZOA? to us. et
> | =
Py
] 5 i } Bk
A § ~f' . y S HBEE
i CNERR ERRUAEY
, 14 %
As he told us the old
tale his blue eyes would
Lighten and darken.
L ] TR AT ettt Tt
His Laugh was sudden and kaP Y he kabc’.l:uo\LLj " When he had reduced
pulled ot a cowlick i the center of his forekead. | Dracula to dust and
“llll|||||||| nlmnnullllull' “lll""n““ll|||I""'I||||l|“‘l \ nll“”"l””llm““””"”m :Z’:V\iti lf:&es:‘ib‘:‘au
ot el \ T el A W " e the bool, I asked Dill
- aurces i \‘\l' T ’1\ \ \W | iR o where his father was..
M o] i | I ===
Y ‘ . — ‘\| B You aint said
A\ % ) anything about
( him,
=/ s
3 :
Sae
I havent qot one. il Bngiced N 1
i ushed and Jem told me to hush,
a sure sign that Dill had been studied '\
? and found acceptable. i Y
Is he dead:! % fou 4 \‘ y""lﬁ‘i‘ |
// 2 — )
No.
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Then if hes not
dead 3ou've qot

Thereafter the summer passed
one, havent you?

in routine contenktment,
—— -'—-f‘—'*»_—-'a ;



Routine contentment was:
improving our Erechouse in

the back yard..

wruniing through our
List of dramas based on
the works of Oliver Optic,
Victor Appleton, and
Edgar Rice Burroughs.

In this matter we were Lucky to
have Dill. He pla d the character
parts formerly thrust upon me — the
ape i Tarzan, Mr. Crabtree in The
oper Boys, Mr. Damon U Tom Swift.

Thus we came to know
Dill as a pocket Merlin,
whose head teemed
with eccentric Pl.aus,
strange Llongings, and
quaint fancies.

But by the end of Auqust our
reperfoire was vapid from
countless reproductions..

wand ik was then thab Dill
gave us the idea of making
Boo qul.etj come ouk.




The Radley Place fascinated Dill.

Inside the house Lived a
malevolent Pkantom.

'PeoPLe said he went ouk
ak m‘gkt when the moon

was dowih, and Feeped in
windows,

PP e

In spite of our warnings and explanations |
it drew him as the moon draws water.

But drew him no
nearer thawn the
Li.gkk—rol.e on the
corner, a safe
distance from the
RadLev gate.

People said he existed,
L but Jem and I had never
. seen him,

Whewn people’s azaleas
froze in a cold snap,
it was because he had
breathed own them.



Once the town was terrorized by a series of morbid nocturnal events: people’s

' chickens and household pets wére found mutilated; although the culprit was Craz
Addie, who eventually drowned himself in Barker'’s Eddj people still looked at the
Radley Place, unwilling to discard their initial suspicions,

.)’s‘i

‘lﬂﬂiﬂﬂlﬂﬁ\% .fu iy - mﬂlll Nﬂﬂﬂlhl,.

A Negro would not pass the Radley The Maycomb school grounds adjoined
Place at night, he would cut across to | the chz of the Radley Lot; from the
the sidewall oFPosuhe and whistle as Ro\dl.e Ck"d‘ehvo‘rd Eall pecan Erees
he walked. skook their frult into l:ke schoolyard,
’ ’ buk the nuts Laui untouched by the
children: Radl.ej pecans wou.? A kill you.

\ i

A baseball kit into the (Zadl,e-j %rd was
a lost ball and no questionsasked.

T —




The misery of that house began moy\?‘ years before Jem and I were born. The Radleys,
welcome dnywhere in town, kept to themselves, a predilection unforgivable in Mavcomb.

According to neighborhood legend, when the younger Radley
boy was in his teens he became acquainted uoi,ak some of the

Culninghams from OLd Sarum, and they formed the nearest

thing to a gang ever seen in Maycomb.

ARTHOUOR
“BOO”
RADLEY

One night, in an excessive spurt of high spirits, the boys backed
around the square in a borrowed flivver, resisted arrest b
Maycomb’s ancient beadle, Mr. Conner, and Llocked him in the
courthouse outhouse. R ——
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The boys came before the probate
Judge on charges of disorderly
conduct, disturbing the peace,
assault and battery, and using
abusive and profaine language

in the presence and hearing of

a female, When the judqge asked
Mr. Conner why he included the
last charge he'replied that they—

—cussed so
loud I reckown every
Lady i Majcomb

Reard ‘em.




The judge decided to send the bovs to the state
industrial school, where boys were” sometimes sent

for no other reason than kS provide them with food
and decent shelter: ik was no prison and ik was no
disgrace.

Mr. Radle |
thought if was.

if Ekei'udge released his boy,

Mr. Radley would see to it that Arthur
gave no further trouble. Knowing that
Mr. Radley’s word was his bond, the
Judge was glad to do so.

The other bovs attended the industrial
school and received the best secoudar-j
education to be had in the state.

X /4 /] \
The doors of the Radley house were closed and M. l |, \
Radley’s boy was not seén again for fifteen years. —— —
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N":h:t»’:’:‘gf:‘i"i L But Boo’s Wonder what he Looks Like hed

Hhought Boo weuld older brother does in there. Just stick his head
come Huk. Nothawn toolk his e ey out the door.

> do.ddvj's PLace.
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He qoes oul, all right, when
it’s pitch dark. Miss Stephanie
Crawford said she woke up in the
middle of the night one time and
saw him Looking straight through
the window ab her

I've seewn his
Eracks in the back
%rd mahy a

morhnin’, Wonder

what he
Llooks Like,

as Like a skull
Lookin’ ab her.

= 7  Said his head
'{}. -

Eats mainly raw He’s only got a few
squirrels and any caks llow and robten beekh
he can cabch, That’s wkv left and he drools most

his hands are always of the time. Long scar

bloody — if you eat an across his face too.
animal raw, you can

never wash the

blood off.

He’s about
I six and-a-
! half feet tall,
. Judging from

‘\ his Eracks.

Let’s l:r3 ko malke
him come outk.

In all his Life, Jem had never declined
o dare.

If you want to get
jou.rse.tf Killed, all
ou have to do is g0 g
up and knock on the g
front door. g

Dare you to
do ik, TUL bet
ou dont get
farther than

' The bet was setbtled ab Dills
{ cop of The Gray Ghost
F agalnst two of Jem’s Tom Swifts.



B ee— — / You're too scau‘re;\

. | | Day 2 | even to put ur bi
2§rrzeklfa;2kk about it for 7 cka® | fh’ ON (249 & | S _L“P&:;'jﬁoht 9
I suppose he loved | pes £ Reckon I aint.
honor more than his ; 4 Aint _ I pass the Radle
head, for Dill wore him ; scared, just SNV Place every school
dowhn easily. resrec!: ul.

el Wb wpin W - -

l Day 3 Follks in Meridian

cerbainly aint as s
4. afraid as folks in
Majcomb.

A\ iy

Never seei
such scared
folies.

r I hope you've Dont blame A

" ¥ I aint scared
got it through your me when he i of"au !:k".ue'
head that he'll Kill us 9 9

ouges your
each and every one, 9
b Dill Harris, N e U

started if,
remember. It’s just that I
' ol 0L R cant think of a way
ko malkke him come ocutb

without him gettin’
You're
skill
B ; scared

J .-l : M ; & R




I have my Likttle
sister to think of. If I WL o Rivete ) It's sort of
got killed whatd th [h‘k aboak Fhese \ Like making
become of her? (| a turtle come
ouk...

r

things. Lemme think
a minute..

You gonna
run out on a
dare? If you

are, then—

Skrike a
mabch under

him, /

Turtles cant

I b fi
[:f, 10!4 ek fire feel, stupid.

he Radle
house I'LL l:e.a.
Atticus on you.

Were you ever
a l:ur?Le, huh?

Striking a
mabkch under
a turtle is

hateful.

My stars, Dill!
ow lemame

I — )

Dill made a cowncession: \

thats all?

Sure thals all, now?
I dont want you
hollerin’ something

different the minute

i Touch the house, )

I wont sa you ran
oul on a dare an’ IlL
sSwa ouw The Gra
Ghostr i.? ou just 3ojur

and touch the
house,

Yeah,
that’s all.




He'll probably come out after you when
he sees you n the yard, then Scout’n’
me'll jump on him and hold him down
till we can tell him we aint gonna
hurt him,

Well g0 on,
Scout and
me's right
behind you.

! !'
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As we stared down the street we thought we
saw an inside shutter move,

fl, A tiny, almost invisible

% movement...




Being Southerners, it was a source of shame to
some members of the family that we had no
recorded ancestors on ecithér side of the Battle
of Hastings.

ALl we had was Simon Finch, a fur-trapping
aPo&kecar from Cornwall wkose Fuel:j was
exceeded only by his stinginess.

\ He worked his way across the

= fRR— Atlantic to Philadelphia, thence to
P RaiEs | W o Jamaica, thence to Mobile, and up
; the Saint Stephens.

Having forgol:l:e\r\ his teacher’s dickum on the
possession of human chattels, Simon bought three
slaves and with their aid established a homestead
on the banks of the Alabama River.




The tradition of Living on the land remained
unbroken until well nto the twentieth century,
when my father, Atticus Finch, went to Montgomery
to read law, and his younger brother went to
Boston to study medicine. Their sister Alexandra
was the Finch who remained ot the homestead,
Finch’s Landing.

We Lived own the main residential
skreet in Maycomb — Atticus, Jem
and I, plus zatpurhia our coolk,

.

She had been with us ever since
Jem was bori, and I had felk

her Evrannical presence as long
as I could remember.

il

e

|

| Our mother died when I
was kwo, so I never felk her
absence, but I bhink Jem did.

He remembered her clearly, and
sometimes in the middle of a game
he would sigh at length, then g0
off and play by himself behind the
car-house.




Dill left us early in September,
to return to Meridian.

I was miserable withoult him until
ik occurred to me that I would be
starting to school in a week,

Hours of wintertime had found me in the trechouse, Looking
over ot the schoolyard, spying on multitudes of children
through a two-pouwer telescope Jem had given me..




wlearning their games, secretly sharing A
their mistortunes and minor victories.

I longed to
Join them.

| Jem condescended to take
me to school the first day.

f

)

b i l
X

He was careful to explain that during school hours I was not to bother him, I was not to

embarrass him with references to his private life, or tag along behind him at recess and
noon., In short, I was to leave him alone.

You mean
- we cant §F we'll do
| play an Like we
A Pv\f\gre?j i always do
b ot home.

Bukb \jou.’LL
see — school’s

different.




N
This says I am
Miss Caroline
Fisher.

I am from
North Alabama,
from Winston

! Does anybod
know what these

Thab’LL do,w
Jean Loulise. ‘

Please tell
ur father
not to teach

' you an

more.,

g BSWp~ ~
: AN
W
7 / 4
f / i |

%
N =
- It’s Liable to interfere ', If he didnt f“’ — It% bes.t to b.egin
with your reading. . teach you, J , reading with
- who Lid? / K Ma'am? a fresh mind.
i You btell him
He hasnt —B e I'LL ktake over

from here and

taught me
!:rv ko undo the

anything, Miss
aroline.,

20



I never deliberately learned to read,
but somehow I had been wallowing
‘-.LLici.l:Lv in the dai.Lj papers.

I could not remember when the Lines above Atticus’ moving finger separated into words,
but I had stared at them all the evenings in my memory, listening to the news of

the day, Bills To Be Enacted into Laws, the diaries of Lérenzo Dow — anything Atticus
kaPPeV\ed to be reading when I crawled into his lap every wnight.

Until I feared I would lose ik, I never
loved to read. One does not love breathing.

Y ~gE \V 7

Yes, Miss
Caroline?

=S We dont write in the
| o first grade, we print.

W\ You wont

TohTb% & learn to write

Lletter, Miss . until you're
Gl CaroLi.’ue. To = in the third
grade.

Calpurniia was to blame for
this. Setting me writing tasks
kept me from driving her
crazy on rainy dajs, I quess.

You must tell
our father to sto
teaching you, Jean Louise!

21
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= Now, everybody who = - ~ Everybody who brings
goes home to Lluich hold | his luch put it on top =
up your hands. of his desk. :

N

Where's Did you forge_&
vours? jou.r Lu.u.ck Ehis
morihing?

Did you

Y

forget ?l: this quarter. Go and eat
morning? downtown today.
w h . You can pay me

back tomorrow.

He didnt forget his Lunch, he didnt have
- any. He had none today nor would he
| have any tomorrow or the next day. l

Nome thanlk
you ma’am.

Here Walker,
. come O Now,

22
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What is ik e | i\
Jean Lou.i.s‘e? _ 4’ What, Jean

I beg your
Pardgz?

Miss Caroline, he's

s /
a Cunningham, Walkter’s one of

the Cunninghams,
Miss Caroline.

£

Zin\

That’s okay, ma’am, you'll No church baskets, and
get to know all the counkr no scrip stamps.
folks after a while.

Tkej dont have
much; but they get
along on 3

They get along on

" ~
The Cunninghams what they have.

never took anything
they cant pay back...

Jean Louise, Ive had
about enough of you this
morning. i

You're
shamin’
him, Miss
Caroline.,

You're starting
off on the
wrong foot in
every way, my
dear. '

23
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Hold out
your hand. /\

|z thought she was qoing to
spi.l: n ik, which was the onl
reason ahjbody in Mc\jcomb
held out his hahnd: ik was
a time-honored method of
sealing oral contracts.

Buk Miss Caroline Pi,cked
up her ruler and gave me
half a dozen quick Little
ats, then told we to
skand in the corner.




-

If I hear anocther
- sound from this room
I'LL burn up everybody
n ik,

|

‘ Miss Caroline, the
sixth grade cannot
concentrate on the

pyramids for all this
racket!

Had Miss Caroline’s conduct been more
friendly toward me, I would have felk

sorry for her
4 et I W s

184 \
o i

7Pp

She was a Prel:!:g
Little thing.

NN

25



Catching Walkter Cunningham in the sckool.ja

' gave me some pleasure, but when I was
rubbing his nose in the dirt Jem came by,

C'mon
now, you're

biggern he

LS,

7

Lek ki.v:k He didnt have
30‘/«) icjo? ;4 any Lunch!

rd

Hes as old
as you,
uearlv.

He made me
start off on the
wrong foot.

I bkried to explain to
Miss Caroline how he
wasnt gonna take her
money an’ how she was
shamin’ him an’ she Sy

said I was starting off daddy Mr. Walker
on the wrong— Cunningham from
oLd Sarum?

26



Come on home to
dinner with us, Walker,
We'd be glad to have

30!4.

Cur daddy’s your
dadd-j's I?qwje.r.

Scout here, she'’s
crazy — she wont fight
Jou any more.

I wouldnt be
too certain of
that.

Yeah Walker, I wont jum
on ?ou again. Dont you
ike butterbeans?

Our Cals a
real Sood
coolk, i _an-3

A haink Lives there.
Ever hear about
him, Walker?

27



And who'’s
runnin’, Miss
Priss?

Reckown I have, I went all the

way up to the
Almost died first hSuse ownce.
ar I come to school and
2: them pecans — folks say \_\’ , y,/

he Pi.z.evxed ‘em and puk
‘em over on the school
side of the fence.

i AV\ body who wenkt .
o up hg !:ke‘jkou.se once \

~ oughta not to still rum |
verj time he passes it.

By the time we reached our front steps Walter had forgotten he was a Cunningham. Jem
ran to the kitchen and asked Calpuriia to set an extra plate, we had company,

Atticus greeted Walter and
immediately began a discussion . ——

about crops neither Jem nor I
could follow. l

You are, when aint
ahjbodv with you.




Pg—_

Reason I cant pass
the first grade, Mr. Finch,
\ is Ive had to sl:a; out ever’ =
spring an’ keLP apa wikh
the ckoPPEM §

T s T
My special knhowledge of the Cunningham tribe was gained from events of Last
winter, Walkers father was one of Atticus’s clients. After a dreary conversaktion

i our Livingroom one night about his entailment, before Mr. Canningham Left
he said:

Mr. Finch, I
dont know
when I'lLL ever
be able to pay

Lek Ehat be

the least of
your worries,
Walker.

When I asked Jem what entailment was, and Jem described it as

a condition of having your tail in a crack, I asked Atticus if
Mr. Cunningham would’ever pay us.

Not in

money, but before
the 3eovr’s oub I'LL
have been Faid.

You watch,




g
g
¥ -
i

One morning Jem and I
found a load of stovewood |
i the back yard.

= Py o

WA

\\ ,Jf} With Christmas came a
M. crate of smilax and holly
: -~

That spring when we found a croker-sack BN AT
full of turnip greens, Atticus said

Mr. Cunningham had more than paid him.
4 Because that'’s
the only way he can
pay me. He has no
money.

Wlmj does he
pay u Like
at?

Are we poor,
Atticus?

Y/
Y We are

indeed.

i

"

«There’s
anocthern at the
house now
that’s field size.

Are we as
oor as the
Cunninghams?

Nokt exac&tv. The
, Cunninghams are
country folks, farmers,
and the crash hit
them hardest,

DLl you

ay a
bu.r;kZL of

otatoes
r him?

I could have explained these things
to Miss Caroline, I would have.

"




Why no, Jean Loulse, A S !
A Bushel of potatoes
aint workh—

He’s gone and
drowned his dinner
n syrup!

He's Fou.'red ik all
over—

a word with you
in the kitchen,

Louise!

That bOj’S jo' comp’n

and if he”wahts ko eak u
the table cloth you Let
him, you hear?

There's somx
folikes who dont eat Like us O

buk you aint called on ko
conkradict ‘em ot the kable
when Ekaj dont.

He aint
comrayxv, Cal,
he'’s just a
\_ Cunningham—

31



Hush your moubh! ‘>

—if you cant act

Yo' follks miqht be ; Y
Dont matter who U'\.ej\ bekber'vf?ke Cuuai,\«gkams fit to cat at the table
are, ahjbodj sets foobt”in but it dont count for you Cﬁ\ Ju.s% set here
this houses'yo’ comp'ny, nokhin’ the way you're an _eo& n the
and dont you let me cabch disgracin’ er— kitchen!

\ you remarkin’ on their
ways Likegou was so
high an migkl:v!

Jus’ aou. wailk, Cal!

One day when you
aint Lookin’ I71L
g0 off and drown
myself tn Barker’s




Jem and Walker returned to school ahead of me: staying
behind to advise Atticus of Calpurnia’s iniquities was
worth a solitary sprint past the Radley Place.

We couldnt oPeraEe a
single day without Cal,
have you ever thought
of that?

She Likes Jem
bettern she Likes me,
anyway.

You think about how
much Cal does for you,
and you mind her,

Have dvou. ever
considered that
Jemt doesnt
worry her half
as much?

