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WHEN HE WAS NEARLY thirteen, my brother Jem
3 got his arm badly broken at the elbow. When it healed,
*| and Jem's fears of never being able to play football were
i assuaged, he was seldom self-conscious about his injury.
;1 His left 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. He couldn’t
ii have cared less, so long as he could pass and punt.

# When enough vears had gone by to enable us to look
*| back on them, we sometimes discussed the events lead-
| ing to his accident. I maintain that the Ewells started it
' all, but Jem, who was four years my senior, said it started
1 long before that, He said it began the summer Dill came
1 to us, when Dill first gave us the idea of making Boo
4 Radley come out.

I said if he wanted to take a broad view of the thing,
4 it really began with Andrew Jackson. If General Jackson
hadn’t run the Creeks up the creek, Simon Finch would
never have paddled up the Alabama, and where would
we be if he hadn’t? We were far too old to settle an ar-
gument with a fist-fight, so we consulted Atticus. Our
father said we were both right.

Being Southerners, it was a source of shame to some
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members of the family that we had no recorded ances
tors on either side of the Battle of Hastings. All we
was Simon Finch, a fur-trapping apothecary from Com
wall whose piety was exceeded only by his stinginess,
In England, Simon was irritated by the Persecution o
tho_se who called themselves Methodists at the hands o
their more liberal brethren, and as Simon called himse|
a l}arethodist, he worked hjs way across the Atlantic to,
Ph:ladelpl.ﬁa. thence to Jamaica, thence tg Mobile, and
up the Saint Stephens. Mindful of John Wesley's ;tn‘c-
n{res on the use of many words in buying and sellipg
Sl{non made a pile practicing medicine, but i this puf:

of gold and costly
his teacher's dicty

tels, bought three sjaves and with their aj i '
a home:stead on the banks of the Alal;rar:l: l:is\tr:?l;l::
fort:v miles above Saint Stephens. He returneg to Saint
$tephen§ only once, to find a wife, and with her estab-
.hshed a.lme that ran high to daughters. Simon lived to an
lm;)tresswe age and died rich,
_Was customary for the men jn i i

on Simon’s homestead, Finch's Lan:l}i)sgfa:nuc;yl;:kr:nt;ti:

with the empires around it, the Landi

:ever:th.eless Eroduced everything required to sustain ll:;'f
Xcept ice, wheat flour, and articles of lothi ied |

by river-boats from Mobile. i ooglied '
. Simon would have re

Is Kill a Mockingbid @A 5

ntil well into the twentieth century, when my father,
tticus Finch, went to Montgomery to read law, and
is younger brother went to Boston to study medicine.
eir sister Alexandra was the Finch who remained at
the Landing: she married a taciturn man who spent most
of his time lying in a hammock by the river wondering if
his trot-lines were full. .

When my father was admitted to the bar, he returned
to Maycomb and began his practice. Maycomb, some
twenty miles east of Finch's Landing, was the county
seat of Maycomb County. Atticus’s office in the court-
house contained little more than a hat rack, a spittoon,

+ a checkerboard and an unsullied Code of Alabama. His

first two clients were the last two persons hanged in the

| Maycomb County jail. Atticus had urged them to accept

the state’s generosity in allowing them to plead Guilty
to second-degree murder and escape with their lives, but
they were Haverfords, in Maycomb County a name syn-
onymous with jackass. The Haverfords had dispatched
Maycomb’s leading blacksmith in a misunderstanding
arising from the alleged wrongful detention of a mare,
were imprudent enough to do it in the presence of three
witnesses, and insisted that the-son-of-a-bitch-had-it-
coming-to-him was a good enough defense for anybody.
They persisted in pleading Not Guilty to first-degree
murder, so there was nothing much Atticus could do for
his clients except be present at their departure, an oc-
casion that was probably the beginning of my father's
profound distaste for the practice of criminal law.
During his first five years in Maycomb, Atticus prac-
ticed economy more than anything; for several years
thereafter he invested his earnings in his brother's
education. John Hale Finch was ten years younger than
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my father, and chose to study medicine at a time whea
cotton was not worth growing; but after getting Uncle
Jack started, Atticus derived a reasonable income from
the law. He liked Maycomb, he was Maycomb County
born and bred; he knew his peaple, they knew him, and
pecause of Simon Finch's industry, Atticus was rel

by blood ot marriage to nearly every family in the town.

town, but it was a tired oldtown
rainy weather the streets turned
1o red slop; grass grew on the sidewalks, the courthouse
sagged in the squarc. Somehow, it was hotter then: ablack
dog suffered on & summer’s day; bony mules hitched to
Hoover carts flicked flies in the sweltering shade of the |
five oaks on the square. Men’s stiff collars wilted by
nine in the morning. Ladies bathed before noon, after /¢
their three-o'clock naps, and by nightfall were like soft
teacakes with frostings of sweat and sweet talcum. 2
People moved siowly then. They ambled across the
square, shuffied in and out of the stores around it, took
their time about everything.

A day was twenty-four §
hours long but seemed longer. There was

no hurry, for ¥
there was nowhere t0 £0, nothing to buy and no money &
to buy it with, nothing

to see outside the poundaries of §
Maycomb County. But it was a time of vague optimism |
for some of the pe

ople: Maycomb County had recently

been told that it had nothing to fear but fear itself. g
We lived on the main residential street in town—Atti=
cus, Jem and I, plus Calpurnia our cook. 3

Maycomb was an old
when I first knew it. In

em-and I found

our father satisfactory: he played with us, read to us, 8045

treated us with courteous detachment. 5
Calpurnia was something else

gles and bones; she was nearsighted; she

again. She was all gns = SO
squinted; BES
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hand was wide as a bed slat and twi
d twice as
iz;ag:‘:n{)d:hnng me out of the kitchen, M;lina;drlastah;t?w
i ala;;re as well as Jem when she knew he 4
Our I;attles wel:f l;;;(l:l Zlnn: \:heﬂ_zw‘:s S com?
o . d one-side Calpurnia ,
hadn, bzf‘m“lgmb::zgs; ?ﬁtzzujse;lrllways l:oookpher sida:fvsazz
- was born, an
herot)l(lrra:ll‘l}ltitlrpcrﬁes;nce as long as I could mmcl:nl::z(: e
e wase when I was two, s¢ [ never felt. her
B hcr. e e a Graham from Montgomery; Atticus
fether v ‘dt:u was first elected to the state legisla-
e middle-aged then, she was fifteen years hi
unior. Jem was the product of their first ye :
riage; fmfnyears later I was born, and two yZa;lsr Iof e
Iﬂhe; a(i;;}d fronf a sudden heart attack. They smt:im o
er family. I did not miss her, but I think Jem dicllt. rI?I:

- remembered her clearly, and sometimes in the middle of

a game he would sigh at len
£ v gth, then go off
:mﬁ behind the car-house, When ﬁe wasa;lii -
knew ._better than to bother him. S
m \eva.; almost. six and Jem was nearly ten, our
ﬁ;_iljmrhia} 2. r:ti\:ﬁsan;s (within calling distance of
K gea) wer . Henry Lafayette Dubose’s hou:
qusom sou:h uc{;th of us, and the Radley Place three
: . WE were never fem|
e _ pted to by
Radley Plz};fi was inhabited by an unkm:::a\;lnlc :l::int;
* mete description of whom w
ave f:;s c__lat_g:on end; Mrs. Dub?)ss: [:\?al;g;l:nl:all;e o
| uﬁel ..ms:ln;l:lmer Dilt came to us. o
e Ay mf §s we were beginning our day’s
_:Rnﬁhel I-ia em an(? I heard something next
3 verford's collard patch. We went

fm .
FHE 2ence to see if there was a puppy—Miss
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Rachel’s rat terrier Was expectingﬁ-instcad we found
at us. Siting down, he wasn't
until he

someone Sitting Jooking
| much higher than the collards. We stared at him
. spoke:

I‘Hey:‘
“Hey yourself," said Jem pleasantl ;
«p'm Charles Baker Harris,” he said. “I can read.”

ugo what?” [ said.

