　　1960TOKILLAMOCKINGBIRDbyHarperLee《杀死一只知更鸟（ToKillAMockingbird）》（英文版）作者：哈柏李（HarperLee）一位不顾个人安危，为黑人伸张正义的律师——艾蒂科斯·芬奇。芬奇在南方梅岗城任职，为人正直沉稳，常常不计报酬地为穷人们伸张正义。他对年幼丧母的女儿斯科特与儿子詹姆即严格又慈爱。有一次谈起打鸟时，他对孩子说，不要去杀死知更鸟，因为它们只为人类歌唱，从来不做危害人类的事情。

　　在当地，歧视黑人的现象十分严重。一天，芬奇去法院为黑人汤姆一案当辩护律师。白人检查官指控汤姆犯有强奸罪，芬奇经过认真调查，发现事实并非如此。于是，在法庭上，他实事求是地进行辩护，把对汤姆的指控一一加以驳斥，最后他要求判汤姆无罪，并且义正辞严地呼吁人们要尊重事实，要维护人类的尊严与平等。可是法官与陪审团都偏信原告的“证词”，仍判汤姆有罪。而且，事情并没有就此结束，持种族偏见的一些白人进而对芬奇一家进行挑衅和恫吓，詹姆与斯科特在参加万圣节庆祝活动时被一伙歹徒袭击，詹姆的胳膊被扭断。面对强暴，芬奇毫不畏缩，他准备继续为汤姆申诉。

　　主题·人生的善恶问题。善良与罪恶并存，因而应该欣赏他人美德并以同情态度从他人的视角看待生活来理解他人的罪恶。

　　·罪恶威胁着无辜者。

　　·同情与理解在良知发展中的作用。

　　·儿童与知识和道德上的教育。最重要的是教育他们具同情和理解之心，而同情和理解的方式是教育的最佳途径。

　　·种族歧视与社会等级的虚伪。

　　·从童年向成年的过渡问题。人活着不泯灭良知而又不丧失希望、不愤世疾俗是可能的。

　　象征知更鸟（Mockingbird）在字面上与情节没什么联系，但在小说中具有强大象征性。它代表了天真无辜者。而“杀死一只知更鸟”的故事就是一个罪恶毁灭天真无辜者的故事。小说中的杰姆（Jem）、汤姆·鲁滨逊（TomRobinson）、迪尔（Dill）、布（Boo）、雷蒙德先生（Mr.Raymoud）、梅耶拉·尤厄尔（MayellaEwell）都是“知更鸟”。

　　布·拉德力（BooRadley）“布”在小说中很少露面，但孩子们对“布”的态度的变化是衡量孩子们从童年的天真发展为具有承认的道德观的重要尺度。开始时被残暴的父亲摧毁而足不出户的“布”在孩子们眼中代表了恶魔的恐怖，而随着“布”不断向孩子们赠送小礼物，为杰姆缝补了裤子，他在孩子们眼中的形象也逐渐真实起来。到小说最后，“布”从鲍伯·尤厄尔手中救出了斯各特和杰姆时，在斯各特眼里，“布”已由一个鬼魂变成了一个人。“布”象征了人类的高贵善良品质，尽管曾经受伤害，但内心的纯洁善良贯穿于他整个生命。

　　DEDICATIONforMr.LeeandAliceinconsiderationofLove&AffectionLawyers,Isuppose,werechildrenonce.

　　CharlesLambPARTONE1Whenhewasnearlythirteen,mybrotherJemgothisarmbadlybrokenattheelbow.Whenithealed,andJem'sfearsofneverbeingabletoplayfootballwereassuaged,hewasseldomself-consciousabouthisinjury.Hisleftarmwassomewhatshorterthanhisright;whenhestoodorwalked,thebackofhishandwasatrightanglestohisbody,histhumbparalleltohisthigh.Hecouldn'thavecaredless,solongashecouldpassandpunt.

　　Whenenoughyearshadgonebytoenableustolookbackonthem,wesometimesdiscussedtheeventsleadingtohisaccident.ImaintainthattheEwellsstarteditall,butJem,whowasfouryearsmysenior,saiditstartedlongbeforethat.HesaiditbeganthesummerDillcametous,whenDillfirstgaveustheideaofmakingBooRadleycomeout.

　　Isaidifhewantedtotakeabroadviewofthething,itreallybeganwithAndrewJackson.IfGeneralJacksonhadn'truntheCreeksupthecreek,SimonFinchwouldneverhavepaddleduptheAlabama,andwherewouldwebeifhehadn't?Wewerefartoooldtosettleanargumentwithafist-fight,soweconsultedAtticus.Ourfathersaidwewerebothright.

　　BeingSoutherners,itwasasourceofshametosomemembersofthefamilythatwehadnorecordedancestorsoneithersideoftheBattleofHastings.AllwehadwasSimonFinch,afur-trappingapothecaryfromCornwallwhosepietywasexceededonlybyhisstinginess.InEngland,SimonwasirritatedbythepersecutionofthosewhocalledthemselvesMethodistsatthehandsoftheirmoreliberalbrethren,andasSimoncalledhimselfaMethodist,heworkedhiswayacrosstheAtlantictoPhiladelphia,thencetoJamaica,thencetoMobile,anduptheSaintStephens.MindfulofJohnWesley'sstricturesontheuseofmanywordsinbuyingandselling,Simonmadeapilepracticingmedicine,butinthispursuithewasunhappylesthebetemptedintodoingwhatheknewwasnotforthegloryofGod,astheputtingonofgoldandcostlyapparel.SoSimon,havingforgottenhisteacher'sdictumonthepossessionofhumanchattels,boughtthreeslavesandwiththeiraidestablishedahomesteadonthebanksoftheAlabamaRiversomefortymilesaboveSaintStephens.HereturnedtoSaintStephensonlyonce,tofindawife,andwithherestablishedalinethatranhightodaughters.Simonlivedtoanimpressiveageanddiedrich.

　　ItwascustomaryforthemeninthefamilytoremainonSimon'shomestead,Finch'sLanding,andmaketheirlivingfromcotton.Theplacewasself-sufficient:modestincomparisonwiththeempiresaroundit,theLandingneverthelessproducedeverythingrequiredtosustainlifeexceptice,wheatflour,andarticlesofclothing,suppliedbyriver-boatsfromMobile.

　　SimonwouldhaveregardedwithimpotentfurythedisturbancebetweentheNorthandtheSouth,asitlefthisdescendantsstrippedofeverythingbuttheirland,yetthetraditionoflivingonthelandremainedunbrokenuntilwellintothetwentiethcentury,whenmyfather,AtticusFinch,wenttoMontgomerytoreadlaw,andhisyoungerbrotherwenttoBostontostudymedicine.TheirsisterAlexandrawastheFinchwhoremainedattheLanding:shemarriedataciturnmanwhospentmostofhistimelyinginahammockbytheriverwonderingifhistrot-lineswerefull.

　　Whenmyfatherwasadmittedtothebar,hereturnedtoMaycombandbeganhispractice.Maycomb,sometwentymileseastofFinch'sLanding,wasthecountyseatofMaycombCounty.Atticus'sofficeinthecourthousecontainedlittlemorethanahatrack,aspittoon,acheckerboardandanunsulliedCodeofAlabama.HisfirsttwoclientswerethelasttwopersonshangedintheMaycombCountyjail.Atticushadurgedthemtoacceptthestate'sgenerosityinallowingthemtopleadGuiltytosecond-degreemurderandescapewiththeirlives,buttheywereHaverfords,inMaycombCountyanamesynonymouswithjackass.TheHaverfordshaddispatchedMaycomb'sleadingblacksmithinamisunderstandingarisingfromtheallegedwrongfuldetentionofamare,wereimprudentenoughtodoitinthepresenceofthreewitnesses,andinsistedthatthe-son-of-a-bitch-had-it-coming-to-himwasagoodenoughdefenseforanybody.TheypersistedinpleadingNotGuiltytofirst-degreemurder,sotherewasnothingmuchAtticuscoulddoforhisclientsexceptbepresentattheirdeparture,anoccasionthatwasprobablythebeginningofmyfather'sprofounddistasteforthepracticeofcriminallaw.

　　DuringhisfirstfiveyearsinMaycomb,Atticuspracticedeconomymorethananything;forseveralyearsthereafterheinvestedhisearningsinhisbrother'seducation.JohnHaleFinchwastenyearsyoungerthanmyfather,andchosetostudymedicineatatimewhencottonwasnotworthgrowing;butaftergettingUncleJackstarted,Atticusderivedareasonableincomefromthelaw.HelikedMaycomb,hewasMaycombCountybornandbred;heknewhispeople,theyknewhim,andbecauseofSimonFinch'sindustry,Atticuswasrelatedbybloodormarriagetonearlyeveryfamilyinthetown.

　　Maycombwasanoldtown,butitwasatiredoldtownwhenIfirstknewit.Inrainyweatherthestreetsturnedtoredslop;grassgrewonthesidewalks,thecourthousesaggedinthesquare.Somehow,itwashotterthen:ablackdogsufferedonasummer'sday;bonymuleshitchedtoHoovercartsflickedfliesintheswelteringshadeoftheliveoaksonthesquare.Men'sstiffcollarswiltedbynineinthemorning.Ladiesbathedbeforenoon,aftertheirthree-o'clocknaps,andbynightfallwerelikesoftteacakeswithfrostingsofsweatandsweettalcum.

　　Peoplemovedslowlythen.Theyambledacrossthesquare,shuffledinandoutofthestoresaroundit,tooktheirtimeabouteverything.Adaywastwenty-fourhourslongbutseemedlonger.Therewasnohurry,fortherewasnowheretogo,nothingtobuyandnomoneytobuyitwith,nothingtoseeoutsidetheboundariesofMaycombCounty.

　　Butitwasatimeofvagueoptimismforsomeofthepeople:MaycombCountyhadrecentlybeentoldthatithadnothingtofearbutfearitself.

　　Welivedonthemainresidentialstreetintown-Atticus,JemandI,plusCalpurniaourcook.JemandIfoundourfathersatisfactory:heplayedwithus,readtous,andtreateduswithcourteousdetachment.

　　Calpurniawassomethingelseagain.Shewasallanglesandbones;shewasnearsighted;shesquinted;herhandwaswideasabedslatandtwiceashard.Shewasalwaysorderingmeoutofthekitchen,askingmewhyIcouldn'tbehaveaswellasJemwhensheknewhewasolder,andcallingmehomewhenIwasn'treadytocome.Ourbattleswereepicandone-sided.Calpurniaalwayswon,mainlybecauseAtticusalwaystookherside.ShehadbeenwithuseversinceJemwasborn,andIhadfelthertyrannicalpresenceaslongasIcouldremember.

　　OurmotherdiedwhenIwastwo,soIneverfeltherabsence.ShewasaGrahamfromMontgomery;Atticusmetherwhenhewasfirstelectedtothestatelegislature.Hewasmiddle-agedthen,shewasfifteenyearshisjunior.Jemwastheproductoftheirfirstyearofmarriage;fouryearslaterIwasborn,andtwoyearslaterourmotherdiedfromasuddenheartattack.Theysaiditraninherfamily.Ididnotmissher,butIthinkJemdid.Herememberedherclearly,andsometimesinthemiddleofagamehewouldsighatlength,thengooffandplaybyhimselfbehindthecar-house.Whenhewaslikethat,Iknewbetterthantobotherhim.

　　WhenIwasalmostsixandJemwasnearlyten,oursummertimeboundaries（withincallingdistanceofCalpurnia）wereMrs.HenryLafayetteDubose'shousetwodoorstothenorthofus,andtheRadleyPlacethreedoorstothesouth.Wewerenevertemptedtobreakthem.TheRadleyPlacewasinhabitedbyanunknownentitythemeredescriptionofwhomwasenoughtomakeusbehavefordaysonend;Mrs.Dubosewasplainhell.

　　ThatwasthesummerDillcametous.

　　Earlyonemorningaswewerebeginningourday'splayinthebackyard,JemandIheardsomethingnextdoorinMissRachelHaverford'scollardpatch.Wewenttothewirefencetoseeiftherewasapuppy-MissRachel'sratterrierwasexpecting-insteadwefoundsomeonesittinglookingatus.Sittingdown,hewasn'tmuchhigherthanthecollards.Westaredathimuntilhespoke:

　　"Hey.""Heyyourself,"saidJempleasantly.

　　"I'mCharlesBakerHarris,"hesaid."Icanread.""Sowhat?"Isaid.

　　"Ijustthoughtyou'dliketoknowIcanread.Yougotanythingneedsreadin'Icandoit…""Howoldareyou,"askedJem,"four-and-a-half?""Goin'onseven.""Shootnowonder,then,"saidJem,jerkinghisthumbatme."Scoutyonder'sbeenreadin'eversinceshewasborn,andsheain'tevenstartedtoschoolyet.Youlookrightpunyforgoin'onseven.""I'mlittlebutI'mold,"hesaid.

　　Jembrushedhishairbacktogetabetterlook."Whydon'tyoucomeover,CharlesBakerHarris?"hesaid."Lord,whataname.""'snotanyfunnier'nyours.AuntRachelsaysyourname'sJeremyAtticusFinch."Jemscowled."I'mbigenoughtofitmine,"hesaid."Yourname'slonger'nyouare.Betit'safootlonger.""FolkscallmeDill,"saidDill,strugglingunderthefence.

　　"Dobetterifyougooveritinsteadofunderit,"Isaid.

　　"Where'dyoucomefrom?"DillwasfromMeridian,Mississippi,wasspendingthesummerwithhisaunt,MissRachel,andwouldbespendingeverysummerinMaycombfromnowon.HisfamilywasfromMaycombCountyoriginally,hismotherworkedforaphotographerinMeridian,hadenteredhispictureinaBeautifulChildcontestandwonfivedollars.ShegavethemoneytoDill,whowenttothepictureshowtwentytimesonit.

　　"Don'thaveanypictureshowshere,exceptJesusonesinthecourthousesometimes,"saidJem."Everseeanythinggood?"DillhadseenDracula,*arevelationthatmovedJemtoeyehimwiththebeginningofrespect."Tellittous,"hesaid.

　　*InDOSversionsitalicizedtextisenclosedinchevrons.

　　Dillwasacuriosity.Heworebluelinenshortsthatbuttonedtohisshirt,hishairwassnowwhiteandstucktohisheadlikeduckfluff;hewasayearmyseniorbutItoweredoverhim.Ashetoldustheoldtalehisblueeyeswouldlightenanddarken;hislaughwassuddenandhappy;hehabituallypulledatacowlickinthecenterofhisforehead.

　　WhenDillreducedDraculatodust,andJemsaidtheshowsoundedbetterthanthebook,IaskedDillwherehisfatherwas:"Youain'tsaidanythingabouthim.""Ihaven'tgotone.""Ishedead?""No…""Thenifhe'snotdeadyou'vegotone,haven'tyou?"DillblushedandJemtoldmetohush,asuresignthatDillhadbeenstudiedandfoundacceptable.Thereafterthesummerpassedinroutinecontentment.Routinecontentmentwas:improvingourtreehousethatrestedbetweengianttwinchinaberrytreesinthebackyard,fussing,runningthroughourlistofdramasbasedontheworksofOliverOptic,VictorAppleton,andEdgarRiceBurroughs.InthismatterwewereluckytohaveDill.Heplayedthecharacterpartsformerlythrustuponme-theapeinTarzan,Mr.CrabtreeinTheRoverBoys,Mr.DamoninTomSwift.ThuswecametoknowDillasapocketMerlin,whoseheadteemedwitheccentricplans,strangelongings,andquaintfancies.

　　ButbytheendofAugustourrepertoirewasvapidfromcountlessreproductions,anditwasthenthatDillgaveustheideaofmakingBooRadleycomeout.

　　TheRadleyPlacefascinatedDill.Inspiteofourwarningsandexplanationsitdrewhimasthemoondrawswater,butdrewhimnonearerthanthelight-poleonthecorner,asafedistancefromtheRadleygate.Therehewouldstand,hisarmaroundthefatpole,staringandwondering.

　　TheRadleyPlacejuttedintoasharpcurvebeyondourhouse.Walkingsouth,onefaceditsporch;thesidewalkturnedandranbesidethelot.Thehousewaslow,wasoncewhitewithadeepfrontporchandgreenshutters,buthadlongagodarkenedtothecoloroftheslate-grayyardaroundit.Rain-rottedshinglesdroopedovertheeavesoftheveranda;oaktreeskeptthesunaway.Theremainsofapicketdrunkenlyguardedthefrontyard-a"swept"yardthatwasneverswept-wherejohnsongrassandrabbit-tobaccogrewinabundance.

　　Insidethehouselivedamalevolentphantom.Peoplesaidheexisted,butJemandIhadneverseenhim.Peoplesaidhewentoutatnightwhenthemoonwasdown,andpeepedinwindows.Whenpeople'sazaleasfrozeinacoldsnap,itwasbecausehehadbreathedonthem.AnystealthysmallcrimescommittedinMaycombwerehiswork.Oncethetownwasterrorizedbyaseriesofmorbidnocturnalevents:people'schickensandhouseholdpetswerefoundmutilated;althoughtheculpritwasCrazyAddie,whoeventuallydrownedhimselfinBarker'sEddy,peoplestilllookedattheRadleyPlace,unwillingtodiscardtheirinitialsuspicions.ANegrowouldnotpasstheRadleyPlaceatnight,hewouldcutacrosstothesidewalkoppositeandwhistleashewalked.TheMaycombschoolgroundsadjoinedthebackoftheRadleylot;fromtheRadleychickenyardtallpecantreesshooktheirfruitintotheschoolyard,butthenutslayuntouchedbythechildren:

　　Radleypecanswouldkillyou.AbaseballhitintotheRadleyyardwasalostballandnoquestionsasked.

　　ThemiseryofthathousebeganmanyyearsbeforeJemandIwereborn.TheRadleys,welcomeanywhereintown,kepttothemselves,apredilectionunforgivableinMaycomb.Theydidnotgotochurch,Maycomb'sprincipalrecreation,butworshipedathome;Mrs.Radleyseldomifevercrossedthestreetforamid-morningcoffeebreakwithherneighbors,andcertainlyneverjoinedamissionarycircle.

　　Mr.Radleywalkedtotownateleven-thirtyeverymorningandcamebackpromptlyattwelve,sometimescarryingabrownpaperbagthattheneighborhoodassumedcontainedthefamilygroceries.IneverknewhowoldMr.Radleymadehisliving-Jemsaidhe"boughtcotton,"apolitetermfordoingnothing-butMr.Radleyandhiswifehadlivedtherewiththeirtwosonsaslongasanybodycouldremember.

　　TheshuttersanddoorsoftheRadleyhousewereclosedonSundays,anotherthingalientoMaycomb'sways:closeddoorsmeantillnessandcoldweatheronly.OfalldaysSundaywasthedayforformalafternoonvisiting:ladiesworecorsets,menworecoats,childrenworeshoes.ButtoclimbtheRadleyfrontstepsandcall,"He-y,"ofaSundayafternoonwassomethingtheirneighborsneverdid.TheRadleyhousehadnoscreendoors.IonceaskedAtticusifiteverhadany;Atticussaidyes,butbeforeIwasborn.

　　Accordingtoneighborhoodlegend,whentheyoungerRadleyboywasinhisteenshebecameacquaintedwithsomeoftheCunninghamsfromOldSarum,anenormousandconfusingtribedomiciledinthenorthernpartofthecounty,andtheyformedthenearestthingtoagangeverseeninMaycomb.Theydidlittle,butenoughtobediscussedbythetownandpubliclywarnedfromthreepulpits:theyhungaroundthebarbershop;theyrodethebustoAbbottsvilleonSundaysandwenttothepictureshow;theyattendeddancesatthecounty'sriversidegamblinghell,theDew-DropInn&FishingCamp;theyexperimentedwithstumpholewhiskey.NobodyinMaycombhadnerveenoughtotellMr.

　　Radleythathisboywasinwiththewrongcrowd.

　　Onenight,inanexcessivespurtofhighspirits,theboysbackedaroundthesquareinaborrowedflivver,resistedarrestbyMaycomb'sancientbeadle,Mr.Conner,andlockedhiminthecourthouseouthouse.Thetowndecidedsomethinghadtobedone;Mr.Connersaidheknewwhoeachandeveryoneofthemwas,andhewasboundanddeterminedtheywouldn'tgetawaywithit,sotheboyscamebeforetheprobatejudgeonchargesofdisorderlyconduct,disturbingthepeace,assaultandbattery,andusingabusiveandprofanelanguageinthepresenceandhearingofafemale.ThejudgeaskedMr.Connerwhyheincludedthelastcharge;Mr.ConnersaidtheycussedsoloudhewassureeveryladyinMaycombheardthem.Thejudgedecidedtosendtheboystothestateindustrialschool,whereboysweresometimessentfornootherreasonthantoprovidethemwithfoodanddecentshelter:itwasnoprisonanditwasnodisgrace.Mr.

　　Radleythoughtitwas.IfthejudgereleasedArthur,Mr.RadleywouldseetoitthatArthurgavenofurthertrouble.KnowingthatMr.Radley'swordwashisbond,thejudgewasgladtodoso.

　　Theotherboysattendedtheindustrialschoolandreceivedthebestsecondaryeducationtobehadinthestate;oneofthemeventuallyworkedhiswaythroughengineeringschoolatAuburn.ThedoorsoftheRadleyhousewereclosedonweekdaysaswellasSundays,andMr.Radley'sboywasnotseenagainforfifteenyears.

　　Buttherecameaday,barelywithinJem'smemory,whenBooRadleywasheardfromandwasseenbyseveralpeople,butnotbyJem.HesaidAtticusnevertalkedmuchabouttheRadleys:whenJemwouldquestionhimAtticus'sonlyanswerwasforhimtomindhisownbusinessandlettheRadleysmindtheirs,theyhadarightto;butwhenithappenedJemsaidAtticusshookhisheadandsaid,"Mm,mm,mm."SoJemreceivedmostofhisinformationfromMissStephanieCrawford,aneighborhoodscold,whosaidsheknewthewholething.

　　AccordingtoMissStephanie,BoowassittinginthelivingroomcuttingsomeitemsfromTheMaycombTribunetopasteinhisscrapbook.Hisfatherenteredtheroom.AsMr.Radleypassedby,Boodrovethescissorsintohisparent'sleg,pulledthemout,wipedthemonhispants,andresumedhisactivities.

　　Mrs.RadleyranscreamingintothestreetthatArthurwaskillingthemall,butwhenthesheriffarrivedhefoundBoostillsittinginthelivingroom,cuttinguptheTribune.Hewasthirty-threeyearsoldthen.

　　MissStephaniesaidoldMr.RadleysaidnoRadleywasgoingtoanyasylum,whenitwassuggestedthataseasoninTuscaloosamightbehelpfultoBoo.Boowasn'tcrazy,hewashigh-strungattimes.Itwasallrighttoshuthimup,Mr.Radleyconceded,butinsistedthatBoonotbechargedwithanything:hewasnotacriminal.Thesheriffhadn'tthehearttoputhiminjailalongsideNegroes,soBoowaslockedinthecourthousebasement.

　　Boo'stransitionfromthebasementtobackhomewasnebulousinJem'smemory.MissStephanieCrawfordsaidsomeofthetowncounciltoldMr.Radleythatifhedidn'ttakeBooback,Boowoulddieofmoldfromthedamp.Besides,Boocouldnotliveforeveronthebountyofthecounty.

　　NobodyknewwhatformofintimidationMr.RadleyemployedtokeepBoooutofsight,butJemfiguredthatMr.Radleykepthimchainedtothebedmostofthetime.Atticussaidno,itwasn'tthatsortofthing,thattherewereotherwaysofmakingpeopleintoghosts.

　　MymemorycamealivetoseeMrs.Radleyoccasionallyopenthefrontdoor,walktotheedgeoftheporch,andpourwateronhercannas.ButeverydayJemandIwouldseeMr.Radleywalkingtoandfromtown.Hewasathinleatherymanwithcolorlesseyes,socolorlesstheydidnotreflectlight.Hischeekbonesweresharpandhismouthwaswide,withathinupperlipandafulllowerlip.MissStephanieCrawfordsaidhewassouprighthetookthewordofGodashisonlylaw,andwebelievedher,becauseMr.Radley'sposturewasramrodstraight.

　　Heneverspoketous.Whenhepassedwewouldlookatthegroundandsay,"Goodmorning,sir,"andhewouldcoughinreply.Mr.Radley'seldersonlivedinPensacola;hecamehomeatChristmas,andhewasoneofthefewpersonsweeversawenterorleavetheplace.FromthedayMr.RadleytookArthurhome,peoplesaidthehousedied.

　　ButtherecameadaywhenAtticustoldushe'dwearusoutifwemadeanynoiseintheyardandcommissionedCalpurniatoserveinhisabsenceifsheheardasoundoutofus.Mr.Radleywasdying.

　　Hetookhistimeaboutit.WoodensawhorsesblockedtheroadateachendoftheRadleylot,strawwasputdownonthesidewalk,trafficwasdivertedtothebackstreet.Dr.ReynoldsparkedhiscarinfrontofourhouseandwalkedtotheRadley'severytimehecalled.JemandIcreptaroundtheyardfordays.Atlastthesawhorsesweretakenaway,andwestoodwatchingfromthefrontporchwhenMr.Radleymadehisfinaljourneypastourhouse.

　　"TheregoesthemeanestmaneverGodblewbreathinto,"murmuredCalpurnia,andshespatmeditativelyintotheyard.Welookedatherinsurprise,forCalpurniararelycommentedonthewaysofwhitepeople.

　　TheneighborhoodthoughtwhenMr.RadleywentunderBoowouldcomeout,butithadanotherthinkcoming:Boo'selderbrotherreturnedfromPensacolaandtookMr.Radley'splace.Theonlydifferencebetweenhimandhisfatherwastheirages.JemsaidMr.NathanRadley"boughtcotton,"too.Mr.Nathanwouldspeaktous,however,whenwesaidgoodmorning,andsometimeswesawhimcomingfromtownwithamagazineinhishand.

　　ThemorewetoldDillabouttheRadleys,themorehewantedtoknow,thelongerhewouldstandhuggingthelight-poleonthecorner,themorehewouldwonder.

　　"Wonderwhathedoesinthere,"hewouldmurmur."Lookslikehe'djuststickhisheadoutthedoor."Jemsaid,"Hegoesout,allright,whenit'spitchdark.MissStephanieCrawfordsaidshewokeupinthemiddleofthenightonetimeandsawhimlookingstraightthroughthewindowather…saidhisheadwaslikeaskulllookin'ather.Ain'tyoueverwakedupatnightandheardhim,Dill?Hewalkslikethis-"Jemslidhisfeetthroughthegravel."WhydoyouthinkMissRachellocksupsotightatnight?I'veseenhistracksinourbackyardmanyamornin',andonenightIheardhimscratchingonthebackscreen,buthewasgonetimeAtticusgotthere.""Wonderwhathelookslike?"saidDill.