I rebturned to school and
hated Calpurnia steadil:
until a sudden shrielk
shattered my resenktments.

Which way dAid he
90, Miss Caroline?
Tell us where he went,

W

e Lj@\
2\

P

scare you
some waj?

33



Just

= (I was jusk uoa\Lkihg
\ by when it crawle

out of his hair..

hair—

——

crawled
out of his ’

Oh! There aint
no need to fear a
cootie, ma’am.

ever seen fraid E
arraid, you just go

one? \ back !:oj ur desk
and teach us some

Aint j°"\/Non dont you be\

Now dont you fret,
ma’am. There aint no need
to fear a cootie.

It Jus& fetck
you some cool

waker,

Little Chuck
Little was
anocther
member
of the
opulaktion
Esk%udidut
khnow where
his next
meal was
coming
from, but he
was a boria
gentleman,

> L

b

I have a Ewell here,
but I dont have a
first name...

spell your first
name for me?

34

Dont know ko«o.\
Tkev call me
\

~  Well, Burris, I think
wed better excuse you for
the rest of the afternoon.




I want you to g0 home
and wash your hair. To get rid of

the — er, cooties.

You see, Burris, the
other children might
caktch them, and you
wouldnt want that,
would you?

missus?

And Burris, Hhah!
He was the please bath
filthiest joursetf befor k.
human I had You come back die Wonie: FAEEGE,
4
ever seewn, tomorrow. I was on the verge |

of leavin’ — I done |,
cloue my time for ‘

~—

He B Sie of the ] I wondered if this [ T::ﬂ t::::bc;aiz 2§£s
Lanation L4 “
EweLLs, ma’am. ;:PQ: :V\;icc::s?ul threatens ‘em with the

sheriff, but she’s give up
!:rij to hold ‘em.

l as my q&&empb

/ @e school’s fuLL

‘em. They come
fn.rsl: day every year

and then Leave

about their
Pm‘em&s?




Aint got no

Sik back ==
l:k:':: &k::'sA:\i,dk& Been comin’ to down, qu h—-a '__
conl eutiouss the first day o’ Leas:e, and make -
) the first gradje fer urris. me, missus.

three year now.

Reckon if I'm
smart this ar
tkev'l.l. romocte me
tS the second..

Let He’s a mean one.
He’s Liable to start
somethin/, and
there’s some Litkle

| Id soon’s kill you
as Look at you.
Now go home,

You aint
makin’ me go
nowhere, missus.
You just
remember that.

/' Burris, 9o home. If you dont I'll call the \

Privxcipal. I'll have to reporl: this, anyway.

Report and be \
damned ko ye! Aint
no snob-nosed slut of
. a schoolkeacher ever )
X born ¢’ make me do
N nothin’! Z
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When he was sure she was
crying, Burris shuffled out.

ou aint

called on to
teach folks
—Like that.. N T

«below the
belk...

He was a
real mean
‘ one...

< MNow
«them ’QLV\£ dOV\t
Maycomb’s ways, ekl
Miss  Caroline, hot J

=L

—f /
T,
e

Miss Caroline, wkz dont

you read us a s orj?
That cat thing

was real fine this
mornin’,

Having dispersed us, Miss
Caroline opened a book
and mystified the first

rade with a long narrative
about a toad-froq that Lived
tn a hall.

Thank you,
darlings.



Thought so.
Now what’s
the matter?

/

Bt bit, I told him the ¢
day’s misfortunes.

g'You never went to school ‘

Scouk, readtj to
read?

s

Atticus, I dont feel ][l

very well, {

I dont think I1L
o to school an
wore f that’s qL?
right with you.

Something

" No I cant. I have to make
a living. /;
<4
Besides, theyd \"\‘eéi

me i jail ij I tf:;& \
you at home — dose of

and you do all right, so I'lL

Just s&aj howe too.

You can

beaicth e dnge maguesia for you tonight
Granddadd and school Eomorrow,
taught you'l

Uncle Jaclk,

I'm feeling all
right, really.

wand she said
you taught me all
wrong, so we cant
ever read any more,




If you can learn a simple brick, Scout,
3ou'LL get along a Lot better with all kinds
of folks. You never really understand a
person until you ctonfs:.de.r things from his
point of view —

unkil w climb
inko his skin and walk
around in ik,

/

z

/i

ANV
I Lo

Listen Atticus, I dont have
to 9o to school! Burris
Ewell, remember?

cant

do that,

He just goes to
school the first
dav. The Eruank
Lady reckons
she’s carried out
 the Llaw when she
gets his name
~on the roll—

Tkaj can go to
school any time l:kej

want to.
There are ways of :

keeping them in school
force, but it’s silly to force
FeoPLe Like the Ewells inko

a new environment,

—
—— |

You \/Some!:i.mes it'’s
better to bend the
Loaw a Litktle tn

sFecLaL cases,

Scouk,
)

\-’

u.slr\v I have to

Let us leave
ik ot Ehis.

You, Miss Scout
Finch, are of the
common folk. You must
obey the Law.

4 You cant ex ec& Miss Caroline to Llearn
all of Maycomb’s ways i one day, and you
cant a

old her res onsible when she
knows no better,

Il be dogged — I didnt
know no better l:kan not to read to her,
and she held me respous:.bLe

The Ewells have been the
disgrace of Majcomb for
three generations. None
of them has done an
honest day’s work in my
= ,‘ recollection,

I dont see

90 when he
doesnt.

If 1 didnt The Ewells are
g0 to school members of an
I:omorrouo, exclusive society made

up of Ewells.

me l:o.

But Lf I keep on \
9ow\ to school,
we cant ever
read any more.
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=7 N
ALL right, do

you kihow what a
comrromise is?

No, an agreement reached
mutual concessions. If you'l
concede the necessity of
going to school, we'll o on
reading every night just
as we aLuoajs have.

That’s really
bothering o

isnt it

Bending
the Law?

bargain?

Atticus kept us in fits that evening, gravel
reading columins of print about a man who sat
on a flagpole for no discernible reason.
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¥ As the year passed, I was released from school thirty minutes
£ before Jem, and I ran by the Radle ? Place as fast as' I could,
<

not stopping until I reacked the safety of our front porch.

I ?;‘ f‘ m
111): ‘\\

li'

AW,

One afternoon as I l
raced by, something

caught my eye..
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When Jem came home he asked me where
I got such a wad.

S

Ik was sticking in
that btree yonder,
the one comin’

\ from school.

Dont eat things
you find, Scout!

Sri.& ik out
right now!

This wasnt on the
ground, it was in a bree.

Ive been chewin’ ik You g0 Ak watkive. THIL
all afternoon and gargle right Ut heither, Uk
; take the taste outa
I aint dead yeb, not now, you hear
even sict Dont you know me?

u're not su.moosed
ko even touch the
trees over there?

You dont ‘W Ill
kell Catrurhia on 7ou!

Summer was on the way; Jem and
I awaited ik wikth impatience.

Summer was sleeping on the back porch in cots, or trying to sleep in the trechouse; summer was
everything good to eat; it was a thousand colors in & parched landscape; but wost of all...
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. -

Summer was Dill. Reckon OLd DiLL’LL be

coming home tomorrow, I see ik,

Scout! I see
tk—

Probably day after.
Mi.s'si.rri. Eurns "em Loose
a dav Later.

Jem, Loolk!

g e

%6 "’l' I' I*!"”_

Indian-heads, Ninekteen-
six and Scoulk, one of ‘em’
nineteen-hundred. These
are real old.

Jem, you reckown
that’s somebody’s hidin'

Il Now, dont anybody
' wauch but us pass
| there, unless its some
. grown Persou’s—

Hush a minute,
I'm Ehinkein’,

Grown folks dont have
hidin’ places. You reckon we
ought to keep ‘em, Jem?
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r Tell you what. Tkese' Y- \

‘ We'll keep “em till school somebody’s, I benous
starts, then go around and ask that. See _b‘°“" H"ev;’e

everybody if they’re theirs. been slicked up

They've been
saved.,

Yeah, but why should somebody
wanka pub away chewing qum Like
that? You know it doesnt last.

Well, Indian-heads
— well, they come from
the Indians. They're real
strong magic, they make
you have good luck.

Not Llike fried chicken
when you're not Lookin’
for it, but things Like long
Life W good health, W
passin’ six-weeks
tests...

These are
real valuable to
somebody, I'm
gonna ‘em
i my runl,

I dont know,
Scoutl, Bub these
are meortav\& ko
samebodtj.




Saws m

dadd-j this

taller'n your daddv.
He’s gob a pointed
black beard Like so,
and he's president
of the L and N
Railroad.

i keLFed the engineer Dilt wbqhked !:l»;; Rover
for a wkile, Boys because there

were three respectable |

®  parts. He was clearl

Iu a ‘I 25 ear ired of being our
Dill, character man.,

Make us u

owne, Jem,
Husk

What'll we
Plaj?

Tom
and Sam
and Dick?

" No, I mean I can smell
somebody an’ tell if !:k?'re You are

gonna die. An old Lla \ going to
taught me how, die in three
days.

You mean when
somebody’s dyin’
you can swell ik?
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Dill © u dont hush Il ; A Hot Steam’s somebod:
knociv;ou. bowlegged. I C‘/ou. ackiie e dont: who cant get to keavev?,
mean it now, P < Just wallows around on
B Wikal% o Hot lonesome roads an’ f you
walk through him, when
u die you'll be one
too, an’ you'll 9o around
ab night” suckin’ Pe.oPLe.’s
breath—

Yowl hush, you
act Like you
believe in Hok

Steams,

Havent you
ever walked along
a lonesome road at

night and Fassed bj a

hot PLace?

How can you keep from w But f you hafta
& passing ﬁrousk one? g0 kkrgz.gk ohe
you say:
“Angel-bright, Life-
in-death; qet the

road, dont suck my
breath.

/T hat keeps ‘em
from wrapping

around you—

Sometimes
Ekej skretch
all the way
across the

Dont you
believe a?:ord\
he says, Dill.

Well, are we gonna
play anything or not?

0

CaLPurV\i.a

says that'’s
nigger-tali, Lebks roll

in the

tire.

You know
I'm too big.
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How about Scout
goes first an’ you
get extra time?

Unkil ik kaP ened I did

not realize that Jem was
offended by my contradicting
him on Hot Steams,

I'm first.

e 7 D

il @ - =
Oughtn’ I be first $F I
A seein’ as how I just g '
’ ‘V 3

|

He rewarded me ushing
the btire down the sidewallk
with all the force in his body.

Ground, skey and houses
melted tnto a mad
2 | palette.

A - My ears throbbed.

Scoul, get away from 3

* Scout, dont
Just Lie there!

\ I was suffocating. .”\.

v

N \ AR TSR




Get up,
cantcha?

Bring ik with
3ou! Aint you
got any sehse
ok all?

/ N:% didnt

Q ring ik?

, I swear, Scout, T
sometimes Pou, act so much )
like a girl its mortifyin’.
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He had thought that up to make me
understand ae wasnt afraid of Radleys
i any shape or form, to contrast his own
fearless heroism with my cowardice.

I know what
we are going

to PLauj.

Scoul, you can
be Mrs. Radley—

He can get out
ot night when we're
all o.sLeeP...

He died years
ago and the
stuffed him up
the cki.mnev.

Scout, how’s he
gonna know what
we're doin’? Besides,

I dont think he's
N\ still there,

== o S ras R SO
Jem parceled oub our roles: I was

Mrs. Radley, and all I had to do was R &
come oul and sweep the porch. B Dill was old Mr. Radley:

he walked up and down the
sidewalk and coughed when Jem
sroke. to him. g

Jem, naturally, was Boo: he
went under the front steps and
shrieked and howled from time

to time.
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As the summer progressed, so did
our game. We polished and perfected
it, added dialogue and plot until we
had manufactured a small play upon
which we rang changes every day.

What are
all PLO‘?‘M

WN NNAAAALI nNNON qn (N
\{ u_l_ TS |

/lu'"' V9,

S

50

I reluctantl Pla A assorted

Lladies who entered the scrir!:.

u kearing u|

that newspaper? If it's

l:odav s

L ko you.




Does this bﬁ an
chance have anything
to do with the Rad—

Reckon we oughtnt to

No he dont. If he did
PLaj m«ymore?

hed say he did.

ALL right, 20“
Just keep it up
then.

You're bein’
a girl again Scout,
ab»avs imaqginin’
things. That'’s whi
other folks don2
Like girls,

Abticus didnt say
we couldnt—

Jem, I think -
AE!:iCuS khnows Abticus’s arrival was the
ik anyway. second reason I wanted to

quit the game.

The first reason happened the day I
rolled into the Radley front yard!

Through all the head-shaking,

uelling of nausea and Jem-
yelling, I had heard another
sound, so low I could not
have heard it from the
sidewalle,

Someone nside the
house was Laughing.




Dill was becoming
something of a

trial.
| 5
He had asked me earlier in the summer
~ to marry him, then he promptly forqot
- about it He staked me oul, marked as
~ his property, said I was the only girl he
. would ever love, then he neglected me.

I beak him up twice but it did
no good, he only grew closer
ko Jem.

Ny

. Sk &
N .;/’///’

I kept aloof from their more foolhardy schemes for
a while, and on pain of being called agirl, I spent
most of the remaining kwilights that summer sitting
with Miss Maudie Atkinson on her front porch.

|
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Miss Maudie was a widow, a chameleon Lady who worked in her flower beds in an
old straw hat and men’s coveralls, but after’her five o’clock bath she would appear

on the Forck and reign over the street in magisterial beau.!:j.
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with Miss Maudie was that we could play on her lawn, eat her
on the arbor, and explore her vast back Lot, terms so
er, so careful were we to preserve the delicate balance

Our tocit treat
scuppernongs i we didnt jumn

generous we seldom spoke to
of our relationship, but Jem and Dill drove me closer to her
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Miss Maudie,

do you Ehink
Boo Radley’s
skill aliver?

His name’s Arthur and
he’s alive.

What a morbid question,
Bul I suppose it’s a morbid
subject.

I know he’s alive, Jean
Louise, because I havent
seen him carried ouk yet.

Majbe he died and
they Stuffed him up the
ck-‘.muej.

Do you smell m
mimosa? Its Like angels’
breath this evening.

Where did
you get such

Yessum. How do
you know he’s skill
alive?

r Thal'’s Arthur Radley just sktays You know that
whal Jem S—-ss-ss. He in the house, that’s all, skorv as well as
said he gets more Like Wouldnt you stay in the I do.
thouqhk ur uncle house if you didnt want ko A
ck every come ouk? 7 T R

dnv. heard why,
though. Nobodj
ever told me

wkv.

Yessum, but 1d
wanka come outk. Wlmj
doesnt he?
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That aint right, Miss
Maudie. You're the best
Ladj I know.

You khow old Mr. Radley
was a foot-washing Baptist.
Foolt-washers believe
anything that’s pleasure is a
siA. Did you know some of
‘em passed by this place and
told wme me and my flowers
were going to hell?

F Yes ma’am.
Theyd burn
right with

I've no idea. You are too young to
understand ik, but sometimes the Bible in
the hand of one man is worse than a

whiskey bottle in the hand of — oh,
of your father.

Thing is, foot-washers
think women are a sin
definition. They take the
Bible Literally, Jou know.

Is that why Mr.
Arthur stays'in the
house, to keep away
from women?

AR
Al

What I meant was, if Atticus Finch
drank until he was drunk he wouldnt be as
hard as some men are atb their best.

-
1
Sm il

Do you think
theyre true, all
those things they
say about B—
Mr. Arthuar?

' There are just some kind ‘
of men who—who're so bus
worrying about the next
world Ehey've never learned
to Live inthis one, and you
can look dowin the skreek
and see the resulks,

23 A \

That stuff is three- ~"",
fourths colored folks

and one-fourth Stephanie

Crawford.
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:f\iek:;\iew?:: :OL,-i '[;‘:e : I said what did you
middle of the night and - ‘ do, Stephanie, move

: e over in the bed and
fomdﬂ'::\';;:i'?:zrm the make room for him?

That shut her
up a while.,

You reckown
he's crazy?

If he’s not he should
be by now. The things
that happen to eople. we
never reaLLv Know,

Grracious child, I was raveling
a thread, wasnt even thinking
about your father.

What kaprens in houses
behind closed doors, what
secrels—

Howd you Like
some fresh

oundcake ko
take home?

Atticus dont ever
do anything to
Jemt and me in the
house that he dont

do in the %rd.

I liked ik very
much,




e o
| awakened I found Jem and Go
L‘DLLL in the back yard deep

away Now,
i conversation,

Scouk.

We-LL, 1f you dont You act like you grew
say you'll do ten inches in the night!
wWho's so ...,Ea we bell ALL right, what is it?
high and u, we aint
mighty gonna tell you
all of a

We are going to
give a wnote to
Boo Radl.ev.

b Ll anything.

» Whatd you

; write him? =
We're askin’ him

real PoLikeL ko come
out sometimes, and
tell us what he does
in there—

: Now \jou’re i
‘ it and you cant

get out of it you'll
\ Just sta an(':l:,
Miss Priss!

Will not. This
rds as much mine as
ik is yours, Jem Finch,

If you stay you've
3?)& ko dg ?.sko&
we tell you.

We're gonna put a
note on the end of a
fishing pole and stick
it through the shutters

is all. If anyone comes,
Dill'LL ring the bell.

You all've gone crazy,
he'll Kill us!

( It my idea.
I figure f hed

| come oubk and

sit a spell wikth

us he might feel
better.



Uh huh, If its all the same to
caughtcha! you he shaved it off Last

summer!
'\ :

Yeah, an’ Ive got

How do you khnow he
dont feel good?

€
Well howd you

feel f you'd Deen ,Z:‘: s“oi"’lr the Lletter to prove
shut Gp for a oty o:\ N it — he sent me two

hundred uears with
nothin’ batk cats ko
ealt? I bet he’s ot
a beard down to

) . dollars, too!

black beard—

Like ur
dad \j's?

He aint qot a

beard, he—

Keep on — I reckon he e ——
even sent you a mounted Reckon this is Long

. . '

polict witform! enough to reach fro)
: 3 ,

That' never showed up, the sidewalld /

dAid ik? Yourju.sl: keep on

tellin’ ‘em, son P \T/

5 T l i
A

_——

AN

v
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Stop
) ringing
\ that bell.

—

P
7 \
Jemm, what were I dont want any | qu svzoii —L-M.:.ai_owse::e \
ng? that. Tell me.
you doing? Nobhiw’, of that. Tell me a letter to Mr.
sin

N




do you wank
aad(.ej to come
out?