ey i e e

-

*d like to know I can read. You got
anything needs readin’ I can do it. . . -
“How old are you,” asked Jem, “four-and-

«Goin® on seven.” &

N | ughoot no wonder, then,” said Jem, jerking his thumb E

| at me. “Scout yonder's been readin’ ever since she was | §
bosn, and she ain’t even started to school yet. You look

right puny for goin’ on seven.”
wp'm little but I'm old.” he said.
Jem brushed his hair back to get 2

don't you come over,

G e T

a-half?”

a2

wsg pot any funnier

cus Finch.”

m big enough
ou are. Betit's a foot longer.”

said Dill, struggling under the’

name’s Jeremy Atti
Jem scowied. =
flds “Your name’s longer'ny
“Folks call me Dill,”

: fence.
“Do better if you £0

“Where'd you come from’
Dill was from Meridian, Mississippi, was spend

the summer with his aunt, Miss Rachel,
spending every summer in Maycomb from
family was from Maycomb County originally, his

worked for a photographer in

L
& L
E s

now on. |

4
?

ot}

Charles Baker Harris?” he said. §

«]_ord, what a name.” : 3
jer’n yours. Aunt Rachel says your: 4

to fit mine,” he said. %

over it instead of under it," 1 saidi §

Meridian, had enteret =2

Do Kill a Mockingbind @R 9

picture in a Beautiful Child

P contest and w

. She gave _the money to Dill, who went tz [tlhﬁv?ctudorel-

3 0\;;0 twenty times on it, L

“Don’t have any picture sh
' ows here
ones i the courthouse sometimes,” saidi exc‘F:Pt o
2 i S L em. “Ever see
jll had
e wsci:;n t}?mufa. a revelation that moved Jem
; e beginning of respect. “Tell i
e 1 it to us,”
4 g{]}lea w:e: ;j :::f:'itgi. I-;e. wore blue linen shorts that
; : s hair was snow white

;ot::vs l:::d like quckﬂuff; he was a year n;y sinn(ll St“bf:lk

c.yes e l;vg?r him. As he told us the old tale hi:li)l :

e h:;pou. hhihat;n and darken; his laugh was sudd:e

end happy; he itually pulled at a cowlick i ;

of his forehead. Sl

When Dill reduced Dra
- Whe cula to d i

show sounded better than the bookuslt'a?k‘:;eglﬂlsa\gxme

" {3

‘his father was: “You ain’t said anything about him.”

. *Thaven't got one.”
" *1s he dead?”
- *No...
“Then if he's not de :
| ad you've
s got one, haven’ :
_ -?aglﬂed and Jern told me to hush, a s:;.ns: yD:lh?’
. n studied and found acceptable. 'I'hg::lrea:'t

' ter the summe
er r 7 3
passed in routine contentment. Routine

LB

tentment was: i i
twung:n‘tva::n Illmphinrtwmg our treehouse that rested
e thmc: aberry trees in the back yard,

IOIFOIiVegO .ugh our list of dramas based on th
e 1t'hl ptic, Victor Appleton, and Edgar Rice
s matter we were lucky to have Dilf

6 o
0 ||-'T'.'t- -H;E_'ﬁla Ed ]
played the character parts formerly thrust upon me—

apein Tarz:
4 arzan, Mr. Crabtree in The Rover Boys, Mr.




Thus we came to know Dill as a

Damon in Tom Swift.
pocket Mein, whose head teemed with eccentric pians,

strange longings, and quaint fancies.

But by the end of August our repertoire was vapid
from countless reproductions, and it was then that Dill
gave us the idea of making Boo Radley come out.

The Radley Place fascinated Dill. In spite of our warn-
ings and explanations it drew him as the moon draws

water, but drew him no nearet than the light-pole on the

corner, a safe distance from the Radley gate. There he

the fat pole, staring and

would stand, his arm around

wondering. ;
The Radley Place jutted into 2 sharp curve beyondour

house. Walking south, one faced its porch; the sidewalk |
rumed and ran beside the lot. The J
once white with a deep front porch and green shutters,
but had long ago darkened to the color of the slate-gray |
yard around it. Rain-rotted shingles drooped over the |
eaves of the veranda; oak trees kept the sun away. The &
remains of a picket drunkenly guarded the front yard—a -

ugwept” yard that was never

said he existed, but Jem and L had
said he went out at night when th

peeped in windows.
cold snap, it was because he had preathed on them. Any.

stealthy small crimes committed in Maycomb were his/.
work. Once the town w

nocturnal events: peop

Addie, who eventually drowned himself in Barkers:
Eddy, people still tooked at the Radley Place, unwills

il

house was low, was “:

swept—where johnson &

s and rabbit-tobacco grew in abundance. ¢ never knew how old Mr. Radley made his I
b ! s living—Jem

Inside the house lived a malevolent phantorm. People |
never seen him. People &

e moon was down, and |

When people’s azaleas froze ina §
. closed
closed on Sundays, another thing alien to Maycomb’
(]

a5 terrorized by a series of morhid §
le’s chickens and household pets ©

were found mutilated; although the culprit was Crazy.

Io Kill a Mockingbird @& 11

ing to discard their initial ici
suspicions, A Ni
2 : egro woul
si::lsew afk Rgdley.Place at night, he would cut across td e
sdew hOpposne and whistle as he walked. Th I\'C:Imc
lb:lfros; 3;01 gg;mds _a.djoined the back of .the ;ad? %
the,ir o e ey chickenyard tall pecan trees sho:i
Lt cm;zi: ltll-lzs“f:floc)lyard, but the nuts lay untouched
DS th.‘=.Radh=l;==y z:;m would kill you. A base-
oo y yard was a lost ball and no ques-
The misery of that hous
e began man
Jem and I were born. The Radl LIS
J 3 eys, wi
in t;fwn' kept to themselves, a prgdﬂwﬂzzﬁzf?}nyyggm
in faycomb. Tl.Iey did not go to church, Ma 2 l‘e
pnncnpal rec.:reatlon. but worshiped at hon;e' Mycmnb 2
ley seldom if ever crossed the street for a m'id- i R?d-
E-,o.ﬂ‘e; bre.ak‘ with her neighbors, and certainlmommg
'::;me z:hl missionary circle. Mr. Radley walked to}t' il
even-thirty every moming and came back pmm;:; ::

- twelve, sometimes carrying a brown paper bag that the

neighborhood assumed contained the family groceries, I

said he * ¢ i
ing_h;m bh;:ggta :lotton. a .polue term for doing noth-
L son. ey and his wife had lived there with
_ o s as long as anybody could remembe

] shutters and doors of the Radley houscr'were

ways: closed doors meant i

o ant illness and cold w: ]

mn;ll 1::1{; Sunday was the day for formal aﬁeea::; DH.IY-
tng WOre corsets, men wore coats, chﬂdrenr;v‘::;

shoes. But to cli
1 » But to climb the Radley front steps and call, “He-y,”

Of l-! Sunda at[ ghbo

3 Y Ermnoon w; i g Il Ne s
o = as Somethm the. i
. &7 . Ihe R‘ad]e hﬂuse ha no screen doorsl I once
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asked Atticus if it ever had any; Atticus said yes, but be-
fore 1 was born:
According to neighborhood legend, when the younger

Radley boy was in his teens he became acquainted with

some of the Cunninghams from Old Sarum, an enormous

and confusing tribe domiciled in the northem part of the
county, and they formed the nearest thing 10 28 gang ever
seen in Maycomb. They did little, but enough to be dis-
cussed by the town and publicly wamed from three pul- |

pits: they hung around the barbershop; they rode the bus |
1o Abbottsville on Sundays and went to the picture show;
they attended dances at the county’s riverside gambling
hell, the Dew-Drop Inn & Fishing Camp; they experi-
mented with stumphole whiskey. Nobody in Maycomb
had nerve enough to tell Mr. Radley that his boy was in
with the wrong crowd. {
One night, in an excessive spurt of high spirits, the |
boys backed around the square in a porrowed flivver, re-
sisted arrest by Maycomb's ancient beadle, Mr. Conner, §
and locked him in the courthouse outhouse. The town

decided something had to be done; Mr. Conner said he 3
knew who each and every oné of them was, and he was §

bound and determined they wouldn't get away with it, t Maycomb Tribune 1
His father

entered th
. e room. As Mr. Radley passed by, Boo drove the

so the boys came before the probate judge on charges

of disorderly conduct, disturbing the peace, assault and
battery, and using abusive and profane language in the’
presence and hearing of a female. The judge asked Mr.§