　　JemgaveareasonabledescriptionofBoo:Boowasaboutsix-and-a-halffeettall,judgingfromhistracks;hedinedonrawsquirrelsandanycatshecouldcatch,that'swhyhishandswerebloodstained-ifyouateananimalraw,youcouldneverwashthebloodoff.Therewasalongjaggedscarthatranacrosshisface;whatteethhehadwereyellowandrotten;hiseyespopped,andhedrooledmostofthetime.

　　"Let'strytomakehimcomeout,"saidDill."I'dliketoseewhathelookslike."JemsaidifDillwantedtogethimselfkilled,allhehadtodowasgoupandknockonthefrontdoor.

　　OurfirstraidcametopassonlybecauseDillbetJemTheGrayGhostagainsttwoTomSwiftsthatJemwouldn'tgetanyfartherthantheRadleygate.Inallhislife,Jemhadneverdeclinedadare.

　　Jemthoughtaboutitforthreedays.Isupposehelovedhonormorethanhishead,forDillworehimdowneasily:"You'rescared,"Dillsaid,thefirstday."Ain'tscared,justrespectful,"Jemsaid.ThenextdayDillsaid,"You'retooscaredeventoputyourbigtoeinthefrontyard."Jemsaidhereckonedhewasn't,he'dpassedtheRadleyPlaceeveryschooldayofhislife.

　　"Alwaysrunnin',"Isaid.

　　ButDillgothimthethirdday,whenhetoldJemthatfolksinMeridiancertainlyweren'tasafraidasthefolksinMaycomb,thathe'dneverseensuchscaryfolksastheonesinMaycomb.

　　ThiswasenoughtomakeJemmarchtothecorner,wherehestoppedandleanedagainstthelight-pole,watchingthegatehangingcrazilyonitshomemadehinge.

　　"Ihopeyou'vegotitthroughyourheadthathe'llkilluseachandeveryone,DillHarris,"saidJem,whenwejoinedhim."Don'tblamemewhenhegougesyoureyesout.Youstartedit,remember.""You'restillscared,"murmuredDillpatiently.

　　JemwantedDilltoknowonceandforallthathewasn'tscaredofanything:"It'sjustthatIcan'tthinkofawaytomakehimcomeoutwithouthimgettin'us."Besides,Jemhadhislittlesistertothinkof.

　　Whenhesaidthat,Iknewhewasafraid.JemhadhislittlesistertothinkofthetimeIdaredhimtojumpoffthetopofthehouse:"IfIgotkilled,what'dbecomeofyou?"heasked.Thenhejumped,landedunhurt,andhissenseofresponsibilitylefthimuntilconfrontedbytheRadleyPlace.

　　"Yougonnarunoutonadare?"askedDill."Ifyouare,then-""Dill,youhavetothinkaboutthesethings,"Jemsaid."Lemmethinkaminute…it'ssortoflikemakingaturtlecomeout…""How'sthat?"askedDill.

　　"Strikeamatchunderhim."ItoldJemifhesetfiretotheRadleyhouseIwasgoingtotellAtticusonhim.

　　Dillsaidstrikingamatchunderaturtlewashateful.

　　"Ain'thateful,justpersuadeshim-'snotlikeyou'dchunkhiminthefire,"Jemgrowled.

　　"Howdoyouknowamatchdon'thurthim?""Turtlescan'tfeel,stupid,"saidJem.

　　"Wereyoueveraturtle,huh?""Mystars,Dill!Nowlemmethink…reckonwecanrockhim…"JemstoodinthoughtsolongthatDillmadeamildconcession:"Iwon'tsayyouranoutonadarean'I'llswapyouTheGrayGhostifyoujustgoupandtouchthehouse."Jembrightened."Touchthehouse,thatall?"Dillnodded.

　　"Surethat'sall,now?Idon'twantyouhollerin'somethingdifferenttheminuteIgetback.""Yeah,that'sall,"saidDill."He'llprobablycomeoutafteryouwhenheseesyouintheyard,thenScout'n'me'lljumponhimandholdhimdowntillwecantellhimweain'tgonnahurthim."Weleftthecorner,crossedthesidestreetthatraninfrontoftheRadleyhouse,andstoppedatthegate.

　　"Wellgoon,"saidDill,"Scoutandme'srightbehindyou.""I'mgoing,"saidJem,"don'thurryme."Hewalkedtothecornerofthelot,thenbackagain,studyingthesimpleterrainasifdecidinghowbesttoeffectanentry,frowningandscratchinghishead.

　　ThenIsneeredathim.

　　Jemthrewopenthegateandspedtothesideofthehouse,slappeditwithhispalmandranbackpastus,notwaitingtoseeifhisforaywassuccessful.DillandIfollowedonhisheels.Safelyonourporch,pantingandoutofbreath,welookedback.

　　Theoldhousewasthesame,droopyandsick,butaswestareddownthestreetwethoughtwesawaninsideshuttermove.Flick.Atiny,almostinvisiblemovement,andthehousewasstill.

　　2DillleftusearlyinSeptember,toreturntoMeridian.Wesawhimoffonthefiveo'clockbusandIwasmiserablewithouthimuntilitoccurredtomethatIwouldbestartingtoschoolinaweek.Ineverlookedforwardmoretoanythinginmylife.Hoursofwintertimehadfoundmeinthetreehouse,lookingoverattheschoolyard,spyingonmultitudesofchildrenthroughatwo-powertelescopeJemhadgivenme,learningtheirgames,followingJem'sredjacketthroughwrigglingcirclesofblindman'sbuff,secretlysharingtheirmisfortunesandminorvictories.Ilongedtojointhem.

　　Jemcondescendedtotakemetoschoolthefirstday,ajobusuallydonebyone'sparents,butAtticushadsaidJemwouldbedelightedtoshowmewheremyroomwas.Ithinksomemoneychangedhandsinthistransaction,foraswetrottedaroundthecornerpasttheRadleyPlaceIheardanunfamiliarjingleinJem'spockets.Whenweslowedtoawalkattheedgeoftheschoolyard,JemwascarefultoexplainthatduringschoolhoursIwasnottobotherhim,IwasnottoapproachhimwithrequeststoenactachapterofTarzanandtheAntMen,toembarrasshimwithreferencestohisprivatelife,ortagalongbehindhimatrecessandnoon.Iwastostickwiththefirstgradeandhewouldstickwiththefifth.Inshort,Iwastoleavehimalone.

　　"Youmeanwecan'tplayanymore?"Iasked.

　　"We'lldolikewealwaysdoathome,"hesaid,"butyou'llsee-school'sdifferent."Itcertainlywas.Beforethefirstmorningwasover,MissCarolineFisher,ourteacher,hauledmeuptothefrontoftheroomandpattedthepalmofmyhandwitharuler,thenmademestandinthecorneruntilnoon.

　　MissCarolinewasnomorethantwenty-one.Shehadbrightauburnhair,pinkcheeks,andworecrimsonfingernailpolish.Shealsoworehigh-heeledpumpsandared-and-white-stripeddress.Shelookedandsmelledlikeapeppermintdrop.SheboardedacrossthestreetonedoordownfromusinMissMaudieAtkinson'supstairsfrontroom,andwhenMissMaudieintroducedustoher,Jemwasinahazefordays.

　　MissCarolineprintedhernameontheblackboardandsaid,"ThissaysIamMissCarolineFisher.IamfromNorthAlabama,fromWinstonCounty."Theclassmurmuredapprehensively,shouldsheprovetoharborhershareofthepeculiaritiesindigenoustothatregion.

　　（WhenAlabamasecededfromtheUniononJanuary11,1861,WinstonCountysecededfromAlabama,andeverychildinMaycombCountyknewit.）NorthAlabamawasfullofLiquorInterests,BigMules,steelcompanies,Republicans,professors,andotherpersonsofnobackground.

　　MissCarolinebeganthedaybyreadingusastoryaboutcats.Thecatshadlongconversationswithoneanother,theyworecunninglittleclothesandlivedinawarmhousebeneathakitchenstove.BythetimeMrs.Catcalledthedrugstoreforanorderofchocolatemaltedmicetheclasswaswrigglinglikeabucketfulofcatawbaworms.MissCarolineseemedunawarethattheragged,denim-shirtedandfloursack-skirtedfirstgrade,mostofwhomhadchoppedcottonandfedhogsfromthetimetheywereabletowalk,wereimmunetoimaginativeliterature.MissCarolinecametotheendofthestoryandsaid,"Oh,my,wasn'tthatnice?"Thenshewenttotheblackboardandprintedthealphabetinenormoussquarecapitals,turnedtotheclassandasked,"Doesanybodyknowwhattheseare?"Everybodydid;mostofthefirstgradehadfaileditlastyear.

　　Isupposeshechosemebecausesheknewmyname;asIreadthealphabetafaintlineappearedbetweenhereyebrows,andaftermakingmereadmostofMyFirstReaderandthestock-marketquotationsfromTheMobileRegisteraloud,shediscoveredthatIwasliterateandlookedatmewithmorethanfaintdistaste.MissCarolinetoldmetotellmyfathernottoteachmeanymore,itwouldinterferewithmyreading.

　　"Teachme?"Isaidinsurprise."Hehasn'ttaughtmeanything,MissCaroline.Atticusain'tgottimetoteachmeanything,"Iadded,whenMissCarolinesmiledandshookherhead."Why,he'ssotiredatnighthejustsitsinthelivingroomandreads.""Ifhedidn'tteachyou,whodid?"MissCarolineaskedgood-naturedly."Somebodydid.Youweren'tbornreadingTheMobileRegister.""JemsaysIwas.HereadinabookwhereIwasaBullfinchinsteadofaFinch.Jemsaysmyname'sreallyJeanLouiseBullfinch,thatIgotswappedwhenIwasbornandI'mreallya-"MissCarolineapparentlythoughtIwaslying."Let'snotletourimaginationsrunawaywithus,dear,"shesaid."Nowyoutellyourfathernottoteachyouanymore.It'sbesttobeginreadingwithafreshmind.YoutellhimI'lltakeoverfromhereandtrytoundothedamage-""Ma'am?""Yourfatherdoesnotknowhowtoteach.Youcanhaveaseatnow."ImumbledthatIwassorryandretiredmeditatinguponmycrime.Ineverdeliberatelylearnedtoread,butsomehowIhadbeenwallowingillicitlyinthedailypapers.Inthelonghoursofchurch-wasitthenIlearned?Icouldnotremembernotbeingabletoreadhymns.NowthatIwascompelledtothinkaboutit,readingwassomethingthatjustcametome,aslearningtofastentheseatofmyunionsuitwithoutlookingaround,orachievingtwobowsfromasnarlofshoelaces.IcouldnotrememberwhenthelinesaboveAtticus'smovingfingerseparatedintowords,butIhadstaredatthemalltheeveningsinmymemory,listeningtothenewsoftheday,BillstoBeEnactedintoLaws,thediariesofLorenzoDow-anythingAtticushappenedtobereadingwhenIcrawledintohislapeverynight.

　　UntilIfearedIwouldloseit,Ineverlovedtoread.Onedoesnotlovebreathing.

　　IknewIhadannoyedMissCaroline,soIletwellenoughaloneandstaredoutthewindowuntilrecesswhenJemcutmefromthecoveyoffirst-gradersintheschoolyard.HeaskedhowIwasgettingalong.Itoldhim.

　　"IfIdidn'thavetostayI'dleave.Jem,thatdamnladysaysAtticus'sbeenteachingmetoreadandforhimtostopit-""Don'tworry,Scout,"Jemcomfortedme."OurteachersaysMissCaroline'sintroducinganewwayofteaching.Shelearnedaboutitincollege.It'llbeinallthegradessoon.Youdon'thavetolearnmuchoutofbooksthatway-it'slikeifyouwantalearnaboutcows,yougomilkone,see?""YeahJem,butIdon'twantastudycows,I-""Sureyoudo.Youhaftaknowaboutcows,they'reabigpartoflifeinMaycombCounty."IcontentedmyselfwithaskingJemifhe'dlosthismind.

　　"I'mjusttryingtotellyouthenewwaythey'reteachin'thefirstgrade,stubborn.It'stheDeweyDecimalSystem."HavingneverquestionedJem'spronouncements,Isawnoreasontobeginnow.TheDeweyDecimalSystemconsisted,inpart,ofMissCarolinewavingcardsatusonwhichwereprinted"the,""cat,""rat,""man,"and"you."Nocommentseemedtobeexpectedofus,andtheclassreceivedtheseimpressionisticrevelationsinsilence.Iwasbored,soIbeganalettertoDill.MissCarolinecaughtmewritingandtoldmetotellmyfathertostopteachingme."Besides,"shesaid."Wedon'twriteinthefirstgrade,weprint.Youwon'tlearntowriteuntilyou'reinthethirdgrade."Calpurniawastoblameforthis.Itkeptmefromdrivinghercrazyonrainydays,Iguess.Shewouldsetmeawritingtaskbyscrawlingthealphabetfirmlyacrossthetopofatablet,thencopyingoutachapteroftheBiblebeneath.IfIreproducedherpenmanshipsatisfactorily,sherewardedmewithanopen-facedsandwichofbreadandbutterandsugar.InCalpurnia'steaching,therewasnosentimentality:Iseldompleasedherandsheseldomrewardedme.

　　"Everybodywhogoeshometolunchholdupyourhands,"saidMissCaroline,breakingintomynewgrudgeagainstCalpurnia.

　　Thetownchildrendidso,andshelookedusover.

　　"Everybodywhobringshislunchputitontopofhisdesk."Molassesbucketsappearedfromnowhere,andtheceilingdancedwithmetalliclight.MissCarolinewalkedupanddowntherowspeeringandpokingintolunchcontainers,noddingifthecontentspleasedher,frowningalittleatothers.ShestoppedatWalterCunningham'sdesk."Where'syours?"sheasked.

　　WalterCunningham'sfacetoldeverybodyinthefirstgradehehadhookworms.Hisabsenceofshoestoldushowhegotthem.Peoplecaughthookwormsgoingbarefootedinbarnyardsandhogwallows.IfWalterhadownedanyshoeshewouldhavewornthemthefirstdayofschoolandthendiscardedthemuntilmid-winter.Hedidhaveonacleanshirtandneatlymendedoveralls.

　　"Didyouforgetyourlunchthismorning?"askedMissCaroline.

　　Walterlookedstraightahead.Isawamusclejumpinhisskinnyjaw.

　　"Didyouforgetitthismorning?"askedMissCaroline.Walter'sjawtwitchedagain.

　　"Yeb'm,"hefinallymumbled.

　　MissCarolinewenttoherdeskandopenedherpurse."Here'saquarter,"shesaidtoWalter."Goandeatdowntowntoday.Youcanpaymebacktomorrow."Waltershookhishead."Nomethankyouma'am,"hedrawledsoftly.

　　ImpatiencecreptintoMissCaroline'svoice:"HereWalter,comegetit."Waltershookhisheadagain.

　　WhenWaltershookhisheadathirdtimesomeonewhispered,"Goonandtellher,Scout."Iturnedaroundandsawmostofthetownpeopleandtheentirebusdelegationlookingatme.MissCarolineandIhadconferredtwicealready,andtheywerelookingatmeintheinnocentassurancethatfamiliaritybreedsunderstanding.

　　IrosegraciouslyonWalter'sbehalf:"Ah-MissCaroline?""Whatisit,JeanLouise?""MissCaroline,he'saCunningham."Isatbackdown.

　　"What,JeanLouise?"IthoughtIhadmadethingssufficientlyclear.Itwasclearenoughtotherestofus:WalterCunninghamwassittingtherelyinghisheadoff.Hedidn'tforgethislunch,hedidn'thaveany.Hehadnonetodaynorwouldhehaveanytomorroworthenextday.Hehadprobablyneverseenthreequarterstogetheratthesametimeinhislife.

　　Itriedagain:"Walter'soneoftheCunninghams,MissCaroline.""Ibegyourpardon,JeanLouise?""That'sokay,ma'am,you'llgettoknowallthecountyfolksafterawhile.TheCunninghamsnevertookanythingtheycan'tpayback-nochurchbasketsandnoscripstamps.Theynevertookanythingoffofanybody,theygetalongonwhattheyhave.Theydon'thavemuch,buttheygetalongonit."MyspecialknowledgeoftheCunninghamtribe-onebranch,thatis-wasgainedfromeventsoflastwinter.Walter'sfatherwasoneofAtticus'sclients.Afteradrearyconversationinourlivingroomonenightabouthisentailment,beforeMr.Cunninghamlefthesaid,"Mr.

　　Finch,Idon'tknowwhenI'lleverbeabletopayyou.""Letthatbetheleastofyourworries,Walter,"Atticussaid.

　　WhenIaskedJemwhatentailmentwas,andJemdescribeditasaconditionofhavingyourtailinacrack,IaskedAtticusifMr.

　　Cunninghamwouldeverpayus.

　　"Notinmoney,"Atticussaid,"butbeforetheyear'soutI'llhavebeenpaid.Youwatch."Wewatched.OnemorningJemandIfoundaloadofstovewoodinthebackyard.Later,asackofhickorynutsappearedonthebacksteps.

　　WithChristmascameacrateofsmilaxandholly.Thatspringwhenwefoundacrokersackfullofturnipgreens,AtticussaidMr.

　　Cunninghamhadmorethanpaidhim.

　　"Whydoeshepayyoulikethat?"Iasked.

　　"Becausethat'stheonlywayhecanpayme.Hehasnomoney.""Arewepoor,Atticus?"Atticusnodded."Weareindeed."Jem'snosewrinkled."AreweaspoorastheCunninghams?""Notexactly.TheCunninghamsarecountryfolks,farmers,andthecrashhitthemhardest."Atticussaidprofessionalpeoplewerepoorbecausethefarmerswerepoor.AsMaycombCountywasfarmcountry,nickelsanddimeswerehardtocomebyfordoctorsanddentistsandlawyers.

　　EntailmentwasonlyapartofMr.Cunningham'svexations.Theacresnotentailedweremortgagedtothehilt,andthelittlecashhemadewenttointerest.Ifheheldhismouthright,Mr.CunninghamcouldgetaWPAjob,buthislandwouldgotoruinifheleftit,andhewaswillingtogohungrytokeephislandandvoteashepleased.Mr.

　　Cunningham,saidAtticus,camefromasetbreedofmen.

　　AstheCunninghamshadnomoneytopayalawyer,theysimplypaiduswithwhattheyhad."Didyouknow,"saidAtticus,"thatDr.Reynoldsworksthesameway?Hechargessomefolksabushelofpotatoesfordeliveryofababy.MissScout,ifyougivemeyourattentionI'lltellyouwhatentailmentis.Jem'sdefinitionsareverynearlyaccuratesometimes."IfIcouldhaveexplainedthesethingstoMissCaroline,IwouldhavesavedmyselfsomeinconvenienceandMissCarolinesubsequentmortification,butitwasbeyondmyabilitytoexplainthingsaswellasAtticus,soIsaid,"You'reshamin'him,MissCaroline.Walterhasn'tgotaquarterathometobringyou,andyoucan'tuseanystovewood."MissCarolinestoodstockstill,thengrabbedmebythecollarandhauledmebacktoherdesk."JeanLouise,I'vehadaboutenoughofyouthismorning,"shesaid."You'restartingoffonthewrongfootineveryway,mydear.Holdoutyourhand."Ithoughtshewasgoingtospitinit,whichwastheonlyreasonanybodyinMaycombheldouthishand:itwasatime-honoredmethodofsealingoralcontracts.Wonderingwhatbargainwehadmade,Iturnedtotheclassforananswer,buttheclasslookedbackatmeinpuzzlement.MissCarolinepickedupherruler,gavemehalfadozenquicklittlepats,thentoldmetostandinthecorner.AstormoflaughterbrokeloosewhenitfinallyoccurredtotheclassthatMissCarolinehadwhippedme.

　　WhenMissCarolinethreateneditwithasimilarfatethefirstgradeexplodedagain,becomingcoldsoberonlywhentheshadowofMissBlountfelloverthem.MissBlount,anativeMaycombianasyetuninitiatedinthemysteriesoftheDecimalSystem,appearedatthedoorhandsonhipsandannounced:"IfIhearanothersoundfromthisroomI'llburnupeverybodyinit.MissCaroline,thesixthgradecannotconcentrateonthepyramidsforallthisracket!"Mysojourninthecornerwasashortone.Savedbythebell,MissCarolinewatchedtheclassfileoutforlunch.AsIwasthelasttoleave,Isawhersinkdownintoherchairandburyherheadinherarms.Hadherconductbeenmorefriendlytowardme,Iwouldhavefeltsorryforher.Shewasaprettylittlething.

　　3CatchingWalterCunninghamintheschoolyardgavemesomepleasure,butwhenIwasrubbinghisnoseinthedirtJemcamebyandtoldmetostop."You'rebigger'nheis,"hesaid.

　　"He'sasoldasyou,nearly,"Isaid."Hemademestartoffonthewrongfoot.""Lethimgo,Scout.Why?""Hedidn'thaveanylunch,"Isaid,andexplainedmyinvolvementinWalter'sdietaryaffairs.

　　WalterhadpickedhimselfupandwasstandingquietlylisteningtoJemandme.Hisfistswerehalfcocked,asifexpectinganonslaughtfrombothofus.Istompedathimtochasehimaway,butJemputouthishandandstoppedme.HeexaminedWalterwithanairofspeculation."YourdaddyMr.WalterCunninghamfromOldSarum?"heasked,andWalternodded.

　　Walterlookedasifhehadbeenraisedonfishfood:hiseyes,asblueasDillHarris's,werered-rimmedandwatery.Therewasnocolorinhisfaceexceptatthetipofhisnose,whichwasmoistlypink.Hefingeredthestrapsofhisoveralls,nervouslypickingatthemetalhooks.

　　Jemsuddenlygrinnedathim."Comeonhometodinnerwithus,Walter,"hesaid."We'dbegladtohaveyou."Walter'sfacebrightened,thendarkened.

　　Jemsaid,"Ourdaddy'safriendofyourdaddy's.Scouthere,she'scrazy-shewon'tfightyouanymore.""Iwouldn'tbetoocertainofthat,"Isaid.Jem'sfreedispensationofmypledgeirkedme,butpreciousnoontimeminutesweretickingaway."YeahWalter,Iwon'tjumponyouagain.Don'tyoulikebutterbeans?OurCal'sarealgoodcook."Walterstoodwherehewas,bitinghislip.JemandIgaveup,andwewerenearlytotheRadleyPlacewhenWaltercalled,"Hey,I'mcomin'!"WhenWaltercaughtupwithus,Jemmadepleasantconversationwithhim."Ahain'tlivesthere,"hesaidcordially,pointingtotheRadleyhouse."Everhearabouthim,Walter?""ReckonIhave,"saidWalter."AlmostdiedfirstyearIcometoschoolandetthempecans-folkssayhepizened'emandput'emoverontheschoolsideofthefence."JemseemedtohavelittlefearofBooRadleynowthatWalterandIwalkedbesidehim.Indeed,Jemgrewboastful:"Iwentallthewayuptothehouseonce,"hesaidtoWalter.

　　"Anybodywhowentuptothehouseonceoughtanottostillruneverytimehepassesit,"Isaidtothecloudsabove.

　　"Andwho'srunnin',MissPriss?""Youare,whenain'tanybodywithyou."BythetimewereachedourfrontstepsWalterhadforgottenhewasaCunningham.JemrantothekitchenandaskedCalpurniatosetanextraplate,wehadcompany.AtticusgreetedWalterandbeganadiscussionaboutcropsneitherJemnorIcouldfollow.

　　"ReasonIcan'tpassthefirstgrade,Mr.Finch,isI'vehadtostayoutever'springan'helpPapawiththechoppin',butthere'sanother'natthehousenowthat'sfieldsize.""Didyoupayabushelofpotatoesforhim?"Iasked,butAtticusshookhisheadatme.

　　WhileWalterpiledfoodonhisplate,heandAtticustalkedtogetherliketwomen,tothewondermentofJemandme.AtticuswasexpoundinguponfarmproblemswhenWalterinterruptedtoaskiftherewasanymolassesinthehouse.AtticussummonedCalpurnia,whoreturnedbearingthesyruppitcher.ShestoodwaitingforWaltertohelphimself.Walterpouredsyruponhisvegetablesandmeatwithageneroushand.HewouldprobablyhavepoureditintohismilkglasshadInotaskedwhatthesamhillhewasdoing.

　　Thesilversaucerclatteredwhenhereplacedthepitcher,andhequicklyputhishandsinhislap.Thenheduckedhishead.

　　Atticusshookhisheadatmeagain."Buthe'sgoneanddrownedhisdinnerinsyrup,"Iprotested."He'spoureditallover-"ItwasthenthatCalpurniarequestedmypresenceinthekitchen.

　　Shewasfurious,andwhenshewasfuriousCalpurnia'sgrammarbecameerratic.Whenintranquility,hergrammarwasasgoodasanybody'sinMaycomb.AtticussaidCalpurniahadmoreeducationthanmostcoloredfolks.

　　Whenshesquinteddownatmethetinylinesaroundhereyesdeepened."There'ssomefolkswhodon'teatlikeus,"shewhisperedfiercely,"butyouain'tcalledontocontradict'ematthetablewhentheydon't.Thatboy'syo'comp'nyandifhewantstoeatupthetableclothyoulethim,youhear?""Heain'tcompany,Cal,he'sjustaCunningham-""Hushyourmouth!Don'tmatterwhotheyare,anybodysetsfootinthishouse'syo'comp'ny,anddon'tyouletmecatchyouremarkin'

　　ontheirwayslikeyouwassohighandmighty!Yo'folksmightbebetter'ntheCunninghamsbutitdon'tcountfornothin'thewayyou'redisgracin''em-ifyoucan'tactfittoeatatthetableyoucanjustsethereandeatinthekitchen!"Calpurniasentmethroughtheswingingdoortothediningroomwithastingingsmack.Iretrievedmyplateandfinisheddinnerinthekitchen,thankful,though,thatIwassparedthehumiliationoffacingthemagain.ItoldCalpurniatojustwait,I'dfixher:oneofthesedayswhenshewasn'tlookingI'dgooffanddrownmyselfinBarker'sEddyandthenshe'dbesorry.Besides,Iadded,she'dalreadygottenmeintroubleoncetoday:shehadtaughtmetowriteanditwasallherfault."Hushyourfussin',"shesaid.