You're to sta
away from that
house until you're
nvited there.You're
not ko make fun
of anybody on this

sl:reel: or n
wus tow,

, Son, I'm going to tell
We H\ougkf: l/ jou. SOMQH&LV\S GV\d kell
bie m:.gk!: elr\Jo-j one Eume&kziom:armeuhng

That qoes for l:ke

We werent makin’ fun
of him, we werent Laughin’

l at him, we were just—

( So that was what
were doing, wasnt it?

You skoP this
nonsense right
now, every one

jou.

Makin’ fun
of him?

No, ting his Life’s
kis!:orrub on display for
the ec?n.f:.cal:uoh the
neighborhood.
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On Dills Last night our father
had permitted us to sit out
by Miss Rachel’s fishpool.

I know what,

|!| You dont !
lets g0 for a ' Jus’ down to AN have ko come

walle, tkea:\&drel?:c’i.skt N\ , along, Angel

Bukb

Where Atticus said
ko, Dill?

»

l’["
\ “ﬁx
/9".7",'/,’ ) )‘ v YA
» = ‘ Aol
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We're onl govw\o‘\ Bubk why i the sam holy hill

b 4 I'm tellin’
peep in thé window [ did you waik ELL konight? [ sem, Y scou, zm tettin

What
please— 20'.:. for the Last

are you 3
SOV\V\Q kak kke LOOSQ I‘.MQ' Sku.& our
shutter. Nobodv'LL see us at night, trap or g0 home
AW if you don’ 4 Atticus is so deep in his =X deda;“e to U_Ael
wanta bé here you 8 book he wouldnt hear the Lord ocure 32&_!:;\/\
only need to go kingdom comin’ and i more Like a ;]Lrl
straight home and Boo kills us we'll only be every day

keep your fat floppin’

missing school and not
moubh shukt, \ ;

vacation,

With that, I had no th‘.on
but to joun them.

N

Nobkhina. There’s a Little teeny i
C‘.u.rtol:i.v?s. Light way off somewhére,

though.,

Leks !:rj the
back window.

~ Dill, no.
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We better g0
down there.

They'll think its funny
if we dont show up.




What
happened,
Miss Maudie?

your pqhks,
son?

Do-o-o Jee-sus, Dill Harris! '

| Gamblin’ by my fishpool?
’, . e J
Tl strip-poker you, sir!

Mr. Radl.ea shot ab a
Negro in his collard

Patck.

Ch. Did he

Just a minute, Miss
Rachel, Ive never
heard of ‘em doing
that before. Were you
all playing cards?

Just with
makches,

68

Shot in the air. Scared
hin Pod,e, though,

Ak I won ‘em from
him, Mr. Finch,

Wown them?

How?

We were PLa\ji.u'
skri.F Foker up
jouder bj the

fishpool.

Jem, Scoukb, I dont
want to hear of poker in
any form again. Go by
‘giu.'s and get your
Pau&s, Jem,




Dill was comforted, but Jem and I werent.
There was the problem of Jem showing up
some pants in the morning.

Dont worry, Dill
she aint gonna get
you. He'll kalk her
out of it. That was fast
thinkin’, son.

Dill offered a pair of He evidently remembered
his own but Jem said he he was engaged to me, Yawl write,
l couldnt get vn them. ‘ for he ran back out and hear?

- = kissed me swiftly i front | |
of Jem.

p
We said good , and Dill r /
went nside the house, ‘



Sleep, Little \
Tkree—Eves? j

Nathan Radley’s gonna find ‘em in
the moriing, Jem. He knows you Lost
‘em. When he shows ‘em to Atkicus itLL
be pretty bad, thats all there is to it.
Go'n back to bed.

I—it5 Likce bhis, Scout, | I wanka
Atticus aint ever wkirred keep ik Fhak
me since I can remember.

 No you aint, you'll
Just make noise.

70

You cant,
I wont lek

Il wake u
Atticus,

Loolk, it aint worth it,
Jem. A Lickin’ hurts but ik
doesnt Last. You'll get your
head shot off, Jem.

My protestations were no
use own this occasion.













| f One afternoon when we
{ 32(:“: &?oved moo‘:i J and were crossing the sckooljo\rd
{ 1‘_—»‘2& e toward home, Jem su.ddeulv

i spoke:

There’s something I
didnt tell you about
that wight,

You've never
told me
aw\Elzkw\g about

hat wnight.

| As Atticus had once advn.se.d me to clo I
bried ko climb inko Jem’s skin and walke
around in it: f I had gone alone to the
Radley Place ab two in l:ka moriing, my
funerdl would have been held the next™day. |
— DI

|

" AW theyd been sewed up.
Nok Li.{e a lady sewed
A ‘em, Like somethin’ 14
When I went back for my ' ) try to do.
breeches they were fotded
across ka fence... Like
f:kev were
e.xpe.cti.u’
me.

Like somebodv
was readin’ my
mind...

This is somebodv's ‘
hidin’ Eace Somebod-j

Like Walter Cunningham.
Listen, let’s leave it and
wait a couple of days. If
it aint gone then, we'll
take it okauj?
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Okay, you might 1t must be some
ge right, Likktle kid’s place —

hides his things from

the bigger folks. /

When it was still there on the third dav, Jem
Pockaked ik,

We went home, Next morning the twine
was where we had left ik,

From then on, we considered everything we found in the knot-hole our Prorar‘ka a ktarnished
medal, a pack of gum, a watch and chain and, one day October...
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Morning
Jem, Scout.

A l:1 'g!.l.f I-lﬁ "f.\ﬁe
'.:" A, / \\ \\' i
HORH Bk

filled ik ‘em with cement when
Ekej re siclk,

L5 Mr. fZaoU.ev, ah — did you Fu(: w ik sir?
Hidy do, vA b, cement in this hole?
Mr. Nakhan., : 3
: 4 I Trees dying. You plug
s ? '

’ 9 —Lﬁ-‘ k r"‘*‘
===
s S S : unn
= et




Atticus, look down johder at
that tree, FLaa\se sir,

The one
' own the corner
of the Radley
Lot comin’
from school.

AN .!:\e"te\e‘\‘.-'\!v'\ﬂ.lfv
N AL

- /]

i T
.‘.!.;!1‘ ey 4

It aint
even sick? That kree’s as
keal!:kv as you
are, Jem.

d

(I

N

Why no, son, I dont think so. Look at
the feaves, theyTre all green and full, no
brown patches anywhere—

78



S ‘ ! :

o RN WA 2.\ NDENTEN /7~ S/
For reasons unfathomable to the most e.xrerie.v\ce.d prophets
i Maycomb County, autumn turned to winter that year.

’
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\ Is it No, it o Little
moriing? AF&er one, Hurrj

now,

8l






D
I expect  Ruin now. Dont
Llet Scout out of
your sight.

Miss Maudie’s out and safe. Now Llisten, both of
u. Go down and stand in front of the Radley
Place. Keep out of the way, do you hear?

See which way the
wind’s blowing?

Hush, Scoul,
ik aint ktime
to worry jel:.

I'lLL Llek you
kinow when,




See there,
he’s not

wh
aint he on
top of one
o Ef;\e houses
like the other
men?

He's too old, hed
break his neck.







want some hot
chocolate?







" We're awful sorry
‘bout your house,
Miss Maudie.

V

ALwa-js wanked a
smaller house, Jem
Funch, Gives wme

Just think, Il have
more room for m

azaleas now!

7

Grrieving, child? Why, I \
hated that old cow Barn.
Thought of settin’ fire to it a

~ hundred times myself, except :
l:kev'd lock me up.

You aint
grievin’, Miss
Maudie?

Dont you worr
about’we, Jeank
Louise Finch.. There are waus
S of doing things
u dont know
about.
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You can just
take that back,

bovf

" Aint kakin’ back a
- true fact. Your daddy
defends nig—

90



Scout,
old and big

childish things.

; N
you're ém* too

r such

[ What g0t
\& into you?

4

Do you defend
niggers, Atticus?

From now on ikll be
everjbodv less one—

Well if

you dont want
me to grow up Ealkein’
that way, why do you
send me ko school?

Oflczz\:se g Dont say
L nig;)er, Scout,

\[ \\Tkats common.

s whal ever bodv
at school says.

Do all lawyers
defend n-Negroes,

Abkicus?

0f course
they do,
Scouk,




Thew ""kv A& Cecil / I'm si.mpl.v He Lives i that Little Scouk, you arent

sa u defended defending’a ; settlement beyond old souck bo
ingjgev;? He moade it Negro — his hame3 the town d“""{’- Hes a u.hdersl:auds some
sound like you were Tom Robinson. # member of Calpurnia’s things yet, buk

runnin’ o skitl, church, and Cal knows  uere’s been some

his family well. high talk around

town ko the effect

that I shouldnt

do much about

defending this
man,

\ If you shouldnt be defendin’ him, ' I couldnt

then why are you doin’ ik? represent Fhis You mean if you
g J E N Ce(;%hke A Eb:'e didnt defehd‘{l:al:
- i man, Jem and
For a number of reasons. h Coﬁgﬁ:"i‘:’;ﬁ geLL el e
( you or Jem wok to mind you any
( The main one to do something more?

again.,

up my head in I/I

town,

is, f I didnt 1 —
couldnt hold

/ You might hear some ugl
“‘“ﬁ.fsﬁfm* Ealle aboGE GE oF seltol, Dt

no makter what o\uvbodv says
to you, dont you et ‘em get
your goat,

Atticus, are we
going to win ik? a

Try fighting with your
head for vou change... It's 2 good one,
even if it does resist learning.
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Cousin Ike Finch was Mau:,comb

Simply because we were S
P County’s sole surviving

Llicked a hundred years

N
o’ :é before we starkest (s o Confederate veberan.,
£ Then, why— reason for us not to try T L T
to win,

Come here,

~—
You sound
Like Cousin
Ike Finch,

Its different this time.
This time we arent
fighting the Yankees,

we're fighting our
\\ riends. /’

P s

/ But remember this, no
matter how bitter things

get, they're still our
friends aind this is skill
our home,
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\ You gotta My folks said .

You gonna make me your do.dd-j
take that first! was a disgrace
baclk, boy? an’ that nigger
oughta hang

from the waker-

It was the first time I ever
walked away from a fight.

D3 g
N .
: i =
/

Somehow, if I fought Cecil I would
Llek Atticus down, I felk extremel:
noble, and remained noble for three

weelks,
- . TEE—

Then Chriskmas came
and disaster skruck,
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RS -

Jemt and I viewed Christmas The good side was the Eree
with mixed feelings.

and Uncle Jack Finch,

A flip of the coin revealed the uncompromising
Lineaments of Aunt Alexandra and Francis.

Francis was a year older than I, and I

Had I ever harbored the mystical notions
about mountains that seem to obsess Llawyers avoided him ol principle: he enjoyed
and judges, Aunt Alexandra would have Peen everything I disapproved of, and disliked
analogous to Mount Everest: throughout my | my thgenuous diversions.

carly life, she was cold and there. ‘

. S 1 be ur

it ; N
v // T should thinke A

. so. She eats all the left- ol

Jack?
- over fingers and ears ; N
I can \)/ from the hospital. al:l:ev'\hoh. [o ?\er, cle,
show you. ' N Shes krying you ouk.

Aw, that’s a
damin storv.
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At supper that evening when I asked him l
to pass the damin ham, please, Uncle Jack
Poi.vd:ed ok me.

See me
afterwards,

young Lad-j. -

Cal says she's
been cussing
fluently for a

weelk;, now,

Not unless there’s
extreme provocation
connected with ‘em.

You, uh, you like
words Llike damn and
hell now, dont

u?
Lol 3 - You want ko
P\ > grow up to be a

lady, dont you?

more Like Atticus
than your mother,
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SETRPTTT N
On Christmas morning Jem and I dived
for the two long packages Uncle Jack
had deposd:ed beneath the Eree.
SRR

I had already bequn to think

T Sy You'll have
Dont Fov‘.v\t 34 Eta A v = e of shooting Francis, but
them in the - e thadk Atticus said f we made one
—= e false move hed take them

/’;

away for good.

Jem felk his age and gravitated to the adults, leaving me to Tko& s nioe.
entertain our cousin, Francis was eight and slicked back
his hair Jem and me qot
— : ~ = ‘ / air rifles, and Jem
Whatd you get YO oot what 1 1 Pair of knee got a chemistry
for Christmas? | i asked for. ants, booksack : seb—
‘ made of red leather, ~— /
5 five shirts and AL 0 )
oy one, !
a tie, b _

e -
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No, a real one. He's gonna Talking to Francis gave me the
make me some invisible sensation of settling slowly to
nk, and I'm gonna write the bottom of the ocean.

\ to Dill n ik,

Where'’s the
use i that?

That was the

best Christmas
dinner 32!:.
Grrandma’s a
wonderful cool,

She’s gonna
teach me how,

—

You mean that Liktkle
runt Grandma says stays
with Miss Rachel every

summer?

| | I dont want Dill
Boys dont U waitin’ on me. Id

rather waik on him,

Yeah. Dont Ehi
Grandma says all iabou,l: ‘zz\ sa :&hze,::\s
cm:": ihz;'i": t\“g'”\ :Za gonna ge:iemarried as
e en oug 5 i h.
be e £l usthk Bty soon as we're big enoug
wives and waik on ‘em
when they dont feel

That's
exaud:l.j who

You're mighty dumb
sometimes, Jean Louise.
Guess you dont know any
better, though.

If Uncle Atticus Llets you
run around with stra
dogs, that’s his own

business, Like Grandma

says, so it aint your

What about him?

Grrandma says
he hasnt ot a home.
He just gets passed
around from relative
to relative.

What do

you mean?

Francis,
that’s not




He’s nothin’ buk a

Francis, what the
nigger-Lover!

r fql gu?ss it aint your
ultk ¥ Uncle Atkicus is
a nigger-lover besides, hell do you mean?
but I here tko bell you
it certainly does morki

the rest of the family.




Who started

Sh-she called mwe
a whore-lady and
‘_ Jumped on’me!

=
\é

77

Is that '~ You know I told

l: N Sc:aL uk? youd get in trouble c.f you
e 2ee used words Like Eko&? I AL iKevér Spenls
I PECkOV\ ) told you, didnt 1? to you again as Long
Yes, sir, but— ;

as I Live!

Well, voure
in !:rou.bl.e
now,

I hate you an’
desrise you an’ hope
you die tomorrow!

/
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MQQ e

Howney, w
cant g0 o.?gu.»\d
4 calling people—

You aint

fair.

T Such conduct as yours

nice, Uncle required Little understanding.

Jack, aw’ I It was obstreperous,
T disorderly, and abusive—

u even after
what you did,
butk you dont

understand
children much.,

ﬁ

You gonna
give me a
chance to tell
you? I dont
mean ko sass
w, I'm just
rjih' ko kell

Well, in the first
Lace you never
stopped to gimme a
chance to tell w my
side of it — you just
Lik right into me.

AW in the second Placa you
told me never to use words
Like that exceplt in extreme
rovocation, and Francis
rovocated wme enough ko
knock his block o

I aint very sure
what ik means, buk
the way Francis

said ib—

\
What was
ur side of
ik, Scouk?

He called Atticus thab?

Yes sir, he
did, an’ a

Francis \
called Atticus

a nigger-
Lover.
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He—he asked me one time
not to Llet aujkking I heard
abouk him malke me mad, an’
Id rather him think we were
fightin’ about somethin’ else

instead. .

,///
Please
Promi,se.

Ive no intention of Letting
it go. Alexandra should
know about this,

Waitll I get
my hands on
1&\0.!: bov.

Uncle Jack, s
lease promise me {
somethin, please ©
sir. Promise you

wont tell Attlicus
about this.

Please sir,
Just Llet it go.
Please.

You reckon you 0 i h
getting away with could tie upv::j ( iiﬁo Lg:;y_ I know of no
something Like that— hand? Its skill ’ hand I would be
bleedin’ some. more delighted to

tie up.

( But I dont Like Francis
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He was nearly fifty. When Jem and I asked Jem was football crazy. Atticus was never
him why he was s6 old, he said he got too tired to play keepaway, but when Jem
started Late. wanted to tackle him Atticus would say,

“I'm too old for that, son!

He did not do the things our schoolmates’ fathers did: he never went hunting, he did not play
poker or fish or drink or smoke. He sat in the Livingroom and read.

It fell to Uncle Jack to tnskruct us in the
rudiments of shooting our new air rifles.

Atticus wasnt interested in quns.
aRl

103



Not bad, eh,
Atticus?
‘ G2
l \
)
\ <
wv A .
! |
i [
Al ! < / |
5 43
, ( J
I know in time Shoot all the
wll graduate to  blucjays you want,
birds, son.

i.t ou cain hit ‘em,
!.?E remember its

a sin ko kill a
mockingbird.,

That was the only time I ever heard {
Atticus say it was a sin to do something, |
and I asked Miss Maudie about it. (‘4

( Your father’s M°.Ck"“9b"-"d5 dont do one L@ miss Maudie, this is
\ right. thing but make music for an old neighborhood,
b us to enjo Tk? dont eak aint ik?
up peoples gardens, dont
nest i cornceribs, they dont Been here longer
do one thing but sing their than the town,

hearts out for us.

That’s why its S 8 Nowe, I mean the
a sin ko Kill a S - folks on our street
mockingbird, Z

are all old.




( I dont call fifty very old.
_ Not being wheeled around
yet, am 17
If your
/ faul:kz: was
thirty you'd
find e quite |
different.

I sure would, Atticus cant
do anything.

‘—\_d_/
J( You'd be surrri.sed.

KWko.l: can he do? )

It's about time you found
oul its because he lets
you. Did you know he can
play a Jew’s harp?

That old dog
down 3oude.r.

That'’s
old Tim
Johnson,

aint ik? ][

- L

{

T
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Well, he can make
somebody’s will so airtight
cant omvbod.:j meddle
with k.

"And he'’s the best checker-
Plajer n this town,

Good Lord, Miss
Maudie, Jem and me |
beat him all the time.

Whatcha
Llooking at,
Jem?

I dont know,
Scout.

What’s he
doing?

I'm gonna
tell Cal.



Cal, can you come What for, Jem? I cant come
down the Sidewallkk aa | dowin the sidewallk every time
|

minute? : N wank me,
)/

— \‘ Th

There’s
somebhin’

wronq with an

%\i | .‘ I ! old dog down
[P 2 :

3ov\der.

e

He's gone

Lorsi.ded.

Gimme | K Mr. Finch! Mr. Finch, I declare he is—
. , =

pare F AR W This is Cal.

. OLd Tim Johnson,

I swear to God theres a . (URS Bife
mad dog down the street
a piece — he's comin’ this
way, yes sir, he's—

Yessirn..

325—




S~—

Mr. Nathawn,
Mr, Al"kkur‘ qu
dog’s comin’!

Tkztj wont come
Quk Qujwav‘ CQL,

I dOV\t care, IIM

She’s Supposed
to go around
in back.