Conner why

the state industrial school, where boys were sometimes.
sent for no other reason than to provide them with food
and decent shelter: it was no prison and it was no dis

he included the last charge; Mr. Conner ! thur was killi
. tuc was killing them all, but w
) hen the sheriff arrived
he

said they cussed s0 loud he was sure every lady inMay-§
comb heard them. The judge decided to send the boys ’! ¢

To Kill a Mockingbind @& 13

ﬁi} ’l\dN;r RI::(IEY thought it was. If the judge released
Aris tro[}ble, g wo.uld see to it that Arthur gave no
ke jUdge-::vwxng that Mr. Radley’s word was
R e e as glad to d(? 50,
e tys attended the industrial school and
o memmzd;gl education to be had in the
;ngineering school at Aubun)':. v;’;;k:gohr;so‘ggetga?gh
h:r;.;sl:a\;leere':l:osed on weekdays as well as Sundays al:g
R th;e ¢ a;ew:s d:;ot ;een agai-n for fifteen yea;'s.
when Boo Radley was li;ar:m f:gmma;}:[:v?sm's e
eral people, but not by Jem. He said Atticus f]:l::? t);[skc:(;

. much about the Radleys: when Jem would question him

Atticus’s only answer was for him to mind hi
d hi i

:::swa::nl?t the Radleys mind theirs, they has :r:-lil;hbumj :

ien it happened Jem said Atticus sh ok
Y et shook his head

So Jem received most of his inft i
mau:lue mefm:d, a neighborhoodosr::t‘:g??v:;os?i:hls::
ke uifl w.hole tlung According to Miss Stephanie Bs
g in the livingroom cutting some items fmn;1 I;(.:

scissors into his parent’s le
3 gv I.l“ed H
on his pants, and resumed hispacﬁvi ttih“:m out, wiped them

Radley ran screaming into the street that Ar-

it . B'.o;est‘:{l:ss:lt’t}ng in the livingroom, cutting up the
1 '?Miss ot u‘t)'r—three years old then.
i e said old Mr. Radley said no Radl

_ any asylum, when it was suggested tlg"

& season j
o R in Tuscaloosa might be helpful to Boo. Boo
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-strung at times. It was all
, Mr. Radley conceded, but insisted.

wasn’t crazy, he was high

right to shut him up
that Boo not be charged with anything: he was not a
criminal. The cheriff hadn’t the heart to put him in jail
alongside Negroes, SO Boo was locked in the court-
house basement.
Boo's transition from the basement to back home was
ory. Miss Stephanie Crawford

nebulous in Jem’s mem
uncil told Mr. Radley that if he

said some of the town co
oo would die of mold from the

didn’t take Boo back, B
id not live forever on the bounty °

damp. Besides, Boo cou

of the county. g
hat form of intimidation M. Radley -

Nobody knew W
employed to keep Boo out of sight, but Jem figured that'
he bed most of the time. g

M. Radley kept him chained tot
Atticus said 1o, it wasn't that sort of thing, that there -

were other ways of making people int0 ghosts.
My memory came alive to see Mrs. Radley occasion- &
ally open the front door, walk 10 the edge of the porch,
and pour water on her cannas. But every day Jemand 1 %
would see Mr. Radley walking to and from towa. He was #
a thin leathery man with colorless eyes, 50 colorless they
did not reflect light. His cheekbones were sharp and his §
mouth was wide, with a thin upper lipand a full lowe: §
lip. Miss Stephanie Crawford said he was S0 upright he §

took the word of God as
her, because Mr. Radley’s po:

n

sture was ramrod straight. /&

He never spoke to US. {
jook at the ground and say, “Good morning, sir,” and:
he would cough in reply. Mr.
Pensacola; he came home at Ch
of the few persons we evet saw

his only law, and we believed:
s. When he passed we WOUK
Radley's elder son lived in'}

ristmas, and he was ol
enter or leave the plac&d

T Killa Modtfngbfrd o8 IS

From the day Mr. Radle;
e y took Arthur home, people said
B
- 0:: li;?ere came a day when Atticus told us he'd wear
s ot avive mfldc any noise in the yard and commi
sione purnia to serve in his absence if she h 7
sou}:d out of us. Mr. Radley was dying G
e took his time about it. Wooden s¢
_ n sawhorses blocked
:,h: mrt;a: ;; each etl:;:lfgf the Rafiley lot, straw was put down
o parked\\valk, affic was diverted to the back street. Dr.
il hlscar_m front of our house and walkeci
ed R leys’ every time he called. Jem and I crept
:;‘::; 5 iardtic:;l days. At last the sawhorses were takgn
X es watching from the fro
Mr:ﬁdley made his final journey past ourrll:oil’l.;:h S
w renr'.: goes the meane_st man ever God blew breath
'mo’m urmured Calpurnia, and she spat meditativel
i e yard. We looked at her in surprise, for Calpumii

| rarely commented on the ways of white people

de;rgzsci ghborhood thought when Mr. Radley went un-
g e \'vould come out, but it had another think com
g: Boo's elder brother returned from Pensacola ant;

'~ took Mr. Radley’s place. The only difference between

;:arzlznd. .l;g. father was their ages. Jem said Mr. Nathan
radh 3{] o ught cotton,” too. Mr. Nathan would speak
ﬁme; ot ::;r,h \.vhen W.e said good morning, and some-
s e im coming from town with a magazine
The .
wamedT:lrccn:e told Dill about the Radleys, the more he
TR sote on u\;v. the longer he would stand hugging the
g Whe corner, thc? more he would wonder.
e :;t. he dr:»es in there,” he would mul:rnur
= o 't]:-[ just stick his head out the door.” .
] e goes out, alt right, when it's pit.ch dark.

o
a

B e S E

*_-_'!'\-._:-__‘.'..r;.__. - -.
s e m.wmnw o

R
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she woke up in the mid-
\ime and saw him looking straight
at her . .. said his head was like 2
+ waked up at night and

Miss Stephanie Crawtord said

die of the night one

through the window

skull lookin® at her. Ain't you eve
heard him, Dill? He walks like \his—" Jem slid his feet

through the gravel. “Why do you think Miss Rachel locks
up so tight at pight? I've scen his tracks in our back yard
many a mornin’ . and one pight 1 heard him scratching on
the back screen. but he was gone time Atticus got there.”
wwonder what he Jooks like?” said Dill.
Jem gave 2 reasonable description of B
about six-und-a-half feet tall, judging
dined on raw squirrels and any cats he cou
why his hands were bloodstained—if you
raw, you could never was
long jagged scar that ran across his
had were yellow and rotten; his eyes poppe
drooled most of the time.
«Let's try to make him come outy
to see what he looks like.”
Jem said if Dill wanted to
had to do was go up and knock on the front door.
Qur first raid came to pass only
jem The Gray Ghost against two
wouldn't get any farther than the Radley
life, Jem had never declined a dare.

Jem thought ab
loved honor more th
easily: “You're scare
scared, just respectful,” Jem sai
wyou're too scared even to put your big
yard.” Jem said he rec
Radley Place every schoo

an his head, for pill
4 Dill said, the first day.

1 day of his life.

oo: Boo was
from his tracks; he
1d catch, that's |
ate an animal
h the blood off. There was a
face; what teeth he
d, and he

get himself killed, all he @

because Dill bel-' !

Tom Swifts that Jem { Radiey Place,

gate. In all his §
. are, then—"

out it for three days. 1 suppose hef
wore him down;
“Ain’t]
d. The next day Dill said, &
toe in the fronti
ing to tell Attil:ul;eos: thﬁf to the Radley house 1 was go-

koned he wasn't, he’d passed the.