　　JemandWalterreturnedtoschoolaheadofme:stayingbehindtoadviseAtticusofCalpurnia'siniquitieswasworthasolitarysprintpasttheRadleyPlace."ShelikesJembetter'nshelikesme,anyway,"Iconcluded,andsuggestedthatAtticuslosenotimeinpackingheroff.

　　"HaveyoueverconsideredthatJemdoesn'tworryherhalfasmuch?"Atticus'svoicewasflinty."I'venointentionofgettingridofher,noworever.Wecouldn'toperateasingledaywithoutCal,haveyoueverthoughtofthat?YouthinkabouthowmuchCaldoesforyou,andyoumindher,youhear?"IreturnedtoschoolandhatedCalpurniasteadilyuntilasuddenshriekshatteredmyresentments.IlookeduptoseeMissCarolinestandinginthemiddleoftheroom,sheerhorrorfloodingherface.

　　Apparentlyshehadrevivedenoughtopersevereinherprofession.

　　"It'salive!"shescreamed.

　　Themalepopulationoftheclassrushedasonetoherassistance.

　　Lord,Ithought,she'sscaredofamouse.LittleChuckLittle,whosepatiencewithalllivingthingswasphenomenal,said,"Whichwaydidhego,MissCaroline?Telluswherehewent,quick!D.C.-"heturnedtoaboybehindhim-"D.C.,shutthedoorandwe'llcatchhim.

　　Quick,ma'am,where'dhego?"MissCarolinepointedashakingfingernotatthefloornoratadesk,buttoahulkingindividualunknowntome.LittleChuck'sfacecontractedandhesaidgently,"Youmeanhim,ma'am?Yessum,he'salive.Didhescareyousomeway?"MissCarolinesaiddesperately,"Iwasjustwalkingbywhenitcrawledoutofhishair…justcrawledoutofhishair-"LittleChuckgrinnedbroadly."Thereain'tnoneedtofearacootie,ma'am.Ain'tyoueverseenone?Nowdon'tyoubeafraid,youjustgobacktoyourdeskandteachussomemore."LittleChuckLittlewasanothermemberofthepopulationwhodidn'tknowwherehisnextmealwascomingfrom,buthewasaborngentleman.HeputhishandunderherelbowandledMissCarolinetothefrontoftheroom."Nowdon'tyoufret,ma'am,"hesaid."Thereain'tnoneedtofearacootie.I'lljustfetchyousomecoolwater."Thecootie'shostshowednotthefaintestinterestinthefurorhehadwrought.Hesearchedthescalpabovehisforehead,locatedhisguestandpincheditbetweenhisthumbandforefinger.

　　MissCarolinewatchedtheprocessinhorridfascination.LittleChuckbroughtwaterinapapercup,andshedrankitgratefully.

　　Finallyshefoundhervoice."Whatisyourname,son?"sheaskedsoftly.

　　Theboyblinked."Who,me?"MissCarolinenodded.

　　"BurrisEwell."MissCarolineinspectedherroll-book."IhaveaEwellhere,butIdon'thaveafirstname…wouldyouspellyourfirstnameforme?""Don'tknowhow.TheycallmeBurris'thome.""Well,Burris,"saidMissCaroline,"Ithinkwe'dbetterexcuseyoufortherestoftheafternoon.Iwantyoutogohomeandwashyourhair."Fromherdesksheproducedathickvolume,leafedthroughitspagesandreadforamoment."Agoodhomeremedyfor-Burris,Iwantyoutogohomeandwashyourhairwithlyesoap.Whenyou'vedonethat,treatyourscalpwithkerosene.""Whatfer,missus?""Togetridofthe-er,cooties.Yousee,Burris,theotherchildrenmightcatchthem,andyouwouldn'twantthat,wouldyou?"Theboystoodup.HewasthefilthiesthumanIhadeverseen.Hisneckwasdarkgray,thebacksofhishandswererusty,andhisfingernailswereblackdeepintothequick.HepeeredatMissCarolinefromafist-sizedcleanspaceonhisface.Noonehadnoticedhim,probably,becauseMissCarolineandIhadentertainedtheclassmostofthemorning.

　　"AndBurris,"saidMissCaroline,"pleasebatheyourselfbeforeyoucomebacktomorrow."Theboylaughedrudely."Youain'tsendin'mehome,missus.Iwasonthevergeofleavin'-Idonedonemytimeforthisyear."MissCarolinelookedpuzzled."Whatdoyoumeanbythat?"Theboydidnotanswer.Hegaveashortcontemptuoussnort.

　　Oneoftheelderlymembersoftheclassansweredher:"He'soneoftheEwells,ma'am,"andIwonderedifthisexplanationwouldbeasunsuccessfulasmyattempt.ButMissCarolineseemedwillingtolisten."Wholeschool'sfullof'em.Theycomefirstdayeveryyearandthenleave.Thetruantladygets'emhere'causeshethreatens'emwiththesheriff,butshe'sgiveuptryin'tohold'em.Shereckonsshe'scarriedoutthelawjustgettin'theirnamesontherollandrunnin''emherethefirstday.You'resupposedtomark'emabsenttherestoftheyear…""Butwhatabouttheirparents?"askedMissCaroline,ingenuineconcern.

　　"Ain'tgotnomother,"wastheanswer,"andtheirpaw'srightcontentious."BurrisEwellwasflatteredbytherecital."Beencomin'tothefirstdayo'thefirstgradeferthreeyearnow,"hesaidexpansively.

　　"ReckonifI'msmartthisyearthey'llpromotemetothesecond…"MissCarolinesaid,"Sitbackdown,please,Burris,"andthemomentshesaiditIknewshehadmadeaseriousmistake.Theboy'scondescensionflashedtoanger.

　　"Youtryandmakeme,missus."LittleChuckLittlegottohisfeet."Lethimgo,ma'am,"hesaid.

　　"He'sameanone,ahard-downmeanone.He'sliabletostartsomethin',andthere'ssomelittlefolkshere."Hewasamongthemostdiminutiveofmen,butwhenBurrisEwellturnedtowardhim,LittleChuck'srighthandwenttohispocket.

　　"Watchyourstep,Burris,"hesaid."I'dsoon'skillyouaslookatyou.Nowgohome."Burrisseemedtobeafraidofachildhalfhisheight,andMissCarolinetookadvantageofhisindecision:"Burris,gohome.Ifyoudon'tI'llcalltheprincipal,"shesaid."I'llhavetoreportthis,anyway."Theboysnortedandslouchedleisurelytothedoor.

　　Safelyoutofrange,heturnedandshouted:"Reportandbedamnedtoye!Ain'tnosnot-nosedslutofaschoolteachereverbornc'nmakemedonothin'!Youain'tmakin'megonowhere,missus.Youjustrememberthat,youain'tmakin'megonowhere!"Hewaiteduntilhewassureshewascrying,thenheshuffledoutofthebuilding.

　　Soonwewereclusteredaroundherdesk,tryinginourvariouswaystocomforther.Hewasarealmeanone…belowthebelt…youain'tcalledontoteachfolkslikethat…themain'tMaycomb'sways,MissCaroline,notreally…nowdon'tyoufret,ma'am.MissCaroline,whydon'tyoureadusastory?Thatcatthingwasrealfinethismornin'…MissCarolinesmiled,blewhernose,said,"Thankyou,darlings,"dispersedus,openedabookandmystifiedthefirstgradewithalongnarrativeaboutatoadfrogthatlivedinahall.

　　WhenIpassedtheRadleyPlaceforthefourthtimethatday-twiceatafullgallop-mygloomhaddeepenedtomatchthehouse.Iftheremainderoftheschoolyearwereasfraughtwithdramaasthefirstday,perhapsitwouldbemildlyentertaining,buttheprospectofspendingninemonthsrefrainingfromreadingandwritingmademethinkofrunningaway.

　　Bylateafternoonmostofmytravelingplanswerecomplete;whenJemandIracedeachotherupthesidewalktomeetAtticuscominghomefromwork,Ididn'tgivehimmuchofarace.ItwasourhabittorunmeetAtticusthemomentwesawhimroundthepostofficecornerinthedistance.Atticusseemedtohaveforgottenmynoontimefallfromgrace;hewasfullofquestionsaboutschool.Myrepliesweremonosyllabicandhedidnotpressme.

　　PerhapsCalpurniasensedthatmydayhadbeenagrimone:sheletmewatchherfixsupper."ShutyoureyesandopenyourmouthandI'llgiveyouasurprise,"shesaid.

　　Itwasnotoftenthatshemadecracklingbread,shesaidsheneverhadtime,butwithbothofusatschooltodayhadbeenaneasyoneforher.SheknewIlovedcracklingbread.

　　"Imissedyoutoday,"shesaid."Thehousegotsolonesome'longabouttwoo'clockIhadtoturnontheradio.""Why?Jem'nmeain'teverinthehouseunlessit'srainin'.""Iknow,"shesaid,"Butoneofyou'salwaysincallin'distance.

　　IwonderhowmuchofthedayIspendjustcallin'afteryou.Well,"shesaid,gettingupfromthekitchenchair,"it'senoughtimetomakeapanofcracklin'bread,Ireckon.Yourunalongnowandletmegetsupperonthetable."Calpurniabentdownandkissedme.Iranalong,wonderingwhathadcomeoverher.Shehadwantedtomakeupwithme,thatwasit.Shehadalwaysbeentoohardonme,shehadatlastseentheerrorofherfractiousways,shewassorryandtoostubborntosayso.Iwaswearyfromtheday'scrimes.

　　Aftersupper,Atticussatdownwiththepaperandcalled,"Scout,readytoread?"TheLordsentmemorethanIcouldbear,andIwenttothefrontporch.Atticusfollowedme.

　　"Somethingwrong,Scout?"ItoldAtticusIdidn'tfeelverywellanddidn'tthinkI'dgotoschoolanymoreifitwasallrightwithhim.

　　Atticussatdownintheswingandcrossedhislegs.Hisfingerswanderedtohiswatchpocket;hesaidthatwastheonlywayhecouldthink.Hewaitedinamiablesilence,andIsoughttoreinforcemyposition:"Youneverwenttoschoolandyoudoallright,soI'lljuststayhometoo.YoucanteachmelikeGranddaddytaughtyou'n'UncleJack.""NoIcan't,"saidAtticus."Ihavetomakealiving.Besides,they'dputmeinjailifIkeptyouathome-doseofmagnesiaforyoutonightandschooltomorrow.""I'mfeelingallright,really.""Thoughtso.Nowwhat'sthematter?"Bitbybit,Itoldhimtheday'smisfortunes."-andshesaidyoutaughtmeallwrong,sowecan'teverreadanymore,ever.Pleasedon'tsendmeback,pleasesir."Atticusstoodupandwalkedtotheendoftheporch.Whenhecompletedhisexaminationofthewisteriavinehestrolledbacktome.

　　"Firstofall,"hesaid,"ifyoucanlearnasimpletrick,Scout,you'llgetalongalotbetterwithallkindsoffolks.Youneverreallyunderstandapersonuntilyouconsiderthingsfromhispointofview-""Sir?""-untilyouclimbintohisskinandwalkaroundinit."AtticussaidIhadlearnedmanythingstoday,andMissCarolinehadlearnedseveralthingsherself.ShehadlearnednottohandsomethingtoaCunningham,foronething,butifWalterandIhadputourselvesinhershoeswe'dhaveseenitwasanhonestmistakeonherpart.WecouldnotexpecthertolearnallMaycomb'swaysinoneday,andwecouldnotholdherresponsiblewhensheknewnobetter.

　　"I'llbedogged,"Isaid."Ididn'tknownobetterthannottoreadtoher,andsheheldmeresponsible-listenAtticus,Idon'thavetogotoschool!"Iwasburstingwithasuddenthought."BurrisEwell,remember?Hejustgoestoschoolthefirstday.Thetruantladyreckonsshe'scarriedoutthelawwhenshegetshisnameontheroll-""Youcan'tdothat,Scout,"Atticussaid."Sometimesit'sbettertobendthelawalittleinspecialcases.Inyourcase,thelawremainsrigid.Sotoschoolyoumustgo.""Idon'tseewhyIhavetowhenhedoesn't.""Thenlisten."AtticussaidtheEwellshadbeenthedisgraceofMaycombforthreegenerations.Noneofthemhaddoneanhonestday'sworkinhisrecollection.HesaidthatsomeChristmas,whenhewasgettingridofthetree,hewouldtakemewithhimandshowmewhereandhowtheylived.Theywerepeople,buttheylivedlikeanimals."Theycangotoschoolanytimetheywantto,whentheyshowthefaintestsymptomofwantinganeducation,"saidAtticus."Therearewaysofkeepingtheminschoolbyforce,butit'ssillytoforcepeopleliketheEwellsintoanewenvironment-""IfIdidn'tgotoschooltomorrow,you'dforcemeto.""Letusleaveitatthis,"saidAtticusdryly."You,MissScoutFinch,areofthecommonfolk.Youmustobeythelaw."HesaidthattheEwellsweremembersofanexclusivesocietymadeupofEwells.

　　IncertaincircumstancesthecommonfolkjudiciouslyallowedthemcertainprivilegesbythesimplemethodofbecomingblindtosomeoftheEwells'activities.Theydidn'thavetogotoschool,foronething.Anotherthing,Mr.BobEwell,Burris'sfather,waspermittedtohuntandtrapoutofseason.

　　"Atticus,that'sbad,"Isaid.InMaycombCounty,huntingoutofseasonwasamisdemeanoratlaw,acapitalfelonyintheeyesofthepopulace.

　　"It'sagainstthelaw,allright,"saidmyfather,"andit'scertainlybad,butwhenamanspendshisreliefchecksongreenwhiskeyhischildrenhaveawayofcryingfromhungerpains.Idon'tknowofanylandowneraroundherewhobegrudgesthosechildrenanygametheirfathercanhit.""Mr.Ewellshouldn'tdothat-""Ofcourseheshouldn't,buthe'llneverchangehisways.Areyougoingtotakeoutyourdisapprovalonhischildren?""Nosir,"Imurmured,andmadeafinalstand:"ButifIkeepongoin'toschool,wecan'teverreadanymore…""That'sreallybotheringyou,isn'tit?""Yessir."WhenAtticuslookeddownatmeIsawtheexpressiononhisfacethatalwaysmademeexpectsomething."Doyouknowwhatacompromiseis?"heasked.

　　"Bendingthelaw?""No,anagreementreachedbymutualconcessions.Itworksthisway,"hesaid."Ifyou'llconcedethenecessityofgoingtoschool,we'llgoonreadingeverynightjustaswealwayshave.Isitabargain?""Yessir!""We'llconsideritsealedwithouttheusualformality,"Atticussaid,whenhesawmepreparingtospit.

　　AsIopenedthefrontscreendoorAtticussaid,"Bytheway,Scout,you'dbetternotsayanythingatschoolaboutouragreement.""Whynot?""I'mafraidouractivitieswouldbereceivedwithconsiderabledisapprobationbythemorelearnedauthorities."JemandIwereaccustomedtoourfather'slast-will-and-testamentdiction,andwewereatalltimesfreetointerruptAtticusforatranslationwhenitwasbeyondourunderstanding.

　　"Huh,sir?""Ineverwenttoschool,"hesaid,"butIhaveafeelingthatifyoutellMissCarolinewereadeverynightshe'llgetafterme,andIwouldn'twantherafterme."Atticuskeptusinfitsthatevening,gravelyreadingcolumnsofprintaboutamanwhosatonaflagpolefornodiscerniblereason,whichwasreasonenoughforJemtospendthefollowingSaturdayaloftinthetreehouse.JemsatfromafterbreakfastuntilsunsetandwouldhaveremainedovernighthadnotAtticusseveredhissupplylines.Ihadspentmostofthedayclimbingupanddown,runningerrandsforhim,providinghimwithliterature,nourishmentandwater,andwascarryinghimblanketsforthenightwhenAtticussaidifIpaidnoattentiontohim,Jemwouldcomedown.Atticuswasright.

　　4Theremainderofmyschooldayswerenomoreauspiciousthanthefirst.Indeed,theywereanendlessProjectthatslowlyevolvedintoaUnit,inwhichmilesofconstructionpaperandwaxcrayonwereexpendedbytheStateofAlabamainitswell-meaningbutfruitlesseffortstoteachmeGroupDynamics.WhatJemcalledtheDeweyDecimalSystemwasschool-widebytheendofmyfirstyear,soIhadnochancetocompareitwithotherteachingtechniques.Icouldonlylookaroundme:Atticusandmyuncle,whowenttoschoolathome,kneweverything-atleast,whatonedidn'tknowtheotherdid.Furthermore,Icouldn'thelpnoticingthatmyfatherhadservedforyearsinthestatelegislature,electedeachtimewithoutopposition,innocentoftheadjustmentsmyteachersthoughtessentialtothedevelopmentofGoodCitizenship.Jem,educatedonahalf-Decimalhalf-Duncecapbasis,seemedtofunctioneffectivelyaloneorinagroup,butJemwasapoorexample:notutorialsystemdevisedbymancouldhavestoppedhimfromgettingatbooks.Asforme,IknewnothingexceptwhatIgatheredfromTimemagazineandreadingeverythingIcouldlayhandsonathome,butasIinchedsluggishlyalongthetreadmilloftheMaycombCountyschoolsystem,IcouldnothelpreceivingtheimpressionthatIwasbeingcheatedoutofsomething.OutofwhatIknewnot,yetIdidnotbelievethattwelveyearsofunrelievedboredomwasexactlywhatthestatehadinmindforme.

　　Astheyearpassed,releasedfromschoolthirtyminutesbeforeJem,whohadtostayuntilthreeo'clock,IranbytheRadleyPlaceasfastasIcould,notstoppinguntilIreachedthesafetyofourfrontporch.OneafternoonasIracedby,somethingcaughtmyeyeandcaughtitinsuchawaythatItookadeepbreath,alonglookaround,andwentback.

　　TwoliveoaksstoodattheedgeoftheRadleylot;theirrootsreachedoutintotheside-roadandmadeitbumpy.Somethingaboutoneofthetreesattractedmyattention.

　　Sometinfoilwasstickinginaknot-holejustabovemyeyelevel,winkingatmeintheafternoonsun.Istoodontiptoe,hastilylookedaroundoncemore,reachedintothehole,andwithdrewtwopiecesofchewinggumminustheirouterwrappers.

　　Myfirstimpulsewastogetitintomymouthasquicklyaspossible,butIrememberedwhereIwas.Iranhome,andonourfrontporchIexaminedmyloot.Thegumlookedfresh.Isniffeditanditsmelledallright.Ilickeditandwaitedforawhile.WhenIdidnotdieIcrammeditintomymouth:Wrigley'sDouble-Mint.

　　WhenJemcamehomeheaskedmewhereIgotsuchawad.ItoldhimIfoundit.

　　"Don'teatthingsyoufind,Scout.""Thiswasn'tontheground,itwasinatree."Jemgrowled.

　　"Wellitwas,"Isaid."Itwasstickinginthattreeyonder,theonecomin'fromschool.""Spititoutrightnow!"Ispatitout.Thetangwasfading,anyway."I'vebeenchewin'itallafternoonandIain'tdeadyet,notevensick."Jemstampedhisfoot."Don'tyouknowyou'renotsupposedtoeventouchthetreesoverthere?You'llgetkilledifyoudo!""Youtouchedthehouseonce!""Thatwasdifferent!Yougogargle-rightnow,youhearme?""Ain'tneither,it'lltakethetasteoutamymouth.""Youdon't'n'I'lltellCalpurniaonyou!"RatherthanriskatanglewithCalpurnia,IdidasJemtoldme.

　　Forsomereason,myfirstyearofschoolhadwroughtagreatchangeinourrelationship:Calpurnia'styranny,unfairness,andmeddlinginmybusinesshadfadedtogentlegrumblingsofgeneraldisapproval.

　　Onmypart,Iwenttomuchtrouble,sometimes,nottoprovokeher.

　　Summerwasontheway;JemandIawaiteditwithimpatience.

　　Summerwasourbestseason:itwassleepingonthebackscreenedporchincots,ortryingtosleepinthetreehouse;summerwaseverythinggoodtoeat;itwasathousandcolorsinaparchedlandscape;butmostofall,summerwasDill.

　　Theauthoritiesreleasedusearlythelastdayofschool,andJemandIwalkedhometogether."ReckonoldDill'llbecominghometomorrow,"Isaid.

　　"Probablydayafter,"saidJem."Mis'sippiturns'emlooseadaylater."AswecametotheliveoaksattheRadleyPlaceIraisedmyfingertopointforthehundredthtimetotheknot-holewhereIhadfoundthechewinggum,tryingtomakeJembelieveIhadfounditthere,andfoundmyselfpointingatanotherpieceoftinfoil.

　　"Iseeit,Scout!Iseeit-"Jemlookedaround,reachedup,andgingerlypocketedatinyshinypackage.Weranhome,andonthefrontporchwelookedatasmallboxpatchworkedwithbitsoftinfoilcollectedfromchewing-gumwrappers.Itwasthekindofboxweddingringscamein,purplevelvetwithaminutecatch.Jemflickedopenthetinycatch.Insideweretwoscrubbedandpolishedpennies,oneontopoftheother.Jemexaminedthem.

　　"Indian-heads,"hesaid."Nineteen-sixandScout,oneofem'snineteen-hundred.Thesearerealold.""Nineteen-hundred,"Iechoed."Say-""Hushaminute,I'mthinkin'.""Jem,youreckonthat'ssomebody'shidin'place?""Naw,don'tanybodymuchbutuspassbythere,unlessit'ssomegrownperson's-""Grownfolksdon'thavehidin'places.Youreckonweoughttokeep'em,Jem?""Idon'tknowwhatwecoulddo,Scout.Who'dwegive'embackto?

　　Iknowforafactdon'tanybodygobythere-Cecilgoesbythebackstreetan'allthewayaroundbytowntogethome."CecilJacobs,wholivedatthefarendofourstreetnextdoortothepostoffice,walkedatotalofonemileperschooldaytoavoidtheRadleyPlaceandoldMrs.HenryLafayetteDubose.Mrs.Duboselivedtwodoorsupthestreetfromus;neighborhoodopinionwasunanimousthatMrs.Dubosewasthemeanestoldwomanwhoeverlived.

　　Jemwouldn'tgobyherplacewithoutAtticusbesidehim.

　　"Whatyoureckonweoughtado,Jem?"Finderswerekeepersunlesstitlewasproven.Pluckinganoccasionalcamellia,gettingasquirtofhotmilkfromMissMaudieAtkinson'scowonasummerday,helpingourselvestosomeone'sscuppernongswaspartofourethicalculture,butmoneywasdifferent.

　　"Tellyouwhat,"saidJem."We'llkeep'emtillschoolstarts,thengoaroundandaskeverybodyifthey'retheirs.They'resomebuschild's,maybe-hewastootakenupwithgettin'outaschooltodayan'

　　forgot'em.Thesearesomebody's,Iknowthat.Seehowthey'vebeenslickedup?They'vebeensaved.""Yeah,butwhyshouldsomebodywantaputawaychewinggumlikethat?

　　Youknowitdoesn'tlast.""Idon'tknow,Scout.Buttheseareimportanttosomebody…""How'sthat,Jem…？""Well,Indian-heads-well,theycomefromtheIndians.They'rerealstrongmagic,theymakeyouhavegoodluck.Notlikefriedchickenwhenyou'renotlookin'forit,butthingslikelonglife'n'goodhealth,'n'passin'six-weekstests…thesearerealvaluabletosomebody.I'mgonnaputeminmytrunk."BeforeJemwenttohisroom,helookedforalongtimeattheRadleyPlace.Heseemedtobethinkingagain.

　　TwodayslaterDillarrivedinablazeofglory:hehadriddenthetrainbyhimselffromMeridiantoMaycombJunction（acourtesytitle-MaycombJunctionwasinAbbottCounty）wherehehadbeenmetbyMissRachelinMaycomb'sonetaxi;hehadeatendinnerinthediner,hehadseentwotwinshitchedtogethergetoffthetraininBaySt.

　　Louisandstucktohisstoryregardlessofthreats.Hehaddiscardedtheabominableblueshortsthatwerebuttonedtohisshirtsandworerealshortpantswithabelt;hewassomewhatheavier,notaller,andsaidhehadseenhisfather.Dill'sfatherwastallerthanours,hehadablackbeard（pointed），andwaspresidentoftheL&NRailroad.

　　"Ihelpedtheengineerforawhile,"saidDill,yawning.

　　"Inapig'searyoudid,Dill.Hush,"saidJem."What'llweplaytoday?""TomandSamandDick,"saidDill."Let'sgointhefrontyard."DillwantedtheRoverBoysbecausetherewerethreerespectableparts.

　　Hewasclearlytiredofbeingourcharacterman.

　　"I'mtiredofthose,"Isaid.IwastiredofplayingTomRover,whosuddenlylosthismemoryinthemiddleofapictureshowandwasoutofthescriptuntiltheend,whenhewasfoundinAlaska.

　　"Makeusupone,Jem,"Isaid.

　　"I'mtiredofmakin''emup."Ourfirstdaysoffreedom,andweweretired.Iwonderedwhatthesummerwouldbring.

　　Wehadstrolledtothefrontyard,whereDillstoodlookingdownthestreetatthedrearyfaceoftheRadleyPlace."I-smell-death,"hesaid."Ido,Imeanit,"hesaid,whenItoldhimtoshutup.

　　"Youmeanwhensomebody'sdyin'youcansmellit?""No,ImeanIcansmellsomebodyan'tellifthey'regonnadie.Anoldladytaughtmehow."Dillleanedoverandsniffedme."Jean-Louise-Finch,youaregoingtodieinthreedays.""Dillifyoudon'thushI'llknockyoubowlegged.Imeanit,now-""Yawlhush,"growledJem,"youactlikeyoubelieveinHotSteams.""Youactlikeyoudon't,"Isaid.

　　"What'saHotSteam?"askedDill.

　　"Haven'tyoueverwalkedalongalonesomeroadatnightandpassedbyahotplace?"JemaskedDill."AHotSteam'ssomebodywhocan'tgettoheaven,justwallowsaroundonlonesomeroadsan'ifyouwalkthroughhim,whenyoudieyou'llbeonetoo,an'you'llgoaroundatnightsuckin'people'sbreath-""Howcanyoukeepfrompassingthroughone?""Youcan't,"saidJem."Sometimestheystretchallthewayacrosstheroad,butifyouhaftagothroughoneyousay,'Angel-bright,life-in-death;getofftheroad,don'tsuckmybreath.'Thatkeeps'emfromwrappingaroundyou-""Don'tyoubelieveawordhesays,Dill,"Isaid."Calpurniasaysthat'snigger-talk."Jemscowleddarklyatme,butsaid,"Well,arewegonnaplayanythingornot?""Let'srollinthetire,"Isuggested.