£ < \\

Dont make
any di-f‘ferey«;e
now, 4

1/ y,
Stay inside,
son,

He’s got e —
ik all right, % Lol For NS

Mr. Finch,
U a place to die,

There he is,

e
A R =

\.. -~

N

He’s far from dead,

Jem, he hasnt got

started jgb_
: .
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He’s within
range, Heclk,
You better get J o
|

him now.

Ry

/] ’b“ b “ n\\\l‘\m\\'\\%&l‘\?ﬁﬁ m \M.“u qnl||M‘

8yl e

—_—

(/ Mr. Finch, bhis is
a one-shot job.

e

For God’s sake, ‘
Mr. F’c‘.uck Llook where

he is! Miss av\d u'll 90

shraugkl: into the Radle

house! I cant shoot thal

well and you know k!

I havent shot a qun )

Dont just stand there, i.vx !:ki,rhv years—

Heclk!

I feel might
comfor&abLe L?

........
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You were a Little to \
the right, Mr. Finch, 2

Qe

.
e g
R e SRS e N,
| L |:‘
& A

If I had my druthers
_—~——  Id take a shotgun.

ALwaujs was.,




7

I'll have Zeebo collect him.
You havent forgot
much, Mr. Finch, They
say itk never leaves

I saw that,
< AT One-Shot

X x’ Fu/\ck!

/

s

I .»‘4‘%—;( s £ ()
Q) \

=
:
i

~
N | AN

illlllllllzllllllllllll
i

Jem, Scoutb, dont 3ou
go near that dog,
understand? Pont g0 V\ear
him, he’s just as dangerous
dead as alive.

What, son? g

i A e

Let’s go back
to town,

What’s the matter witk\
you, bov’ Didnt you Know

jour dadd‘j_y ‘
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Well now,
Miss Jean
Loulse,

SEill Ehink
your father
cant do
anything?

Forqot to tell you that
besi«i)es Llaying the jew's
harp, Atticus Finch was the
deadest shot in Mavcomb
Cow«kj i his time,

Dead shot.. }:&

He never
said anything
about thakt,

Mavbe I can

Never said anything 3411 you

about it, did he?

People in their rugk&‘
| minds never bake pride
n their talents,

If your father’s anything,
he's Cwu.l.t,z.e.d n his heart.
Marksmanship’s a qift o
God, a talent,

Looks Llike hed
be proud of it.

13



We'll sure have a stor
to tell ot school on
Monda Ainkt ever‘jbodjs
d l:ke. deadest shok

avcomb County.

I reckon if hed
wanbted us to khnow &
ik, heda told wus, &

Dont sa ,
amj(:kmg aboub |
d'., Scouk.

| L.
( W} \m

pa
o

Atticus is real old, but I would\ﬂ:
care if he couldnt do an Ekw\
wouldnt care if he coul

blessed thing.

Majbe it just sLLPPed
his mind.,

ik’s something
u wouldnt
understand.,

=

_,____,.

M"i’ ’“f:."f

g
1,

Atticus is a
gentleman, 7_ju.sl:
Like me!

Ii







When I was well into the second grade at school and tormenting Boo Radle became

passé, the business section of Maycomb drew us frequently up the street Pasbv&ke real
property of Mrs. Henry Lafayette g

ubose.

Jem and I hated her. If she was on the porch when we passed, we would be raked
by her wrathful gaze, subjected to ruthless interrogation regarding our behavior, and

given a melancholy Fredicl:i.ou on what we would amount to when we grew up, which
was always nothing.

- v v &

Hey,
Mrs. Dubose!

Dont you say hey ko me
you ugtgogiru %’oujsav go‘od
afterioon, Mrs. Dubose!

She was vicious, Once she heard Jem
refer to our father as “Atticus” and
her reaction was aPoPLecEic.

A Llovelier La? than our mother never
Lived, she said, and it was heartbreaking

the way Atkticus Finch lek her children
run wild,
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Countless evenings Atticus would find She’s an old lady and she’s ill.
Jem furious at something Mrs. Dubose You just hold your head high
had said when we went by, and ge a gentleman. Whatever
she says to you, its your Job not

to let her make Jou mad.

The day after Jem’s twelfth birthday
his money was burning up his pockets,
so we headed for town i the earl:

afternoon. Jem thought he had encugh
to buy a miniature steam engine for
himself and a twirling baton for me.

It was then my burning ambition to
grow up and twirl with the Maycomb
Cou.V\l:j High School band.

a Finch waiting on

Come own, Scou&.) Not only

What are you doing

in those overalls? You Dont pay tables but one in the
should be in a dress and any abteﬂtiou bs courthouse lawing

camisole, young Lady! her, Jjust hold your | for niggers!
You'll grow up waiting head high a\w:i%e a
on tables if somebody gentleman.

doesnt change your 3

ways.

17



—

Your father’s

I had become almost O Bhe was home s,
uro ::: t::\‘ikatst‘kie accustomed to hearing Pubose wos ok on: the
a3 macke: oy’ A insults aimed ok Atticus. porch.

But this was the first one
coming from an adulk,

In Later years, I
sometimes wondered
exac&l.j what made
Jem do it.

Jem had Probo.btj
a stood as much quff
3 about Atticus Lawing
for niggers as had
I, and I took ik

L for granted that he
kerk his !:emper -
he had a nakurall
tranquil disposition
and a slow fuse.

- -vw

/
i/ /7
At the time, however, I thought the
oulp explanation for what he did was

thal for a few minutes he simply went
mad.




You did this
because she

Whyd
go i??ou

said that?
" She said you \ )
lawed for niggers )
and Erash. Yes, sir.

Son, I have no doubt that you've
been annoyed by your contenporaries
about me lawirg for niggers, as you

Come
say, but to do something Like thisto a skraight home
sick old lady is inexcusable. afterward.

_
I strongly \

advise you'to

go dowih and
have a balk with
_ Mrs, Dubose.

I never \
thought Jemd be
the one to Lose his
head over this — thought /
Id have more trouble

wikth you. /

You dont care
whal karrews to him,
ALL he was doin’ was
skandin’ up for you.




Atticus, she wants me

C.erkaivd.j.

Well, son? to read to her. She
wanks me to come ever
I cleaned afternocon after school MS t,‘:) 522 ';Q;\O&‘s. &
it up for her and Saturdays and read onkh
and said I to her out Loud for two '
was sorry, but hours.
Then you'll

Atticus, do
I have to?

Atticus, it’s all right on the
sidewallk but inside ibs—its all dark
and creepy. There’s shadows and
things on the ceiling..

Just pretend
ocu're nside the
I’ZadLej house.

That should
qppeo\t to your
imagination,




So you
| brought that
Agrs. ) (=53 dirtv Little sister
Dubose? | =R of yours, did
you?

(‘ﬂ

y
}

My sister aint
Air Yy and I aint
scared of you.

Mrs. Dubose,
are you all
right?

)
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It’s time for
her medicine.

V se sir, but she’s so nast
She has §
She spi.ts a Lok,

She cant hel

|  Lthat. When eoPLe
are sick the

dont Llook wnice

She would grow
ncreasin Lj silent, then
90 away from us..

2

ks or somebhin’.

Atticus had two yellow
magazine for De.m, whic

for our first day’s session wit

him what kaPFeued

encils for me and a football

pose was a silent reward
Mrs. Dubose. Jem told

740 UL I \"‘ n e

scared
me.,

The next afternocon at
Mrs. Dubose’s was the same
as the first, and so was

Po&&ervx emerged.,

The alarm clock would
ring, Jessie would shoo

us oul, and the rest of
the doaj was ours.

122

Did she
frighten you?

LR L oL ‘ {1

IlHIll\I’H

NN

normally — that is, Mrs.
Dubose would hound Jem
for a while on her favorite |
subjects, her camellias and

Everything would begin ’

- our father’s nigger-loving

Prorensuhes ]

the next, until gradually a

Her fits passed after

a btime and she was in
every other way her old
self.

-

Jeremy Finch, I told
ou you'd Live to
regret tearing up m
camellias, You regreb it

Nnow, do“w

I cerkawxlv
do.




Thought you could

kill my Snow-on-the- Dont you mutter ok me,
Mountaiin, did you? Well, boy! You hold up your

Jessie says the top’s keau; and say yes ma’am.

growing back out. Next Dont quess you feel Llike
time you'll know how ko holding it though,

do it right, wont you?
You'll pull it up bj the
roots, wont you?

u{,
with your fother what
h he is.

That'Ll do. Ik was over. We bounded

down the sidewalk on
And that’s a spree of sheer relief,
all. leaping and howling.

I'm going down
to Mrs. Dubose’s )
for a while.

That spring was a good one: the days grew
longer and gave us more playing time.

\ -

( I wont be L
Long.

Jem’s mind was occcupied moskly wikth the vikal stakiskics
of every college football PLo.jer n the nation,
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We had not seen Mrs. Dubose for over a momnth, She
was never on the Porck any more when we Po\ssed.

She was
sick for a long
time. Son, didnt
ou know what
her fikts were?

Mrs. Dubose was a
morFkihe addict,

Well is right.
She’s not
suffering any
more,

She said she
was going to
leave this world
beholden to
nothing and
V\obodv.

She said she
meant to breale
herself of it
before she died,
and thats what

Whatd she
wank?

She died a
few minutes

ago. ‘

|

She took it as a pain-
killer for years. The

doctor Pu.!: er on ik,

Shed have spent the
rest of her Life on it
and died without so
much agony, but she
was koo coul:rar-j.

She still
disapproved kearl:iLj
of my doings, and said
14 probably spend the
rest of my \{i.fe bailing

. you ouk of jail.

She had
Jessie fix
you Ehis




oLd hell- Sh-h.

devil, OLd' ; I think that
hell-devil! was her y.)alj of !:eLLi.ug
you — evervl:kwxg’s all ri.,gkl:

Why cant she
leave me alone? J

now, Jemi, everything'’s
d od.lt rigka/

I wanted you to see

what real courage is,

instead of getting the
idea that courage is a

mwan with a zuu tn his
! hand.,

You know, she was a She was. She had her ocwn
great lady. views about things, a Lot
I S different from mine,

maybe... Son, f you hadnt

( "/ A Ladv? \ LO?SE your kao.dv?'d have

[ After all made You go read to her

those things
;ke said

aboubt you,
a Lao%? ’

It’s when G You rarel:
you know you're - win, but somelimes She was kthe bravest
Licked befoTe you > you do. Mrs. Dubose erson I ever knew.
| 6 : : ; P
begin but you begin won, all ninety-eight

anyway and you see
3& l::z\rou.gl? no
matter whak.

pounds of her. According
to her views, she died |
beholden to nothing
and nobody.
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PART 2

Dear Seout,

T lope thak
e el=Tae—
wos  plLure

tais  Summer
we, afe 3%

this letter finds you

MW—%M, .
you wilk £ |m

ke AbLs.
Mﬁw . Meridian
accout o
to pulld o fiohing




e i I 1]
Jemt was btwelve, He was |
difficult to Live with, 3
nconsistent, moody. |

i) |
The fact that I had a
ermanent fiancé was Little
compensation for his absence.

Abticus said I must be patient
with him and disturb him as

Likttle as Possi.bte.
o=

After one altercation when /

Jem hollered, “It’s time Dont you fret
you started bein’ a girl too much over
and acting right!” I burst \&kerkm—
into tears and fled to

CaLPuruia.

Yeah, hes just
about Mister Jem
now,

He aint thab old,
ALl he needs is
somebody ko beak
him up, and I aint
big enough.

called into emergency session and Atticus left us for
two weelks,

‘ As if this were not enough, the state legislature was

Howd you and Mister
Jem like ko come

to church with me
tomorrow?
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Its like we

B  were goin’ o [N I dont want

Mardi Gras. T anybody sayin’ I
. dovx? lo after m
What's all this children,

for, Cal?

af _4F

First Purchase African M.E.
Church was in the Quarters
outside the southern town Limits,
across the old sawmill Eraciks,

It was the only church in Maycomb with a steeple
and bell, called First Purchase because it was
paid for from the first earnings of freed slaves.
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Negroes worshipped in it on Sundays and
white men gambled in it on weekdays.

What you up to
Mis?so Cal.; '

I wants to know

why you bringin’
white chillun to
nigger church.

I thought her
voice strange.
She spolke uietbj,
cou&emrku.ousbj.

S&OP right v They got their ,

there, nigger. church, we got our’n,
It is our church, aint
ik, Miss Cal?

Yeah, an’ I reckon

u’s comp’ny at the
Finch house durin’
the weel,

It's the same
God, aint ik?

Let’s 9o home,
Cal, !:Iv\ej dont
wank us here—

130



’/ Now Mister Jem,
were mighty glad )
to have you all

‘\ here.

\

DPont pa
no ‘tention to
Lula.

We've got our
collection money,
Cal. You keer
ik,

and sisters, we are Mister and Miss
particularly glad to have  ginch. You all know
company with us this their father.
morning.

131

She’s a ktroublemalker
from way back,
qot favxi? {deas an’
haug Y ways.

v Cal, where are
the kjmv'\-books?

@ N




He has been a

You all know faithful member

. .
To:nf ggﬁf:n:;n's of First Purchase
¥ since he was a

trouble.

Will the music

superintendent

lead us in the
first hymn.

The collection taken up today and for
the next three Sundays will 9o to Helen—
his wife, to help her out at home.

That's
the Tom
Abticus’s

we'll sing
number two There’s a
sevenbty- ' land b@jovxd
three. the river.




that shore by faith’s decree; 4

.
ne by one we (K gath the FO]“EGLS;
0 b7 There to dwell with the immortals,
| When they ring the golden bef(s for

now ringing.
b el hear the angels sing

rallelujah Jubitee. |
T that far off sweck foreve, 4

_//

—

thgp 7

X\ be[[s for

3
You aid me
\ ;



The Reverend S?\kes' sermon was a procedure ho different
from our churc g:racl:i.ce: a forthright denunciation of sin,
- Lord, bless the sick a warning against the evils of heady brews, gambling, and

and the suffering.. strange women.,

Again I was confronted with the Impurity of Women
doctrine that seemed to preoccupy all clergymen.,

On closing his sermon, he
stood beside a table in front
of the pulpit and requested
the morhing offering.

This is not ' You all
enough, we know what its for
must have ten — Helen cant leave
dollars. those children to
work while Tom’s

Alec, shut the
doors. Nobod:
leaves here Eil

we have ten




I want all of you
with no children to Naw Cal,
make a sacrifice and we can puk
give one more dime ours in. Gimme your
apiece. Then we'll dime. Scoub
have ik, J )

P . ' ¥ Helen’s qot ~N
We-were spectally slac b Didnt you  taree Little'uns Voo ke you the truth,
AE P 08 S hear why? and she cant Miss Jean Louise, Helen's

Why were you
all kakin'u
collection for
Tom Robinson’s
wife?

ij
cant she
take ‘em
with her,

Reverend?

g0 out to

finding it hard to find
work these d&js.

/ We thawni

Why— ‘L you for Lettin’
us come,
Reverend.




— .

Cal, I know Tom It's because of what
Robinson’s in jail an’ folks say Tom’s done.
he’s done somethin’
awful, but why wont
folks hire Helen?

Folks arent
anxious to—to have
OJ/\vH\I'.V\ to do with
any of his family.

g P el ""59"“" ‘ 1
oﬁ’iiv—-———-' ] P hg SN (3’45& Nkak did
= v ‘ it he do, Cal?
< i .
OLd Mr. Bob Ewell Mr. Ewell? Does he have Yeah, those are

auvtkiy\g to do with those the ownes.
Ewells that come everj

first day of school an

then go home?

ka, Atticus
said H\e\j
were absolute
Erash—

accused him of
rapin’ his girl an’
had him arrested

4 What’s rape, Cal?
an’ put in jail—

Its somethin’
u'll have to
ask Mr. Finch

= g

He’s just Like
our preacher,
Bub w Y do you
all sing kvmns
that NQj?

(A
V Wouldnt do Cant read? ALL
any good. They those folks?
cant read.

You all ku.hgrj? The
Reverend took a
long time unwindin’
this morning, he's not
usu.aLLj so tediocus.

Looks Like
they could save
the collection
money for a year

and’ get some
kvmw-books.

That’s right. Cant but
about four folks in
First Purchase read..
I'm one of ‘em.
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I'm older than

Whered Ik was Miss 4
you go to Maudie Abkinson's Mr, ':W\f“'\; even, b:*‘Oh
school, aunt, old Miss S“T'QH\°“~’ 'L“"'-"C ’
Cal? Buford— ough.
Are w
that old?

Nowhere. Lets see l
now, who taught me

my letbers? '

We started rememberin’ But Cal, you dont Yeah, Mister Jem.

ortekﬁme' L?IUIMS to ﬁ-ISW'e look evein near as

o< OO was — 1 calh old as Atticus. .

remember back just a few I made kt;"‘ 9et a IZ(‘QSQ

years more'in he can, EX— of the Bible every aay.
foliks dont
show their
What’s your ages so
bi.rl:kd?:j, ’ ask.
Cal? %

Cal, did you
teach Zeebo to

I just have it on

Christmas. -5 read?
Any time w
Cal, can I come Out to ur
éO see uou house. Sometimes waht to. Wed

after work? be glad to have

Atticus can gek

\ - me.

sometimes?

See me,
kov\ej? You
see me every

: day.
-
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Look on the
porch yonder.

Al

1

y as if she had sat 7
there every day of her Life.

|

Enamoured, upright, uncompromising, Aunt
Alexandra was sitting exact
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Putk my bag
in the \i:ronk
bedroom,

iy CaLPurw‘.a.
1

Your father and 1 ¥
- decided it was btime I
came ko sl:av wikh you
r a while.

i
~ “For a while” in Maycomb

meant omvkkiy\?‘ from
three davs to thirty years.

|

Jean Louise,
sl:or scratching
your head.

—_—

\

I1L kolkee

Have w
come for a
visit, Aunky?

I O . ) e

|

Jem’s growing up now
and you are too, .

miss Uncle

We decided that =
it would be best
—  for you to have
some feminine

nfluence.

|V

The moment I said it I

realized that this was not

a tactful question. Aunt
7 Alexandra ignored it.

R A=

I could think of nothing else to say to her. In fact I could never think of anything to say to
her, and I stood thinking of past painful conversations between us..

How are
w, Jean
Louise?

V Fine, thank you
Y ?
ma'oam, how are yous

thank you; what
have you been
doing with

Yessum,

Well what do

anything?

Very well,

%ursetf?




A you brin
mejco’u book?
A you khnow
Aunky’s
here?

' Your aunt’s doing me a
favor as well as you all. I
cant s!:ou;, here all dav wikh I understood not a

word he said.

you, and the summer’s’ going
to be a hot one.