To Kill a Mockighred 'S 17

"Alwa_ys runnin’,” I said.
But Dill got him the third day, when he told Jem that

:‘:l:dsaglcgd“t:;idtihanl ;:lert;inly weren't as afraid as the folks
, that he'd nev
I e er seen such scary folks as the

This was enough to make Jem march to the camner,

where he stepped and leaned agai
! _ against the light-
watching the gate hanging crazily on its hogmer]:;:fe’

hinge.

I hope you've got it through your head that he’ll kill

'.Js. eaﬁh fmdfvery one, Dill Harris,” said Jem, when we
. joined him. “Don t blame me when he gouges’ ou
out. You started it, remember.” ek

wyou're still scared,” murmured Di
ared, Dill pati
Jem wanted Dill to know once andpt}o:nz:llly.that he

- wasn’t scared of z‘mything. “It’s just that I can’t think of
| awayto make him come out without him gettin’ us
Besides, Jem had his little sister to think of. &

» said Dill. “T'd like

When he said that, I knew he was afraid. Jem had his

' little sister to think of the time I dared him to jump off

;heuf:')PhOf t};(e house: “If [ got killed, what'd become of
ou?” he asked. Then he jumped. ]an'ded
The) : unh i
sense of responsibility left him until cc.'mfrorlxltl(-:t'ial;l;;i tl}::
“You gonna run out on a dare?” asked Dill. “If you

Dill, you have to think about these things,” Jem said

pre
- “Lemme thi g
¥ ink a minute it’ :
 turte come out .. .. it's sort of like making a

:Horw's that?” asked Dill.
Strike a match under him.”

-

- mﬁ .;."-?_'T CTOITE _-.t- = - =

N
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Dill said striking 2 match under a turtle was hateful.
“Ain’t hateful, just persuades him—'s not like you'd
chunk him in the fire,” Jem growled.
sHow do you know a match don’t hurt him?”
wTurtles can't feel, stupid,” said Jem.
“Were you ever 8 tuctle, huh?”
“My stars, Dill! Now lemme think . . . reckon we can

rock him. .. "

Jem stood in thought
concession: “1 won't say you ran out
swap you The Gray Ghost if you just go
the house.”

Jem brightened.

Dill nodded.
ugyre that’s all, now? fdon’
thing different the minute 1 ge
«Yeah, that's all,” said Dill.
after you when he sees you in
me’ll jump on him an
him we ain’t gonna hurt him.”
We left the corner,
front of the Radley house,
“Well go on,” said Dill,
you.”
“I'm going,” said Jem,
He walked to the corne
studying the simple tesrain as i
fect an entry, frowning and scratching his head.
Then I sneered at him.
jem threw open the ga
house, slapped it with his p
waiting to see if his foray was §

so long that Dill made a mild
on a dare an’ I'll
up and touch

“Touch the house, that all?”

t back.”

and stopped at the gate.

“don’t hurry me.”

Y -1

{ want you hollerin’ some- :

“He'll probably come out 'k
the yard, then Scout'n’ '§
d hold him down till we can tell §

¢ of the lot, then back again;- '
f deciding how best to eff

5 1
te and sped to the side of & e

alm and ran back past us, 1%
uccessful. Dill and I fof3 _*__
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lowed on his heels. Safel i
e bac])c(. on cur perch, panting and out
The old house was the s
ame, droopy and si
:;:l [stt;-m;: dow;l }he stref:t we thought we saw(;l:l' ![Jr:lsti::
ove, Flick. A tiny, almost invisible move
and the house was still. o

crossed the side street that ran in :

ugcout and me’s right behind §




2

et ———————— :
¥

DILL LEFT US early in September, to returm to
Meridian. We saw him off on the five o’clock bus and
I was miserable without him until it occurred to me that
I would be starting to school in a week. 1 never looked §
forward more to anything in my life. Hours of winter- §
time had found me in the treehouse, looking over at the §
schoolyard, spying on multitudes of children through a 5
two-power telescope Jem had given me, learning their |
games, following Jem's red jacket through wriggling §
circles of blind man’s buff, secretly sharing their misfor- §

tunes and minor victories. I longed to join them.
Jem condescended to take me 10 school the first day, |
a job usually done by one's parents, but Atticus had said
Jem would be delighted to show me where my room was,
I think some money changed hands in this transaction, |
for as we trotted around the corner past the Radley Place ]
I heard an unfamiliar jingle in Jem’s pockets. When we
slowed to a walk at the edge of the schoolyard, Jem was
careful to explain that during school hours I was not 0%
bother him, [ was not to approach him with requests 10
enact a chapter of Tarzan and the Ant Men, 1 embarrass
him with references to his private life, or tag along be;
hind him at recess and noon. I was to stick with the st

{
f

Y
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grade and he would stick wi
i s ck with the fifth. In short, I was to
““}{;;L’l l;n:an ﬁvl:: can’t play any more?” I asked.
0 we alwa K- i
lel'll see—school’s differzlslt‘.{'0 S
t certainly was, Before the firs i
. : ; t mornin
ﬁs: ia;lohne Fisher, our teacher, hauled mge \::S t: \:12
mln (:h e room and patted the palm of my hand with
;1;,. eg: mage me stand in the corner until noon :
iss Caroline was no more than .
: s N twen ;
gad bng.ht au!:um hair, pink cheeks, and W(t)yr;o ::]:imghe
ngzmml polfsh. Sl'le also wore high-heeled pumps a‘u(:dIl
?ik r:a-and-whlt.e-smped dress, She looked and smelled
ke éseppefrn:)unt dr9p. Sl:le boarded across the street one
d own from us in Miss Maudie Atkinson's upstairs
ontroor.n, and when Miss Maudie introduced
Jem was in a haze for days. ol
Miss Caroline printed her n
s Caroli ame on the blackbo
?rnoil sﬁd' h"llus says I am Miss Caroline Fisher. I :In(:
orth Alabama, from Winston County.” The class

: murmured apprehensively, should she prove to harbor

her share of the peculiarities indi
es indigenous t i

%llen v?labamz:: seceded from the Union 0?1 ﬁﬁ:iﬁl‘l}?
» winston County seceded from Al :
Wir abam -
:vr;rs cf:':nllld in Maycomb County knew it.) Nort.ha’f’uﬂ:t()l it
s i of Liquor Interests, Big Mules, steel com o
epublicans, professors, and other pers S
ey persons of no back-

Mi .
155 Caroline began the day by reading us a story

| about cats
- The cats had long conversations with one

another, ing li
f, they wore cunning little clothes and lived in a

_warm i
house beneath a kitchen stove. By the time Mrs

Cat cal
led the drugstore for an order of chocolate malted
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mice the class was wriggling like a pucketful of catawba

worms. Miss Caroline seemed unaware that the ragged,
denim-shirted and floursack-skirted first grade, most of
whom had chopped coton and fed hogs from the time

they were able to walk, were immune to imaginative iit-

erature. Miss Caroline came t0 the end of the story and 1
said, “Oh, my, wasn't that nice?” {
Then she went to the blackboard and printed the al-

phabet in enormous square capitals, turned to the class

and asked, “Does anybody know what these are?”