　　Jemsighed."YouknowI'mtoobig.""Youc'npush."Irantothebackyardandpulledanoldcartirefromunderthehouse.Islappedituptothefrontyard."I'mfirst,"Isaid.

　　Dillsaidheoughttobefirst,hejustgothere.

　　Jemarbitrated,awardedmefirstpushwithanextratimeforDill,andIfoldedmyselfinsidethetire.

　　UntilithappenedIdidnotrealizethatJemwasoffendedbymycontradictinghimonHotSteams,andthathewaspatientlyawaitinganopportunitytorewardme.Hedid,bypushingthetiredownthesidewalkwithalltheforceinhisbody.Ground,skyandhousesmeltedintoamadpalette,myearsthrobbed,Iwassuffocating.Icouldnotputoutmyhandstostop,theywerewedgedbetweenmychestandknees.

　　IcouldonlyhopethatJemwouldoutrunthetireandme,orthatIwouldbestoppedbyabumpinthesidewalk.Iheardhimbehindme,chasingandshouting.

　　Thetirebumpedongravel,skeeteredacrosstheroad,crashedintoabarrierandpoppedmelikeacorkontopavement.Dizzyandnauseated,Ilayonthecementandshookmyheadstill,poundedmyearstosilence,andheardJem'svoice:"Scout,getawayfromthere,comeon!"IraisedmyheadandstaredattheRadleyPlacestepsinfrontofme.Ifroze.

　　"Comeon,Scout,don'tjustliethere!"Jemwasscreaming."Getup,can'tcha?"Igottomyfeet,tremblingasIthawed.

　　"Getthetire!"Jemhollered."Bringitwithyou!Ain'tyougotanysenseatall?"WhenIwasabletonavigate,Iranbacktothemasfastasmyshakingkneeswouldcarryme.

　　"Whydidn'tyoubringit?"Jemyelled.

　　"Whydon'tyougetit?"Iscreamed.

　　Jemwassilent.

　　"Goon,itain'tfarinsidethegate.Why,youeventouchedthehouseonce,remember?"Jemlookedatmefuriously,couldnotdecline,randownthesidewalk,treadedwateratthegate,thendashedinandretrievedthetire.

　　"Seethere?"Jemwasscowlingtriumphantly."Nothin'toit.Iswear,Scout,sometimesyouactsomuchlikeagirlit'smortifyin'."Therewasmoretoitthanheknew,butIdecidednottotellhim.

　　Calpurniaappearedinthefrontdoorandyelled,"Lemonadetime!Youallgetinoutathathotsun'foreyoufryalive!"Lemonadeinthemiddleofthemorningwasasummertimeritual.Calpurniasetapitcherandthreeglassesontheporch,thenwentaboutherbusiness.BeingoutofJem'sgoodgracesdidnotworrymeespecially.Lemonadewouldrestorehisgoodhumor.

　　Jemgulpeddownhissecondglassfulandslappedhischest."Iknowwhatwearegoingtoplay,"heannounced."Somethingnew,somethingdifferent.""What?"askedDill.

　　"BooRadley."Jem'sheadattimeswastransparent:hehadthoughtthatuptomakemeunderstandhewasn'tafraidofRadleysinanyshapeorform,tocontrasthisownfearlessheroismwithmycowardice.

　　"BooRadley?How?"askedDill.

　　Jemsaid,"Scout,youcanbeMrs.Radley-""IdeclareifIwill.Idon'tthink-""'Smatter?"saidDill."Stillscared?""Hecangetoutatnightwhenwe'reallasleep…"Isaid.

　　Jemhissed."Scout,how'shegonnaknowwhatwe'redoin'?Besides,Idon'tthinkhe'sstillthere.Hediedyearsagoandtheystuffedhimupthechimney."Dillsaid,"Jem,youandmecanplayandScoutcanwatchifshe'sscared."IwasfairlysureBooRadleywasinsidethathouse,butIcouldn'tproveit,andfeltitbesttokeepmymouthshutorIwouldbeaccusedofbelievinginHotSteams,phenomenaIwasimmunetointhedaytime.

　　Jemparceledoutourroles:IwasMrs.Radley,andallIhadtodowascomeoutandsweeptheporch.DillwasoldMr.Radley:hewalkedupanddownthesidewalkandcoughedwhenJemspoketohim.Jem,naturally,wasBoo:hewentunderthefrontstepsandshriekedandhowledfromtimetotime.

　　Asthesummerprogressed,sodidourgame.Wepolishedandperfectedit,addeddialogueandplotuntilwehadmanufacturedasmallplayuponwhichwerangchangeseveryday.

　　Dillwasavillain'svillain:hecouldgetintoanycharacterpartassignedhim,andappeartallifheightwaspartofthedevilryrequired.Hewasasgoodashisworstperformance;hisworstperformancewasGothic.Ireluctantlyplayedassortedladieswhoenteredthescript.IneverthoughtitasmuchfunasTarzan,andIplayedthatsummerwithmorethanvagueanxietydespiteJem'sassurancesthatBooRadleywasdeadandnothingwouldgetme,withhimandCalpurniathereinthedaytimeandAtticushomeatnight.

　　Jemwasabornhero.

　　Itwasamelancholylittledrama,wovenfrombitsandscrapsofgossipandneighborhoodlegend:Mrs.RadleyhadbeenbeautifuluntilshemarriedMr.Radleyandlostallhermoney.Shealsolostmostofherteeth,herhair,andherrightforefinger（Dill'scontribution.

　　Boobititoffonenightwhenhecouldn'tfindanycatsandsquirrelstoeat.）；shesatinthelivingroomandcriedmostofthetime,whileBooslowlywhittledawayallthefurnitureinthehouse.

　　Thethreeofusweretheboyswhogotintotrouble;Iwastheprobatejudge,forachange;DillledJemawayandcrammedhimbeneaththesteps,pokinghimwiththebrushbroom.Jemwouldreappearasneededintheshapesofthesheriff,assortedtownsfolk,andMissStephanieCrawford,whohadmoretosayabouttheRadleysthananybodyinMaycomb.

　　WhenitwastimetoplayBoo'sbigscene,Jemwouldsneakintothehouse,stealthescissorsfromthesewing-machinedrawerwhenCalpurnia'sbackwasturned,thensitintheswingandcutupnewspapers.Dillwouldwalkby,coughatJem,andJemwouldfakeaplungeintoDill'sthigh.FromwhereIstooditlookedreal.

　　WhenMr.NathanRadleypassedusonhisdailytriptotown,wewouldstandstillandsilentuntilhewasoutofsight,thenwonderwhathewoulddotousifhesuspected.Ouractivitieshaltedwhenanyoftheneighborsappeared,andonceIsawMissMaudieAtkinsonstaringacrossthestreetatus,herhedgeclipperspoisedinmidair.

　　OnedayweweresobusilyplayingChapterXXV,BookIIofOneMan'sFamily,wedidnotseeAtticusstandingonthesidewalklookingatus,slappingarolledmagazineagainsthisknee.Thesunsaidtwelvenoon.

　　"Whatareyouallplaying?"heasked.

　　"Nothing,"saidJem.

　　Jem'sevasiontoldmeourgamewasasecret,soIkeptquiet.

　　"Whatareyoudoingwiththosescissors,then?Whyareyoutearingupthatnewspaper?Ifit'stoday'sI'lltanyou.""Nothing.""Nothingwhat?"saidAtticus.

　　"Nothing,sir.""Givemethosescissors,"Atticussaid."They'renothingstoplaywith.DoesthisbyanychancehaveanythingtodowiththeRadleys?""Nosir,"saidJem,reddening.

　　"Ihopeitdoesn't,"hesaidshortly,andwentinsidethehouse.

　　"Je-m…""Shutup!He'sgoneinthelivingroom,hecanhearusinthere."Safelyintheyard,DillaskedJemifwecouldplayanymore.

　　"Idon'tknow.Atticusdidn'tsaywecouldn't-""Jem,"Isaid,"IthinkAtticusknowsitanyway.""Nohedon't.Ifhedidhe'dsayhedid."Iwasnotsosure,butJemtoldmeIwasbeingagirl,thatgirlsalwaysimaginedthings,that'swhyotherpeoplehatedthemso,andifIstartedbehavinglikeoneIcouldjustgooffandfindsometoplaywith.

　　"Allright,youjustkeepitupthen,"Isaid."You'llfindout."Atticus'sarrivalwasthesecondreasonIwantedtoquitthegame.

　　ThefirstreasonhappenedthedayIrolledintotheRadleyfrontyard.

　　Throughallthehead-shaking,quellingofnauseaandJem-yelling,Ihadheardanothersound,solowIcouldnothavehearditfromthesidewalk.Someoneinsidethehousewaslaughing.

　　5MynagginggotthebetterofJemeventually,asIknewitwould,andtomyreliefwesloweddownthegameforawhile.Hestillmaintained,however,thatAtticushadn'tsaidwecouldn't,thereforewecould;andifAtticuseversaidwecouldn't,Jemhadthoughtofawayaroundit:hewouldsimplychangethenamesofthecharactersandthenwecouldn'tbeaccusedofplayinganything.

　　Dillwasinheartyagreementwiththisplanofaction.Dillwasbecomingsomethingofatrialanyway,followingJemabout.Hehadaskedmeearlierinthesummertomarryhim,thenhepromptlyforgotaboutit.Hestakedmeout,markedashisproperty,saidIwastheonlygirlhewouldeverlove,thenheneglectedme.Ibeathimuptwicebutitdidnogood,heonlygrewclosertoJem.Theyspentdaystogetherinthetreehouseplottingandplanning,callingmeonlywhentheyneededathirdparty.ButIkeptalooffromtheirmorefoolhardyschemesforawhile,andonpainofbeingcalledagirl,IspentmostoftheremainingtwilightsthatsummersittingwithMissMaudieAtkinsononherfrontporch.

　　JemandIhadalwaysenjoyedthefreerunofMissMaudie'syardifwekeptoutofherazaleas,butourcontactwithherwasnotclearlydefined.UntilJemandDillexcludedmefromtheirplans,shewasonlyanotherladyintheneighborhood,butarelativelybenignpresence.

　　OurtacittreatywithMissMaudiewasthatwecouldplayonherlawn,eatherscuppernongsifwedidn'tjumponthearbor,andexplorehervastbacklot,termssogenerousweseldomspoketoher,socarefulwerewetopreservethedelicatebalanceofourrelationship,butJemandDilldrovemeclosertoherwiththeirbehavior.

　　MissMaudiehatedherhouse:timespentindoorswastimewasted.Shewasawidow,achameleonladywhoworkedinherflowerbedsinanoldstrawhatandmen'scoveralls,butafterherfiveo'clockbathshewouldappearontheporchandreignoverthestreetinmagisterialbeauty.

　　ShelovedeverythingthatgrewinGod'searth,eventheweeds.

　　Withoneexception.IfshefoundabladeofnutgrassinheryarditwasliketheSecondBattleoftheMarne:sheswoopeddownuponitwithatintubandsubjectedittoblastsfrombeneathwithapoisonoussubstanceshesaidwassopowerfulit'dkillusallifwedidn'tstandoutoftheway.

　　"Whycan'tyoujustpullitup?"Iasked,afterwitnessingaprolongedcampaignagainstabladenotthreeincheshigh.

　　"Pullitup,child,pullitup?"Shepickedupthelimpsproutandsqueezedherthumbupitstinystalk.Microscopicgrainsoozedout.

　　"Why,onesprigofnutgrasscanruinawholeyard.Lookhere.WhenitcomesfallthisdriesupandthewindblowsitalloverMaycombCounty!"MissMaudie'sfacelikenedsuchanoccurrenceuntoanOldTestamentpestilence.

　　HerspeechwascrispforaMaycombCountyinhabitant.Shecalledusbyallournames,andwhenshegrinnedsherevealedtwominutegoldprongsclippedtohereyeteeth.WhenIadmiredthemandhopedIwouldhavesomeeventually,shesaid,"Lookhere."Withaclickofhertongueshethrustoutherbridgework,agestureofcordialitythatcementedourfriendship.

　　MissMaudie'sbenevolenceextendedtoJemandDill,whenevertheypausedintheirpursuits:wereapedthebenefitsofatalentMissMaudiehadhithertokepthiddenfromus.Shemadethebestcakesintheneighborhood.Whenshewasadmittedintoourconfidence,everytimeshebakedshemadeabigcakeandthreelittleones,andshewouldcallacrossthestreet:"JemFinch,ScoutFinch,CharlesBakerHarris,comehere!"Ourpromptnesswasalwaysrewarded.

　　Insummertime,twilightsarelongandpeaceful.Oftenasnot,MissMaudieandIwouldsitsilentlyonherporch,watchingtheskygofromyellowtopinkasthesunwentdown,watchingflightsofmartinssweeplowovertheneighborhoodanddisappearbehindtheschoolhouserooftops.

　　"MissMaudie,"Isaidoneevening,"doyouthinkBooRadley'sstillalive?""Hisname'sArthurandhe'salive,"shesaid.Shewasrockingslowlyinherbigoakchair."Doyousmellmymimosa?It'slikeangels'

　　breaththisevening.""Yessum.Howdoyouknow?""Knowwhat,child?""ThatB-Mr.Arthur'sstillalive?""Whatamorbidquestion.ButIsupposeit'samorbidsubject.Iknowhe'salive,JeanLouise,becauseIhaven'tseenhimcarriedoutyet.""Maybehediedandtheystuffedhimupthechimney.""Wheredidyougetsuchanotion?""That'swhatJemsaidhethoughttheydid.""S-ss-ss.HegetsmorelikeJackFincheveryday."MissMaudiehadknownUncleJackFinch,Atticus'sbrother,sincetheywerechildren.Nearlythesameage,theyhadgrownuptogetheratFinch'sLanding.MissMaudiewasthedaughterofaneighboringlandowner,Dr.FrankBuford.Dr.Buford'sprofessionwasmedicineandhisobsessionwasanythingthatgrewintheground,sohestayedpoor.UncleJackFinchconfinedhispassionfordiggingtohiswindowboxesinNashvilleandstayedrich.WesawUncleJackeveryChristmas,andeveryChristmasheyelledacrossthestreetforMissMaudietocomemarryhim.MissMaudiewouldyellback,"Callalittlelouder,JackFinch,andthey'llhearyouatthepostoffice,Ihaven'theardyouyet!"JemandIthoughtthisastrangewaytoaskforalady'shandinmarriage,butthenUncleJackwasratherstrange.HesaidhewastryingtogetMissMaudie'sgoat,thathehadbeentryingunsuccessfullyforfortyyears,thathewasthelastpersonintheworldMissMaudiewouldthinkaboutmarryingbutthefirstpersonshethoughtaboutteasing,andthebestdefensetoherwasspiritedoffense,allofwhichweunderstoodclearly.

　　"ArthurRadleyjuststaysinthehouse,that'sall,"saidMissMaudie."Wouldn'tyoustayinthehouseifyoudidn'twanttocomeout?""Yessum,butI'dwantacomeout.Whydoesn'the?"MissMaudie'seyesnarrowed."YouknowthatstoryaswellasIdo.""Ineverheardwhy,though.Nobodyevertoldmewhy."MissMaudiesettledherbridgework."YouknowoldMr.Radleywasafoot-washingBaptist-""That'swhatyouare,ain'tit?""Myshell'snotthathard,child.I'mjustaBaptist.""Don'tyouallbelieveinfoot-washing?""Wedo.Athomeinthebathtub.""Butwecan'thavecommunionwithyouall-"Apparentlydecidingthatitwaseasiertodefineprimitivebaptistrythanclosedcommunion,MissMaudiesaid:"Foot-washersbelieveanythingthat'spleasureisasin.Didyouknowsomeof'emcameoutofthewoodsoneSaturdayandpassedbythisplaceandtoldmemeandmyflowersweregoingtohell?""Yourflowers,too?""Yesma'am.They'dburnrightwithme.TheythoughtIspenttoomuchtimeinGod'soutdoorsandnotenoughtimeinsidethehousereadingtheBible."MyconfidenceinpulpitGospellessenedatthevisionofMissMaudiestewingforeverinvariousProtestanthells.Trueenough,shehadanacidtongueinherhead,andshedidnotgoabouttheneighborhooddoinggood,asdidMissStephanieCrawford.ButwhilenoonewithagrainofsensetrustedMissStephanie,JemandIhadconsiderablefaithinMissMaudie.Shehadnevertoldonus,hadneverplayedcat-and-mousewithus,shewasnotatallinterestedinourprivatelives.Shewasourfriend.Howsoreasonableacreaturecouldliveinperilofeverlastingtormentwasincomprehensible.

　　"Thatain'tright,MissMaudie.You'rethebestladyIknow."MissMaudiegrinned."Thankyouma'am.Thingis,foot-washersthinkwomenareasinbydefinition.TheytaketheBibleliterally,youknow.""IsthatwhyMr.Arthurstaysinthehouse,tokeepawayfromwomen?""I'venoidea.""Itdoesn'tmakesensetome.LookslikeifMr.Arthurwashankerin'

　　afterheavenhe'dcomeoutontheporchatleast.AtticussaysGod'slovingfolkslikeyouloveyourself-"MissMaudiestoppedrocking,andhervoicehardened."Youaretooyoungtounderstandit,"shesaid,"butsometimestheBibleinthehandofonemanisworsethanawhiskeybottleinthehandof-oh,ofyourfather."Iwasshocked."Atticusdoesn'tdrinkwhiskey,"Isaid."Heneverdrunkadropinhislife-nome,yeshedid.Hesaidhedranksomeonetimeanddidn'tlikeit."MissMaudielaughed."Wasn'ttalkingaboutyourfather,"shesaid.

　　"WhatImeantwas,ifAtticusFinchdrankuntilhewasdrunkhewouldn'tbeashardassomemenareattheirbest.Therearejustsomekindofmenwho-who'resobusyworryingaboutthenextworldthey'veneverlearnedtoliveinthisone,andyoucanlookdownthestreetandseetheresults.""Doyouthinkthey'retrue,allthosethingstheysayaboutB-Mr.

　　Arthur?""Whatthings?"Itoldher.

　　"Thatisthree-fourthscoloredfolksandone-fourthStephanieCrawford,"saidMissMaudiegrimly."StephanieCrawfordeventoldmeonceshewokeupinthemiddleofthenightandfoundhimlookinginthewindowather.Isaidwhatdidyoudo,Stephanie,moveoverinthebedandmakeroomforhim?Thatshutherupawhile."Iwassureitdid.MissMaudie'svoicewasenoughtoshutanybodyup.

　　"No,child,"shesaid,"thatisasadhouse.IrememberArthurRadleywhenhewasaboy.Healwaysspokenicelytome,nomatterwhatfolkssaidhedid.Spokeasnicelyasheknewhow.""Youreckonhe'scrazy?"MissMaudieshookherhead."Ifhe'snotheshouldbebynow.Thethingsthathappentopeopleweneverreallyknow.Whathappensinhousesbehindcloseddoors,whatsecrets-""Atticusdon'teverdoanythingtoJemandmeinthehousethathedon'tdointheyard,"Isaid,feelingitmydutytodefendmyparent.

　　"Graciouschild,Iwasravelingathread,wasn'teventhinkingaboutyourfather,butnowthatIamI'llsaythis:AtticusFinchisthesameinhishouseasheisonthepublicstreets.How'dyoulikesomefreshpoundcaketotakehome?"Ilikeditverymuch.

　　NextmorningwhenIawakenedIfoundJemandDillinthebackyarddeepinconversation.WhenIjoinedthem,asusualtheysaidgoaway.

　　"Willnot.Thisyard'sasmuchmineasitisyours,JemFinch.Igotjustasmuchrighttoplayinitasyouhave."DillandJememergedfromabriefhuddle:"Ifyoustayyou'vegottodowhatwetellyou,"Dillwarned.

　　"We-ll,"Isaid,"who'ssohighandmightyallofasudden?""Ifyoudon'tsayyou'lldowhatwetellyou,weain'tgonnatellyouanything,"Dillcontinued.

　　"Youactlikeyougrewteninchesinthenight!Allright,whatisit?"Jemsaidplacidly,"WearegoingtogiveanotetoBooRadley.""Justhow?"Iwastryingtofightdowntheautomaticterrorrisinginme.ItwasallrightforMissMaudietotalk-shewasoldandsnugonherporch.Itwasdifferentforus.

　　Jemwasmerelygoingtoputthenoteontheendofafishingpoleandstickitthroughtheshutters.Ifanyonecamealong,Dillwouldringthebell.

　　Dillraisedhisrighthand.Initwasmymother'ssilverdinner-bell.

　　"I'mgoin'aroundtothesideofthehouse,"saidJem."Welookedyesterdayfromacrossthestreet,andthere'sashutterloose.ThinkmaybeIcanmakeitstickonthewindowsill,atleast.""Jem-""Nowyou'reinitandyoucan'tgetoutofit,you'lljuststayinit,MissPriss!""Okay,okay,butIdon'twantawatch.Jem,somebodywas-""Yesyouwill,you'llwatchthebackendofthelotandDill'sgonnawatchthefrontofthehousean'upthestreet,an'ifanybodycomeshe'llringthebell.Thatclear?""Allrightthen.What'dyouwritehim?"Dillsaid,"We'reaskin'himrealpolitelytocomeoutsometimes,andtelluswhathedoesinthere-wesaidwewouldn'thurthimandwe'dbuyhimanicecream.""Youall'vegonecrazy,he'llkillus!"Dillsaid,"It'smyidea.Ifigureifhe'dcomeoutandsitaspellwithushemightfeelbetter.""Howdoyouknowhedon'tfeelgood?""Wellhow'dyoufeelifyou'dbeenshutupforahundredyearswithnothin'butcatstoeat?Ibethe'sgotabearddowntohere-""Likeyourdaddy's?""Heain'tgotabeard,he-"Dillstopped,asiftryingtoremember.

　　"Uhhuh,caughtcha,"Isaid."Yousaid'foreyouwereoffthetraingoodyourdaddyhadablackbeard-""Ifit'sallthesametoyouheshaveditofflastsummer!Yeah,an'

　　I'vegotthelettertoproveit-hesentmetwodollars,too!""Keepon-Ireckonheevensentyouamountedpoliceuniform!That'nnevershowedup,didit?Youjustkeepontellin''em,son-"DillHarriscouldtellthebiggestonesIeverheard.Amongotherthings,hehadbeenupinamailplaneseventeentimes,hehadbeentoNovaScotia,hehadseenanelephant,andhisgranddaddywasBrigadierGeneralJoeWheelerandlefthimhissword.

　　"Youallhush,"saidJem.Hescuttledbeneaththehouseandcameoutwithayellowbamboopole."Reckonthisislongenoughtoreachfromthesidewalk?""Anybodywho'sbraveenoughtogoupandtouchthehousehadn'toughtauseafishin'pole,"Isaid."Whydon'tyoujustknockthefrontdoordown?""This-is-different,"saidJem,"howmanytimesdoIhavetotellyouthat?"DilltookapieceofpaperfromhispocketandgaveittoJem.Thethreeofuswalkedcautiouslytowardtheoldhouse.Dillremainedatthelight-poleonthefrontcornerofthelot,andJemandIedgeddownthesidewalkparalleltothesideofthehouse.IwalkedbeyondJemandstoodwhereIcouldseearoundthecurve.

　　"Allclear,"Isaid."Notasoulinsight."JemlookedupthesidewalktoDill,whonodded.

　　Jemattachedthenotetotheendofthefishingpole,letthepoleoutacrosstheyardandpushedittowardthewindowhehadselected.

　　Thepolelackedseveralinchesofbeinglongenough,andJemleanedoverasfarashecould.Iwatchedhimmakingjabbingmotionsforsolong,Iabandonedmypostandwenttohim.

　　"Can'tgetitoffthepole,"hemuttered,"orifIgotitoffIcan'tmakeitstay.G'onbackdownthestreet,Scout."Ireturnedandgazedaroundthecurveattheemptyroad.

　　OccasionallyIlookedbackatJem,whowaspatientlytryingtoplacethenoteonthewindowsill.ItwouldfluttertothegroundandJemwouldjabitup,untilIthoughtifBooRadleyeverreceivedithewouldn'tbeabletoreadit.Iwaslookingdownthestreetwhenthedinner-bellrang.

　　Shoulderup,IreeledaroundtofaceBooRadleyandhisbloodyfangs;instead,IsawDillringingthebellwithallhismightinAtticus'sface.

　　JemlookedsoawfulIdidn'thavethehearttotellhimItoldhimso.Hetrudgedalong,draggingthepolebehindhimonthesidewalk.

　　Atticussaid,"Stopringingthatbell."Dillgrabbedtheclapper;inthesilencethatfollowed,Iwishedhe'dstartringingitagain.Atticuspushedhishattothebackofhisheadandputhishandsonhiships."Jem,"hesaid,"whatwereyoudoing?""Nothin',sir.""Idon'twantanyofthat.Tellme.""Iwas-wewerejusttryin'togivesomethin'toMr.Radley.""Whatwereyoutryingtogivehim?""Justaletter.""Letmeseeit."Jemheldoutafilthypieceofpaper.Atticustookitandtriedtoreadit."WhydoyouwantMr.Radleytocomeout?"Dillsaid,"Wethoughthemightenjoyus…"anddriedupwhenAtticuslookedathim.

　　"Son,"hesaidtoJem,"I'mgoingtotellyousomethingandtellyouonetime:stoptormentingthatman.Thatgoesfortheothertwoofyou."WhatMr.Radleydidwashisownbusiness.Ifhewantedtocomeout,hewould.Ifhewantedtostayinsidehisownhousehehadtherighttostayinsidefreefromtheattentionsofinquisitivechildren,whichwasamildtermforthelikesofus.HowwouldwelikeitifAtticusbargedinonuswithoutknocking,whenwewereinourroomsatnight?Wewere,ineffect,doingthesamethingtoMr.Radley.WhatMr.Radleydidmightseempeculiartous,butitdidnotseempeculiartohim.Furthermore,haditneveroccurredtousthatthecivilwaytocommunicatewithanotherbeingwasbythefrontdoorinsteadofasidewindow?Lastly,weweretostayawayfromthathouseuntilwewereinvitedthere,wewerenottoplayanasininegamehehadseenusplayingormakefunofanybodyonthisstreetorinthistown-"Weweren'tmakin'funofhim,weweren'tlaughin'athim,"saidJem,"wewerejust-""Sothatwaswhatyouweredoing,wasn'tit?""Makin'funofhim?""No,"saidAtticus,"puttinghislife'shistoryondisplayfortheedificationoftheneighborhood."Jemseemedtoswellalittle."Ididn'tsayweweredoin'that,Ididn'tsayit!"Atticusgrinneddryly."Youjusttoldme,"hesaid."Youstopthisnonsenserightnow,everyoneofyou."Jemgapedathim.