. "l‘
e 1N i
g | oy ot
Nl i
- }"»"" L Gk

Aunt Alexandra had a way of declaring What Is
Best For The Family, ond 1 suppose her coming to
Llive with us was i that category.

&

f,

-

7z

She was one of the last of her kind: she
had river-boat, boarding-school manners; = /

let any moral come along and she would
u.PkoL ik,

=)

She never let a chance escape her to point
out the shortcomings of other tribal groups
to the greater glory of our own.




____‘

Let a sixteen—vyear-old girl giggle in the choir and Aunty would say, "It Just goes to
show you, all the Penfield women are flighty!” Evertjbod in Mavcomb, ik seemed, had a
Streal: a Drinking Streak, a Gambling Strealk, a Mean Strealk, a Fuhiny Skreale,

Sister, when you stop to think about it,
our generafion’s practically the first
i the Finch family not to'marry its

cousins, Would you say the Finches

have an Incestuous Skreak?

j

When Aunt Alexandra went to school, self-doubt could not
be found in any textbook, so she knew not its meaning.

I never understood her reoccupation with heredity, Somewhere, I had received the
impression that Fine Fol.ts were people who did the best they could with the sense
they had, but Aunt Alexandra was of the opinion, obliquely expressed, that the longer
a family had been squatting on one patch of Land the finer it was.

That malkes the
Ewells fine folks,
then.

I so often wondered how she could be Atticus’s and Uncle
Jack’s sister that I revived half-remembered tales of
changelings and mandrake roots that Jem had spun long ago.



She fitted into the world
of Maycomb Like a hand
into a” glove.

RG] s AT R I O A g
o o
E i

Well, just say it.

I dont exactly ——= -~ Hawe we _dov?\e
khnow how to say Y something? _
this, v o

No, I just want !:oﬁ
r exPLaiM to you thab—
b ur Aunt Alexandra
asked me...

Somn, you kKihhow

[ " I'm Erying ko kell Your aunt has
:;ia: Fm;d“ you l:l?e cts of asked me to try
b Life. and impress upon
) you and Jean Louise
Thats what IVve h\ N that you fare the
roduct of several
been told. 1 tanow all > p

generations’ gentle
breeding—

4

that stuff.
Atticus,

what’s the
makter?
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She asked me to For ho reason I felk myself beginning to cry,
B ok o el you you must | bub I could not stop. 4 2
J try ko behave Like g
the Little Llady and .
gentleman that

up to your name—

This was ot my father.
1 S A )

Atticus,
ts all this
behavin’ an’
stuff gonna
make things
different? I
mean are

Donkt you worry 1ts not time
aboult”an thing, to WOTTY
Scoulk,

You really want
us to do all that? I cant
remember everything
Finches are suprosed
to

I dont wank you
to remember”ik.

Forget it
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Rare is carnal
khowledge of a
female by force
and without

consent,

4 You all were
coming back from

Well if that’s all it is
why did Calpurnia drv /7 Well, I asked

|

|\ we up when I asked / Calpuriia comin’ Calpurnia’s church
\ker what ik was? / from church that that Su,mio\v? A==
- day what it was and \

she” said ask you but

A : N I forgot to and now
What’s that \ ' sk’

again? g S \\ 3°"‘/

7 ' / Yessum,
[/ she ko;k/

P And she promised me I
could come out to her house
some afternoon. Atticus, I'lL

9o next Sunday if its all
right, cain I? —




e Arologtz.e to

I didnt
ask her,
I asked

I'm so1m

Auy\Ev.

)

First,
atoLosize
o your
aunk,

_J)

I pondered a while, and

concluded that the only wa
I could retire with a shred
of dignity was to go to the
bathroom:

., «you've got to do Q
Returiing, I lingered in something about her! You've

the hall to hear a fierce let things 9o on too Long,
discussion going on n Atticus, too long.

— \
I dont see any komm\

the Livingroom.
in Letting her go out
there. Cald Look c\ftey

her there as well as
she does here.
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Atticus, it’s all right to be |
soft-hearted, but you have
a daughter to think of. A
daughter who's growing up.

That'’s
what I am

And dont

try to get

ik ar?:uvxd Lk,
AN

> Alexandra,
CaLPutha's nok
<Laav'w\3 this house

Atticus—

until she wants to.

e
She’s a ;m:(:kfuL member
of this amily and you'll
simPL\% have to accept
things the way they are.

Besides, I dont
think the childrenve
suffered one bit from
her having brought

147

ik sooner or Later
and it might as well

be tonight. We dont
need her now, -

(" You've got to face

(/

She tried to bring them
up according to her
Lights, and Cal’s Lights
are pretty good — and

anocther thing, the
children Love ker._/

\



You bryin’
Scout, Ertj not to tell me
to antagonize what to do?

He’s 9ot a Lot
on his mind
now, withouk

us worrtjw\g V|
him

Like what?

It’s this Tom
Robinson case
Ehal’s worrji.»\' him
to death.

Abticus doesn’ wOTTY That’s because
about anything. cam‘c hold some Lv\g

Sides, thak case never Ltl‘:'{ Mwl:\d but a

bothers us ‘cept about ittle while.

once a weelk and
then it dont Last. It's different with
grown folks, we—

N\

His maddening superiorit
was unbearable these days.

Jee-crawling-hova
Jem! Who 3ou.‘ i, Scout,

r Now I mean
jo

You damia
wmorphodite, 1L

antagonize Aunty Lo '
L jou,-

and Ill—

‘ |

Ehink you are?

’LI. s omk

7~ With thak I was gone.
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Aint so high
and mighty
| now, are ijOu.!




I'm ‘bout to

peri.sk. Got

amjkki.vxg to
eak?

My new da\ddj turned out not to be
y There’s

5o much Like Atticus after all. Why,
he chained me up in the basemen basements in \

and left me to die. . Meridian.

Luckily, I was able to sustain myself
on raw field peas a passing farmer gave
me through the bars..

I worked mvsatf

free from the wall b\{‘
Fullihg the chains Eill E ey

came loose,

150



They gave me a job
washing the camel and I
travelled all over Mississi pi
with ‘em Eill I realised g
was right close to Mavcomb.
So I Parl:ed comr’uv and
here I am,

AW sneaked oub when it was darl,
then walked all night till I came upon
a Ekravellin’ animal show,

I took thirteen X
dollars from mother’s
urse and caught the

nine o’clock from

Meridian,

Howd you get
kere?;i.l.l.?

They must not know

you're here You oughta let your | BN Abticus...
* mother know where | 0
e Jou are. Atticus, can

Think &kej're.
skill searchin’ all
the Fi.c&u.re shows

in Meridian,

u come here
a minute, sir?

_ And with thak, Jem broke J
the remaining code of W
our childhood... I
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Its okay, Dill.
When he wanks you
to know somebthin’,

he tells you.

Just h Mr. Finch, Whoa,
e 0 u[';\?rj' dont tell Au.V\l: son,
Rachel, dont
ssui make me qo Ngbzkd
o = =5 back, please aboul to
= fLLL this fe?oow up sir! I1L run malee you 9o
. and when I get off again—! anywhere buk

back we’ll see whak
we can see,

to bed Frek&j

.......

I'm Ju,sb over ko tell
Miss Roachel jou,re here
and ask her f you
could speud the hight
with us,

And for goodness’ sake put some of the
county g ck where it belongs, the soil
erosuov\s bad enough as it is.

101

He means
take a bath,

L] L

He’s kryiy\' to
be fuy\v\v.




You cant run
three hundred miles
off without your
mother khnowin',




:km thought he

had to, Dill. Dont sta

mad wik
him.

e £ Whyd you ‘

I aint. I just 9. ‘20 ;_?_?o Was he really
wanted to sLeeP o hateful Like jou.
with you. Are : said?

Didnt fu. all build that
boak Li u wrote you
were gom«a?

/' He Ju.st said
| we would, We
L never did.
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Its no reason to
run off. They dont
get around to dou«\
what they say they’

gonna ao Kalf I: e
time,

7 That wasnt it
he — l:ke:, JusE

wasnt interested
; in me.

r That’s v The tkmg :.s,

wnot ik, what I'm bryin’ ko
is — !:ke get on
‘zo& betl:er u.n.tkou&
me, I cant hel
them any.

Well, they sta d‘
gone all Eke time, '
and when they were
home, even, evd
get off in a room
bj themselves.

/

You khow somebhin
I was fixin’ to run 3{
tom.gk& because there the
al.l. were, You dont wank

-
-~

‘em around %ou. all the
L

%\ time, Dill.

(Tkev aint mean. The

me ever !:kwxg I wah?,

its no ou.ve—gol—t.l—go-
-it. I-got-you-

\ &Cab-book—so-go-read—;&

!

old man you
can order ‘em
from Grebs
‘em from a
foggy istand

someplace. _*

-
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1 W
Beautiful things floated around

4

Z

U his dreamy head. /
/ $

Well that aint so. You get il g
babies from each other. But vl
there’s this man, koo — he has all | |
these babies just waitin’ to wake
up, he breathes life into

‘em.

Dill was off again.

T s Ay T TN e B B Ti m=mw

He could read two books to my one, could add and subtract faster
than Lightning, but he preferred his ownh twilight world, a world
where babies slept, waiting to be gathered Like morning Lilies.

He was slowly talking himself to
sleep and taking me with him,

~ <~
Bul in the aLui.d:Mess of his fo 9y island " Why do you \\\
there rose the faded image o? a gray _ / reckon Boo

house with sad brown doors..

\

\ Radlej's never |
) W off?
\ ru .

156



7 g
[ Maybe he doesnt |
|\ have anywhere to |
‘. run off to..

P

“/7—\_____

.




R After many telephone calls, much leading on behalf
_ of the defendant, and a long forgiving letter from
— his mother, it was decided that Dill could stay.

We had a week o
: reace together, After
hak, Little, ik seemed.,

s

m|;‘|1.|.|;|.|.|.|.|:|,\.u:‘.|.|.|.|:|u:\|:|.|:|;\.\.@g;1£|:|.|.| s

ws

S - 0 A nightmare
PPt was upon us.

Theyre movin’ Tom I dont Look for
to the county jail, any trouble, but I cant
Mr. Funch, s guarantee there wont
be any.

+ B Ball

; : o — Nobody arcund here’s
Douv::cza-rﬁ_:t:: " . up to anything, it's that OLd
Mav.comb arum bunch I'm worried

e




You're not scared
of that crowd, are

Kinow how Ekev
you, Link?

do when l:kej get
shinnied up.

Tke.j dont u.su.aLL drink Gk ‘Do:’&tiied‘ed

on Sunday, !:ke:g g0 to Ehls case b the
church most of the d&j‘ special first PLQCQ' ever (:kw\s to
occasion, Lose from this,

Atticus, I mean
everything.

Link, that boy might
go i:o the chair, but
he’s not 3ow\3 Eill the
brubh told, And you know

what the btrubth is.

|




Never heard of any
Catholics in Mmjcomb
either,

. w ?
They were 1l [' \ It wasnt a—a gahs / )
after you,
werent
they?

No son,
those were our

—

No, we dont

have mobs and that

nonsense n
Maycomb.

Ku Klux got "l
after some
Catholics one

The Ku Klux’s
gone. IHLL
never come

Tkej re moving

Scouk.. I'm __ I'm going out for a Why? Tom ko the
scared. while. You folksll be in Maycomb jail now.
& — B | bed when I come back, 1f theyd done so
Scaved’a whak? = so I'll say good night - i the first place
[ —_— now, Qg l:ll;\e.re. V\ee.d? have
= een any fuss at
Scared about oll... g’higk(:.

Atticus, Somebodv
might hurt him
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He's kakin’
the car.

Our father had a few
eculiarities: one was, he
never ate desserts; another
| was thak he Liked to wall, |

What're you Why? Its
doing? Labe, et [ s
/ I'm goi.n' T—— r‘/ I know ik
downtown for \ | but I'm qoin’
a while, \ anyway.

A 5]

Then I'm Soi.n'
with you. if you say
no you're nok, I'm
goin anyway, hear?

R DilliL =t o
wanta \//.—-——/ | Psls[l' \
N i - Dill, e ———
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This was an affliction Calpuriia
said all boys caught at his age.

Ive just got this
eeling.




Dont g0 He might not Like it.
\ ko him., He's all right, let’s g0
- home. I just woy\&e:i) to
see where he was,




He i
there, Mr.
Fuach?
You khnow
And he’s " what we wantk.

asleep. Dont

wake him up. Geb aside

from the door,
Mr. Finch,

You can kurin The hell he is. Called ‘em off on a
around and go home snipe hunt, Didnt you

Heck’s bunch’s so deep Ehink athal, Mr. FUAch?
in the woods they wont
Heck Take’s around 32‘: oub ELL mornin',
somewhere,

again, Walker.

Ttl’\ougkl:
about ik
Anelere N but didnt

believe it.




Well then, that
= changes things,
doesnt it?

Go home, Jem,
Take Scoubk and
Dill homwe,




Dont

- \ \ !:ouck im!

He-j, Mr. Cunningham.
How'’s your entailment
gettin’ along?

Donkt you
remember me,
Mr. Cunningham?
I'm Jean Louise
Finch,

I'LL send
him home.,

That'll do, Scout! ALL right, Mr. Finch, get
‘em outa here. You qot
fu.fkeeu seconds to get
‘em outa—
Aint V\obodj
gonna do Jem

that way.

4 You brought us b
some hickory nuks one time,
remember? To pay Atticus.

I 90 to school «
with Walker, He’

e’s your
boy, aint
he? Aint he,
sir?




He’s a good boy, I beat him up one time »
for startin’ me off on the
A real nice boy. We wrong foot but he was real

brought him kome for nice about it. Tell him he
dinner one time. for me, wont you?

,h‘
I tell kim\‘

) u said hey,
Whaks Ehe - | Little Ladv. 7
matter? : i

Lebs clear
out,
Let’s
get going,
bogs




Tkev gone,
Mr. Finch?

Tk@j Ve gone.

Geb some sleep,

Tom. They wont

bother you any
more.




iR Iili\l\i\ilil‘.ll\l\illlllilll" l

" Why dont you
d?i.nk 3.:
: coffee, ?coou.k?
W .
i A\

I thought
Mr. Cunningham was
a friend of ours. You
told me a long time
ago he was,

Mr. Cunningham’s
bas:.caLLv a good man.

He was part of a mob
Last night, but he was
still a man,

x
p————

/ " He skill is. >
ey L \lL

Every mob in ever
Little Soubthern towia
is always made up of
£}eo Le you know —
esnt sa much for
them,

| But Last

night he es ik?

wanted to




I'lL say wnot. You children Last night You will nok

made Walker Cunningham _  touch him,
= stand in my shoes ér a T S
So it took an ei.gl)kb— minute, That was enough. I dont want either of
ar-old child to bring you bearing a grudge

‘em to their senses. p— about this thing, no

/ / First day Walker ~ matter what happens.
‘ comes back to |l o | N
school'll be his ‘

You see, dont you,
what éomes 2? '
things Like this.

Dont say I havent \ Yy Scout winbowin
told you. w today, please.

Y%

” Jem, I dont
want you and

Id never sa
that, There’s a
day ahead, so
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; lnﬁmaﬁuu\u“
N1 Buiimiing
...........(

I have no
business with
the court this
morning.

You goin’ to
court this
moriing, Miss

Mauadl

Dont see how Mr.
Ravmond stays in
the saddle.

How ¢’ you stand to
get drunk ‘fore eight
in the morning?

Are.u’l:
goin’ dou-w\

;i

(



I am not. ts morbid, watching a poor
devil on trial for his Life. Look at all
those folks, it’s Like a Roman carnival.

Um, um,
um, Look at all
those folks.

I've never seen you wear
a hat to the :)i,h«ej Jungle
before, Stephdnie.

Well, I thought
I might just Llook in
at the courthouse,
to see what Abticus’s

/ |

N A

=

We held off until noon, when Atticus
came home to dinner and said theyd
spent the morning picking the jury

g

172

You'd think
William Jennings Brja»\
was speakm’.

And where are you
going, Stephanie?

e

3
v
f |||,[ o't

Better be

careful he doesnt

hand you a

After dinner, we stopped by i
for Dill and went to town.




3
—
- ’ ?

&

=
)
|'.
‘




L & h 3 -Co l
e, s drim out | How doeshe || M Bl witoies i e, ki s
» ko ol ik wihiske! ere QA o
of a sac eep whats th U V not to upsekj&ke. Ladies.

R S 7‘;_,,,_//x in ik? /
 —
/ =23

Nkv’s he sikkin’
with the colored

folks?
) &‘
He’s ok, he owns all one side of the

riverbank down there, and he’s from
a real old family to boot.

4 Almo\{s does. He likes He’s got a colored
‘em beltter'n he Likes us, wonan and all

- I reckon, sorts of mixed
., chillun.

He doesnt Look
like Etrash.

Jem, whal’s a mixed fiow cotn: aou \,’ You cant sometimes,
child? = tell? He Loolks not unless you khow

black to me. who they are.

Half white,
half colored.

A\

Well how do
u khow we
aint Negroes?

Colored folks wont have ‘em because Eke\jre
half white; white folks wont have ‘em ‘cause

A\ they're colored. Yonder’s one of ‘em. ‘
r " He says as far as he can . Sk 4 K
Uncle Jacke trace Pack the Finches we Thobswokak But around heve

Finch says we I thought, onhce you have

aint, but for all he knows

realI.L - o we mighta come s(:rm.gk!: out * iﬁoiﬁkq&sro
0] 4
of E(:kuo_ruakdurw; the OLd anlvessastioll
estamen bl.acjk.

Well f we came ouk durin’
the OLA Testament its too
b long ago to matter,
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We knew there was a crowd, but
we had not bargained for the
multitudes in the first-floor hallway.

I\

/ Hey Reverend. Naw, there
Cant \ aint a space Left.
d/

Do w
all reckon it1LL
be all right if

u all came
to the bod,cowj
with wme?

The Colored balcony ran along
three walls of the courtroom Llike a
second-story veranda, and from it
we could see everﬁtki.ug.
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Hush, Mr. Hecke
Tate’s !:esl:i.fvi.u’.

Jem, are those the
Ewells sibtin’ down
3onder?




Well, I was
called—

r I was febched bj Bob — b;‘

Mr. Bob Ewell yonder, theé
night of Novewniber twent
;'i‘.rs!:. I was just leaving
my offce to go home
when B—

wiin ur own
words, mMr. Tate,

Could you sa
it to the jurj,

Mr. Tate? Mr. Ewell

come i,

— [ .

Found her lying on the floor
i the middle’of the front room,
one on the right as you
g0 ., 4
She was prett
well beal up!

Very excited he
= was, and said get
out to his house
quick, some niggerd
raped his girl.

I asked her who
hurt her and she
said ik was Tom
Robinson.