Everybody did; most of the fisst grade had failed it |
!

last year.
he chose me because she knew my name; =

1 suppose §
as | read the alphabet 8 faint line appeared between her

eyebrows, and after making me read most of My First'}
Reader and the stock-market quotations from The Mo- |
bile Register aloud, she discovered that I was literate and '
looked at me with more than faint distaste. Miss Caro-§
line told me to tell my father not to teach me any more, -4
it would interfere with my reading. E
“Teach me?” I said in surprise.
anything, Miss Caroline. Atticus ain’t got
me anything,

shook her head. “Why. he's so tired at night he just sits ¥
in the livingroom and reads” 4
“If he didn’t teach you,
asked good-naturedly. ugomebody did. You weren't bori §
reading The Mobile Register.” }

“Jem says 1 was. He
Bullfinch instead of Finch. Jem says my name’s reaily

jean Louise Bullfinch, that I got swapped when 1

born and I'm really a—"
Miss Caroline apparently

thought 1 was lying. “Lets

)

read in a book where 1 was i

“He hasn’t taught me |
time to teach §

» 1 added, when Miss Carotine smiled and §

who did?" Miss Caroline §
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E:Itol;t ;)::l 1:§gmanons run away with us, dear,” she said
S yat:;;r fathFr not to teach you any more, It’ .
st inm ngmthafreshmind.‘[outellhiml’s
£ ov:ar om here and try to undo the damage—" :
Ma’am?” 5
“Your father d
s oes not know how to teach. You can
I mumbled that I was sorry and reti i
:goml; l?;{; clx'llrl:;.;e:;ever deliberately l:::'lnr::ij t:)n:ed;:iaubt:lgt
n waﬂow'i [TT LN - - .
pers. In the long hours of chu;ifl\:latsh;tl;:lelcllmly o
Ipould not remember not being able to read h S
th?t I was (fou}pelled to think about it, readin SE
thing that. just came to me, as leamiﬁg to fasg e,
gimgofvmon suit without looking around ont:e:ctl:lie S_eat
| b;wm : tf;gn; : ezn:tr’i) :Z i];;:laces. 1 could not I’Bl::::E
. cus's moving finger -
..rl:t::ndyu::; l;slr::rdsiibut I. had stared at them al% theiveni?tl: as
Lo 1y, stening to the news of the day, Bill .
a: m];acid _mto Laws, the diaries of Lorenzc; Do i
& t); h:;gl tticus happencd to be reading when [ cra\:;;i-
o b ap every night. Until [ feared I would lose i
e kn:\‘r:dl tg r;ad. One does not love breathing 22l
ad annoyed Miss Caroline .
i , 50 I le
i ngl;e;lc::le; and stared out the window until :egg
ez loon cut me from the covey of first-graders in th
jschoolyard. He asked how I was getting along. I tol:-

I didn’t have to stay I'd leave. Jem, that damn lady

| Bays Atticus’ i
s's been teaching me to read and for him to

ﬂit——"
- “Dop’
Uont worry, Scout,” Jem comforted me. “Our

‘teacher sa i i
ys Miss Caroline’s introducing a new way of

b

b

a....r.-!.:_._T;q_._-I.‘_..‘

iy e S
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teaching. She learned about itin college. It ll be in all the
grades soon. You don't have to learn much out of books
that way—it's like if you wanta learn about cows, you

go milk one, see?”
“Yeah Jem, but I don’t wanta study COWS, -

“Sure you do. You hafta know about COWS, they'rea |

big part of life in Maycomb County.”

I contented myself with asking Jem if he'd lost his

mind.
“'m just trying to tell you the new way they're

teachin’ the first grade, stubborn. It's the Dewey Deci-

mal System.”
Having never questioned Jem’s propouncements, 1

saw no reason to begin now. The Dewey Decimal Sys-
tem consisted, in part, of Miss Caroline waving cards

at us on which were printed “the,” weat” “rat,” “man,” §

and “you.” No comment seemed to be expected of us,

and the class received these impressionistic revelations §
in silence. I was bored, so [ began a letter to Dill. Miss

Caroline caught me writing and told me to tell my father §
to stop teaching me. “Besides,” she said. “We don’t write ©
in the first grade, we print. You won't learn to write until |

you're in the third grade.”

Calpurnia was to blame for this. It kept me from driv- |
ing her crazy on rainy days, I guess. She would set me a
writing task by scrawling the alphabet firmly across th% '
top of a tablet, then copying out & chapter of the Biblef. f
beneath. If 1 reproduced her penmanship satisfactonily,
she rewarded me with an open-faced sandwich of breadf

and butter and sugar. In Calpumia’s teaching, there was

1o sentimentality: I seldom pleased her and she seldon

rewarded me.

“Everybody who g0€s home to lunch hold up ymﬁ. |

To Kill a Mockingbird @8 25

hands,” said Miss Carolin ingi
e e, breaking into my new grudge
3‘2: ;:y\;r(;ghild;en did so, and she looked us over,
b y who brings his lunch put it on top of
Molasses buckets a
A : ppeared from nowhe
Cclllnﬁ d:nced with metallic light. Miss Cmﬁeav?:ll:::
Sl o
: L ntents pleased her, frowni
B htﬂ?‘ at others. She stopped at Walter Cunnin ‘l'lvmltg
desk. “Where's yours?" she asked. e
\[?lValltler Eunningham’s face told everybody in the first
grahe t;l ad hookworms. His absence of shoes told
us l?w e got them. People caught hookworms goin
bare: zoted in barnyards and hog wallows. If Walter has
owned any shoes he would have worn them the first da
of school and then discarded them until mid-winter. Hi
dxd“h;{ve on a clean shirt and neatly mended overalls-
) Did you forget your lunch this moming?" :
Miss Caroline. A

Walter looked straight ah i
el ght ahead. I saw a muscle jump in
“Did you forget it this morning?” I
» n -
lm?. Walter’s jaw twitched again. il ot
Jeb’gl’" he finally mumbled.
iss Caroline went to her desk and
o v, " - OPeHEd h
_wl-‘!:nre s a quarter,” she said to Walter, “Go and e:tr (lij:;rscﬁ-
o wtoday. You can pay me back tomorrow.”
b alter shook his head. “Nome thank you ma’am”*
rawled softly. ot

T : >
patience crept into Miss Caroline’s voice: “Here

' -W&ltcr, come get it”

_ ~ Walter shook his head again.

: Fﬂ%ﬁ* ,.

e

Sy
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When Walter shook his head a third time someone
whispered, “Go on and tell her, Scout.”

I turned around and saw most of the town people and
the entire bus delegation locking at me. Miss Caroline
and I had conferred twice already, and they were looking f
at me in the innocent assurance that familiarity breeds i
understanding. i

I rose graciously on Walter's behalf: “Ah—Miss .
Caroline?” '

“What is it, Jean Louise?”

“Miss Caroline, he’s a Cunningham.” ;
I sat back down. ;
“What, Jean Louise?” ¥
I thought I had made things sufficiently clear. Tt/§
was clear enough to the rest of us: Walter Cunningham
was sitting there lying his head off. He didn’t forget.
his lunch, he didn’t have any. He had none today nor’
would he have any tomorrow or the next day. He had §
probably never seen three quarters together at the same §
time in his life. ¥
I tried again: “Walter’s one of the Cunninghams, Miss
Caroline.” '
“I beg your pardon, Jean Louise?” :
“That's okay, ma'am, you'll get to know all the
county folks after a while. The Cunninghams never took}
anything they can't pay back—no church baskets and no§
scrip stamps. They never took anything off of anybody,&
they get along on what they have. They don’t have much§
but they get along on it.” i 3
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hj;s ent&ilmexgt. before Mr. Cunningham left he said, “Mr.

Fuff}_l; tI tgo? bte kt:;}ow when I'll ever be able to pay y'ou "
a i i

g ¢ least of your worries, Walter,” Atticus

When I asked Jem what entailm.

Wher m ent was, and J -
scribed 1t.as a.condmou of having your tail in a c‘::::l(:‘.el
askfd Atpcus if Mf: Cunningham would ever pay us.

I:Iot In money,” Atticus said, “but before the 4
out I'li have been paid. You watch.” i b
. We watched. One. mornin :
; g Jem and T fo
of stovewood in the back yard. Later, a sack!:)nfdlui:llczad
nuts appear.ed on the back steps. With Christmas cnmer:
crate of smilax and holly. That spring when we found a
cl.-okersack full of turnip greens, Atticus said Mr. C
ningham had more than paid him. T
“Why does he pay you like that?” I asked.

“Because that’s the only way h
10 money.” Yy Way he can pay me. He has

vAre we poor, Atticus?”
Atticus nodded. “We are indeed.”
Jem’s nose wrinkled. “Are we as poor as the Cunning-

' hams?”

“Not exactly. The Cunninghams are country folks

¢ farmers, and the crash hit them hardest.”