　　"Youwanttobealawyer,don'tyou?"Ourfather'smouthwassuspiciouslyfirm,asifheweretryingtoholditinline.

　　Jemdecidedtherewasnopointinquibbling,andwassilent.WhenAtticuswentinsidethehousetoretrieveafilehehadforgottentotaketoworkthatmorning,Jemfinallyrealizedthathehadbeendoneinbytheoldestlawyer'strickonrecord.Hewaitedarespectfuldistancefromthefrontsteps,watchedAtticusleavethehouseandwalktowardtown.WhenAtticuswasoutofearshotJemyelledafterhim:"IthoughtIwantedtobealawyerbutIain'tsosurenow!"6"Yes,"saidourfather,whenJemaskedhimifwecouldgooverandsitbyMissRachel'sfishpoolwithDill,asthiswashislastnightinMaycomb."Tellhimsolongforme,andwe'llseehimnextsummer."WeleapedoverthelowwallthatseparatedMissRachel'syardfromourdriveway.Jemwhistledbob-whiteandDillansweredinthedarkness.

　　"Notabreathblowing,"saidJem."Lookayonder."Hepointedtotheeast.AgiganticmoonwasrisingbehindMissMaudie'specantrees."Thatmakesitseemhotter,"hesaid.

　　"Crossinittonight?"askedDill,notlookingup.Hewasconstructingacigarettefromnewspaperandstring.

　　"No,justthelady.Don'tlightthatthing,Dill,you'llstinkupthiswholeendoftown."TherewasaladyinthemooninMaycomb.Shesatatadressercombingherhair.

　　"We'regonnamissyou,boy,"Isaid."ReckonwebetterwatchforMr.

　　Avery?"Mr.AveryboardedacrossthestreetfromMrs.HenryLafayetteDubose'shouse.BesidesmakingchangeinthecollectionplateeverySunday,Mr.Averysatontheporcheverynightuntilnineo'clockandsneezed.Oneeveningwewereprivilegedtowitnessaperformancebyhimwhichseemedtohavebeenhispositivelylast,forheneverdiditagainsolongaswewatched.JemandIwereleavingMissRachel'sfrontstepsonenightwhenDillstoppedus:"Golly,lookayonder."Hepointedacrossthestreet.Atfirstwesawnothingbutakudzu-coveredfrontporch,butacloserinspectionrevealedanarcofwaterdescendingfromtheleavesandsplashingintheyellowcircleofthestreetlight,sometenfeetfromsourcetoearth,itseemedtous.JemsaidMr.Averymisfigured,Dillsaidhemustdrinkagallonaday,andtheensuingcontesttodeterminerelativedistancesandrespectiveprowessonlymademefeelleftoutagain,asIwasuntalentedinthisarea.

　　Dillstretched,yawned,andsaidaltogethertoocasually."Iknowwhat,let'sgoforawalk."Hesoundedfishytome.NobodyinMaycombjustwentforawalk.

　　"Whereto,Dill?"Dilljerkedhisheadinasoutherlydirection.

　　Jemsaid,"Okay."WhenIprotested,hesaidsweetly,"Youdon'thavetocomealong,AngelMay.""Youdon'thavetogo.Remember-"Jemwasnotonetodwellonpastdefeats:itseemedtheonlymessagehegotfromAtticuswasinsightintotheartofcrossexamination.

　　"Scout,weain'tgonnadoanything,we'rejustgoin'tothestreetlightandback."Westrolledsilentlydownthesidewalk,listeningtoporchswingscreakingwiththeweightoftheneighborhood,listeningtothesoftnight-murmursofthegrownpeopleonourstreet.OccasionallyweheardMissStephanieCrawfordlaugh.

　　"Well?"saidDill.

　　"Okay,"saidJem."Whydon'tyougoonhome,Scout?""Whatareyougonnado?"DillandJemweresimplygoingtopeepinthewindowwiththelooseshuttertoseeiftheycouldgetalookatBooRadley,andifIdidn'twanttogowiththemIcouldgostraighthomeandkeepmyfatfloppingmouthshut,thatwasall.

　　"Butwhatinthesamholyhilldidyouwaittilltonight?"Becausenobodycouldseethematnight,becauseAtticuswouldbesodeepinabookhewouldn'theartheKingdomcoming,becauseifBooRadleykilledthemthey'dmissschoolinsteadofvacation,andbecauseitwaseasiertoseeinsideadarkhouseinthedarkthaninthedaytime,didIunderstand?

　　"Jem,please-""Scout,I'mtellin'youforthelasttime,shutyourtraporgohome-IdeclaretotheLordyou'regettin'morelikeagirleveryday!"Withthat,Ihadnooptionbuttojointhem.WethoughtitwasbettertogounderthehighwirefenceattherearoftheRadleylot,westoodlesschanceofbeingseen.Thefenceenclosedalargegardenandanarrowwoodenouthouse.

　　JemheldupthebottomwireandmotionedDillunderit.Ifollowed,andheldupthewireforJem.Itwasatightsqueezeforhim."Don'tmakeasound,"hewhispered."Don'tgetinarowofcollardswhateveryoudo,they'llwakethedead."Withthisthoughtinmind,Imadeperhapsonestepperminute.ImovedfasterwhenIsawJemfaraheadbeckoninginthemoonlight.Wecametothegatethatdividedthegardenfromthebackyard.Jemtouchedit.Thegatesqueaked.

　　"Spitonit,"whisperedDill.

　　"You'vegotusinabox,Jem,"Imuttered."Wecan'tgetoutofheresoeasy.""Sh-h.Spitonit,Scout."Wespatourselvesdry,andJemopenedthegateslowly,liftingitasideandrestingitonthefence.Wewereinthebackyard.

　　ThebackoftheRadleyhousewaslessinvitingthanthefront:aramshackleporchranthewidthofthehouse;thereweretwodoorsandtwodarkwindowsbetweenthedoors.Insteadofacolumn,aroughtwo-by-foursupportedoneendoftheroof.AnoldFranklinstovesatinacorneroftheporch;aboveitahat-rackmirrorcaughtthemoonandshoneeerily.

　　"Ar-r,"saidJemsoftly,liftinghisfoot.

　　"'Smatter?""Chickens,"hebreathed.

　　ThatwewouldbeobligedtododgetheunseenfromalldirectionswasconfirmedwhenDillaheadofusspelledG-o-dinawhisper.Wecrepttothesideofthehouse,aroundtothewindowwiththehangingshutter.ThesillwasseveralinchestallerthanJem.

　　"Giveyouahandup,"hemutteredtoDill."Wait,though."Jemgrabbedhisleftwristandmyrightwrist,IgrabbedmyleftwristandJem'srightwrist,wecrouched,andDillsatonoursaddle.Weraisedhimandhecaughtthewindowsill.

　　"Hurry,"Jemwhispered,"wecan'tlastmuchlonger."Dillpunchedmyshoulder,andweloweredhimtotheground.

　　"What'dyousee?""Nothing.Curtains.There'salittleteenylightwayoffsomewhere,though.""Let'sgetawayfromhere,"breathedJem."Let'sgo'roundinbackagain.Sh-h,"hewarnedme,asIwasabouttoprotest.

　　"Let'strythebackwindow.""Dill,no,"Isaid.

　　DillstoppedandletJemgoahead.WhenJemputhisfootonthebottomstep,thestepsqueaked.Hestoodstill,thentriedhisweightbydegrees.Thestepwassilent.Jemskippedtwosteps,puthisfootontheporch,heavedhimselftoit,andteeteredalongmoment.

　　Heregainedhisbalanceanddroppedtohisknees.Hecrawledtothewindow,raisedhisheadandlookedin.

　　ThenIsawtheshadow.Itwastheshadowofamanwithahaton.

　　AtfirstIthoughtitwasatree,buttherewasnowindblowing,andtree-trunksneverwalked.Thebackporchwasbathedinmoonlight,andtheshadow,crispastoast,movedacrosstheporchtowardJem.

　　Dillsawitnext.Heputhishandstohisface.

　　WhenitcrossedJem,Jemsawit.Heputhisarmsoverhisheadandwentrigid.

　　TheshadowstoppedaboutafootbeyondJem.Itsarmcameoutfromitsside,dropped,andwasstill.ThenitturnedandmovedbackacrossJem,walkedalongtheporchandoffthesideofthehouse,returningasithadcome.

　　Jemleapedofftheporchandgallopedtowardus.Heflungopenthegate,dancedDillandmethrough,andshooedusbetweentworowsofswishingcollards.HalfwaythroughthecollardsItripped;asItrippedtheroarofashotgunshatteredtheneighborhood.

　　DillandJemdivedbesideme.Jem'sbreathcameinsobs:"Fencebytheschoolyard!-hurry,Scout!"Jemheldthebottomwire;DillandIrolledthroughandwerehalfwaytotheshelteroftheschoolyard'ssolitaryoakwhenwesensedthatJemwasnotwithus.Weranbackandfoundhimstrugglinginthefence,kickinghispantsofftogetloose.Herantotheoaktreeinhisshorts.

　　Safelybehindit,wegavewaytonumbness,butJem'smindwasracing:"Wegottagethome,they'llmissus."Weranacrosstheschoolyard,crawledunderthefencetoDeer'sPasturebehindourhouse,climbedourbackfenceandwereatthebackstepsbeforeJemwouldletuspausetorest.

　　Respirationnormal,thethreeofusstrolledascasuallyaswecouldtothefrontyard.WelookeddownthestreetandsawacircleofneighborsattheRadleyfrontgate.

　　"Webettergodownthere,"saidJem."They'llthinkit'sfunnyifwedon'tshowup."Mr.NathanRadleywasstandinginsidehisgate,ashotgunbrokenacrosshisarm.AtticuswasstandingbesideMissMaudieandMissStephanieCrawford.MissRachelandMr.Averywerenearby.Noneofthemsawuscomeup.

　　WeeasedinbesideMissMaudie,wholookedaround."Wherewereyouall,didn'tyouhearthecommotion?""Whathappened?"askedJem.

　　"Mr.RadleyshotataNegroinhiscollardpatch.""Oh.Didhehithim?""No,"saidMissStephanie."Shotintheair.Scaredhimpale,though.Saysifanybodyseesawhiteniggeraround,that'stheone.

　　Sayshe'sgottheotherbarrelwaitin'forthenextsoundhehearsinthatpatch,an'nexttimehewon'taimhigh,beitdog,nigger,or-JemFinch!""Ma'am?"askedJem.

　　Atticusspoke."Where'reyourpants,son?""Pants,sir?""Pants."Itwasnouse.InhisshortsbeforeGodandeverybody.Isighed.

　　"Ah-Mr.Finch?"Intheglarefromthestreetlight,IcouldseeDillhatchingone:

　　hiseyeswidened,hisfatcherubfacegrewrounder.

　　"Whatisit,Dill?"askedAtticus.

　　"Ah-Iwon'emfromhim,"hesaidvaguely.

　　"Wonthem?How?"Dill'shandsoughtthebackofhishead.Hebroughtitforwardandacrosshisforehead."Wewereplayin'strippokerupyonderbythefishpool,"hesaid.

　　JemandIrelaxed.Theneighborsseemedsatisfied:theyallstiffened.Butwhatwasstrippoker?

　　Wehadnochancetofindout:MissRachelwentofflikethetownfiresiren:"Do-o-oJee-sus,DillHarris!Gamblin'bymyfishpool?

　　I'llstrip-pokeryou,sir!"AtticussavedDillfromimmediatedismemberment."Justaminute,MissRachel,"hesaid."I'veneverheardof'emdoingthatbefore.

　　Wereyouallplayingcards?"JemfieldedDill'sflywithhiseyesshut:"Nosir,justwithmatches."Iadmiredmybrother.Matchesweredangerous,butcardswerefatal.

　　"Jem,Scout,"saidAtticus,"Idon'twanttohearofpokerinanyformagain.GobyDill'sandgetyourpants,Jem.Settleityourselves.""Don'tworry,Dill,"saidJem,aswetrottedupthesidewalk,"sheain'tgonnagetyou.He'lltalkheroutofit.Thatwasfastthinkin',son.Listen…youhear?"Westopped,andheardAtticus'svoice:"…notserious…theyallgothroughit,MissRachel…"Dillwascomforted,butJemandIweren't.TherewastheproblemofJemshowingupsomepantsinthemorning.

　　"'dgiveyousomeofmine,"saidDill,aswecametoMissRachel'ssteps.Jemsaidhecouldn'tgetinthem,butthanksanyway.Wesaidgood-bye,andDillwentinsidethehouse.Heevidentlyrememberedhewasengagedtome,forheranbackoutandkissedmeswiftlyinfrontofJem."Yawlwrite,hear?"hebawledafterus.

　　HadJem'spantsbeensafelyonhim,wewouldnothavesleptmuchanyway.Everynight-soundIheardfrommycotonthebackporchwasmagnifiedthree-fold;everyscratchoffeetongravelwasBooRadleyseekingrevenge,everypassingNegrolaughinginthenightwasBooRadleylooseandafterus;insectssplashingagainstthescreenwereBooRadley'sinsanefingerspickingthewiretopieces;thechinaberrytreesweremalignant,hovering,alive.IlingeredbetweensleepandwakefulnessuntilIheardJemmurmur.

　　"Sleep,LittleThree-Eyes?""Areyoucrazy?""Sh-h.Atticus'slight'sout."InthewaningmoonlightIsawJemswinghisfeettothefloor.

　　"I'mgoin'after'em,"hesaid.

　　Isatupright."Youcan't.Iwon'tletyou."Hewasstrugglingintohisshirt."I'vegotto.""Youdoan'I'llwakeupAtticus.""YoudoandI'llkillyou."Ipulledhimdownbesidemeonthecot.Itriedtoreasonwithhim."Mr.Nathan'sgonnafind'eminthemorning,Jem.Heknowsyoulost'em.Whenheshows'emtoAtticusit'llbeprettybad,that'sallthereistoit.Go'nbacktobed.""That'swhatIknow,"saidJem."That'swhyI'mgoin'after'em."Ibegantofeelsick.Goingbacktothatplacebyhimself-IrememberedMissStephanie:Mr.Nathanhadtheotherbarrelwaitingforthenextsoundheheard,beitnigger,dog…JemknewthatbetterthanI.

　　Iwasdesperate:"Look,itain'tworthit,Jem.Alickin'hurtsbutitdoesn'tlast.You'llgetyourheadshotoff,Jem.Please…"Heblewouthisbreathpatiently."I-it'slikethis,Scout,"hemuttered."Atticusain'teverwhippedmesinceIcanremember.Iwantakeepitthatway."Thiswasathought.ItseemedthatAtticusthreateneduseveryotherday."Youmeanhe'snevercaughtyouatanything.""Maybeso,but-Ijustwantakeepitthatway,Scout.Weshouldn'adonethattonight,Scout."Itwasthen,Isuppose,thatJemandIfirstbegantopartcompany.SometimesIdidnotunderstandhim,butmyperiodsofbewildermentwereshort-lived.Thiswasbeyondme."Please,"Ipleaded,"can'tchajustthinkaboutitforaminute-byyourselfonthatplace-""Shutup!""It'snotlikehe'dneverspeaktoyouagainorsomethin'…I'mgonnawakehimup,Jem,IswearIam-"Jemgrabbedmypajamacollarandwrenchedittight."ThenI'mgoin'withyou-"Ichoked.

　　"Noyouain't,you'lljustmakenoise."Itwasnouse.Iunlatchedthebackdoorandhelditwhilehecreptdownthesteps.Itmusthavebeentwoo'clock.Themoonwassettingandthelattice-workshadowswerefadingintofuzzynothingness.Jem'swhiteshirt-taildippedandbobbedlikeasmallghostdancingawaytoescapethecomingmorning.Afaintbreezestirredandcooledthesweatrunningdownmysides.

　　Hewentthebackway,throughDeer'sPasture,acrosstheschoolyardandaroundtothefence,Ithought-atleastthatwasthewayhewasheaded.Itwouldtakelonger,soitwasnottimetoworryyet.IwaiteduntilitwastimetoworryandlistenedforMr.Radley'sshotgun.ThenIthoughtIheardthebackfencesqueak.Itwaswishfulthinking.

　　ThenIheardAtticuscough.Iheldmybreath.Sometimeswhenwemadeamidnightpilgrimagetothebathroomwewouldfindhimreading.Hesaidheoftenwokeupduringthenight,checkedonus,andreadhimselfbacktosleep.Iwaitedforhislighttogoon,strainingmyeyestoseeitfloodthehall.Itstayedoff,andIbreathedagain.

　　Thenight-crawlershadretired,butripechinaberriesdrummedontheroofwhenthewindstirred,andthedarknesswasdesolatewiththebarkingofdistantdogs.

　　Therehewas,returningtome.Hiswhiteshirtbobbedoverthebackfenceandslowlygrewlarger.Hecameupthebacksteps,latchedthedoorbehindhim,andsatonhiscot.Wordlessly,hehelduphispants.Helaydown,andforawhileIheardhiscottrembling.Soonhewasstill.Ididnothearhimstiragain.

　　7Jemstayedmoodyandsilentforaweek.AsAtticushadonceadvisedmetodo,ItriedtoclimbintoJem'sskinandwalkaroundinit:ifIhadgonealonetotheRadleyPlaceattwointhemorning,myfuneralwouldhavebeenheldthenextafternoon.SoIleftJemaloneandtriednottobotherhim.

　　Schoolstarted.Thesecondgradewasasbadasthefirst,onlyworse-theystillflashedcardsatyouandwouldn'tletyoureadorwrite.MissCaroline'sprogressnextdoorcouldbeestimatedbythefrequencyoflaughter;however,theusualcrewhadflunkedthefirstgradeagain,andwerehelpfulinkeepingorder.TheonlythinggoodaboutthesecondgradewasthatthisyearIhadtostayaslateasJem,andweusuallywalkedhometogetheratthreeo'clock.

　　Oneafternoonwhenwewerecrossingtheschoolyardtowardhome,Jemsuddenlysaid:"There'ssomethingIdidn'ttellyou."Asthiswashisfirstcompletesentenceinseveraldays,Iencouragedhim:"Aboutwhat?""Aboutthatnight.""You'venevertoldmeanythingaboutthatnight,"Isaid.

　　Jemwavedmywordsawayasiffanninggnats.Hewassilentforawhile,thenhesaid,"WhenIwentbackformybreeches-theywereallinatanglewhenIwasgettin'outof'em,Icouldn'tget'emloose.WhenIwentback-"Jemtookadeepbreath."WhenIwentback,theywerefoldedacrossthefence…liketheywereexpectin'me.""Across-""Andsomethingelse-"Jem'svoicewasflat."Showyouwhenwegethome.They'dbeensewedup.Notlikealadysewed'em,likesomethin'I'dtrytodo.Allcrooked.It'salmostlike-""-somebodyknewyouwerecomin'backfor'em."Jemshuddered."Likesomebodywasreadin'mymind…likesomebodycouldtellwhatIwasgonnado.Can'tanybodytellwhatI'mgonnadolesttheyknowme,canthey,Scout?"Jem'squestionwasanappeal.Ireassuredhim:"Can'tanybodytellwhatyou'regonnadolesttheyliveinthehousewithyou,andevenIcan'ttellsometimes."Wewerewalkingpastourtree.Initsknot-holerestedaballofgraytwine.

　　"Don'ttakeit,Jem,"Isaid."Thisissomebody'shidin'place.""Idon'tthinkso,Scout.""Yesitis.SomebodylikeWalterCunninghamcomesdownhereeveryrecessandhideshisthings-andwecomealongandtake'emawayfromhim.Listen,let'sleaveitandwaitacoupleofdays.Ifitain'tgonethen,we'lltakeit,okay?""Okay,youmightberight,"saidJem."Itmustbesomelittlekid'splace-hideshisthingsfromthebiggerfolks.Youknowit'sonlywhenschool'sinthatwe'vefoundthings.""Yeah,"Isaid,"butwenevergobyhereinthesummertime."Wewenthome.Nextmorningthetwinewaswherewehadleftit.

　　Whenitwasstillthereonthethirdday,Jempocketedit.Fromthenon,weconsideredeverythingwefoundintheknot-holeourproperty.

　　-Thesecondgradewasgrim,butJemassuredmethattheolderIgotthebetterschoolwouldbe,thathestartedoffthesameway,anditwasnotuntilonereachedthesixthgradethatonelearnedanythingofvalue.Thesixthgradeseemedtopleasehimfromthebeginning:hewentthroughabriefEgyptianPeriodthatbaffledme-hetriedtowalkflatagreatdeal,stickingonearminfrontofhimandoneinbackofhim,puttingonefootbehindtheother.HedeclaredEgyptianswalkedthatway;IsaidiftheydidIdidn'tseehowtheygotanythingdone,butJemsaidtheyaccomplishedmorethantheAmericanseverdid,theyinventedtoiletpaperandperpetualembalming,andaskedwherewouldwebetodayiftheyhadn't?AtticustoldmetodeletetheadjectivesandI'dhavethefacts.

　　TherearenoclearlydefinedseasonsinSouthAlabama;summerdriftsintoautumn,andautumnissometimesneverfollowedbywinter,butturnstoadays-oldspringthatmeltsintosummeragain.Thatfallwasalongone,hardlycoolenoughforalightjacket.JemandIweretrottinginourorbitonemildOctoberafternoonwhenourknot-holestoppedusagain.Somethingwhitewasinsidethistime.

　　Jemletmedothehonors:Ipulledouttwosmallimagescarvedinsoap.Onewasthefigureofaboy,theotherworeacrudedress.

　　BeforeIrememberedthattherewasnosuchthingashoo-dooing,Ishriekedandthrewthemdown.

　　Jemsnatchedthemup."What'sthematterwithyou?"heyelled.Herubbedthefiguresfreeofreddust."Thesearegood,"hesaid.

　　"I'veneverseenanythesegood."Heheldthemdowntome.Theywerealmostperfectminiaturesoftwochildren.Theboyhadonshorts,andashockofsoapyhairfelltohiseyebrows.IlookedupatJem.Apointofstraightbrownhairkickeddownwardsfromhispart.Ihadnevernoticeditbefore.

　　Jemlookedfromthegirl-dolltome.Thegirl-dollworebangs.SodidI.

　　"Theseareus,"hesaid.

　　"Whodid'em,youreckon?""Whodoweknowaroundherewhowhittles?"heasked.

　　"Mr.Avery.""Mr.Averyjustdoeslikethis.Imeancarves."Mr.Averyaveragedastickofstovewoodperweek;hehoneditdowntoatoothpickandchewedit.

　　"There'soldMissStephanieCrawford'ssweetheart,"Isaid.

　　"Hecarvesallright,buthelivesdownthecountry.Whenwouldheeverpayanyattentiontous?""MaybehesitsontheporchandlooksatusinsteadofMissStephanie.IfIwashim,Iwould."JemstaredatmesolongIaskedwhatwasthematter,butgotNothing,Scoutforananswer.Whenwewenthome,Jemputthedollsinhistrunk.

　　Lessthantwoweekslaterwefoundawholepackageofchewinggum,whichweenjoyed,thefactthateverythingontheRadleyPlacewaspoisonhavingslippedJem'smemory.

　　Thefollowingweektheknot-holeyieldedatarnishedmedal.JemshowedittoAtticus,whosaiditwasaspellingmedal,thatbeforewewereborntheMaycombCountyschoolshadspellingcontestsandawardedmedalstothewinners.Atticussaidsomeonemusthavelostit,andhadweaskedaround?Jemcamel-kickedmewhenItriedtosaywherewehadfoundit.JemaskedAtticusifherememberedanybodywhoeverwonone,andAtticussaidno.

　　Ourbiggestprizeappearedfourdayslater.Itwasapocketwatchthatwouldn'trun,onachainwithanaluminumknife.

　　"Youreckonit'swhitegold,Jem?""Don'tknow.I'llshowittoAtticus."Atticussaiditwouldprobablybeworthtendollars,knife,chainandall,ifitwerenew."Didyouswapwithsomebodyatschool?"heasked.

　　"Oh,nosir!"Jempulledouthisgrandfather'swatchthatAtticuslethimcarryonceaweekifJemwerecarefulwithit.Onthedayshecarriedthewatch,Jemwalkedoneggs."Atticus,ifit'sallrightwithyou,I'dratherhavethisoneinstead.MaybeIcanfixit."Whenthenewworeoffhisgrandfather'swatch,andcarryingitbecameaday'sburdensometask,Jemnolongerfeltthenecessityofascertainingthehoureveryfiveminutes.

　　Hedidafairjob,onlyonespringandtwotinypiecesleftover,butthewatchwouldnotrun."Oh-h,"hesighed,"it'llnevergo.

　　Scout-?""Huh?""Youreckonweoughtawritealettertowhoever'sleavingusthesethings?""That'dberightnice,Jem,wecanthank'em-what'swrong?"Jemwasholdinghisears,shakinghisheadfromsidetoside."Idon'tgetit,Ijustdon'tgetit-Idon'tknowwhy,Scout…"Helookedtowardthelivingroom."I'vegottagoodmindtotellAtticus-no,Ireckonnot.""I'lltellhimforyou.""No,don'tdothat,Scout.Scout?""Wha-t?"Hehadbeenonthevergeoftellingmesomethingallevening;hisfacewouldbrightenandhewouldleantowardme,thenhewouldchangehismind.Hechangeditagain."Oh,nothin'.""Here,let'swritealetter."Ipushedatabletandpencilunderhisnose.

　　"Okay.DearMister…""Howdoyouknowit'saman?Ibetit'sMissMaudie-beenbettin'

　　thatforalongtime.""Ar-r,MissMaudiecan'tchewgum-"Jembrokeintoagrin."Youknow,shecantalkrealprettysometimes.OnetimeIaskedhertohaveachewandshesaidnothanks,that-chewinggumcleavedtoherpalateandrenderedherspeechless,"saidJemcarefully."Doesn'tthatsoundnice?""Yeah,shecansaynicethingssometimes.Shewouldn'thaveawatchandchainanyway.""Dearsir,"saidJem."Weappreciatethe-no,weappreciateeverythingwhichyouhaveputintothetreeforus.Yoursverytruly,JeremyAtticusFinch.""Hewon'tknowwhoyouareifyousignitlikethat,Jem."Jemerasedhisnameandwrote,"JemFinch."Isigned,"JeanLouiseFinch（Scout），"beneathit.Jemputthenoteinanenvelope.