So I wenk down ko Robinson’s
house and brought him back. She
identified him as the one, so I

took him in, That’s all there
was to ik,

I asked her if he beat her Like
that, she said yes he had. Asked her
if he took advantage of her and she

said yes he did.
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Didnt call a
doctor?

Any uestions,
Atticus?

Yes.

Did you call a
doctor; Sheriff? Did

amvbod call a
doctor?

It wasnt necessary, Mr.
Finch, She was might
banged c:.r Something sho’
happened, it was obvious.

But you didnt call a doctor? I I just wanted to make sure, Judge. ’i
While You were there did anyone _J |
\ sendfor one, fetch one, carry / Sheriff, you say she was Fad \

mighty bahged dp. In what
way?

[ No sir— \

\- \

Well, she was beaten
around the head. There was
already bruises comin’ on her
arms, and she had a black
eye comin’,

He’s answered
the ques!:iou
three times,

Atticus,

\ her to one?

Sheriff, please
repeal: whalt you
said.,

It was her
right eye, I
sai.c?.e

Was it her left facing
you or her left looking the
same way you were?

V1 >
é Oh \ies, thatd

make it her
right. It was her
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Her arms were real bruised up too
and there were definite finger

marks
all around her throat. /

Mr. Finch, I remember
now she was banged up on
that side of the face.

ALl around her throat? AE
the back of her neck?

Yes sir, she had a
small throat, anybody
could’a reached
around it with—

Just answer the
uestion yes or no,
Pl.ea\se, Sheriff.

What’s this
all about, Robert £
Reverend? Lee Ewell!

Every town the size of Maycomb had families Llike the Ewells. No economic
fluctuations changed their status — people Llike the Ewells lived as quests
of the county in prosperity as well as U the depths of a depression.

-
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No Eruant officers could keep their numerous
offspring in school; no public health officer could
free them from congenital defects, various worms,
and the diseases indigenous to filthy surroundings.

Maycomb’s Ewells Lived behind
the’ town garbage dump in what
was once a Negro cabin,

~ -

The varmints had a lean time of it, for the Ewells gave the
dump a thorough gleaning every day, and the fruits of their
ndustry (those that were not eaten) made the plot of ground
around the cabin look Like the playhouse of an insane child.

One coriner of the 2ard, though, bewildered
Maycomb. Against the fence, in a Line, were
six “chipped-enamel slop jars holding brilliant
red geraniums, cared for as tenderly as if

they belonged to Miss Maudie Atkinson.

{ N

i

‘Peorl.e said &kenj were
Mayella Ewells,

N B/ s /A
S . b 7
¥/ / s
4 ¢ 4 ' P
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Mr. Robert
Ewell?

Mr. Ewell, would

u tell us in
ur owh words
whal happened
on the evening of
November twenk
first, please?

181

Are aou. the
father of
Mouye.LLa Ewell?

Well, f I aint I
cant do nothing
about it now, her
ma’s dead.,

Are Eou. the

father of
MajaLLa Ewell?

Well, the night of
November twenbty-one I was
comin’ in from’the woods
with a load o’kindlin’ and
Just as I qot to the fence
I heard Mavella screamin’
Like a stuck hogq inside
the house—

What time
was ik Mr



: &
Just “fore So 1 drorped ‘ % o SOV
sundown, Well, I mlood and run as Q@ ats —I seen that
was sayin’ Mayella fast as I could. R Clam black nigger
was screamin’ fik T v up b b’ . i nder ruttin’
to beat Jesus. wbinclousotad T 5 Qs GiA my Mayella!

seen—

Scoutl, 9o home,
you'n Scout

Mr. Jem, you
bebter kalke Miss
Jean Louise

home. Mr. Jem,

u hear
me?

I think its okay,
Reverend, she doesnt
understand it.

She doesnt
understand it
Reverend, she aint

I most
ce.rl:ai.vxbj
do, I c'nn

understand
a\wjtk'w\g
you can.
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i ‘ ‘_ ! Mr. Ewell, you say
& - u were ab the
window, How did
the room Look?

Mr, Ewell, you will keep

ur testimony within

the confines of Christian

English usage, if that is
possible.

Proceed,

Well, it was all
Mr. Gilmenr.

slung aboul, Like
there was a fight,

What did
u do when
u saw the

defendant?

Well, I rum around the Why, I rum for Take quick as &

N I was too .
house to ?ek in, but he run Astinibed I could. I kv\ouoe:&:kc;‘ it was, all
out the front door just absak Moseliia right, passed the house
ahead of me. I sawed who by uze every day,
he was, all right, ofter ‘im.

Just a Mr. Ewell, folks were doing Did you, during all this
minube, sir a Lot of running that night. running, run for a doctor?
\ Let’s see, you say you ran —
Could I ask nto the house, you ran to Wadnt no need \
you a guestion the window, you ran inside, to. I seen what
or two? you ran to Mayella, you ran

for Mr. Tate.

concerned
wikth Mayella’s
condition?
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Never thought
of it.

Never called a
doctor in my Life.
Woulda cost me
five dollars.

I wost osd:welj wWas,
I seenn who done it.

/
/ Did you not think

Didnt you think
she should have
had a doctor,
immedial:ebj?

the nature of her

n Junes warrankted
immediate

medical atbtention?

Do you agree with Skzrt.ﬂ: Tate's
description of Mayella’s injuries?

Mr. Take testified that her
right eye was blackened,

that she ‘was beaten aw

ah, I hold
u.u.!: ever Elr\w\g
Tate sou.d

ol
‘ That her right eye

was blackened and
she was—

I holds with Tate.
Her eye was blacked
and she was mighty
beak up.

Mr. Ewell, can “I'I '

Judge, if \zou.'u. allow the
w

w read and quesb.ou L s another one
write? ob Jecb.on. jou sSoon see. ‘
ALL right,
let’s see.

LL&Q’I"QCj has to do with
the case, irrelevantn
immaterial,

Bubk make sure
we see, Atticus.
Overruled.
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I'lL repeak the

uestion, Can

u read and
wrike?

Will you write
ur name and
show us?

I most Postkivel.\j
will. How do you
think I sign myrelief
checks,

I mwost
Posi.l:i.velj

can

I was becoming nervous.
Mr. Ewell was endearing
himself to his fellow
citizens,

You're left-

handed, Mr.

AW whatl’s so
inkereskin'?

That’s all,

Judge, I'm a Christ-fe aring Mr. Ewell,

man bein’ taken advantage
of by this brickin’ Llawyer.
Trickin’ wmen Like him always
been takin’ advantage of
me all the time with their
Erickin’ ways.
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Mavella Violet
jEe:wel.L—!

Just tell us what ‘
happened. You can

do that, cant you?

Miss M(Mjella,
where were you
at dusk on Ehat
evening?

What were

u doing on |}
30&\2 Porck,?




That’s enough now. Dont be
fraid of anybody here, as long
as you tell the Eruth,

You've nothing ko
be ashamed f and

nothing to fear.

[
\l / scared of?
SN

S
| Bl

Dont wank him ‘
doin’ wme Like he
done Papa, Ervi.u'
ko make him ouk

left-handed.

How old
are 3ou.?

Nineteen—
and-a-half.

Mr. Finch has no
idea scaring you
and if he did, ]?’von
here to stop him.
That’s one thing I'm

sitting up here
T

Now you just sit up
straight and tell the—
tell us what happened

to you. You can do

. that, cant you?
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Well sir, I was on the porch and—and he

came along and, you see, there was this old Thal” 4
chiffarobe in the Yard Papad brought in ko Sl el
chop up for kundlin',

]

Then what
karrened?

I wadnt feelin’
strong enough
then, so he come who is “he”?

I said come here

and bust u{ this chiffarobe for

me, I gotta nickel for you. '
So he come in the yard an’ I went in the " —he chunked me on the floor an’ choked \]J‘
house to qet him the nickel and I turned me'n took advantage me. I hollered
around an fore I knew it he was on me. for all I was worth, kicked and hollered

Lloud as I could,

He ot me round the neck,
cussin’ me an’ sayin’ dirt —
I fought Whollered, but he |
had we round the neck, He
hit me agin an’ agin—

Then I sorta
fainked an’ the next
thing I knew Papa
was in the room
astandin’ over me
hollerin’ who done ik,
who done ik?

' You sa u fought

him off zsj:ard as you
could? Fought him tooth
and nail?

You are positive that he took full
advantage of you?

. He downe
I Fosu.l:welj what he was

did,

Mayella’s recital had given her confidence,
buk’it was not her fathers brash kind: there
was something stealthy about hers, Like a
steady-eyed cat with a twitchy tail.

= P

" Thats all for the time being, but you
sl:aa there. I expect big bad Mr. Filach
as some qu.esl:i,ous to ask you.
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X I wont bry to scare So you did, so you Aid
LSS o gpelia you for a\?nki.te, not \ ma'am, You.'lfl. ka\vv: to be&r
yeb. Let’ just get with me, Miss Mayella, I'm

acquainted, getting along aind cant

remember as well as I

Said I was
nineteen, said it to
the judge yonder.

; ; . R Mr. Finch is not mocking you.
ilr':;?r; o e‘f‘oﬂ”g’jﬁ;“u‘ﬁ = Whot's bhe makter with gou?

s ('
give me an answer, wont you? ‘

Long’s he keeps on
- cc\LLi.v,\' me ma’am an’
=5 ; sayin’ Miss Mayella, I
i e o Dt hafta bodee Wis

2 A% J V\S sass, I aint called
as You v W 4 upon to kake ik,
mockin’ me, ‘

Weve done business in this court
for years and years, and Mr. Finch is
always courtecus to everybodu, He'’s
not trying to mock you, he's trging to

b2 potie. Thak’s just his wie

Atticus, let’s get on with these proceedings,
and let the record show that the wikness has
not been sassed, her views to the conkrary,

Miss Ma:,ello\,
u sa jou,'re_ How man
V\tne:leen. sisters and
brothers have
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How Long has your How long did you
mother been dead? g0 to school?

You the
eldest? The
oldest?

foht Know —
Llong time.

Did you
ever qo to

school?

. Readnwrite good
as ‘Papa vonder.
P':;T_ L) Pl - S gD

Slowly but surely I began to see the
patterin of Atticis’s questions.

The jury learned the following things: their
relief check was far from enough to feed
the family, and there was strong suspicion
that Papa drank ik up anyway.

- <O\ N

The weather was seldom cold enough to

z .
Atticus was quietly building up before the (| . "
- : ! require shoes, but when it was, you could
I Jury a picture of 2"‘2 Ewells’ kome Life. .~ make dandy ohes from sl:rips‘gfo old tires.

— — R — —

h

There was a lady who came around
sometimes to as MajeLLa why she didnt s(:o.‘j
in school — she wrote down the answer:

If you wanted to wash you
hauled your owh waker.

The younger children
had perpetual colds and
suffered from chronic
ground-itch.,

‘Papa needed
them at howe,
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Miss Mayella, a nineteen-year-old girl

B Like you must have friends. ‘/O:&f
i - makin’ fun
Dont you kihow o'me agin,

anyohe hear your age, Mr. Finch?

or older, or Jounger?
Boys and girls? Just
ofdinary friends?

v
’ I meamn, is he

Do you Love him i
d b
love your aihalbiobio: skoe. oe A SO 8 t;’e;s He does
father; Miss meain? J tollable, ‘cept

along with?

when—

Mavella?

Does he ever

9o after you?

riled, has he ever
beaten you?
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You sa u asked
Tom Kobinson to
come chop up a —
what was tk?

One did not’s *
enough.

You never

asked him

to do odd
Jjobs for you

before?

Was Tom Robinson
kknown ko 3ou.?

) T

My aw’s never
touched a hair o' m
head i my Life.

We've had a good
visit, Miss Mayella,
and now I quess
wed better get to
the case.

I knowed who he was,
he Passed the house
every douj.

A chiffarobe,
a old dresser
full of
drawers on
one side.

Didnt ever
ask him to
come inside
the fence

I ce.rko\i.nl.j
did wnot,

e

You said Tom Robinson

' “got you around the neck

cussing and saylng dirt”
— is that right?

(" ALL right, now to what
happened.




q
You say “he caught me
and choled me and took

advantage of me” — is

Do Eou remember him
beafing you about the
ce?

its an eas

that right? : uestion, Miss Mayella,
: ,——-——*"‘/f so I'll try again. Do you
% remember him beab’Mg

You seem sure
enough that he choked
uw. Do you remember him
beating you about

the Toce?

No, I dont recollect

Was your Last sentence
if he hik wme.

: Dont you cry,
Your answer?

3ou.h3 woman—

.ol
I mean
yes I do, he

Let her cry if
she wants to,
Judge. We've qot
all the time in
the world.

Huh? Yes, he hit — I
- just dont remember, I
. Just dont remember... it
; \O.LL kaFPeV\ed so quick,

> ]

Il answer any question '”\0‘,5'5 fine. I want you to be sure you have the
you got — get We up here Therere only a right mair, Will you ideitify the man
o’ mock me, will you? Il few more! who raped you?

answer any guestion you
2 2

I will, that’s him
right yonder.
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Tom, stand up. Let
Miss Mayella have
a good long look

\
/
\
.

, He caught it in Mr. Dolphus "‘
¢ Raymond’s cotton gin when he was a
t boyl Like to've bled to death.. tore all ¢
. t:z;e muscles loose from his bones— )

l
N

\ ¢

’ S -
i Scoul! =~ Scoul, look!
2 Reverend, he's




Is this the man who
mped you?

A

It most
cer!:o"u«tv is.

I dont know how he done
ik, but he done it — I said
it all happened so fast I—
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Now lekb’s
consider this

caLij—-
‘—ﬁ —

<

Wi

Objection! Judqe,
he'’s browbeating
the wibtness,

Oh sit dowwn, Horace, he's

doing nothing of the sort.
» If anything, the wiktness’s
‘ browbeating Atticus.

You want me to i I kold’| hak ‘
) say something that didnt k?a i:\e:\ *
Miss MGjQLLQ, happen? . PP )
do you wish to ppen: |

reconsider any of
your testimony?

: You S DY
B Lestified thal S
he choked

No ma’am,
I want you to
say something

that Aid

He blacked

ur left e
2?!:&\ his ri.glfk
fistk? 2

released your
throat and

I ducked and it—
it glanced, that’s what

B kAT dueleed and
: it glanced off. ‘




You're becoming su.ddevxl.v
clear on this raow\l:, Mu.ss
MaveLLa A whi ago yo I said he

couldnt remember koo waLL

What kerl:
you from ik?

I-he slung me down,

That’s what he did, he You were Then why didnt the
slung me down'n got screaming all I certainly other children hear
on top of me. this time? was, you? Where were they?

Were wkv didnt Or didnt
H"? at screams make them scream unkil Yyou saw
the dump? come running? The r father n the

window? You didnt
think to scream until
then, did you?

dump’s closer than
the woods, isnt ik?
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who beakb

w "'P'? Tom

obinson or
your father?

What did your father see in the 3
window, the crime of rofe or the best
defense to i

Wlmj dont you tell
the Eruth,”child,
didnt Bob Ewell




I g0t
somebhin’
I 9ot somethin’

to say an’ then I
aint'gonna say

That nigger yonder took advantage of
me an’ if you Fine ﬁav\c gentlemen dont
wanta do hothin’ about’it then you're all

yellow stinkin’ cowards,

Skimkein’
cowards, the Lot

Your fancy airs dont come to
nothin’ — your ma’amin’ and Miss
Mayellerin dont come to nothin’,
Mr. Finch!
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wind up this
“ﬁeruoov\?

oup, 1 e
S

Abbkicus?

How \bouk LE, \\\H-‘lj “

§ N

withesses
you got? :

Well, call
him,
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It must

Tom ook the ocath and stepped have been

inko the wikness chair. Atkticus ver disorderly, What did ik
uickly induced him to tell us: Tom con-

was twenty-five years of age; he was

{;\o.rried uoc'.l:l;? three children; !I;efko.d
een in trouble with the Law before: . ;

he once received thirty days for C:ﬂ:kw;:o&zrk

disorderly conduct. man, he bried o

culk me,

You were both
convicted?

Yes suh, I
had ko serve
‘cause I couldnt
ay the fine.
Other fellow

{ Whyse askin’ | Were you acquainted with Did she ever speak to you?
\ Wim that? Masella Violet Ewell? B I
R -7 N o~ \ b & o = ’ :

[ / /7 Showin’ us / Yes suk, I had to / ':J'::zé ?oelfe:\u?;cil doki',f;
! / [ all Toms qot | [ pass her place goin’ | ond one da skesaske‘ ok
' W / , to and from the
2% N V‘°H:‘:‘ to K X Foeld everuda me ko come inside the
“\ S hide. i \\( s s fence and bust up a
e chiffarobe for her.

.y
\\
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When did she ask
you to cko w
Eke—tke ckcffaroge?

( Mr. Finch, ik was
way Llast spring.
J P Did you ever

" She said, “I reckon I'lL g0 on l:k.e fl.ace
againi

hafta give you a nickel,
wont 1?7 I said, “No ma’am,
there aint no ckoxge” Then
I went home. Mr. Finch,
that was way Llast spring,
way OVer & Year ago.

/

Where were the

4\ other children?

No suh. I was
glad to do it / Tkej was al.uoays

and I knowed around, all over the

she didnt have Place. Tke\j’d wakch

no nickels to me work, some of

spare. ‘em, some of ‘emd set
in the window.

Seemed like every time I
Passed b?etjouder shed have
some Little somethin’ for me

to do — choppin’ kindLiv/,
totin’ water for her

Were you paid for
your services?

She watered them
red flowers every

As Tom Robinson gave his testimony, it
coame to me that Mavella Ewell must have
been the Loneliest person in the world,

She was even Lonelier
than Boo Radbey.
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She was as sad, I thought,
as what Jem called a mixed
child.,

=

R

White eoPLe wouldnt have ahv!:ki.hg

to do wikth her because she Lived
among pigs; Negroes wouldnt have
anything ko do with her because she
was white,

She couldnt live like Mr. Dolphus
Raymond, who preferred the
company of Negroes, because she
didnt own a riverbanik and she
washt from a fine old family,

. Nobodnj said, “That’s just
P their way,’ about the Ewells.

Tom, what happened to you
on the evening ofr ovember twenty-

first of last year?
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Mr. Finch, I was goin’
home as usual that
evenin’, an’ when I passed
the Ewell PLace...

“Miss MajeLLa
were on the porch,
Like she said she
were.,

/ i |
/A4 ) S 5
\ 4 | )
1 2 | ol “ =
) | | _4’__ e

= —
—

VIt seemed real guiet Like, an’ I didnt quite know

why, I was sEu,dviM' why, Just passin’ by, when she
says for me to come bthere and help her a minute.