Atticus said professional people were poor because

:1::' :aur;nzrisc l\(mlare p(zlor. As Maycomb County was farm
A els and dimes were hard to com
: e b
] ::catr‘:rsfa&d denns.ts and lawyers. Entailment wasyo:;);
of Mr. Cunningham’s vexations. The acres not en-

My special knowledge of the Cunningham tribe—onéf: tailed were mort ;
branch, that is—was gained from events of last wintet . made went o inf:ies‘:: ‘If;_ tl:ie l:ult. ar_ld the little cash he
Walter’s father was one of Atticus’s clients. After #f Cunningham could get a W‘;’ Ae!dbh’; ml‘:“lh right, Mr.
' Job, but his land would

dreary conversation in our livingroom one night abo

.| 2010 ruin if he left it, and

he was willing to go hungry to
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keep his land and vote as he pleased. Mr. Cunningham,
said Atticus, came from a set breed of men.

As the Cunninghams had no money to pay a lawyer, -
they simply paid us with what they had. “Did you know,” .
<aid Atticus, “that Dr. Reynolds works the same way? |
He charges some folks a bushel of potatoes for delivery
of a baby. Miss Scout, if you give me your attention I'Il |
tell you what entailment is. Jem's definitions are very
nearly accurate sometimes.” :

If I could have explained these things to Miss Caro-/
line, 1 would have saved myself some inconvenience am:L :
Miss Caroline subsequent mortification, but it was be-§
yond my ability to explain things as well as Atticus, so I
said, “You're shamin® him, Miss Caroline. Walter hasn't§
got a quarter at home to bring you, and you can’t use any

stovewood.” !

Miss Caroline stood stock still, then grabbed me by§
the collar and hauled me back to her desk. “Jean Louis
I've had about enough of you this morning," she said:§
“You're starting off on the wrong foot in every way, myp
dear. Hold out your hand.” 4

I thought she was going to spit in it, which was the i
only reason anybody in Maycomb held out his hand: il
was a time-honored method of sealing oral contracls,
Wondering what bargain we had made, I turned to
class for an answer, but the class looked back at me it
puzzlement. Miss Caroline picked up her ruler, gave me
half a dozen quick little pats, then told me to stand in the
corner. A storm of laughter broke loose when it finaliff
occurred 1o the class that Miss Caroline had whippelp
me.

When Miss Caroline threatened it with a similar faf
the first grade exploded again, becoming cold sober onl} -
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when the shadow of Miss Blount fell gver them. Mi
Bl_ount: 2 native Maycombian as yet uninitiated 'in tlhss
mysteries qf the Decimal System, appeared at the d :
hands on hips and announced: “If I hear another so::;
from this reom I'll burn up everybody in it. Miss Caro-
lie, the sixth grade cannot concentrate on th pyrami
for all this racket!” 5 &
My sojourn in the corner was a sho,

the bell, Miss Caroline watched the crltagsnzlfag::l t!) 4
!unch. As I was the last to leave, I saw her sink do o
into her chair and bury her head in her arms. Had l‘:::n
conduct been more friendly toward me, I woulci have fi lr
sorry for her. She was a pretty little thing. B
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CATCHING WALTER CUNNINGHAM in the | '
schoolyard gave me some pleasure, but when I was rub- §
bing his nose in the dist Jem came by and told me to stop. §
“you're bigger'n he is,” he said. ¥

“He's as old as you, nearly,” I said. “He made me start
off on the wrong foot.” ]
“f et him go, Scout. Why?” .
«He didn’t have any lunch,” I said, and explained my &
involvement in Walter’s dietary affairs. !
Walter had picked himself up and was standing qui- §
etly listening to Jem and me. His fists were half cocked, §
as if expecting an onslaught from both of us. T stomped |
at him to chase him away, but Jem put out his hand and.
stopped me. He examined Walter with an air of specu- §
lation. “Your daddy Mr. Walter Cunningham from Oldf
Sarum?” he asked, and Walter nodded. i |
Walter looked as if he had been raised on fish food:§
his eyes, as blue as Dill Harris’s, were red-rimmed and §
watery. There was no color in his face except at the tip ofif
his nose, which was moistly pink. He fingered the straps |
of his overalls, nervously picking at the metal hooks.

Jem suddenly grinned at him. “Come on home to dinnet§
i Reason I can't pass the first grade, Mr. Finch, is I've

with us, Walter,” he said. “We'd be glad to have you."
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Walterrs face brightened, then darkened.
Jem sa'ld, *Our daddy’s a friend of your daddy’s. Scout
hel:t. she's crazy—she won't fight you any more.”

; I wou.ldn t be too certain of that,” I said. Jem’s free
d.lspens.atlon of my I?Iedge irked me, but precions noon-
Elme minutes were ticking away. *“Yeah Walter, I won't
jump on you again. Don’t you like bu ns?
Cal’s a real goed took.” i e

Walter st:od where he was, biting his lip. Jem and I
gave up, and we were neatly to the Rad!
Walter called, “Hey, I'm comin'!” Rk
When Walter caught up with us, Je
) T caug , Jem made pleasan
con;ex;atnon with him. “A hain’t lives there,”phe saic:
cordially, pointing to the Radley house. “*E
i y ver hear about
“Reckon 1 have,” said Walter. *Almost di
A 1 ied firs
f come to school and et them pecans—folks say ttxg T:r
zened ‘em and put 'em over on th i :
goed, e school side of the
Jem seemed to have little fear of B
oo Radle
t;loat wa’allter and I walked beside him, Indeed Jt:nzr g'i':\‘:
astful: “I went all the way up t : -
e y up to the house once,” he
*Anybody who went up to the house o

; ' nce oughta not

snlirun every time he passes it,” I said to the cloﬁgs all;?)vz
“And who’s runnin’, Miss Priss?” ; .
BYou are, when ain’t anybody with you.”

Oney the time we reached our front steps Walter had for-
Es 3 (;1 he was a Cunningham. Jem ran to the kitchen and
AttF Calpurnia to set an extra plate, we had company.
t:_mu:us grceted Walter and began a discussion abou;

ps neither Jem nor I could follow.
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an’ help Papa with the chop-

had to stay out ever’ spring
ow that’s field

pin’, but there’s another'n at the house n
size.”

“Digd you pay a bushel of potatoes for him?" | asked,
but Atticus shook his head at me.

While Walter piled food on his plate, he and Atticus
talked together like two men, 10 the wonderment of Jem
and me. Atticus was expounding upon farm problems
when Walter interrupted to ask if there was any molasses |
in the house. Atticus summoned Calpurnia, who returned |
bearing the syrup pitcher. She stood waiting for Walter
to help himself. Walter poured syrup on his vegetables
and meat with a generous hand. He would probably have _§
poured it into his milk glass had I not asked what the sam

hill he was doing. i
The silver saucer clattered when he replaced the ¥
pitcher, and he quickly put his hands in his lap. Then he 'f
ducked his head. :
Atticus shook his head at me again. “But he’s gone | :
and drowned his dinner in syrup,” 1 protested. “He’s i§

poured it all over—" ;
It was then that Calpurnia requested my presence in §

the kitchen.

She was furious, and when she was furious Calpumnia’s §
grammar became erratic. When in tranquility, her gram- §
mar was as good as anybody’s in Maycomb. Atticus said i
Calpurnia had more education than most colored folks. :

When she squinted down at me the tiny lines nround" i
her eyes deepened. “There's some folks who don’t eati F
like us,” she whispered fiercely, “but you ain't called on'§

to contradict ‘em at the table when they don’t. That boy’s §

yo' comp’ny and if he wants to eat up the table cloth you:
fet him, you hear?”

o
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::He ain’t company, Cal, he's just a Cunningham—"
Hush your mouth! Den’t maiter who they are, any-
body sets foot in this house’s yo’ comp'ny, and don’t you
let me catch you remarkin’ on their ways like you was
50 high and m:g,hty! Yo' folks might be better’n the Cun-
n!ngha!.ns: !Z)!.lt it flon't count for nothin’ the way you're
disgracin em—if you can’t act fit to eat at the table you
can j:]St set here and eat in the kitchen!”
Calpumia sent me through the swingi
€ . - thr ging door to the
diningroom w‘nth a §ung1ng smack. | retrieved my plate
and finished dinner in the kitchen. thankful, though, that
[ was sp.ared .the humiliation of facing them again. I told
Cajpurrua: to Jus.t wait, I'd fix her: one of these days when
she wasn’t looking I'd go off and drown myself in Bark-
er’s Eddy and then she’d be sorry. Besides, I added, she’d
already gotten me in trouble once today: she had taught
me to write and it was all her fault. “H in',”
o to ush your fussin’,
Jem and Walter returned to school ahead
; ' . of me: stay-
ing behind to a_dwse Atticus of Calpurnia’s iniquitiZs
was worth a solitary sprint past the Radley Place. “She
hk;:s Jem better'n she likes me, anyway,” I concluded
and suggested i ime i i :
g goested that Atticus lose no time in packing her
“Have you ever considered that J
_ feos em doesn't wo
her half as much?” Atticus’s voice was flinty. “I'verlz

i 8 .rtention of getting rid of her, now or ever. We couldn’t
. o[f;:hrate a s:ngl'e day without Cal, have you ever thought
‘ot that? You think about how much Cal does for you, and

you mind her, you hear?”
I'returned to school and hated Calpurnia steadily until

jrbs:e(:d:/?‘ shriek s}mttered my resentments. I looked up
g iss Caroline standing in the middle of the room
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sheer horror flooding her face. Apparently she had re-
vived enough to persevere in her profession.