　　Nextmorningonthewaytoschoolheranaheadofmeandstoppedatthetree.Jemwasfacingmewhenhelookedup,andIsawhimgostarkwhite.

　　"Scout!"Irantohim.

　　Someonehadfilledourknot-holewithcement.

　　"Don'tyoucry,now,Scout…don'tcrynow,don'tyouworry-"hemutteredatmeallthewaytoschool.

　　WhenwewenthomefordinnerJemboltedhisfood,rantotheporchandstoodonthesteps.Ifollowedhim."Hasn'tpassedbyyet,"hesaid.

　　NextdayJemrepeatedhisvigilandwasrewarded.

　　"Hidydo,Mr.Nathan,"hesaid.

　　"MorningJem,Scout,"saidMr.Radley,ashewentby.

　　"Mr.Radley,"saidJem.

　　Mr.Radleyturnedaround.

　　"Mr.Radley,ah-didyouputcementinthatholeinthattreedownyonder?""Yes,"hesaid."Ifilleditup.""Why'dyoudoit,sir?""Tree'sdying.Youplug'emwithcementwhenthey'resick.Yououghttoknowthat,Jem."Jemsaidnothingmoreaboutituntillateafternoon.Whenwepassedourtreehegaveitameditativepatonitscement,andremaineddeepinthought.Heseemedtobeworkinghimselfintoabadhumor,soIkeptmydistance.

　　Asusual,wemetAtticuscominghomefromworkthatevening.WhenwewereatourstepsJemsaid,"Atticus,lookdownyonderatthattree,pleasesir.""Whattree,son?""TheoneonthecorneroftheRadleylotcomin'fromschool.""Yes?""Isthattreedyin'?""Whyno,son,Idon'tthinkso.Lookattheleaves,they'reallgreenandfull,nobrownpatchesanywhere-""Itain'tevensick?""Thattree'sashealthyasyouare,Jem.Why?""Mr.NathanRadleysaiditwasdyin'.""Wellmaybeitis.I'msureMr.Radleyknowsmoreabouthistreesthanwedo."Atticusleftusontheporch.Jemleanedonapillar,rubbinghisshouldersagainstit.

　　"Doyouitch,Jem?"IaskedaspolitelyasIcould.Hedidnotanswer."Comeonin,Jem,"Isaid.

　　"Afterwhile."Hestoodthereuntilnightfall,andIwaitedforhim.WhenwewentinthehouseIsawhehadbeencrying;hisfacewasdirtyintherightplaces,butIthoughtitoddthatIhadnotheardhim.

　　8ForreasonsunfathomabletothemostexperiencedprophetsinMaycombCounty,autumnturnedtowinterthatyear.Wehadtwoweeksofthecoldestweathersince1885,Atticussaid.Mr.AverysaiditwaswrittenontheRosettaStonethatwhenchildrendisobeyedtheirparents,smokedcigarettesandmadewaroneachother,theseasonswouldchange:JemandIwereburdenedwiththeguiltofcontributingtotheaberrationsofnature,therebycausingunhappinesstoourneighborsanddiscomforttoourselves.

　　OldMrs.Radleydiedthatwinter,butherdeathcausedhardlyaripple-theneighborhoodseldomsawher,exceptwhenshewateredhercannas.JemandIdecidedthatBoohadgotheratlast,butwhenAtticusreturnedfromtheRadleyhousehesaidshediedofnaturalcauses,toourdisappointment.

　　"Askhim,"Jemwhispered.

　　"Youaskhim,you'retheoldest.""That'swhyyououghtaaskhim.""Atticus,"Isaid,"didyouseeMr.Arthur?"Atticuslookedsternlyaroundhisnewspaperatme:"Ididnot."Jemrestrainedmefromfurtherquestions.HesaidAtticuswasstilltouchousaboutusandtheRadleysanditwouldn'tdotopushhimany.JemhadanotionthatAtticusthoughtouractivitiesthatnightlastsummerwerenotsolelyconfinedtostrippoker.Jemhadnofirmbasisforhisideas,hesaiditwasmerelyatwitch.

　　NextmorningIawoke,lookedoutthewindowandnearlydiedoffright.MyscreamsbroughtAtticusfromhisbathroomhalf-shaven.

　　"Theworld'sendin',Atticus!Pleasedosomething-!"Idraggedhimtothewindowandpointed.

　　"Noit'snot,"hesaid."It'ssnowing."JemaskedAtticuswoulditkeepup.Jemhadneverseensnoweither,butheknewwhatitwas.Atticussaidhedidn'tknowanymoreaboutsnowthanJemdid."Ithink,though,ifit'swaterylikethat,it'llturntorain."ThetelephonerangandAtticusleftthebreakfasttabletoanswerit."ThatwasEulaMay,"hesaidwhenhereturned."Iquote-'AsithasnotsnowedinMaycombCountysince1885,therewillbenoschooltoday.'"EulaMaywasMaycomb'sleadingtelephoneoperator.Shewasentrustedwithissuingpublicannouncements,weddinginvitations,settingoffthefiresiren,andgivingfirst-aidinstructionswhenDr.Reynoldswasaway.

　　WhenAtticusfinallycalledustoorderandbadeuslookatourplatesinsteadofoutthewindows,Jemasked,"Howdoyoumakeasnowman?""Ihaven'ttheslightestidea,"saidAtticus."Idon'twantyoualltobedisappointed,butIdoubtifthere'llbeenoughsnowforasnowball,even."Calpurniacameinandsaidshethoughtitwassticking.Whenwerantothebackyard,itwascoveredwithafeeblelayerofsoggysnow.

　　"Weshouldn'twalkaboutinit,"saidJem."Look,everystepyoutake'swastingit."Ilookedbackatmymushyfootprints.Jemsaidifwewaiteduntilitsnowedsomemorewecouldscrapeitallupforasnowman.Istuckoutmytongueandcaughtafatflake.Itburned.

　　"Jem,it'shot!""Noitain't,it'ssocolditburns.Nowdon'teatit,Scout,you'rewastingit.Letitcomedown.""ButIwanttowalkinit.""Iknowwhat,wecangowalkoveratMissMaudie's."Jemhoppedacrossthefrontyard.Ifollowedinhistracks.WhenwewereonthesidewalkinfrontofMissMaudie's,Mr.Averyaccostedus.Hehadapinkfaceandabigstomachbelowhisbelt.

　　"Seewhatyou'vedone?"hesaid."Hasn'tsnowedinMaycombsinceAppomattox.It'sbadchildrenlikeyoumakestheseasonschange."IwonderedifMr.Averyknewhowhopefullywehadwatchedlastsummerforhimtorepeathisperformance,andreflectedthatifthiswasourreward,therewassomethingtosayforsin.IdidnotwonderwhereMr.Averygatheredhismeteorologicalstatistics:theycamestraightfromtheRosettaStone.

　　"JemFinch,youJemFinch!""MissMaudie'scallin'you,Jem.""Youallstayinthemiddleoftheyard.There'ssomethriftburiedunderthesnowneartheporch.Don'tsteponit!""Yessum!"calledJem."It'sbeautiful,ain'tit,MissMaudie?""Beautifulmyhindfoot!Ifitfreezestonightit'llcarryoffallmyazaleas!"MissMaudie'soldsunhatglistenedwithsnowcrystals.Shewasbendingoversomesmallbushes,wrappingtheminburlapbags.Jemaskedherwhatshewasdoingthatfor.

　　"Keep'emwarm,"shesaid.

　　"Howcanflowerskeepwarm?Theydon'tcirculate.""Icannotanswerthatquestion,JemFinch.AllIknowisifitfreezestonighttheseplants'llfreeze,soyoucover'emup.Isthatclear?""Yessum.MissMaudie?""What,sir?""CouldScoutandmeborrowsomeofyoursnow?""Heavensalive,takeitall!There'sanoldpeachbasketunderthehouse,haulitoffinthat."MissMaudie'seyesnarrowed."JemFinch,whatareyougoingtodowithmysnow?""You'llsee,"saidJem,andwetransferredasmuchsnowaswecouldfromMissMaudie'syardtoours,aslushyoperation.

　　"Whatarewegonnado,Jem?"Iasked.

　　"You'llsee,"hesaid."Nowgetthebasketandhaulallthesnowyoucanrakeupfromthebackyardtothefront.Walkbackinyourtracks,though,"hecautioned.

　　"Arewegonnahaveasnowbaby,Jem?""No,arealsnowman.Gottaworkhard,now."Jemrantothebackyard,producedthegardenhoeandbegandiggingquicklybehindthewoodpile,placinganywormshefoundtooneside.Hewentinthehouse,returnedwiththelaundryhamper,filleditwithearthandcarriedittothefrontyard.

　　Whenwehadfivebasketsofearthandtwobasketsofsnow,Jemsaidwewerereadytobegin.

　　"Don'tyouthinkthisiskindofamess?"Iasked.

　　"Looksmessynow,butitwon'tlater,"hesaid.

　　Jemscoopedupanarmfulofdirt,patteditintoamoundonwhichheaddedanotherload,andanotheruntilhehadconstructedatorso.

　　"Jem,Iain'teverheardofaniggersnowman,"Isaid.

　　"Hewon'tbeblacklong,"hegrunted.

　　Jemprocuredsomepeachtreeswitchesfromthebackyard,plaitedthem,andbentthemintobonestobecoveredwithdirt.

　　"HelookslikeStephanieCrawfordwithherhandsonherhips,"Isaid."Fatinthemiddleandlittle-bittyarms.""I'llmake'embigger."Jemsloshedwateroverthemudmanandaddedmoredirt.Helookedthoughtfullyatitforamoment,thenhemoldedabigstomachbelowthefigure'swaistline.Jemglancedatme,hiseyestwinkling:"Mr.Avery'ssortofshapedlikeasnowman,ain'the?"Jemscoopedupsomesnowandbeganplasteringiton.Hepermittedmetocoveronlytheback,savingthepublicpartsforhimself.GraduallyMr.Averyturnedwhite.

　　Usingbitsofwoodforeyes,nose,mouth,andbuttons,JemsucceededinmakingMr.Averylookcross.Astickofstovewoodcompletedthepicture.Jemsteppedbackandviewedhiscreation.

　　"It'slovely,Jem,"Isaid."Looksalmostlikehe'dtalktoyou.""Itis,ain'tit?"hesaidshyly.

　　WecouldnotwaitforAtticustocomehomefordinner,butcalledandsaidwehadabigsurpriseforhim.Heseemedsurprisedwhenhesawmostofthebackyardinthefrontyard,buthesaidwehaddoneajim-dandyjob."Ididn'tknowhowyouweregoingtodoit,"hesaidtoJem,"butfromnowonI'llneverworryaboutwhat'llbecomeofyou,son,you'llalwayshaveanidea."Jem'searsreddenedfromAtticus'scompliment,buthelookedupsharplywhenhesawAtticussteppingback.Atticussquintedatthesnowmanawhile.Hegrinned,thenlaughed."Son,Ican'ttellwhatyou'regoingtobe-anengineer,alawyer,oraportraitpainter.

　　You'veperpetratedanearlibelhereinthefrontyard.We'vegottodisguisethisfellow."AtticussuggestedthatJemhonedownhiscreation'sfrontalittle,swapabroomforthestovewood,andputanaprononhim.

　　Jemexplainedthatifhedid,thesnowmanwouldbecomemuddyandceasetobeasnowman.

　　"Idon'tcarewhatyoudo,solongasyoudosomething,"saidAtticus."Youcan'tgoaroundmakingcaricaturesoftheneighbors.""Ain'tacharacterture,"saidJem."Itlooksjustlikehim.""Mr.Averymightnotthinkso.""Iknowwhat!"saidJem.Heracedacrossthestreet,disappearedintoMissMaudie'sbackyardandreturnedtriumphant.Hestuckhersunhatonthesnowman'sheadandjammedherhedge-clippersintothecrookofhisarm.Atticussaidthatwouldbefine.

　　MissMaudieopenedherfrontdoorandcameoutontheporch.Shelookedacrossthestreetatus.Suddenlyshegrinned."JemFinch,"shecalled."Youdevil,bringmebackmyhat,sir!"JemlookedupatAtticus,whoshookhishead."She'sjustfussing,"hesaid."She'sreallyimpressedwithyour-accomplishments."AtticusstrolledovertoMissMaudie'ssidewalk,wheretheyengagedinanarm-wavingconversation,theonlyphraseofwhichIcaughtwas"…erectedanabsolutemorphoditeinthatyard!Atticus,you'llneverraise'em!"Thesnowstoppedintheafternoon,thetemperaturedropped,andbynightfallMr.Avery'sdirestpredictionscametrue:Calpurniakepteveryfireplaceinthehouseblazing,butwewerecold.WhenAtticuscamehomethateveninghesaidwewereinforit,andaskedCalpurniaifshewantedtostaywithusforthenight.Calpurniaglancedupatthehighceilingsandlongwindowsandsaidshethoughtshe'dbewarmeratherhouse.Atticusdroveherhomeinthecar.

　　BeforeIwenttosleepAtticusputmorecoalonthefireinmyroom.

　　Hesaidthethermometerregisteredsixteen,thatitwasthecoldestnightinhismemory,andthatoursnowmanoutsidewasfrozensolid.

　　Minuteslater,itseemed,Iwasawakenedbysomeoneshakingme.

　　Atticus'sovercoatwasspreadacrossme."Isitmorningalready?""Baby,getup."Atticuswasholdingoutmybathrobeandcoat."Putyourrobeonfirst,"hesaid.

　　JemwasstandingbesideAtticus,groggyandtousled.Hewasholdinghisovercoatclosedattheneck,hisotherhandwasjammedintohispocket.Helookedstrangelyoverweight.

　　"Hurry,hon,"saidAtticus."Here'reyourshoesandsocks."Stupidly,Iputthemon."Isitmorning?""No,it'salittleafterone.Hurrynow."Thatsomethingwaswrongfinallygotthroughtome."What'sthematter?"Bythenhedidnothavetotellme.Justasthebirdsknowwheretogowhenitrains,Iknewwhentherewastroubleinourstreet.Softtaffeta-likesoundsandmuffledscurryingsoundsfilledmewithhelplessdread.

　　"Whoseisit?""MissMaudie's,hon,"saidAtticusgently.

　　Atthefrontdoor,wesawfirespewingfromMissMaudie'sdiningroomwindows.Asiftoconfirmwhatwesaw,thetownfiresirenwailedupthescaletoatreblepitchandremainedthere,screaming.

　　"It'sgone,ain'tit?"moanedJem.

　　"Iexpectso,"saidAtticus."Nowlisten,bothofyou.GodownandstandinfrontoftheRadleyPlace.Keepoutoftheway,doyouhear?Seewhichwaythewind'sblowing?""Oh,"saidJem."Atticus,reckonweoughtastartmovingthefurnitureout?""Notyet,son.DoasItellyou.Runnow.TakecareofScout,youhear?Don'tletheroutofyoursight."Withapush,AtticusstartedustowardtheRadleyfrontgate.WestoodwatchingthestreetfillwithmenandcarswhilefiresilentlydevouredMissMaudie'shouse."Whydon'ttheyhurry,whydon'ttheyhurry…"mutteredJem.

　　Wesawwhy.Theoldfiretruck,killedbythecold,wasbeingpushedfromtownbyacrowdofmen.Whenthemenattacheditshosetoahydrant,thehoseburstandwatershotup,tinklingdownonthepavement.

　　"Oh-hLord,Jem…"Jemputhisarmaroundme."Hush,Scout,"hesaid."Itain'ttimetoworryyet.I'llletyouknowwhen."ThemenofMaycomb,inalldegreesofdressandundress,tookfurniturefromMissMaudie'shousetoayardacrossthestreet.IsawAtticuscarryingMissMaudie'sheavyoakrockingchair,andthoughtitsensibleofhimtosavewhatshevaluedmost.

　　Sometimesweheardshouts.ThenMr.Avery'sfaceappearedinanupstairswindow.Hepushedamattressoutthewindowintothestreetandthrewdownfurnitureuntilmenshouted,"Comedownfromthere,Dick!Thestairsaregoing!Getouttathere,Mr.Avery!"Mr.Averybeganclimbingthroughthewindow.

　　"Scout,he'sstuck…"breathedJem."OhGod…"Mr.Averywaswedgedtightly.IburiedmyheadunderJem'sarmanddidn'tlookagainuntilJemcried,"He'sgotloose,Scout!He'sallright!"IlookeduptoseeMr.Averycrosstheupstairsporch.Heswunghislegsovertherailingandwasslidingdownapillarwhenheslipped.Hefell,yelled,andhitMissMaudie'sshrubbery.

　　SuddenlyInoticedthatthemenwerebackingawayfromMissMaudie'shouse,movingdownthestreettowardus.Theywerenolongercarryingfurniture.Thefirewaswellintothesecondfloorandhadeatenitswaytotheroof:windowframeswereblackagainstavividorangecenter.

　　"Jem,itlookslikeapumpkin-""Scout,look!"SmokewasrollingoffourhouseandMissRachel'shouselikefogoffariverbank,andmenwerepullinghosestowardthem.Behindus,thefiretruckfromAbbottsvillescreamedaroundthecurveandstoppedinfrontofourhouse.

　　"Thatbook…"Isaid.

　　"What?"saidJem.

　　"ThatTomSwiftbook,itain'tmine,it'sDill's…""Don'tworry,Scout,itain'ttimetoworryyet,"saidJem.Hepointed."Lookayonder."Inagroupofneighbors,Atticuswasstandingwithhishandsinhisovercoatpockets.Hemighthavebeenwatchingafootballgame.

　　MissMaudiewasbesidehim.

　　"Seethere,he'snotworriedyet,"saidJem.

　　"Whyain'theontopofoneofthehouses?""He'stooold,he'dbreakhisneck.""Youthinkweoughtamakehimgetourstuffout?""Let'sdon'tpesterhim,he'llknowwhenit'stime,"saidJem.

　　TheAbbottsvillefiretruckbeganpumpingwateronourhouse;amanontheroofpointedtoplacesthatneededitmost.IwatchedourAbsoluteMorphoditegoblackandcrumble;MissMaudie'ssunhatsettledontopoftheheap.Icouldnotseeherhedge-clippers.Intheheatbetweenourhouse,MissRachel'sandMissMaudie's,themenhadlongagoshedcoatsandbathrobes.Theyworkedinpajamatopsandnightshirtsstuffedintotheirpants,butIbecameawarethatIwasslowlyfreezingwhereIstood.Jemtriedtokeepmewarm,buthisarmwasnotenough.Ipulledfreeofitandclutchedmyshoulders.

　　Bydancingalittle,Icouldfeelmyfeet.

　　AnotherfiretruckappearedandstoppedinfrontofMissStephanieCrawford's.Therewasnohydrantforanotherhose,andthementriedtosoakherhousewithhandextinguishers.

　　MissMaudie'stinroofquelledtheflames.Roaring,thehousecollapsed;firegushedeverywhere,followedbyaflurryofblanketsfrommenontopoftheadjacenthouses,beatingoutsparksandburningchunksofwood.

　　Itwasdawnbeforethemenbegantoleave,firstonebyone,theningroups.TheypushedtheMaycombfiretruckbacktotown,theAbbottsvilletruckdeparted,thethirdoneremained.WefoundoutnextdayithadcomefromClark'sFerry,sixtymilesaway.

　　JemandIslidacrossthestreet.MissMaudiewasstaringatthesmokingblackholeinheryard,andAtticusshookhisheadtotellusshedidnotwanttotalk.Heledushome,holdingontoourshoulderstocrosstheicystreet.HesaidMissMaudiewouldstaywithMissStephanieforthetimebeing.

　　"Anybodywantsomehotchocolate?"heasked.IshudderedwhenAtticusstartedafireinthekitchenstove.

　　AswedrankourcocoaInoticedAtticuslookingatme,firstwithcuriosity,thenwithsternness."IthoughtItoldyouandJemtostayput,"hesaid.

　　"Why,wedid.Westayed-""Thenwhoseblanketisthat?""Blanket?""Yesma'am,blanket.Itisn'tours."IlookeddownandfoundmyselfclutchingabrownwoolenblanketIwaswearingaroundmyshoulders,squaw-fashion.

　　"Atticus,Idon'tknow,sir…I-"IturnedtoJemforananswer,butJemwasevenmorebewilderedthanI.Hesaidhedidn'tknowhowitgotthere,wedidexactlyasAtticushadtoldus,westooddownbytheRadleygateawayfromeverybody,wedidn'tmoveaninch-Jemstopped.

　　"Mr.Nathanwasatthefire,"hebabbled,"Isawhim,Isawhim,hewastuggin'thatmattress-Atticus,Iswear…""That'sallright,son."Atticusgrinnedslowly."LookslikeallofMaycombwasouttonight,inonewayoranother.Jem,there'ssomewrappingpaperinthepantry,Ithink.Gogetitandwe'll-""Atticus,nosir!"Jemseemedtohavelosthismind.Hebeganpouringoutoursecretsrightandleftintotaldisregardformysafetyifnotforhisown,omittingnothing,knot-hole,pantsandall.

　　"…Mr.Nathanputcementinthattree,Atticus,an'hedidittostopusfindin'things-he'scrazy,Ireckon,liketheysay,butAtticus,IsweartoGodheain'teverharmedus,heain'teverhurtus,hecouldacutmythroatfromeartoearthatnightbuthetriedtomendmypantsinstead…heain'teverhurtus,Atticus-"Atticussaid,"Whoa,son,"sogentlythatIwasgreatlyheartened.

　　ItwasobviousthathehadnotfollowedawordJemsaid,forallAtticussaidwas,"You'reright.We'dbetterkeepthisandtheblankettoourselves.Someday,maybe,Scoutcanthankhimforcoveringherup.""Thankwho?"Iasked.

　　"BooRadley.Youweresobusylookingatthefireyoudidn'tknowitwhenheputtheblanketaroundyou."MystomachturnedtowaterandInearlythrewupwhenJemheldouttheblanketandcrepttowardme."Hesneakedoutofthehouse-turn'round-sneakedup,an'wentlikethis!"Atticussaiddryly,"Donotletthisinspireyoutofurtherglory,Jeremy."Jemscowled,"Iain'tgonnadoanythingtohim,"butIwatchedthesparkoffreshadventureleavehiseyes."Justthink,Scout,"hesaid,"ifyou'djustturnedaround,you'daseenhim."Calpurniawokeusatnoon.Atticushadsaidweneednotgotoschoolthatday,we'dlearnnothingafternosleep.Calpurniasaidforustotryandcleanupthefrontyard.

　　MissMaudie'ssunhatwassuspendedinathinlayerofice,likeaflyinamber,andwehadtodigunderthedirtforherhedge-clippers.

　　Wefoundherinherbackyard,gazingatherfrozencharredazaleas.

　　"We'rebringingbackyourthings,MissMaudie,"saidJem."We'reawfulsorry."MissMaudielookedaround,andtheshadowofheroldgrincrossedherface."Alwayswantedasmallerhouse,JemFinch.Givesmemoreyard.Justthink,I'llhavemoreroomformyazaleasnow!""Youain'tgrievin',MissMaudie?"Iasked,surprised.Atticussaidherhousewasnearlyallshehad.

　　"Grieving,child?Why,Ihatedthatoldcowbarn.Thoughtofsettin'

　　firetoitahundredtimesmyself,exceptthey'dlockmeup.""But-""Don'tyouworryaboutme,JeanLouiseFinch.Therearewaysofdoingthingsyoudon'tknowabout.Why,I'llbuildmealittlehouseandtakemeacoupleofroomersand-gracious,I'llhavethefinestyardinAlabama.ThoseBellingraths'lllookplainpunywhenIgetstarted!"JemandIlookedateachother."How'ditcatch,MissMaudie?"heasked.

　　"Idon'tknow,Jem.Probablytheflueinthekitchen.Ikeptafireintherelastnightformypottedplants.Hearyouhadsomeunexpectedcompanylastnight,MissJeanLouise.""How'dyouknow?""Atticustoldmeonhiswaytotownthismorning.Tellyouthetruth,I'dliketo'vebeenwithyou.AndI'd'vehadsenseenoughtoturnaround,too."MissMaudiepuzzledme.Withmostofherpossessionsgoneandherbelovedyardashambles,shestilltookalivelyandcordialinterestinJem'sandmyaffairs.

　　Shemusthaveseenmyperplexity.Shesaid,"OnlythingIworriedaboutlastnightwasallthedangerandcommotionitcaused.Thiswholeneighborhoodcouldhavegoneup.Mr.Avery'llbeinbedforaweek-he'srightstoveup.He'stoooldtodothingslikethatandItoldhimso.SoonasIcangetmyhandscleanandwhenStephanieCrawford'snotlooking,I'llmakehimaLanecake.ThatStephanie'sbeenaftermyrecipeforthirtyyears,andifshethinksI'llgiveittoherjustbecauseI'mstayingwithhershe'sgotanotherthinkcoming."IreflectedthatifMissMaudiebrokedownandgaveittoher,MissStephaniecouldn'tfollowitanyway.MissMaudiehadonceletmeseeit:amongotherthings,therecipecalledforonelargecupofsugar.

　　Itwasastillday.Theairwassocoldandclearweheardthecourthouseclockclank,rattleandstrainbeforeitstruckthehour.

　　MissMaudie'snosewasacolorIhadneverseenbefore,andIinquiredaboutit.

　　"I'vebeenoutheresincesixo'clock,"shesaid."Shouldbefrozenbynow."Sheheldupherhands.Anetworkoftinylinescrisscrossedherpalms,brownwithdirtanddriedblood.

　　"You'veruined'em,"saidJem."Whydon'tyougetacoloredman?"Therewasnonoteofsacrificeinhisvoicewhenheadded,"OrScout'n'me,wecanhelpyou."MissMaudiesaid,"Thankyousir,butyou'vegotajobofyourownoverthere."Shepointedtoouryard.

　　"YoumeantheMorphodite?"Iasked."Shoot,wecanrakehimupinajiffy."MissMaudiestareddownatme,herlipsmovingsilently.Suddenlysheputherhandstoherheadandwhooped.Whenwelefther,shewasstillchuckling.

　　Jemsaidhedidn'tknowwhatwasthematterwithher-thatwasjustMissMaudie.

　　9"Youcanjusttakethatback,boy!"Thisorder,givenbymetoCecilJacobs,wasthebeginningofaratherthintimeforJemandme.MyfistswereclenchedandIwasreadytoletfly.Atticushadpromisedmehewouldwearmeoutifheeverheardofmefightinganymore;Iwasfartoooldandtoobigforsuchchildishthings,andthesoonerIlearnedtoholdin,thebetteroffeverybodywouldbe.Isoonforgot.