“Well, I went nside the fence an’ looked around for
some kindlin’ to work on, but I didnt see none, and she
says, ‘Naw, I qot somethin’ for you to do in the house. Th'
old doors o%f its hinges an’ falls comin’ on pretty fast!

“Well, I went up the steps an’
she motioned me to come
nside, and I went in the front
room an’ looked at the door.

I said Miss Mayella, this door Look all right. I
pulled it back’n forth and those hinges was all right.

“Mr. Finch, I was wonderin’
why it was so quiek Lilke,
an it come to me that
there werent a child on the
place, not a one of ‘em,
and I said Miss Mayella,
where the chillun?”




I say where the chillun? Took me a slar

' _ to save seb'm wnic eLs,
LG o, By =IENE W but I done it. They all

Laughin’, sort of — she -
says Eke‘j all gone to gone bo bown,
towih ko qget ice creams. =

I dont think she understood
what I was thinkin’ — I meant it
was smart of her ko save Like that,

an’ nice of her to kreak ‘em. s

I understand
you, Tom Go

«V-"p

Majel a, that’s
right smart
o \Jou. to break

“Well, B said I best be goin’, I couldnt do

non. for her, an’ she says oh yes I could,

an’ I ask her what, and she sa l:o Just sl:e

on that chair yonder an’ git t oj: box do».w\
from on top of the cupboar




“So I done what she told me, an’ I was just
reachin’ when the next thing I knows she—
shed grabbed me round the legs, grabbed me
round th’ legs, Mr. Finch!”

She scared me so bad I
koPPed down an’ kturned the
chair over.

ha Fehed
o\f{e.r ou
turned the
chair over?

Tom, you're sworn to tell the
whole truth. Will you tell it?




207



_Ska sorta
Jumped on - = She—she
n m - ‘ hugged me. 70
fimed |

AW kissed me
L side of th' face.

Then what did she ﬁ

Order/!

She says she never
kissed a grown
man before an’ she
might as well kiss

- £\
She says what her P“P“\\
do ko her dont count.

Kiss me chh :
V\i.gger. g .::»'f'v

_/



“I sa
Erie

! Ewell 3oude.r hollered through th

Miss Mavella lemme oulba here an’
ko run uJ:Ju.sl: when I sap itk Mr.
window.”

Somethin’ not fikkin’
" ko say — not fittin’ for these
follesn chillun to hear—

wWhat did he sa , Tom?
You must tell E eJu.'rj
what he said.

Mr. Finch, I was
runnin’ so fast I
didnt know what

He says
oddamin whore,
Il kil Yya.

Tom, Aid you rape

Majatlo\ EweLL?

0/

Did you harm her
W any way?




Did you resisk

g : Tom, g0 back once more
er advances?

ko Mr. Ewell. Did he say
auvkki.hg to jou.?

Mr. Finch, I bried, I
tried to thout bein’ u.ng
to her. I didnt wanta be
ugly, I didnt wanta push
her or nothin',

He mcgkbo. said
somebhin’, but I
werent Ekare—-

That'll do. You
didnt hear because
you ran?

.~ Mr Finch, if you was

ger Lt,ke me, jou,'d
%e scared, koo,

Nk were ?-jou.
scared ——
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Robinson, you're prelty good
at busting up chiffarobes
and kindling with one
hand, arent you?

Strong enough to choke I never done I reckon so, Had your e i

the breath out of a thak, suh. suh, her a long e

woman and sling her to 5;1 hadnt you, bOj.
the floor? |

No suh, I never
Llooked at her.

Bub you are strong
‘ehouc’)k Eo?i

e ' ]

Then you were migk&a olite to do You did all this
all that chopping and hauling for chopping and work
her, werent you, bov? from sheer goodness,
boy? Wikh Mr. Ewell
and seven children
on the Place?

4

krji.h' to keLP
her oul, suh,

Well, I says it looked Llike they never
keLP her none—

You're a might
good fellow, i.?
seems — did all this
for not one penny?

I felk right sorr
for her, she seemed ?o try
more'n the rest of ‘em..
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e sy

You felt sorry
for her, you felk
sorry for her?

Now you wenk the house as usual, Last
November twenty-first, and she asked you
to come in and bustk up a chiffarobe.

No suh — she said she had somebhin’
for me to do imside the house—

I dont say she's Ly, Mr. Gilmer, I >
say she’s mistalkken in her mind.,

say she'’s lyin
Y bov?v >

SE s
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AT SR o S IR
To the next ten gquestions, as Mr. Gilmer reviewed MaY‘eLLa's version of events, the
wibkhess’s s(:e.axdj answer was that she was mistaken in

er mind,

Didnt Mr. Ewell run
you off the place, J' No suh, I dont
boy? think he did,

N

Dont think, what do
you mean?

I mean I didnt stay long
enough for him to rui me off.

You're very candid about this,
why di.dj you run so fast?

I says
I was scared, __

=-

L Scared of arrest, k S
" scared youd have to face ™
up to whak you Aid? g

4

)|

No suh, scared
I4 hafta face u
to what I didn

Are you being
impu ent to me,

bov?

No suh, I
didnt g0 to
be.

Scoul, take Dill
out, I'lL wake you
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Aint He'’s supposed to act that way, Dill,
you feeling he was cross—
good? -

He didnt

act that wa

It was just . Dill, those
him I couldnt were his cwn
skand. That old wikhesses,

Mr. Gilmer doin’
him thataway,

ikiding #o hateful B well, Mr. Finck didut ack that way to
O A < Mayella and old man Ewell. The way

Ehal man called him “bov" all the time 1
and sneered ab him.

. That’s just
Mr, Gilmer’s way,
Dill, he does ‘em Tall
that way.

Mr. Finch doesnt, ))

Thats not what
I mean,

He’s not
an examrte,
Dill, hes..

He’s the same i the
courtroom as he is on
-~ the Pu.bLi.c skreeks,
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You arent thin-hided, it just
malkes you sick, doesnt it?

Come on round
here, son, I
qot something
that'Ll settle your
stomach,

As Mr. Dolphus Raymond was an evil
man I acceplted his invitation
reluctantly, but I followed Dill.

Here.
Take a good sip,

bl qw’.e.l:eh you.

You Little folis wont tell on
me now, will you? Itd ruin my
reputation if you did.

Dill, you wakch Scouk, it’s
o Nnow, V\OH'\E.V\S bu,k
Coca-Cola.

You mean all you drink in that sack’s
Coca-Cola? Just Pl.a‘w\ Coca-Cola?

r‘/es ma’am. That’s all I Then you just Well, it%s ver?< simple: some folks

drink, most of the time. ka{ﬁ?ev:\[dbzg.;:ur dont — Like the way I live.

Iardon, siry, 1
idnt mean to

I try to give ‘em a
reason, you see, It keLﬁs
folks L?Zkej can latc

onto a reasown, see?
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When I come to
town, which is
seldom, if I weave a
Liktle and drink ouk
of this sack, folks
can say Dolphus
Raymond’s in the
clutches of whiske
— that’s why he wow
change his ways. /

That aint honest, mr. Raymond, \
making yourself out baddern )

you are aLready— G

B . -

e

It aint honest but it’s
mighty helpful to folks.

Secretly, Miss Finch, I'm not much of a \ I had a feeling that I shouldnt be here
drinker, but you see they could never, Listening to this sinful man who had

never understand that I'live like I do mixed children and didnt care who
because that’s the way I want to Live. knew it, but he was fascinating.

| I had never encountered a being who
A 4 f  deliberately perpetrated fraud against himself.

- =
l Why you Because you're 4 Things havent caught up with your tnstincts
teu.i.u’jus your children ad you yet. You havent seen enough of the world yet.
7

secret then S umie.rsl:ahd . e You havent even seen this town,
> R but all

u qotta do is step back
ingfde the courl:kou.ser.

Mr. Rajmot«d?

<

e —
AN

C'mon, Dill. You

all right, now? ~ e

Glad

to’ve mekcha, ;:;a‘:f?
Mr. Raymond,

and thanks for

the drink,
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) - -

————— - - y 5 N
«absence of any \ > e ;" He%s just gone over the
corroborative evidence, \

/ How long’s he ! evidence and were gonna |
this man was indicted on a \ beewn of ik? ) t win, Scouk, I dont see /)
capital charge and is how on - ‘ E % how we cant. 5
krial ?or his Life. 7 i

{ Hes been at it ‘bout
i five minutes,

w

Gentlemen, I shall be brief, but I would Like to use my remaining time
with you to remind you that this case is not a difficulk one, it requires
no minute sifting of complicated facts, but it does require you to be
sure beyond all reasonable doubt as to the guilt of the defendant.

To begin wikh, this case I I I

should never have come The state has not produced
to Erial. This case is as Sine. toba o{: sietionl
simple as black and evidence to the effect thak

white, the crime Tom Robinsown is
charged with ever
took Pl.ace.

It has relied instead upown the testimony of two

withesses whose evidence has not only been called

into seriocus question on cross—examination, buk has
been flaa.

The defendant is not
quilky, but somebody in

this courtroom is.

y contradicted by the defendant.
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I have nothing but pity v But my pity does not extend so far as to her
my heart for the chief witness putting a 'mans Life at stake, which she has done in
for the state. an effort to get rid of her own quilk.

I say quill, gentlemen, because it was quilk that motivated her. She has committed
no rime, she has merely broken a rigid and time-honored code of our society, .

She kinew full well the enormity of her She then did something every child

offense, but because her desirés were has done — she tried to put the evidence
stronger than the code she was breaking, of her offense away from her.
she persisted in breaking it

What was the
evidence of her
offense?

Tom
Robinson,

r Tom Robinson was her dail Not an old No code mattered to her
reminder that she did something Uncle, but a before she broke it but it
that in our society is unspeakable: strong young came crashing down on her
she kissed a black man. Negro man., afterwards.




Her father saw it and What did her father do? We dont know, but
the defendant has testified there is circumstantial evidence to indicate thak
as ko his remarks. Mayella Ewell was beaten savagel: bE someone
who led almost exclusively wi.?k is left.

4

Il |
\i;]- g L p i
Ceth

Ve L

I

j— ——

e = N i€ ‘
P And s0 a quiet, respec!:o.bte, humble Negro who
had the unmitigated temerity to “feel sorry” The withesses for the state, with the
for a white woman has had to his word  exception of the sheriff of Maycomb County,
against two white PeoPLe's. have presented themselves to you gentlemen,

to this court, in the cynical confidence that
their testimony would not be doubted.

Confident that you gentlemen would go along with
them on the assumption — the evil assumption —
that all Negroes Lie, that all Negroes are basi.cau,v
immoral beings, that all Negro men are not to be

trusted around our women, an assumrl:i,ovx one

associates with minds of their caliber.
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There is one way in this country in
) which all men are created equal — there is
One more thing, one human institution that makes a pauper
gentlemen, before the equal of a Rockefeller, the stupid man
the equal of an Einstein, and the ignorant
man the equal of any college

pre.si.denl:.

That institution,
gentlemen, is a
court.

I'm no idealist to believe firmly in the integrity of our
courts and in the Jurj system — That is ho idealto me, it
is a living, working reality.

A court is only as
sound as its jury,
and a jury is only as
sound as the men who

I am confident that you

gentlemen will review without

assion the evidence you have
heard, come to a decision, and
restore this man to his family,




In the name
of God, do
your dul:v,
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We've wown,
havent we?

You've been here all
afternoon? Go home
with Calpurnia and get
your supcer — and s&av

ome.,

Aw, Atticus, let us come
back. Please let us hear
the verdict, please sir

The jury might
be ouk a?«d back
i a minute, we
dont know—

Well, you've heard it all, so ?ou, might as well hear
the rest. Tell you whal, you all can come back when
you've eaten your supper — eat slowly, now, you wont
miss ahything importait.
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«sSkin every onhe of you
alive, the very idea, You
children Listenin’ to all
that!

Mister Jem, dont you know
better'n to take your Little sister
to that Erial? Miss Alexandra'll
absolutely have a stroke of
paralysis Nk:E“ she finds

o .

Aint fittin’ for
children to hear..

i ; ———— @Y
Mister Jem, I thought you was ettin’ some <

kinda head on your shoulders — the very idea, Dont you
she’s your Little sister! The very idea, sir! You want to hear
oughta be perfectly ashamed’of yourself — about it, Cal?
aint you gof any sense at all?

Hush your moutbh, sir! When
you oughta be hangin’ your
head in shame—

Calpurnia revived a series of rusty threats that moved Jem to Little remorse. She
oured milk, dished out potato salad and ham, muttering, “shamed of yourselves,”
W varying degrees of intensity, "Now you all eat slow,” was her final command.

223



Reverend Sykes had saved our tLo.ces. We were surprised to find that we had been gone z
y surprised to find the courtroom exactly as we had Left it.

nearly an hour, and were equal

This court will
come ko order.

Aint it a long Sure is
time? Scou.f:.l
\ -

A\

o T A
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Miss Jean Louise,

skand up.

\'\

mmllﬂ!ﬂllll

_—

Your father’s
Passi.h’.

J

n
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I dont know, but

l:ketj did ik,

They've done it before
and !:kesj'u. do it again and
whein Eke.j do ik — seems thak
only children weep.

brother,

This is their home, sister. Its fust
We've made it this :no.j for ¥ mu,cls\ ‘i:;: c:e;“b
them, l:kev might as well Cou.h&v i
learn to cope with ik, mi.ssi.ot?\ar
P I \ teas. e
But they dont \ :

have to g0 to
the courthouse =
and wallow in

230

Ishe all | | Hell be so |

I'm sorry,

Atticus—

How could the:
how could 3‘

do ik,
e.j?

N

rightz 1 presently. ,\,

V-

5 ':'/ It was a Little Eoo\‘
strong for him, |

~

7 I didnt think
itk wise in the
first place to

let them—

You are the last
erson I thought
would kturn bitter
over this.
/" I'm wnot bitter,
Just tired.
\ o




Gracious
alive, Cal,
whatl’s all

Tom Robinson’s
daddy sent you
along a\i.s cki.?:‘lzeh

this morning. I
fixed ik,

/ You tell him I'm proud to get it —
bet they dont have chicken for breakfast
ot the White House, What are these?

Rolls. Estelle down at
the hotel sent ‘em.

You better step oult here and see
what’s in the kitchen, Mr. Finch,

231



This was all round
the back steps when
I got here this
morning.

Tell them I'm
very grateful.

Tell them — tell them
they must never do -
this again. Times are
too hard.

" 1t5 wot time We're not through yet.
to worry yet. There'll be an appeal, you
b can count on that.

Hey, Jem Finch,
Coul u and your
colleagues eat some

e . cake? a9 9=

Got up at five to
make it, so you better
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X si.mrL want to tell you that there are
some men i bhis world who were born ko
do our uhcteo.sow\t Jjobs for us. Your
fathers one of them.

It Like bein’ a caterpillar
in a cocoown, that’s wEat ik
is. Like somebthin’ aslee
wrap ed up N a warm place.
I always thought Mavcomb
folks were Eke%es& folies in
the world, least thats what
Ekej seemed like,

Dont you oh, well wme, sir. You are not
old enough to appreci.o&e what I said.

We're the We're so rarely called on , .
safest folks in  to be Ckri.sl:i.qv?s, but when Youd db: bhi W:‘ at w!;? dw\
the world. we are, we've got men Like sc::z:.seof uosuo kk:i\ 0; V\keLL 15; V::
Atticus to qgo for us. > Zo Robunson, Gusb
. who?

Wish the rest of the
8 county thought that.

His colored friends for one thing, Did it ever strike you (5
and PeoPLe Like us, People like Judge that Judge T°‘3L°" hamiing Jl

Taylor. People like Mr. Heck Tate. Atticus to defeu.d that boy
was ho accident?

/l“ As I waited for vou all
/ I thought, Atticus Flnch wont
[ win, he cant win, but he’s the onl:
moan i these parts who can kee
a jury ouk so {owg N a case like
| that. AL I thought to myself, well,
we're making a step — its just a4
A4
|

ba\bj—skep, but its a step.
XM‘L
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I think IlLL b lown Yes sir, a There aint one kkiug %N
w;eu 1 92&25;0?»;«:” 2 cLo».w'\. this world I can do about

folks except laugh, so I'm
gonna join the circus and
laugh my head off.

You qot it backwards, Dill. Clowns
are sad, it’s folks that laugh at them.

Well I'm gonna be a) T e ' —
new kind of clown. - - Dussutzzra Eieriy ove o 'em\
I'm gonna stand in Y " . oughta be ridin’

the mid of the ring and T // broomsticks.
laugh ot the folks, o ey ) \\ - _—

You get on in the back
jard and stay there. There's
danger a’comin’,

s matter?

Wiy I

Bob Ewell stopped
Atticus at the Posk

office corner and spat fo Spakipightitia s
< i 2 2 ce so help me God
Aint you heard i his face. and told him hed get

? 7.
e Ty him if ik took the rest

of his Life.
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“Atticus didnt bak an eye. Just stood there and let mr, Ewell
call him names wild Korses could not bring me to repeat”

Too proud to fight,
uuggrer-Lovw\ basl:m?;)?

You have to I»\aw\d
ik to Atticus Finch,
he can be right dry
somel:s.mes

Q
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Jem and I didnt
think it entertaining.

s -
A .

" The deadest shot in the county owned
no quir, and we were afraid for him.

What’s bothering
you, son?

We're scared for you,
and we think you
oughta do something
about him,

You could
borrow one.

Nownsense. A qun
in the house is
an nvikation to
somebodj to

Jem, see if you can stand in Bob Ewell’s Ny He had to take it out on somebod
shoes a minute. I destroyed his last shred and I4 rather it be me than that
of credibility at that Erial. houseful of children out there. You
understand?

We dont have anything
to fear from Bob Ewell,
he got it all out of his
system that morning.

So if spitting in my face and
threatening me saved Mayella
Ewell one extra beating, that’s
something I'lL gladtv kale,

I wouldnt be so sure of
that, Atticus, His kindd do

anything to pay offa grudge.
‘
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i i “ S r nothing in r
/ AE&LC:?’ il TOML / It all goes back to Ln.?ef:o\s Lht;ré:edjz:‘tk
Lloses his appeal, e ( the Ju.rv. We ou.gkta do your reasoning process.

wkat’LLk!\::‘ pen to away with juries.
L s

In our cou,rts, when its a
white man's mord against
a black mans, the wkuke
man always wins, They're
ugly, but’those are the

focts of Life.

He'll g0 to
the chair.

u kad been on \
a , son, and ‘
eLeveV\ o!: er boys Like
you, Tom moul.z be a
ree man.,

Not time to
wWOorT E Scout.
Wejvze got a
good chance.

Doesnt make it right, \

u just cant convict a
man on evidence Like that
— you can't,

see white men ckea!: Lack does that ko a black
mein ever:z dav of your man, no matter who he
is, how rich he is, or how
{fw\e a family he comes
from...