“It's alive!” she screamed.

The male population of the class rushed as one {0

her assistance. Lord, I thought, she's scared of a mouse.

Little Chuck Little, whose patience with all living things
was phenomenal, said, «wWhich way did he go, Miss Car-
oline? Tell us where he went, quick! D.C.—" he tumed
to a boy behind him—"D.C., shut the door and we'll ¢
catch him. Quick, ma’am, where’d he go?” .
Miss Caroline pointed a shaking finger not at the floor §
nor at a desk, butto a hulking individual unknown to me. _§
Little Chuck’s face contracted and he said gently, “You '
mean him, ma’am? Yessum, he's alive. Did he scare you :

some way?’
Miss Caroline said desperately, “I was just walking

by when it crawled out of his hair .. . just crawled out -
of his hair—" _

Little Chuck grinned broadly. «There ain’t no need f
to fear a cootie, ma’am. Ain’t you ever seen one? Now
don’t you be afraid, you just go back to your desk and
teach us some more.”

Little Chuck Little was another member of the popu-
jation who didn’t know where his next meal was com-
ing from, but he was a born gentleman. He put his hand
under her elbow and led Miss Caroline to the front of -
the room. “Now don’t you fret, ma'am,” he said. “There
ain’t no need to fear a cootie. I'll just fetch you some 3
cool water.” 1

The cootie’s host showed not the faintest interest in §
the furor he had wrought. He searched the scalp above 5
his forehead, located his guest and pinched it betweenl.

his thumb and forefinger. i
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Miss Caroline watched the process in horri ina-
tion. I.:ittle Chuck brought watgr in a paper cu:, t::c(ln::e
drank it gratefully. Finally she found her voice. “What is
your name, son?” she asked softly.

The boy blinked. “Who, me?” Miss Caroline nodded

“Burris Ewell.” '

Miss Caroline inspected her rofi-book. *

Ewell here, but I don't have a first name k. wlcn::?lveo:
spell your first name for me?” !

“Don’t know how. They call me Burris’t home.”

“Well, Burris,” said Miss Caroline, “T think we.’d bet-
ter excuse you for the rest of the afternoon. I want you to
go home and wash your hair”

From_her desk she produced a thick volume, leafed
through its pages and read for a moment. “A good home
remec:]y .for—.:ll?llm'is, I want you to go home and wash
your hair with lye soap. When you’
your scalp with kerosetf:'.." b

“What fer, missus?”

“To get rid of the—er, cooties. You see, Burris, th
other children might catch th ’ 'ty :
gt yml?”g h them, and you wouldn’t want

The !)oy stood up. He was the filthiest human I had ever
seen. His m'ack was dark gray, the backs of his hands were
rusty, and his fingernails were black deep into the quick. He
peered at Miss Caroline from a fist-sized clean space on his
fn?e. No one had noticed him, probably, because Miss Car-
Oh'.l.; m:id]; had entertained the class most of the morning.

nd Butris,” said Miss Caroline, * .
self before you come back tomol:rl;ev:r.'?]ease s
mi'I'he boy laughed rudely. “You ain’t sendin’ me home,
ssus. | was on the verge of leavin’—I done done my

o time for this year”

s

s i
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Miss Caroline looked puzzled. “What do you mean
by that?”

The boy did not answer. He gave a short contemptu-
ous snort.

One of the elderly members of the class answered
her. “He's one of the Ewells, ma’am,” and I wondered
if this explanation would be as unsuccessful as my
attempt. But Miss Caroline seemed willing to listen.
wWhole school’s full of em. They come first day ev-
ery year and then leave. The truant lady gets em here
 cause she threatens "em with the sheriff, but she’s give
up tryin’ to hold 'em. She reckons she’s carried out the
Jaw just gettin’ their names on the roll and ronnin’ ‘em

here the first day. You're supposed to mark *em absent |

the rest of the year...”
«gut what about their parents?” asked Miss Caroline,

in genuine concern.

“Ajn't got no mother,” was the answer, “and their §

paw’s right contentious.”
Burris Ewell was flattered by the recital. “Been comin’

to the first day o’ the first grade fer three year now,” he ‘f

said expansively. «Reckon if I'm smart this year they'll
promotie me to the second. . .."

Miss Caroline said, “Sit back down, please, Burris,”
and the moment she said it I knew she had made a seri-
ous mistake. The boy’s condescension flashed to anget.

“You try and make me, missus.”

Litle Chuck Little got to his feet. “Let him-go, §
ma'am,” he said. “He’s a mean ong, a hard-down mean |
one. He’s liabie to start somethin’, and there’s some lile §

folks here.”
He was among the most diminutive of men, but when -
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ha-nd :w,ent to his pocket. “Watch your step, Burris,” he
said. I-d soon’s kill you as look at you. Now go ho,me k-
Bun:ls seemed to be afraid of a child half his heigh't,
ﬂnd hfhss Caroline took advantage of his indecision:
B.ums, go home. If you don’t I'll call the principal,” Sht;
said. “I'll have to report this, anyway.” ’
The boy snorted and slouched leisurely to the door.
Safely out of range, he turned and shouted: “F:é-
port and be damned to ye! Ain’t no snot-nosed slut of
a_schooltgacher ever born ¢'n make me do nothin’! You
ain't maku_l' me go nowhere, missus. You just reme;nber
thalt_,l you ;.un(;t makin’ me go nowhere!”
e waited until he was s i
shuffled out of the building.me e
Soon. we were clustered around her desk, trying in
our various ways to comfort her. He was a real mean
one ... . below the belt. .. you ain’t called on to teach
folks -hke that...them ain’t Maycomb's ways, Miss
garo:!ne, not: re:lly . .. now don’t you fret, ma’' an; Miss
aroline, why don’t yo i
was real fine {lﬁs mogni:'fa.d. e s
Miss Caroline smiled, blew her nose, said, “Thank
ﬂo:.ﬂc:arfliings," :ispersed us, opened a book al;d mysti-
ed the first e wi i
fed the frst grlz:a". th a long narrative about a toadfrog
When 1 pa.sscd the Radley Place for the fourth time
that day—twice at a full gallop—my gloom had deep-
ened to match the house, If the remainder of the schol;l
year were as fraught with drama as the first day, per-
haps it would be mildly entertaining, but the prosp;:c[:eof

.Ispending nine months refraining from reading and writ-

ing made me think of running away.

. Y '« rioht i Byl -
Burris Ewell turmed toward him, Little Chuck’s nght.% 3 y late afternoon most of my traveling plans were
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complete; when Jem and I raced each other up the side-
walk to meet Atticus coming home from work, I didn't
give him much of a race. It was our habit to run meet
Atticus the moment we saw him round the post office
corner in the distance. Atticus seemed to have forgotten
my noontime fall from grace; he was full of questions
about school. My replies were monosyllabic and he did
not press me.

Perhaps Calpurnia sensed that my day had been a
grim one: she let me watch her fix supper. “Shut your
eyes and open your mouth and I'!l give you a surprise,”
she said.