　　CecilJacobsmademeforget.HehadannouncedintheschoolyardthedaybeforethatScoutFinch'sdaddydefendedniggers.Ideniedit,buttoldJem.

　　"What'dhemeansayin'that?"Iasked.

　　"Nothing,"Jemsaid."AskAtticus,he'lltellyou.""Doyoudefendniggers,Atticus?"Iaskedhimthatevening.

　　"OfcourseIdo.Don'tsaynigger,Scout.That'scommon.""'swhateverybodyatschoolsays.""Fromnowonit'llbeeverybodylessone-""Wellifyoudon'twantmetogrowuptalkin'thatway,whydoyousendmetoschool?"Myfatherlookedatmemildly,amusementinhiseyes.Despiteourcompromise,mycampaigntoavoidschoolhadcontinuedinoneformoranothersincemyfirstday'sdoseofit:thebeginningoflastSeptemberhadbroughtonsinkingspells,dizziness,andmildgastriccomplaints.IwentsofarastopayanickelfortheprivilegeofrubbingmyheadagainsttheheadofMissRachel'scook'sson,whowasafflictedwithatremendousringworm.Itdidn'ttake.

　　ButIwasworryinganotherbone."Doalllawyersdefendn-Negroes,Atticus?""Ofcoursetheydo,Scout.""ThenwhydidCecilsayyoudefendedniggers?Hemadeitsoundlikeyouwererunnin'astill."Atticussighed."I'msimplydefendingaNegro-hisname'sTomRobinson.Helivesinthatlittlesettlementbeyondthetowndump.

　　He'samemberofCalpurnia'schurch,andCalknowshisfamilywell.

　　Shesaysthey'reclean-livingfolks.Scout,youaren'toldenoughtounderstandsomethingsyet,butthere'sbeensomehightalkaroundtowntotheeffectthatIshouldn'tdomuchaboutdefendingthisman.It'sapeculiarcase-itwon'tcometotrialuntilsummersession.JohnTaylorwaskindenoughtogiveusapostponement…""Ifyoushouldn'tbedefendin'him,thenwhyareyoudoin'it?""Foranumberofreasons,"saidAtticus."Themainoneis,ifIdidn'tIcouldn'tholdupmyheadintown,Icouldn'trepresentthiscountyinthelegislature,Icouldn'teventellyouorJemnottodosomethingagain.""Youmeanifyoudidn'tdefendthatman,Jemandmewouldn'thavetomindyouanymore?""That'saboutright.""Why?""BecauseIcouldneveraskyoutomindmeagain.Scout,simplybythenatureofthework,everylawyergetsatleastonecaseinhislifetimethataffectshimpersonally.Thisone'smine,Iguess.Youmighthearsomeuglytalkaboutitatschool,butdoonethingformeifyouwill:youjustholdyourheadhighandkeepthosefistsdown.Nomatterwhatanybodysaystoyou,don'tyoulet'emgetyourgoat.Tryfightingwithyourheadforachange…it'sagoodone,evenifitdoesresistlearning.""Atticus,arewegoingtowinit?""No,honey.""Thenwhy-""Simplybecausewewerelickedahundredyearsbeforewestartedisnoreasonforusnottotrytowin,"Atticussaid.

　　"YousoundlikeCousinIkeFinch,"Isaid.CousinIkeFinchwasMaycombCounty'ssolesurvivingConfederateveteran.HeworeaGeneralHoodtypebeardofwhichhewasinordinatelyvain.AtleastonceayearAtticus,JemandIcalledonhim,andIwouldhavetokisshim.

　　Itwashorrible.JemandIwouldlistenrespectfullytoAtticusandCousinIkerehashthewar."Tellyou,Atticus,"CousinIkewouldsay,"theMissouriCompromisewaswhatlickedus,butifIhadtogothroughitaginI'dwalkeverystepofthewaytherean'everystepbackjistlikeIdidbeforean'furthermorewe'dwhip'emthistime…nowin1864,whenStonewallJacksoncamearoundby-Ibegyourpardon,youngfolks.Ol'BlueLightwasinheaventhen,Godresthissaintlybrow…""Comehere,Scout,"saidAtticus.Icrawledintohislapandtuckedmyheadunderhischin.Heputhisarmsaroundmeandrockedmegently."It'sdifferentthistime,"hesaid."Thistimewearen'tfightingtheYankees,we'refightingourfriends.Butrememberthis,nomatterhowbitterthingsget,they'restillourfriendsandthisisstillourhome."Withthisinmind,IfacedCecilJacobsintheschoolyardnextday:"Yougonnatakethatback,boy?""Yougottamakemefirst!"heyelled."Myfolkssaidyourdaddywasadisgracean'thatniggeroughtahangfromthewater-tank!"Idrewabeadonhim,rememberedwhatAtticushadsaid,thendroppedmyfistsandwalkedaway,"Scout'sacow-ward!"ringinginmyears.

　　ItwasthefirsttimeIeverwalkedawayfromafight.

　　Somehow,ifIfoughtCecilIwouldletAtticusdown.AtticussorarelyaskedJemandmetodosomethingforhim,Icouldtakebeingcalledacowardforhim.Ifeltextremelynobleforhavingremembered,andremainednobleforthreeweeks.ThenChristmascameanddisasterstruck.

　　JemandIviewedChristmaswithmixedfeelings.ThegoodsidewasthetreeandUncleJackFinch.EveryChristmasEvedaywemetUncleJackatMaycombJunction,andhewouldspendaweekwithus.

　　AflipofthecoinrevealedtheuncompromisinglineamentsofAuntAlexandraandFrancis.

　　IsupposeIshouldincludeUncleJimmy,AuntAlexandra'shusband,butasheneverspokeawordtomeinmylifeexcepttosay,"Getoffthefence,"once,Ineversawanyreasontotakenoticeofhim.

　　NeitherdidAuntAlexandra.Longago,inaburstoffriendliness,AuntyandUncleJimmyproducedasonnamedHenry,wholefthomeassoonaswashumanlypossible,married,andproducedFrancis.HenryandhiswifedepositedFrancisathisgrandparents'everyChristmas,thenpursuedtheirownpleasures.

　　NoamountofsighingcouldinduceAtticustoletusspendChristmasdayathome.WewenttoFinch'sLandingeveryChristmasinmymemory.ThefactthatAuntywasagoodcookwassomecompensationforbeingforcedtospendareligiousholidaywithFrancisHancock.HewasayearolderthanI,andIavoidedhimonprinciple:heenjoyedeverythingIdisapprovedof,anddislikedmyingenuousdiversions.

　　AuntAlexandrawasAtticus'ssister,butwhenJemtoldmeaboutchangelingsandsiblings,Idecidedthatshehadbeenswappedatbirth,thatmygrandparentshadperhapsreceivedaCrawfordinsteadofaFinch.HadIeverharboredthemysticalnotionsaboutmountainsthatseemtoobsesslawyersandjudges,AuntAlexandrawouldhavebeenanalogoustoMountEverest:throughoutmyearlylife,shewascoldandthere.

　　WhenUncleJackjumpeddownfromthetrainChristmasEveday,wehadtowaitfortheportertohandhimtwolongpackages.JemandIalwaysthoughtitfunnywhenUncleJackpeckedAtticusonthecheek;theyweretheonlytwomenweeversawkisseachother.UncleJackshookhandswithJemandswungmehigh,butnothighenough:UncleJackwasaheadshorterthanAtticus;thebabyofthefamily,hewasyoungerthanAuntAlexandra.HeandAuntylookedalike,butUncleJackmadebetteruseofhisface:wewereneverwaryofhissharpnoseandchin.

　　Hewasoneofthefewmenofsciencewhoneverterrifiedme,probablybecauseheneverbehavedlikeadoctor.WheneverheperformedaminorserviceforJemandme,asremovingasplinterfromafoot,hewouldtellusexactlywhathewasgoingtodo,giveusanestimationofhowmuchitwouldhurt,andexplaintheuseofanytongsheemployed.OneChristmasIlurkedincornersnursingatwistedsplinterinmyfoot,permittingnoonetocomenearme.WhenUncleJackcaughtme,hekeptmelaughingaboutapreacherwhohatedgoingtochurchsomuchthateverydayhestoodathisgateinhisdressing-gown,smokingahookahanddeliveringfive-minutesermonstoanypassers-bywhodesiredspiritualcomfort.IinterruptedtomakeUncleJackletmeknowwhenhewouldpullitout,butheheldupabloodysplinterinapairoftweezersandsaidheyankeditwhileIwaslaughing,thatwaswhatwasknownasrelativity.

　　"What'sinthosepackages?"Iaskedhim,pointingtothelongthinparcelstheporterhadgivenhim.

　　"Noneofyourbusiness,"hesaid.

　　Jemsaid,"How'sRoseAylmer?"RoseAylmerwasUncleJack'scat.ShewasabeautifulyellowfemaleUncleJacksaidwasoneofthefewwomenhecouldstandpermanently.Hereachedintohiscoatpocketandbroughtoutsomesnapshots.Weadmiredthem.

　　"She'sgettin'fat,"Isaid.

　　"Ishouldthinkso.Sheeatsalltheleftoverfingersandearsfromthehospital.""Aw,that'sadamnstory,"Isaid.

　　"Ibegyourpardon?"Atticussaid,"Don'tpayanyattentiontoher,Jack.She'stryingyouout.Calsaysshe'sbeencussingfluentlyforaweek,now."UncleJackraisedhiseyebrowsandsaidnothing.Iwasproceedingonthedimtheory,asidefromtheinnateattractivenessofsuchwords,thatifAtticusdiscoveredIhadpickedthemupatschoolhewouldn'tmakemego.

　　ButatsupperthateveningwhenIaskedhimtopassthedamnham,please,UncleJackpointedatme."Seemeafterwards,younglady,"hesaid.

　　Whensupperwasover,UncleJackwenttothelivingroomandsatdown.Heslappedhisthighsformetocomesitonhislap.Ilikedtosmellhim:hewaslikeabottleofalcoholandsomethingpleasantlysweet.Hepushedbackmybangsandlookedatme."You'remorelikeAtticusthanyourmother,"hesaid."You'realsogrowingoutofyourpantsalittle.""Ireckontheyfitallright.""Youlikewordslikedamnandhellnow,don'tyou?"IsaidIreckonedso.

　　"WellIdon't,"saidUncleJack,"notunlessthere'sextremeprovocationconnectedwith'em.I'llbehereaweek,andIdon'twanttohearanywordslikethatwhileI'mhere.Scout,you'llgetintroubleifyougoaroundsayingthingslikethat.Youwanttogrowuptobealady,don'tyou?"Isaidnotparticularly.

　　"Ofcourseyoudo.Nowlet'sgettothetree."Wedecoratedthetreeuntilbedtime,andthatnightIdreamedofthetwolongpackagesforJemandme.NextmorningJemandIdivedforthem:theywerefromAtticus,whohadwrittenUncleJacktogetthemforus,andtheywerewhatwehadaskedfor.

　　"Don'tpointtheminthehouse,"saidAtticus,whenJemaimedatapictureonthewall.

　　"You'llhavetoteach'emtoshoot,"saidUncleJack.

　　"That'syourjob,"saidAtticus."Imerelybowedtotheinevitable."IttookAtticus'scourtroomvoicetodragusawayfromthetree.

　　HedeclinedtoletustakeourairriflestotheLanding（IhadalreadybeguntothinkofshootingFrancis）andsaidifwemadeonefalsemovehe'dtakethemawayfromusforgood.

　　Finch'sLandingconsistedofthreehundredandsixty-sixstepsdownahighbluffandendinginajetty.Fartherdownstream,beyondthebluff,weretracesofanoldcottonlanding,whereFinchNegroeshadloadedbalesandproduce,unloadedblocksofice,flourandsugar,farmequipment,andfeminineapparel.Atwo-rutroadranfromtheriversideandvanishedamongdarktrees.Attheendoftheroadwasatwo-storiedwhitehousewithporchescirclingitupstairsanddownstairs.Inhisoldage,ourancestorSimonFinchhadbuiltittopleasehisnaggingwife;butwiththeporchesallresemblancetoordinaryhousesofitseraended.TheinternalarrangementsoftheFinchhousewereindicativeofSimon'sguilelessnessandtheabsolutetrustwithwhichheregardedhisoffspring.

　　Thereweresixbedroomsupstairs,fourfortheeightfemalechildren,oneforWelcomeFinch,thesoleson,andoneforvisitingrelatives.Simpleenough;butthedaughters'roomscouldbereachedonlybyonestaircase,Welcome'sroomandtheguestroomonlybyanother.TheDaughters'Staircasewasintheground-floorbedroomoftheirparents,soSimonalwaysknewthehoursofhisdaughters'

　　nocturnalcomingsandgoings.

　　Therewasakitchenseparatefromtherestofthehouse,tackedontoitbyawoodencatwalk;inthebackyardwasarustybellonapole,usedtosummonfieldhandsorasadistresssignal;awidow'swalkwasontheroof,butnowidowswalkedthere-fromit,Simonoversawhisoverseer,watchedtheriver-boats,andgazedintothelivesofsurroundinglandholders.

　　TherewentwiththehousetheusuallegendabouttheYankees:oneFinchfemale,recentlyengaged,donnedhercompletetrousseautosaveitfromraidersintheneighborhood;shebecamestuckinthedoortotheDaughters'Staircasebutwasdousedwithwaterandfinallypushedthrough.WhenwearrivedattheLanding,AuntAlexandrakissedUncleJack,FranciskissedUncleJack,UncleJimmyshookhandssilentlywithUncleJack,JemandIgaveourpresentstoFrancis,whogaveusapresent.Jemfelthisageandgravitatedtotheadults,leavingmetoentertainourcousin.Franciswaseightandslickedbackhishair.

　　"What'dyougetforChristmas?"Iaskedpolitely.

　　"JustwhatIaskedfor,"hesaid.Francishadrequestedapairofknee-pants,aredleatherbooksack,fiveshirtsandanuntiedbowtie.

　　"That'snice,"Ilied."Jemandmegotairrifles,andJemgotachemistryset-""Atoyone,Ireckon.""No,arealone.He'sgonnamakemesomeinvisibleink,andI'mgonnawritetoDillinit."Francisaskedwhatwastheuseofthat.

　　"Well,can'tyoujustseehisfacewhenhegetsaletterfrommewithnothinginit?It'lldrivehimnuts."TalkingtoFrancisgavemethesensationofsettlingslowlytothebottomoftheocean.HewasthemostboringchildIevermet.AshelivedinMobile,hecouldnotinformonmetoschoolauthorities,buthemanagedtotelleverythingheknewtoAuntAlexandra,whointurnunburdenedherselftoAtticus,whoeitherforgotitorgavemehell,whicheverstruckhisfancy.ButtheonlytimeIeverheardAtticusspeaksharplytoanyonewaswhenIonceheardhimsay,"Sister,IdothebestIcanwiththem!"Ithadsomethingtodowithmygoingaroundinoveralls.

　　AuntAlexandrawasfanaticalonthesubjectofmyattire.IcouldnotpossiblyhopetobealadyifIworebreeches;whenIsaidIcoulddonothinginadress,shesaidIwasn'tsupposedtobedoingthingsthatrequiredpants.AuntAlexandra'svisionofmydeportmentinvolvedplayingwithsmallstoves,teasets,andwearingtheAdd-A-PearlnecklaceshegavemewhenIwasborn;furthermore,Ishouldbearayofsunshineinmyfather'slonelylife.Isuggestedthatonecouldbearayofsunshineinpantsjustaswell,butAuntysaidthatonehadtobehavelikeasunbeam,thatIwasborngoodbuthadgrownprogressivelyworseeveryyear.Shehurtmyfeelingsandsetmyteethpermanentlyonedge,butwhenIaskedAtticusaboutit,hesaidtherewerealreadyenoughsunbeamsinthefamilyandtogoonaboutmybusiness,hedidn'tmindmemuchthewayIwas.

　　AtChristmasdinner,Isatatthelittletableinthediningroom;JemandFrancissatwiththeadultsatthediningtable.AuntyhadcontinuedtoisolatemelongafterJemandFrancisgraduatedtothebigtable.IoftenwonderedwhatshethoughtI'ddo,getupandthrowsomething?Isometimesthoughtofaskingherifshewouldletmesitatthebigtablewiththerestofthemjustonce,IwouldprovetoherhowcivilizedIcouldbe;afterall,Iateathomeeverydaywithnomajormishaps.WhenIbeggedAtticustousehisinfluence,hesaidhehadnone-wewereguests,andwesatwhereshetoldustosit.HealsosaidAuntAlexandradidn'tunderstandgirlsmuch,she'dneverhadone.

　　Buthercookingmadeupforeverything:threekindsofmeat,summervegetablesfromherpantryshelves;peachpickles,twokindsofcakeandambrosiaconstitutedamodestChristmasdinner.Afterwards,theadultsmadeforthelivingroomandsataroundinadazedcondition.Jemlayonthefloor,andIwenttothebackyard."Putonyourcoat,"saidAtticusdreamily,soIdidn'thearhim.

　　Francissatbesidemeonthebacksteps."Thatwasthebestyet,"Isaid.

　　"Grandma'sawonderfulcook,"saidFrancis."She'sgonnateachmehow.""Boysdon'tcook."IgiggledatthethoughtofJeminanapron.

　　"Grandmasaysallmenshouldlearntocook,thatmenoughtabecarefulwiththeirwivesandwaiton'emwhentheydon'tfeelgood,"saidmycousin.

　　"Idon'twantDillwaitin'onme,"Isaid."I'dratherwaitonhim.""Dill?""Yeah.Don'tsayanythingaboutityet,butwe'regonnagetmarriedassoonaswe'rebigenough.Heaskedmelastsummer."Francishooted.

　　"What'sthematterwithhim?"Iasked."Ain'tanythingthematterwithhim.""YoumeanthatlittleruntGrandmasaysstayswithMissRacheleverysummer?""That'sexactlywhoImean.""Iknowallabouthim,"saidFrancis.

　　"Whatabouthim?""Grandmasayshehasn'tgotahome-""Hastoo,helivesinMeridian.""-hejustgetspassedaroundfromrelativetorelative,andMissRachelkeepshimeverysummer.""Francis,that'snotso!"Francisgrinnedatme."You'remightydumbsometimes,JeanLouise.

　　Guessyoudon'tknowanybetter,though.""Whatdoyoumean?""IfUncleAtticusletsyourunaroundwithstraydogs,that'shisownbusiness,likeGrandmasays,soitain'tyourfault.Iguessitain'tyourfaultifUncleAtticusisanigger-loverbesides,butI'mheretotellyouitcertainlydoesmortifytherestofthefamily-""Francis,whatthehelldoyoumean?""JustwhatIsaid.Grandmasaysit'sbadenoughheletsyouallrunwild,butnowhe'sturnedoutanigger-loverwe'llneverbeabletowalkthestreetsofMaycombagin.He'sruinin'thefamily,that'swhathe'sdoin'."Francisroseandsprinteddownthecatwalktotheoldkitchen.Atasafedistancehecalled,"He'snothin'butanigger-lover!""Heisnot!"Iroared."Idon'tknowwhatyou'retalkin'about,butyoubettercutitoutthisredhotminute!"Ileapedoffthestepsandrandownthecatwalk.ItwaseasytocollarFrancis.Isaidtakeitbackquick.

　　Francisjerkedlooseandspedintotheoldkitchen.

　　"Nigger-lover!"heyelled.

　　Whenstalkingone'sprey,itisbesttotakeone'stime.Saynothing,andassureaseggshewillbecomecuriousandemerge.

　　Francisappearedatthekitchendoor."Youstillmad,JeanLouise?"heaskedtentatively.

　　"Nothingtospeakof,"Isaid.

　　Franciscameoutonthecatwalk.

　　"Yougonnatakeitback,Fra-ancis?"ButIwastooquickonthedraw.Francisshotbackintothekitchen,soIretiredtothesteps.Icouldwaitpatiently.IhadsatthereperhapsfiveminuteswhenIheardAuntAlexandraspeak:"Where'sFrancis?""He'soutyonderinthekitchen.""Heknowshe'snotsupposedtoplayinthere."Franciscametothedoorandyelled,"Grandma,she'sgotmeinhereandshewon'tletmeout!""Whatisallthis,JeanLouise?"IlookedupatAuntAlexandra."Ihaven'tgothiminthere,Aunty,Iain'tholdin'him.""Yessheis,"shoutedFrancis,"shewon'tletmeout!""Haveyouallbeenfussing?""JeanLouisegotmadatme,Grandma,"calledFrancis.

　　"Francis,comeoutofthere!JeanLouise,ifIhearanotherwordoutofyouI'lltellyourfather.DidIhearyousayhellawhileago?""Nome.""IthoughtIdid.I'dbetternothearitagain."AuntAlexandrawasaback-porchlistener.ThemomentshewasoutofsightFranciscameoutheadupandgrinning."Don'tyoufoolwithme,"hesaid.

　　Hejumpedintotheyardandkepthisdistance,kickingtuftsofgrass,turningaroundoccasionallytosmileatme.Jemappearedontheporch,lookedatus,andwentaway.Francisclimbedthemimosatree,camedown,puthishandsinhispocketsandstrolledaroundtheyard."Hah!"hesaid.Iaskedhimwhohethoughthewas,UncleJack?

　　FrancissaidhereckonedIgottold,formetojustsitthereandleavehimalone.

　　"Iain'tbotherin'you,"Isaid.

　　Francislookedatmecarefully,concludedthatIhadbeensufficientlysubdued,andcroonedsoftly,"Nigger-lover…"Thistime,Isplitmyknuckletotheboneonhisfrontteeth.Myleftimpaired,Isailedinwithmyright,butnotforlong.UncleJackpinnedmyarmstomysidesandsaid,"Standstill!"AuntAlexandraministeredtoFrancis,wipinghistearsawaywithherhandkerchief,rubbinghishair,pattinghischeek.Atticus,Jem,andUncleJimmyhadcometothebackporchwhenFrancisstartedyelling.

　　"Whostartedthis?"saidUncleJack.

　　FrancisandIpointedateachother."Grandma,"hebawled,"shecalledmeawhore-ladyandjumpedonme!""Isthattrue,Scout?"saidUncleJack.

　　"Ireckonso."WhenUncleJacklookeddownatme,hisfeatureswerelikeAuntAlexandra's."YouknowItoldyouyou'dgetintroubleifyouusedwordslikethat?Itoldyou,didn'tI?""Yessir,but-""Well,you'reintroublenow.Staythere."Iwasdebatingwhethertostandthereorrun,andtarriedinindecisionamomenttoolong:IturnedtofleebutUncleJackwasquicker.Ifoundmyselfsuddenlylookingatatinyantstrugglingwithabreadcrumbinthegrass.

　　"I'llneverspeaktoyouagainaslongasIlive!Ihateyouan'

　　despiseyouan'hopeyoudietomorrow!"AstatementthatseemedtoencourageUncleJack,morethananything.IrantoAtticusforcomfort,buthesaidIhaditcominganditwashightimewewenthome.Iclimbedintothebackseatofthecarwithoutsayinggood-byetoanyone,andathomeIrantomyroomandslammedthedoor.

　　Jemtriedtosaysomethingnice,butIwouldn'tlethim.

　　WhenIsurveyedthedamagetherewereonlysevenoreightredmarks,andIwasreflectinguponrelativitywhensomeoneknockedonthedoor.

　　Iaskedwhoitwas;UncleJackanswered.

　　"Goaway!"UncleJacksaidifItalkedlikethathe'dlickmeagain,soIwasquiet.WhenheenteredtheroomIretreatedtoacornerandturnedmybackonhim."Scout,"hesaid,"doyoustillhateme?""Goon,pleasesir.""Why,Ididn'tthinkyou'dholditagainstme,"hesaid."I'mdisappointedinyou-youhadthatcomingandyouknowit.""Didn'teither.""Honey,youcan'tgoaroundcallingpeople-""Youain'tfair,"Isaid,"youain'tfair."UncleJack'seyebrowswentup."Notfair?Hownot?""You'rerealnice,UncleJack,an'IreckonIloveyouevenafterwhatyoudid,butyoudon'tunderstandchildrenmuch."UncleJackputhishandsonhishipsandlookeddownatme."AndwhydoInotunderstandchildren,MissJeanLouise?Suchconductasyoursrequiredlittleunderstanding.Itwasobstreperous,disorderlyandabusive-""Yougonnagivemeachancetotellyou?Idon'tmeantosassyou,I'mjusttryin'totellyou."UncleJacksatdownonthebed.Hiseyebrowscametogether,andhepeeredupatmefromunderthem."Proceed,"hesaid.

　　Itookadeepbreath."Well,inthefirstplaceyouneverstoppedtogimmeachancetotellyoumysideofit-youjustlitrightintome.WhenJeman'IfussAtticusdoesn'teverjustlistentoJem'ssideofit,hehearsminetoo,an'inthesecondplaceyoutoldmenevertousewordslikethatexceptinex-extremeprovocation,andFrancisprovocatedmeenoughtoknockhisblockoff-"UncleJackscratchedhishead."Whatwasyoursideofit,Scout?""FranciscalledAtticussomethin',an'Iwasn'tabouttotakeitoffhim.""WhatdidFranciscallhim?""Anigger-lover.Iain'tverysurewhatitmeans,butthewayFrancissaidit-tellyouonethingrightnow,UncleJack,I'llbe-IswearbeforeGodifI'llsitthereandlethimsaysomethin'aboutAtticus.""HecalledAtticusthat?""Yessir,hedid,an'alotmore.SaidAtticus'dbetheruinationofthefamilyan'heletJemanmerunwild…"FromthelookonUncleJack'sface,IthoughtIwasinforitagain.

　　Whenhesaid,"We'llseeaboutthis,"IknewFranciswasinforit.

　　"I'veagoodmindtogoouttheretonight.""Pleasesir,justletitgo.Please.""I'venointentionoflettingitgo,"hesaid."Alexandrashouldknowaboutthis.Theideaof-wait'llIgetmyhandsonthatboy…""UncleJack,pleasepromisemesomethin',pleasesir.Promiseyouwon'ttellAtticusaboutthis.He-heaskedmeonetimenottoletanythingIheardabouthimmakememad,an'I'drutherhimthinkwewerefightin'aboutsomethin'elseinstead.Pleasepromise…""ButIdon'tlikeFrancisgettingawaywithsomethinglikethat-""Hedidn't.Youreckonyoucouldtieupmyhand?It'sstillbleedin'

　　some.""OfcourseIwill,baby.IknowofnohandIwouldbemoredelightedtotieup.Willyoucomethisway?"UncleJackgallantlybowedmetothebathroom.Whilehecleanedandbandagedmyknuckles,heentertainedmewithataleaboutafunnynearsightedoldgentlemanwhohadacatnamedHodge,andwhocountedallthecracksinthesidewalkwhenhewenttotown."Therenow,"hesaid."You'llhaveaveryunladylikescaronyourwedding-ringfinger.""Thankyousir.UncleJack?""Ma'am?""What'sawhore-lady?"UncleJackplungedintoanotherlongtaleaboutanoldPrimeMinisterwhosatintheHouseofCommonsandblewfeathersintheairandtriedtokeepthemtherewhenallabouthimmenwerelosingtheirheads.Iguesshewastryingtoanswermyquestion,buthemadenosensewhatsoever.