As you grow older, ( Whenever a white man

You couldnt, but
they could and did.

But let wme tell c{f
some!:kmg and nt
you orge!: tk—

That white

\\man is brash,
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Dont fool yourselves — \
its all adding up, and
one of these s we're
going to pay the bill for
it. I hope il’s not n you
children’s time.

For ohe thing, Miss
= Maudie cant serve on =
a \jurv because she’s a

woman—

Nkj dont Peorle
Llikke us and Miss
Maudie ever sit
on Juro'.es?

women A
Alabama

Nl

IR/ .
i ‘i" 1 u;ss tk s{;z Pro!:ec(i_zur_rfr:’ut Tom’s jury sho’ made u
aAAaLes Tro sorau cases ke joms, U:S miV\d N a kurrv.

NG AT Tm

jur

a few hours. An inevi:gab?e verdict, )
moujbe, but usually it ktakes ‘em
Just a few minutes,

Besides, I doubt if
wed ever get a comPLeEe
case bried — the ladiesd

be interrupting to ask

questions. ~

You might Like to know that there was O ioF B L ﬁ?
one fellow who took considerable wearing Cunninghams?
dowi — in the beginning he was rarin’ for Golliu-Moses: Dixe

an oukright acquittal. e 7 minute bheyfre tryn’ to
. kill him and Fhe next l:kev're
l:rvi.u' to turn him loose..

ur OLA Sarum
y * friends..

Soown’s school starts
I'm gonna ask Walker
home to dinner.

{

(O
-y e
g—

= ol
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If they're good folis,
then why cant I be wnice
Oy ik, £ Walker?

We'll see

But I want to Lav wikth
aboutb Ethak.

Walker, Aunty, why cant I1?

i Because—he—is—trash
ged:'icht ei“E-f;‘*Bﬁi that'’s Nk?‘ w camt’
 AoE R play with him. T

\\70"’ dont have to x not have you around

wvite k:.mr howme, him, picking up his

|
‘ habits and Learning
. Lord-khnows-whak. y

| Jean Louise, there is no
doubt i my mind that they're
good folks, But H\ep're. nok

our kind of folls. J

You can scrub Walker
Cunningham till he
shines, you can ut him
in shoes and a new suik,
but hell never be Like

Jem. Besides...

There’s a
drinking skrealk
tn that amilv a
mile wide.

Finch women
arent interested
i that sort of

le.

(,

-

she aint
nine vet.
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Auqust was on the brink of September
and Aunt Alexandra and her

Careful now, it’s
heavy. Dont Llook
at ik and you wonkt
i spill it

~ -

Jean Loulse,

Livin
Ok, those  in bat Not a white Stay wilin us; Jean
oor Jungle with Persou’u. 9o near QL
Mrunas. nobody but ‘em but that saintly
2. Grimes 3. Grrimes Everekbk, You're might
' verett. / dressed up, Miss

Whatcha going to be
when you grow up, Jean
Louise? A Lawjer?

Why shoot, I thought
u wanted to be a lawyer,
You've already commenced
going to court.

Nowe, jusk
a Lo Ye

Nome,
I hadnt
thought about
ik

Dont you want
to grow up to

be a Llawyer?
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Well, you wont | Jean Louise, you are a What was that Gertrude?

get Very far fortunate girll You live Ok Ehat. Well, I always
until you start in a Christian home say forgive and forget,
wearing dresses ‘ with Christian folks in ?orgive and forget.
more often. a Christian town,
> Thing that <
church ought to do is ‘

the for those children

kelz her lead a Christian
Li
from here on out.

If we just let them know
we forgive ‘em, that we've
forgo!:!:eh i, then this whole

thing'LL blow over.
Ah —
Mrs., Merriwea&ke?

Excuse me, Mrs. Merriweather,
are you all talking about
voMaveLLa Ewell? B

May—? No, child,
That darky’s wife.

Tom’s wife, Tom—

what/ll blow
over?

Gertrude, I tell you there’s
nothing more distracting than
a sullkey do\rk-j. Their mouths
go dowi to here. a

; You khnow what I said ko
‘/ my Sophy, Gertrude? I said,
“Sophy,” I7said, “you simptaaare

not being a Christian to Ye

Nothing, Jean Louise. The
cooks and field hands are
Just dissatisfied, but they're

settling dowin now — the
grumbled all next day affer
that Erial.




“Ziesu.s Ck‘li.sf: V\Q\ﬁf | Excuse me, Ladies, l
went around grumbling | Alexandra, could you
and complaining” // come to the ki.kckjeu

‘ a minuke? I want to
And you know, borrow C.al.Pu.rV\io\
it dik her gqood for a while.
to hear it.

They shot him. He was N I told him what I thought, / Cal, I want you to come \
running. It was during their but I couldnt in Etruth say | out with me and help me |
exercise Feﬁ"d- T"‘Qj SQLJ that we had more than a * tell Helen. //

he just broke into a”blind good chance. ~ A
| raving charge at the fence. — )
I guess Tom was \

\
\ \
e tired of white Yes sir
[,"/ ( We had such a men’s chances and / !
good chance. preferred to take

i Q own,

244



Maycomb was interested by the news of Toms
death for perhaps two days; two days was enough
for the nformation to spread through the county

Did you hear about?

No?

was runnn’ fit ko
beak Lighbnin’

Well, Ekej so? he

To Maycomb, Tom’s

death was Typical. Typical of a

nigger to cut
and run.,

Typical of a niggers mentality to have
no plan, no thought for the future, just
run blind first chance he saw.

PR
\ But there was also an editorial
in The Maycomb Tribune,

. M B, B, Underwood was ak his most bitter. He

b simply figured it was a sin ko kill cripples, and
he Likened Tom’s death to the senseless slaughter
of songbirds by hunters and children.

Tom was a dead man the minute Mavella
Ewell opehed her mouth and screamed.
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Things did settle down, after a
fashion, as Atticus said they would.

Mr. Bob Ewell acquired and Llost a job in a
matter of days and probably made himself

. unigue in the annals of the'nineteen—
T e thirties: he was the only man I ever heard
of who was fired from’the WPA for Laziness.

He accused Atticus of getting
his job and resumed his regular
uoee.kt.j appearances at the
welfare office for his check.

Mr, Ewell was scon as
forqotten as Tom Robinson,
oy\c? Tom Robinson was as
forgotten as Boo Radley,

| .
The Radlej Place had ceased
| to terrify me, but ik was no less

| gloomy, no less chill under iks
great caks, and no Leéss uninviting.
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Ik is a scary {Lace
though, atht ik?

Bek nobod
bothers them Boo doesnt
tonight, mean anybod
an karm, bu.?
I'm ngkk glad
3ou.re along.

You know Atticus 4 What was that old

wouldnt let you go to the Ehing? Angel bright,

schoolhouse by yourself. Lu.fe?-m—dseal:k gsek
off the road, dont
suck my breath.

I Haints, Hot Steams,
incantations, secret signs,
had vanished with our

years as mist with sunrise.

‘
What are you doin’ way out —
gotcha! here by yourself, boy? Aw\t
you scared of Boo que-j? Za‘»?é CQCL; )
i ou
Thought joud cow tonhight?

be comin’ aLoug

this «omj My Fareul:s

drove me to
the school.
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To mark Halloween, Mrs Merriweather had
composed. an original pageant to be held in the
high-school auditorium entitled Mayconb County:
Ad Astra Per Aspera, and I was to be a ham.

She thought it would be adorable if some of the children were costumed to represent the
county’s agricultural products: Cecil Jacobs would be dressed up to look like a cow; Agnes
Boone would make a Lovel.v butterbean, ancther child would be a peanut, and on down the
Line until Mrs. Merriweather’s imagination and the supply of children were exhausted.

Mrs, Cremshaw, the local seamstress, did a fine job; Jem said I looked exactly like a
ham with legs, There were several discomforts, though: it was hot, it was a close fit; if
my nose itched I couldnt scratch it, and once inside I could not get out of it alone.

— TS VS EESsE— (B |
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You all right in | You dont

there, Scouk? sound any

nearer.
You sound so

far off, Like you
was on the er
side of a hill,

r Mc;(comb Coun[y: Ad That means

tra Per A : \ || The bass drum
R f;gnzhéehjéx‘:d . went boom with

every sentence

Mrs. Merriweather
uttered. She chanked
mournfully about
our counk bei.hg
older thawn the state
and gave a thirt

minuke descrip&iou
of Colonel

Mavcomb's expLoiEs.

They said later that she was
utting her all into the grand
Ei.no.te, that she had crooned,
“Po-ork,” with a confidence
born of pine trees and
butterbeans entering on cue.
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Mrs. Merriweather seemed to have a hit, everjbod
was cheering so, but she caught me backstage an
told me I had ruined her pageant.

Jem consented ko wait backstage
with me until the audience Left,

You wanta take it
off, Scouk?

Naw, Il just
keep itk on,

I could hide my
mortification under it.

There arent many folks
Left now. Lets go.




Scout?!

Hush a
minute,
Scouk,

s L ¢ He was
I felk his fingers ‘Iress the top of my pinching me.

costume, koo hard, it seemed.

Whatcha Ehinkein’
about?

r

Jem, are you kryin’
Hear to scare me? You
anything? ) know I'm too old— Be quiet.




V Genrd amold Ibs ot bhak.,

dog Ju.sl: then,

Its just hd Let’s dont Let him
old Cecil.  think we're hurrying.

You reckon we
oughta sing,
Jem?

No, Be real
uiet again,
Scouk,

Run, Scoul!

I hear it when
were walkin’
along, but when
we sl:op I dont
hear ik,










One’s mind worlks
very sLova at Eimes,

I stood there du,mbl.v.
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Far from ik, He's N ,n o
got a bump on the S~
head just Like yours,
and a brokén Like somebody
arm. tried to wring
his arm off.. now
Llook at me.

No-o! He'll be as
good as new, Boys
his age bounce.

; ) AN
Mr. Finch, I found a little girl’s dress —| And uh...
tell you whab , its out there in my car. That

I found, \\ your dress, Scout? x

-~

Yes sir, if its a pink

Q:ﬂi&k smockin’,

Bob Ewell’s lyin’ on the
ground under that tree down
onder with a kikchen knife

stuck up wader his ribs.  He’s dead,
Mr. Finch,

o I found some
nny-looking pieces
of v?\:;ddj—coLzred

cloth, ¢

m’costume,
Mr. Tate., J
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He's dead
all right,

Are you
sure?

o I didnt

mean that,

He's gqood
and dead. He
wont hurt these
children again.

Miss Scoul, see if
u can tell us what
appened, while it’s
skl fresh in your
mind. You thin you
can?

@24 We thought it wa
ome Cecil,
( Then Jem SOJ.:\

hush a minute. j He scared us ownce \
ght

&ohugk&, an’ we thou
I thought he NQS LE was him o\ga\w\
thinkin’ — he alway s

wanks you ko hush so
he can think — then
he said he heard
somekbhin’,

I was shut up in my ) L
costume but I could hear L L.OW'C*ONH Sk_uv\k e . &
it myself, then. Fooksteps with enough liquor can
I mean. o A him ko make him conceive ?f a
\ brave enough to man whod—
T"Qa walked lill children.
when we
walked and

stopped. when

we sl:oPPed.

Mr. Funch, there’s
Just some kind of
men you have to shoot
before you can say
k:.dj to ‘em.
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I thought he got it ‘ Wed better get on. Some — Mr. Ewell

all out of him the Scoul, you heard him yanked him down, I

day he threatened behind you— reckon. They tussled

me. zveh if he hadnt, | some wmore and then

I thought he'd come T there was this funny
3 noise.

Then Jem
%Lls to run..

You think heda
mel u to your

face In davt?gw:?

)

AW’ the next thing —

Mr, Ewell was Eryin’
e :)en:\ ko&_e;‘:: to sq:.eez.e we to
and I di —_— death, I reckomn,

hear him any

Then somebod: niked
Mr. Ewell down. Jem must
have qot up I quess, That’s
all I know.

And then? I thought Atticus Why there he
had come to help us is, Mr. Tate, he
and had got wore can kell you

Somebodj ouk— his name.
was staggerin’
around and
antin’ and —
coughing fit to

le,

Who was ik?
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\ Mr. Arthur,
kov\ev.
> Jean Louise,
this is Mr. Arthur
Radley. I believe
he aLreadv khnows
jou.

Alright, everjboda i

oul now, Provide

ou're fu.l.Lj Let’s 90 out on
satisfied Jem’s the front porch.
alive, Scouk? There are plenty

of chairs out
there, and its skill
warm enough,

Come along, Mr.
Arthur, you dont
know the house
real well, Il just
take you to the
Porck, sir,




Well, Heclk, I

Wont quess the thing to

you have a seat, do — good Lord,
I'm losing my

Mr. Arthur?

i

Of course it was clear-cut N ’ You heard what Scout said,

self-defense, but I'll have there’s no doubt about it. She
to go to the office and said Jem got up and vanked

hunt up— -: hin off her — he prcbabl

’/4% got hold of Ewell’s kuifz
— Misber Etnch somehow i the dark.. d
= = 4 =

" p— hold on. You . \\ —_
think Jem killed . Mr. Flnch, Jem

Bob Ewell? never stabbed
' 1Al Bob Ewell.

Jem’s not quite thirteen..

no, he’s already thirteen —

I cant remember. Anyway,

WL come before county
courk—

= What will, |
= Mr. Finch? S

' e il <
Hecl, its mighty kind of I dont want m bov starting

S0 FIRA T It ease oul with some.(: ing Like this
d2> ? over his head.

Mr. Finch, Bob Ewell fell
on his knife. He killed

tng it from that qood ] himself.
heart of yours, but nobody’s I dont want him growing
hushing this up. up with a whisper about him, Heck, if this thing's
_ I dont want anybody saying, hushed up it'll be a
I dont Live “Jem pmck"_qﬂ_s zad Y simple denial ko Jem
that way. Paid a mint to get him of the way Ive tried

out of that!” to raise him.

265



N
Bob Ewell fell on his Jem and Scout khow what Hed flung Jem down,
knife. / happened. If they hear of me he stumbled over a root
| saying downtowin something under that tree and —
\\du erent happened — Heck, look, I can show you.

I wont have them
any more.,

Heck, cant you
even Erj to see it
my uoonj?

) Mr. Finch, I But for once you havent been able to put |
; ’God dam:m fl:, 'ko\ke to fight two and Ewojl:oge!:ker, and weve got Eo ]
I'm not H’“-V""‘-“S ou when settle this tonight because tomorrow’ll be
of Jem! ou're Like too late.

R\Ls. You've

/ -
been under a // == /
strain tonight = ‘ \ &

no man should = | [ ‘ | 3=
ever have to g0 ' = <

/[
'

through. l?«f\/

N
J

©

Bob Ewell’s qgot a kitchen
knife in his craw. Now, a boy Jem’s
size.. With a busted arm?

. 5 2 I never heard tell that it’s against
;[‘f. QFL:\:CEO 3:;5 iﬁc L::::;’ P the Llaw for a citizen to do his =
For ov\ca’, if you Lok utmost to prevent a crime from

see it my way, the 0 ”~ being committed.

not muc u can do
aboz.ko ik, ~ ‘

- Maybe you'll say it's = 4
my A Yy to tell the f
towin all about ik and
not hush ik up.
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'Know whatd kaPPevx &kew?‘ To iy waly of Ehinkin,

ALl the Ladies in Maycomb
ncludin’ my wifed be
knocking oin his door

bringing angel food cakes.

I may not be much,
Mr. Funch, but I'm skill skeri.fg
of Maycomb County and Bol
Ewell fell on his knife.

Yes sir, I
: ( understand.
= Mr. Tate
was right.

267

Mr. Finch, taking the one
man whos done you and |
this town a great service an’
draggin’ him with his shy
ways into the Limelight —
to me, that’s a sin,

o 4 |

If ik was any other man

itd be different. But not
this man, Mr. Finch,

Scoul, Mr. Ewell ‘
fell on his knife.

Can you possibl
understand?

Well, itd be sort
of Like shootin’
a mockingbird,
wouldnt ik?
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1

Thank you for m
children, Arthur.

Youd like to say 9 good
night to Jem, wouldnt
you, Mr. Arthur?

1

]

111

i

P T177]

MUATRINY

P

o /w;j

v

He's still asleep. Dr. Re noLds\

Il just g0

3ave him a keavv sedative. » |
/ Jean Louise, is e speak to him o ==
your father in the minute,
L:.vn.hgroom?
—

/ Yes %
ma’am, I r
think so.

You can pet him, Mr,
Arthur, he's asleep.

You couldnt if he
was awake, though, he
wouldnt Llet -jou
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Something of Jem’s.
Called The Gray Ghost,

R\ea-d it out loud, o \\
please, Atticus. It real

scary. _

No. You've had
enough scaring
for a while.

|

Are you sibbin’
% up with him?

= U

Just for
an hour

Abticus, I
wasit scared.
Nothin’s real scar /
except in boolks.
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Whatcha
readin’?

The Gra

Ghost,

Seckatar
Hawlkins, CkaP er




2 ’
I willed myself to stay awalke, but the He Lifted me to my feet and walked me
rain was s6 soft and the room was so to the Livingroom.

warm and his voice was so dee.r and his
khee was so siug that I sl.e.r!:.

=

Heard every word

}

' / i ’ w AW they chased him ‘N never could cabch
Tf,,::fgfh;ei? é:\ed ﬂ him ‘cause they didnt know what he Looked
" Shoners Bov.. ' Like, an’ Atticus, when they finally saw him,

> ...kke.v all thought uokv he hadnt done any o those things..

. it was Stoner’s Bo

messin’ up their
clubhouse an’ Ehrowin’
ink all over ik an’

Atticus, he was
real wnice..

Most eoPLe are, == When you
cout, fi.uallj see
[ —— them. —
| ..&

He turned out the Light and went 3
inko Jem’s room.
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He would be there all night,
and he would be there when
Jem waked up in the morning.







Note own the language:

The use of the word “nigger” in 7o Kill a
Mockingbird has caused some contention.
Harper Lee included the word deliberately to
illustrate the society she was writing about,
presenting an uwamediated portrait of a
specific time and place. The novel addresses
many soctal issues — class, Fotihics, Fover(: H
gender — but is primarily concerned with racial
prejudice. The inclusion of the word — its
dehumanizing power and the ease with which
it was used — is central to understanding the
themes of the novel.

Illuskrators wnote:

This adaptation of To Kill a Mockingbird
does not seek to reinvent Harper Lee’s stor
and characters. The text is, as far as has been

ossible, directly taken from the novel. Where
I have made changes, they have been for the
sole purpose of best representing the story
and sentiment of Lee’s original work in this
medium,
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