It was not often that she made crackling bread, she
said she never had time, but with both of us at school
today had been an easy one for her. She knew I loved
crackling bread.

“] missed you today,” she said. “The house got 50
lonesome ‘long about Iwo o'c

radio.”
“Why? Jem'n me ain’t ever in the house unless it’s

"N

rainin’.

“] know,” she said. “Butone of you's always incallin® §

distance. I wonder how much of the day I spend just cal-
lin® after you, Well,” she said, getting up from the kitchen
chair, “it’s enough time 10 make a pan of cracklin’ bread,
I reckon. You run along now and let me get supper on

the table.”

Calpurnia bent down and kissed me. I ran along; won- :

dering what had come over her. She had wanted to make
up with me, that was it. She had always been too hard on

me, she had at last seen the error of her fractious ways, &

she was sorry and t00 stubborn to say so. 1 was weary
from the day's crimes.

lock I had to turn on the |

I Miss Caroline had learned several things herself. She
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After supper, Atticus sat down with

(t:laulil:cll, "Scl:gubt; ready to read?’ The Ln:n'r.lt:fn:J ;p::n?:nr:
cou ar, an i
o, d I went to the front porch. Atticus

“Something wrong, Scout?"

I told Atticus I didn’t feel very well and didn’t think
I'd go_to school any more if it was all right with him.

.Amcus sat down in the swing and crossed his l;:gs
His fingers wandered to his watchpocket; he said tha;
was the only way he could think. He waited in amiable
silence, and I sought to reinforce my position: “You
lr:eve; :vent;o school and you do all right, so I'll just stay
: :l)']'l'llj : ;:.J;;; gan teach me like Granddaddy taught you

"}\lo I can’t,” said Atticus. “I have to make a living
Besides, they’d put me in jail if 1 kept you at home—dosé
of magnesia for you tonight and school tomorrow.”

“I'm feeling all right, really.” :

“Thought so. Now what’s the matter?”

Bit by bit, I told him the day’s misfortunes. “—and
she said you taught me all wrong, so we can’t ever read
any more, ever. Please don’t send me back, please sir.”

Atticus stood up and walked to the end of the por.ch
When he completed his examination of the wisteria vim;
he strolled back to me.

“First of all,” he said, “if you can learn a si i
i;(;ut. you'il g]et along a lot better with all :ii:c[llﬂgft’;llit’

never really understan i idet
things from hisB;Joint of vie.(:va—pfrson S,

“Sir?”

“——_until you climb into his skin and walk init"

Atticus said I had learned many thmgasﬂ:lcl:ldg;:l :;ld
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had learned not to hand something to a Cunningham, for
one thing, but if Walter and I had put ourselves in her
shoes we'd have seen it was an honest mistake on her
part. We could not expect her to learn all Maycomb’s
ways in one day, and we could not hold her responsible
when she knew no better.

“{'1l be dogged,” T said. “I didn’t know no bet-
ter than not to read to her, and she held me respon-
sible—listen Atticus, 1 don’t have to go to school!™
[ was bursting with a sudden thought. “Burris Ewell,
remember? He just goes to school the first day. The
rruant lady reckons she’s carried out the law when she
gets his name on the roll—"

“You can't do that, Scout,” Atticus said. “Sometimes
it’s better to bend the law a little in special cases. In your
case, the law remains rigid. So to school you must go.”

“I don't see why [ have to when he doesn’t.”

“Then listen.”

Atticus said the Ewells had been the disgrace of
Maycomb for three generations. None of them had done

an honest day’s work in his recollection. He said that
some Christmas, when he was getting rid of the tree,

he would take me with him and show me where and

how they lived. They were people, but they lived like’

animals. “They can go to school any time they want to,
when they show the faintest symptom of wanting an.
education,” said Atticus. “There are ways of keeping
them in school by force, but it's silly to force people
like the Ewells into a new environment—" b

“If I didn’t go to school tomorrow, you'd force me "

“Let us leave it at this,” said Atticus dryly. “You, Miss
Scout Finch, are of the common folk. You must obey the.

Y}

=g

law.” He said that the Ewells were members of an exclu- 4

[

v
=

T
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sive society made up of Ewells. In certain circumstances
the common folk judiciously allowed them certain privi-
leges by the simple method of becoming blind to some of
the Ewells’ activities. They didn’t have to #0 to school
for one thing. Another thing, Mr. Bob Ewell, Bun‘is‘s;
father, was permitted to hunt and trap out of season.

“Atticus, that’s bad,” T said. In Maycomb County,
hunting out of season was a misdemeanor at law, a capi-
tal felony in the eyes of the populace.

“It’s against the law, all right,” said my father, “and it's
certainly bad, but when a man spends his relief checks
on green whiskey his children have a way of crying from
hunger pains. I don’t know of any landowner around
here who begrudges those children any game their father
can hit.”

“Mr. Ewell shouldn’t do that—"

“Of course he shouldn’t, but he’ll never change his
ways. Are you going to take out your disapproval on his

_ children?”

’ “No sir,” I murmured, and made a final stand: “But
if 1 keep on goin’ to school, we can’t ever read any
more. ...’
“That’s really bothering you, isn't it?”

“Yes sir.”
= _j“fhen Atticus looked down at me [ saw the expression
on his face that always made me expect something. “Do

3 ;__'Eidu-know what a compromise is?” he asked.
~ “Bending the law?”

;iv:kN'so‘ an agreement reached by mutual concessions. It
- WoIKs this way,” he said. “If you'll concede the necessity

: *_‘_}ﬁEOing to school, we’ll go on reading every night just

as e always have. Is it a bargain?”
- “Yes sirl”
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wye'll consider it sealed without the usual formality,”
Atticus said, when he saw me preparing to spit.

As [ opened the front screen door Atticus said, “By |
the way, Scout, you'd better not say anything at school |
ybout our agreement.”

“Why not?”

“'m afraid our activities would be received with | -y
considerable disapprobation by the more learned au- | 4 o
thorities.”

jem and I were accustomed (o our father's last-will-

\nd-testament diction, and we were at all times [ree to THE REMAINDER OF my schooldays were no

interrupt Atticus for 2 transtation when 1t was beyond more auspicious than the first. [ndeed, they were an end-
less Project that slowly evolved into a Unit, in which
miles of construction paper and wax crayon were €x-

ur understanding.

“Huh, sir?”

“Lnever went 10 school,” he said, “but I have a feeling | pended by the State of Alabama in its well-meanin
that if you tell Miss Caroline we read every night she’il '} put fruitless efforts to teach me Group Dy namics tht
uet after me, and I wouldn’t want her after me. i Jem called the Dewey Decimal System was school-wide

Atticus kept us in fits that evening, gravely reading en ; ;

e 01 L | o e o
no discernible reason, which was reason enough forJem | .ound me: Atticus and my uncle wilo went t f hool
to spend the following Saturday aloft in the treehouse. | o home, knew everything—at le'ast what x sg-dmf
Jem sat from after breakfast until sunset and would have tnow the other did. Furthermore, I c:t,)uld z:t ]c;n]e A :
rfamajnecl overnight had not Atticus severed his supply | ing that my father had served fo; years i,:'l thee t;;tno]tlc-
lines. [ had spent most of the d:_ly.climl'aing e ‘“_‘d down, | isiature, elected each time without opposition Sinnirceeg-l
running errands for him, providing him W“!‘ literature, I|- of the adjustments my teachers thought essen‘lial to tI:1
nounshn}ent and water, and L carrying him blankets development of Good Citizenship. Jem, educat d .
for the night when Atticus said if I paid no attention 10 | paif-Decimal half-Duscecap basii. e [ca: G0
him, Jem would come down. Atticus was right. ; 4 effectively alone or in a group, bu; Jem was Z p‘:)[cl:'ne(::

I ample: no tutorial system devised by man could have
-Slopl?ed him from getting at books. As for me, I knew
_ .ﬂOthfng except what § gathered from 7ime magazine and
1 ‘-_.ll'.“-""_‘dlﬂg everyt?ling i could lay hands on at home, but as
inched sluggishly along the treadmill of the Maycomb

T