　　Later,whenIwassupposedtobeinbed,IwentdownthehallforadrinkofwaterandheardAtticusandUncleJackinthelivingroom:

　　"Ishallnevermarry,Atticus.""Why?""Imighthavechildren."Atticussaid,"You'vealottolearn,Jack.""Iknow.Yourdaughtergavememyfirstlessonsthisafternoon.

　　ShesaidIdidn'tunderstandchildrenmuchandtoldmewhy.Shewasquiteright.Atticus,shetoldmehowIshouldhavetreatedher-ohdear,I'msosorryIrompedonher."Atticuschuckled."Sheearnedit,sodon'tfeeltooremorseful."Iwaited,ontenterhooks,forUncleJacktotellAtticusmysideofit.Buthedidn't.Hesimplymurmured,"Heruseofbathroominvectiveleavesnothingtotheimagination.Butshedoesn'tknowthemeaningofhalfshesays-sheaskedmewhatawhore-ladywas…""Didyoutellher?""No,ItoldheraboutLordMelbourne.""Jack!Whenachildasksyousomething,answerhim,forgoodness'

　　sake.Butdon'tmakeaproductionofit.Childrenarechildren,buttheycanspotanevasionquickerthanadults,andevasionsimplymuddles'em.No,"myfathermused,"youhadtherightanswerthisafternoon,butthewrongreasons.Badlanguageisastageallchildrengothrough,anditdieswithtimewhentheylearnthey'renotattractingattentionwithit.Hotheadednessisn't.Scout'sgottolearntokeepherheadandlearnsoon,withwhat'sinstoreforherthesenextfewmonths.She'scomingalong,though.Jem'sgettingolderandshefollowshisexampleagoodbitnow.Allsheneedsisassistancesometimes.""Atticus,you'veneverlaidahandonher.""Iadmitthat.SofarI'vebeenabletogetbywiththreats.Jack,shemindsmeaswellasshecan.Doesn'tcomeuptoscratchhalfthetime,butshetries.""That'snottheanswer,"saidUncleJack.

　　"No,theanswerissheknowsIknowshetries.That'swhatmakesthedifference.WhatbothersmeisthatsheandJemwillhavetoabsorbsomeuglythingsprettysoon.I'mnotworriedaboutJemkeepinghishead,butScout'djustassoonjumponsomeoneaslookathimifherpride'satstake…"IwaitedforUncleJacktobreakhispromise.Hestilldidn't.

　　"Atticus,howbadisthisgoingtobe?Youhaven'thadtoomuchchancetodiscussit.""Itcouldn'tbeworse,Jack.Theonlythingwe'vegotisablackman'swordagainsttheEwells'.Theevidenceboilsdowntoyou-did-I-didn't.Thejurycouldn'tpossiblybeexpectedtotakeTomRobinson'swordagainsttheEwells'-areyouacquaintedwiththeEwells?"UncleJacksaidyes,herememberedthem.HedescribedthemtoAtticus,butAtticussaid,"You'reagenerationoff.Thepresentonesarethesame,though.""Whatareyougoingtodo,then?""BeforeI'mthrough,Iintendtojarthejuryabit-Ithinkwe'llhaveareasonablechanceonappeal,though.Ireallycan'ttellatthisstage,Jack.Youknow,I'dhopedtogetthroughlifewithoutacaseofthiskind,butJohnTaylorpointedatmeandsaid,'You'reIt.'""Letthiscuppassfromyou,eh?""Right.ButdoyouthinkIcouldfacemychildrenotherwise?Youknowwhat'sgoingtohappenaswellasIdo,Jack,andIhopeandprayIcangetJemandScoutthroughitwithoutbitterness,andmostofall,withoutcatchingMaycomb'susualdisease.WhyreasonablepeoplegostarkravingmadwhenanythinginvolvingaNegrocomesup,issomethingIdon'tpretendtounderstand…IjusthopethatJemandScoutcometomefortheiranswersinsteadoflisteningtothetown.Ihopetheytrustmeenough…JeanLouise?"Myscalpjumped.Istuckmyheadaroundthecorner."Sir?""Gotobed."Iscurriedtomyroomandwenttobed.UncleJackwasaprinceofafellownottoletmedown.ButIneverfiguredouthowAtticusknewIwaslistening,anditwasnotuntilmanyyearslaterthatIrealizedhewantedmetoheareverywordhesaid.

　　10Atticuswasfeeble:hewasnearlyfifty.WhenJemandIaskedhimwhyhewassoold,hesaidhegotstartedlate,whichwefeltreflecteduponhisabilitiesandmanliness.Hewasmucholderthantheparentsofourschoolcontemporaries,andtherewasnothingJemorIcouldsayabouthimwhenourclassmatessaid,"Myfather-"Jemwasfootballcrazy.Atticuswasnevertootiredtoplaykeep-away,butwhenJemwantedtotacklehimAtticuswouldsay,"I'mtoooldforthat,son."Ourfatherdidn'tdoanything.Heworkedinanoffice,notinadrugstore.Atticusdidnotdriveadump-truckforthecounty,hewasnotthesheriff,hedidnotfarm,workinagarage,ordoanythingthatcouldpossiblyarousetheadmirationofanyone.

　　Besidesthat,heworeglasses.Hewasnearlyblindinhislefteye,andsaidlefteyeswerethetribalcurseoftheFinches.Wheneverhewantedtoseesomethingwell,heturnedhisheadandlookedfromhisrighteye.

　　Hedidnotdothethingsourschoolmates'fathersdid:heneverwenthunting,hedidnotplaypokerorfishordrinkorsmoke.Hesatinthelivingroomandread.

　　Withtheseattributes,however,hewouldnotremainasinconspicuousaswewishedhimto:thatyear,theschoolbuzzedwithtalkabouthimdefendingTomRobinson,noneofwhichwascomplimentary.AftermyboutwithCecilJacobswhenIcommittedmyselftoapolicyofcowardice,wordgotaroundthatScoutFinchwouldn'tfightanymore,herdaddywouldn'tlether.Thiswasnotentirelycorrect:Iwouldn'tfightpubliclyforAtticus,butthefamilywasprivateground.Iwouldfightanyonefromathirdcousinupwardstoothandnail.FrancisHancock,forexample,knewthat.

　　Whenhegaveusourair-riflesAtticuswouldn'tteachustoshoot.

　　UncleJackinstructedusintherudimentsthereof;hesaidAtticuswasn'tinterestedinguns.AtticussaidtoJemoneday,"I'dratheryoushotattincansinthebackyard,butIknowyou'llgoafterbirds.Shootallthebluejaysyouwant,ifyoucanhit'em,butrememberit'sasintokillamockingbird."ThatwastheonlytimeIeverheardAtticussayitwasasintodosomething,andIaskedMissMaudieaboutit.

　　"Yourfather'sright,"shesaid."Mockingbirdsdon'tdoonethingbutmakemusicforustoenjoy.Theydon'teatuppeople'sgardens,don'tnestincorncribs,theydon'tdoonethingbutsingtheirheartsoutforus.That'swhyit'sasintokillamockingbird.""MissMaudie,thisisanoldneighborhood,ain'tit?""Beenherelongerthanthetown.""Nome,Imeanthefolksonourstreetareallold.Jemandme'stheonlychildrenaroundhere.Mrs.DuboseiscloseontoahundredandMissRachel'soldandsoareyouandAtticus.""Idon'tcallfiftyveryold,"saidMissMaudietartly."Notbeingwheeledaroundyet,amI?Neither'syourfather.ButImustsayProvidencewaskindenoughtoburndownthatoldmausoleumofmine,I'mtoooldtokeepitup-maybeyou'reright,JeanLouise,thisisasettledneighborhood.You'veneverbeenaroundyoungfolksmuch,haveyou?""Yessum,atschool.""Imeanyounggrown-ups.You'relucky,youknow.YouandJemhavethebenefitofyourfather'sage.Ifyourfatherwasthirtyyou'dfindlifequitedifferent.""Isurewould.Atticuscan'tdoanything…""You'dbesurprised,"saidMissMaudie."There'slifeinhimyet.""Whatcanhedo?""Well,hecanmakesomebody'swillsoairtightcan'tanybodymeddlewithit.""Shoot…""Well,didyouknowhe'sthebestchecker-playerinthistown?

　　Why,downattheLandingwhenwewerecomingup,AtticusFinchcouldbeateverybodyonbothsidesoftheriver.""GoodLord,MissMaudie,Jemandmebeathimallthetime.""It'sabouttimeyoufoundoutit'sbecauseheletsyou.DidyouknowhecanplayaJew'sHarp?"Thismodestaccomplishmentservedtomakemeevenmoreashamedofhim.

　　"Well…"shesaid.

　　"Well,what,MissMaudie?""Wellnothing.Nothing-itseemswithallthatyou'dbeproudofhim.Can'teverybodyplayaJew'sHarp.Nowkeepoutofthewayofthecarpenters.You'dbettergohome,I'llbeinmyazaleasandcan'twatchyou.Plankmighthityou."IwenttothebackyardandfoundJempluggingawayatatincan,whichseemedstupidwithallthebluejaysaround.Ireturnedtothefrontyardandbusiedmyselffortwohourserectingacomplicatedbreastworksatthesideoftheporch,consistingofatire,anorangecrate,thelaundryhamper,theporchchairs,andasmallU.S.

　　flagJemgavemefromapopcornbox.

　　WhenAtticuscamehometodinnerhefoundmecroucheddownaimingacrossthestreet."Whatareyoushootingat?""MissMaudie'srearend."Atticusturnedandsawmygeneroustargetbendingoverherbushes.

　　Hepushedhishattothebackofhisheadandcrossedthestreet.

　　"Maudie,"hecalled,"IthoughtI'dbetterwarnyou.You'reinconsiderableperil."MissMaudiestraightenedupandlookedtowardme.Shesaid,"Atticus,youareadevilfromhell."WhenAtticusreturnedhetoldmetobreakcamp."Don'tyoueverletmecatchyoupointingthatgunatanybodyagain,"hesaid.

　　Iwishedmyfatherwasadevilfromhell.IsoundedoutCalpurniaonthesubject."Mr.Finch?Why,hecandolotsofthings.""Likewhat?"Iasked.

　　Calpurniascratchedherhead."Well,Idon'trightlyknow,"shesaid.

　　JemunderlineditwhenheaskedAtticusifhewasgoingoutfortheMethodistsandAtticussaidhe'dbreakhisneckifhedid,hewasjusttoooldforthatsortofthing.TheMethodistsweretryingtopayofftheirchurchmortgage,andhadchallengedtheBaptiststoagameoftouchfootball.Everybodyintown'sfatherwasplaying,itseemed,exceptAtticus.Jemsaidhedidn'tevenwanttogo,buthewasunabletoresistfootballinanyform,andhestoodgloomilyonthesidelineswithAtticusandmewatchingCecilJacobs'sfathermaketouchdownsfortheBaptists.

　　OneSaturdayJemandIdecidedtogoexploringwithourair-riflestoseeifwecouldfindarabbitorasquirrel.WehadgoneaboutfivehundredyardsbeyondtheRadleyPlacewhenInoticedJemsquintingatsomethingdownthestreet.Hehadturnedhisheadtoonesideandwaslookingoutofthecornersofhiseyes.

　　"Whatchalookingat?""Thatolddogdownyonder,"hesaid.

　　"That'soldTimJohnson,ain'tit?""Yeah."TimJohnsonwasthepropertyofMr.HarryJohnsonwhodrovetheMobilebusandlivedonthesouthernedgeoftown.Timwasaliver-coloredbirddog,thepetofMaycomb.

　　"What'shedoing?""Idon'tknow,Scout.Webettergohome.""AwJem,it'sFebruary.""Idon'tcare,I'mgonnatellCal."Weracedhomeandrantothekitchen.

　　"Cal,"saidJem,"canyoucomedownthesidewalkaminute?""Whatfor,Jem?Ican'tcomedownthesidewalkeverytimeyouwantme.""There'ssomethin'wrongwithanolddogdownyonder."Calpurniasighed."Ican'twrapupanydog'sfootnow.There'ssomegauzeinthebathroom,gogetitanddoityourself."Jemshookhishead."He'ssick,Cal.Something'swrongwithhim.""What'shedoin',tryingtocatchhistail?""No,he'sdoin'likethis."Jemgulpedlikeagoldfish,hunchedhisshouldersandtwitchedhistorso."He'sgoin'likethat,onlynotlikehemeansto.""Areyoutellingmeastory,JemFinch?"Calpurnia'svoicehardened.

　　"NoCal,IswearI'mnot.""Washerunnin'?""No,he'sjustmoseyin'along,soslowyoucan'thardlytellit.

　　He'scomin'thisway."CalpurniarinsedherhandsandfollowedJemintotheyard."Idon'tseeanydog,"shesaid.

　　ShefollowedusbeyondtheRadleyPlaceandlookedwhereJempointed.TimJohnsonwasnotmuchmorethanaspeckinthedistance,buthewasclosertous.Hewalkederratically,asifhisrightlegswereshorterthanhisleftlegs.Heremindedmeofacarstuckinasandbed.

　　"He'sgonelopsided,"saidJem.

　　Calpurniastared,thengrabbedusbytheshouldersandranushome.Sheshutthewooddoorbehindus,wenttothetelephoneandshouted,"GimmeMr.Finch'soffice!""Mr.Finch!"sheshouted."ThisisCal.IsweartoGodthere'samaddogdownthestreetapiece-he'scomin'thisway,yessir,he's-Mr.Finch,Ideclareheis-oldTimJohnson,yessir…yessir…yes-"ShehungupandshookherheadwhenwetriedtoaskherwhatAtticushadsaid.Sherattledthetelephonehookandsaid,"MissEulaMay-nowma'am,I'mthroughtalkin'toMr.Finch,pleasedon'tconnectmenomore-listen,MissEulaMay,canyoucallMissRachelandMissStephanieCrawfordandwhoever'sgotaphoneonthisstreetandtell'emamaddog'scomin'?Pleasema'am!"Calpurnialistened."Iknowit'sFebruary,MissEulaMay,butIknowamaddogwhenIseeone.Pleasema'amhurry!"CalpurniaaskedJem,"Radleysgotaphone?"Jemlookedinthebookandsaidno."Theywon'tcomeoutanyway,Cal.""Idon'tcare,I'mgonnatell'em."Sherantothefrontporch,JemandIatherheels."Youstayinthathouse!"sheyelled.

　　Calpurnia'smessagehadbeenreceivedbytheneighborhood.Everywooddoorwithinourrangeofvisionwasclosedtight.WesawnotraceofTimJohnson.WewatchedCalpurniarunningtowardtheRadleyPlace,holdingherskirtandapronaboveherknees.Shewentuptothefrontstepsandbangedonthedoor.Shegotnoanswer,andsheshouted,"Mr.Nathan,Mr.Arthur,maddog'scomin'!Maddog'scomin'!""She'ssupposedtogoaroundinback,"Isaid.

　　Jemshookhishead."Don'tmakeanydifferencenow,"hesaid.

　　Calpurniapoundedonthedoorinvain.Nooneacknowledgedherwarning;nooneseemedtohaveheardit.

　　AsCalpurniasprintedtothebackporchablackFordswungintothedriveway.AtticusandMr.HeckTategotout.

　　Mr.HeckTatewasthesheriffofMaycombCounty.HewasastallasAtticus,butthinner.Hewaslong-nosed,worebootswithshinymetaleye-holes,bootpantsandalumberjacket.Hisbelthadarowofbulletsstickinginit.Hecarriedaheavyrifle.WhenheandAtticusreachedtheporch,Jemopenedthedoor.

　　"Stayinside,son,"saidAtticus."Whereishe,Cal?""Heoughtabeherebynow,"saidCalpurnia,pointingdownthestreet.

　　"Notrunnin',ishe?"askedMr.Tate.

　　"Nawsir,he'sinthetwitchin'stage,Mr.Heck.""Shouldwegoafterhim,Heck?"askedAtticus.

　　"Webetterwait,Mr.Finch.Theyusuallygoinastraightline,butyounevercantell.Hemightfollowthecurve-hopehedoesorhe'llgostraightintheRadleybackyard.Let'swaitaminute.""Don'tthinkhe'llgetintheRadleyyard,"saidAtticus.

　　"Fence'llstophim.He'llprobablyfollowtheroad…"Ithoughtmaddogsfoamedatthemouth,galloped,leapedandlungedatthroats,andIthoughttheydiditinAugust.HadTimJohnsonbehavedthus,Iwouldhavebeenlessfrightened.

　　Nothingismoredeadlythanadeserted,waitingstreet.Thetreeswerestill,themockingbirdsweresilent,thecarpentersatMissMaudie'shousehadvanished.IheardMr.Tatesniff,thenblowhisnose.Isawhimshifthisguntothecrookofhisarm.IsawMissStephanieCrawford'sfaceframedintheglasswindowofherfrontdoor.MissMaudieappearedandstoodbesideher.Atticusputhisfootontherungofachairandrubbedhishandslowlydownthesideofhisthigh.

　　"Thereheis,"hesaidsoftly.

　　TimJohnsoncameintosight,walkingdazedlyintheinnerrimofthecurveparalleltotheRadleyhouse.

　　"Lookathim,"whisperedJem."Mr.Hecksaidtheywalkedinastraightline.Hecan'tevenstayintheroad.""Helooksmoresickthananything,"Isaid.

　　"Letanythinggetinfrontofhimandhe'llcomestraightatit."Mr.Tateputhishandtohisforeheadandleanedforward."He'sgotitallright,Mr.Finch."TimJohnsonwasadvancingatasnail'space,buthewasnotplayingorsniffingatfoliage:heseemeddedicatedtoonecourseandmotivatedbyaninvisibleforcethatwasinchinghimtowardus.Wecouldseehimshiverlikeahorsesheddingflies;hisjawopenedandshut;hewasalist,buthewasbeingpulledgraduallytowardus.

　　"He'slookin'foraplacetodie,"saidJem.

　　Mr.Tateturnedaround."He'sfarfromdead,Jem,hehasn'tgotstartedyet."TimJohnsonreachedthesidestreetthatraninfrontoftheRadleyPlace,andwhatremainedofhispoormindmadehimpauseandseemtoconsiderwhichroadhewouldtake.HemadeafewhesitantstepsandstoppedinfrontoftheRadleygate;thenhetriedtoturnaround,butwashavingdifficulty.

　　Atticussaid,"He'swithinrange,Heck.Youbettergethimbeforehegoesdownthesidestreet-Lordknowswho'saroundthecorner.Goinside,Cal."Calpurniaopenedthescreendoor,latcheditbehindher,thenunlatcheditandheldontothehook.ShetriedtoblockJemandmewithherbody,butwelookedoutfrombeneathherarms.

　　"Takehim,Mr.Finch."Mr.TatehandedtherifletoAtticus;JemandInearlyfainted.

　　"Don'twastetime,Heck,"saidAtticus."Goon.""Mr.Finch,thisisaone-shotjob."Atticusshookhisheadvehemently:"Don'tjuststandthere,Heck!Hewon'twaitalldayforyou-""ForGod'ssake,Mr.Finch,lookwhereheis!Missandyou'llgostraightintotheRadleyhouse!Ican'tshootthatwellandyouknowit!""Ihaven'tshotaguninthirtyyears-"Mr.TatealmostthrewtherifleatAtticus."I'dfeelmightycomfortableifyoudidnow,"hesaid.

　　Inafog,JemandIwatchedourfathertakethegunandwalkoutintothemiddleofthestreet.Hewalkedquickly,butIthoughthemovedlikeanunderwaterswimmer:timehadslowedtoanauseatingcrawl.

　　WhenAtticusraisedhisglassesCalpurniamurmured,"SweetJesushelphim,"andputherhandstohercheeks.

　　Atticuspushedhisglassestohisforehead;theyslippeddown,andhedroppedtheminthestreet.Inthesilence,Iheardthemcrack.

　　Atticusrubbedhiseyesandchin;wesawhimblinkhard.

　　InfrontoftheRadleygate,TimJohnsonhadmadeupwhatwasleftofhismind.Hehadfinallyturnedhimselfaround,topursuehisoriginalcourseupourstreet.Hemadetwostepsforward,thenstoppedandraisedhishead.Wesawhisbodygorigid.

　　Withmovementssoswifttheyseemedsimultaneous,Atticus'shandyankedaball-tippedleverashebroughttheguntohisshoulder.

　　Theriflecracked.TimJohnsonleaped,floppedoverandcrumpledonthesidewalkinabrown-and-whiteheap.Hedidn'tknowwhathithim.

　　Mr.TatejumpedofftheporchandrantotheRadleyPlace.Hestoppedinfrontofthedog,squatted,turnedaroundandtappedhisfingeronhisforeheadabovehislefteye."Youwerealittletotheright,Mr.Finch,"hecalled.

　　"Alwayswas,"answeredAtticus."IfIhadmy'druthersI'dtakeashotgun."Hestoopedandpickeduphisglasses,groundthebrokenlensestopowderunderhisheel,andwenttoMr.TateandstoodlookingdownatTimJohnson.

　　Doorsopenedonebyone,andtheneighborhoodslowlycamealive.

　　MissMaudiewalkeddownthestepswithMissStephanieCrawford.

　　Jemwasparalyzed.Ipinchedhimtogethimmoving,butwhenAtticussawuscominghecalled,"Staywhereyouare."WhenMr.TateandAtticusreturnedtotheyard,Mr.Tatewassmiling."I'llhaveZeebocollecthim,"hesaid."Youhaven'tforgotmuch,Mr.Finch.Theysayitneverleavesyou."Atticuswassilent.

　　"Atticus?"saidJem.

　　"Yes?""Nothin'.""Isawthat,One-ShotFinch!"AtticuswheeledaroundandfacedMissMaudie.Theylookedatoneanotherwithoutsayinganything,andAtticusgotintothesheriff'scar."Comehere,"hesaidtoJem."Don'tyougonearthatdog,youunderstand?Don'tgonearhim,he'sjustasdangerousdeadasalive.""Yessir,"saidJem."Atticus-""What,son?""Nothing.""What'sthematterwithyou,boy,can'tyoutalk?"saidMr.Tate,grinningatJem."Didn'tyouknowyourdaddy's-""Hush,Heck,"saidAtticus,"let'sgobacktotown."Whentheydroveaway,JemandIwenttoMissStephanie'sfrontsteps.WesatwaitingforZeebotoarriveinthegarbagetruck.

　　Jemsatinnumbconfusion,andMissStephaniesaid,"Uh,uh,uh,who'dathoughtofamaddoginFebruary?Maybehewadn'tmad,maybehewasjustcrazy.I'dhatetoseeHarryJohnson'sfacewhenhegetsinfromtheMobilerunandfindsAtticusFinch'sshothisdog.Bethewasjustfulloffleasfromsomewhere-"MissMaudiesaidMissStephanie'dbesingingadifferenttuneifTimJohnsonwasstillcomingupthestreet,thatthey'dfindoutsoonenough,they'dsendhisheadtoMontgomery.

　　Jembecamevaguelyarticulate:"'dyouseehim,Scout?'dyouseehimjuststandin'there?…'n'allofasuddenhejustrelaxedallover,an'itlookedlikethatgunwasapartofhim…an'hediditsoquick,like…Ihaftaaimfortenminutes'foreIcanhitsomethin'…"MissMaudiegrinnedwickedly."Wellnow,MissJeanLouise,"shesaid,"stillthinkyourfathercan'tdoanything?Stillashamedofhim?""Nome,"Isaidmeekly.

　　"ForgottotellyoutheotherdaythatbesidesplayingtheJew'sHarp,AtticusFinchwasthedeadestshotinMaycombCountyinhistime.""Deadshot…"echoedJem.

　　"That'swhatIsaid,JemFinch.Guessyou'llchangeyourtunenow.

　　Theveryidea,didn'tyouknowhisnicknamewasOl'One-Shotwhenhewasaboy?Why,downattheLandingwhenhewascomingup,ifheshotfifteentimesandhitfourteendoveshe'dcomplainaboutwastingammunition.""Heneversaidanythingaboutthat,"Jemmuttered.

　　"Neversaidanythingaboutit,didhe?""Noma'am.""Wonderwhyhenevergoeshuntin'now,"Isaid.

　　"MaybeIcantellyou,"saidMissMaudie."Ifyourfather'sanything,he'scivilizedinhisheart.Marksmanship'sagiftofGod,atalent-oh,youhavetopracticetomakeitperfect,butshootin'sdifferentfromplayingthepianoorthelike.IthinkmaybeheputhisgundownwhenherealizedthatGodhadgivenhimanunfairadvantageovermostlivingthings.Iguesshedecidedhewouldn'tshoottillhehadto,andhehadtotoday.""Lookslikehe'dbeproudofit,"Isaid.

　　"Peopleintheirrightmindsnevertakeprideintheirtalents,"saidMissMaudie.

　　WesawZeebodriveup.HetookapitchforkfromthebackofthegarbagetruckandgingerlyliftedTimJohnson.Hepitchedthedogontothetruck,thenpouredsomethingfromagallonjugonandaroundthespotwhereTimfell."Don'tyawlcomeoverhereforawhile,"hecalled.

　　WhenwewenthomeItoldJemwe'dreallyhavesomethingtotalkaboutatschoolonMonday.Jemturnedonme.

　　"Don'tsayanythingaboutit,Scout,"hesaid.

　　"What?Icertainlyam.Ain'teverybody'sdaddythedeadestshotinMaycombCounty."Jemsaid,"Ireckonifhe'dwantedustoknowit,he'datoldus.

　　Ifhewasproudofit,he'datoldus.""Maybeitjustslippedhismind,"Isaid.

　　"Naw,Scout,it'ssomethingyouwouldn'tunderstand.Atticusisrealold,butIwouldn'tcareifhecouldn'tdoanything-Iwouldn'tcareifhecouldn'tdoablessedthing."Jempickeduparockandthrewitjubilantlyatthecarhouse.

　　Runningafterit,hecalledback:"Atticusisagentleman,justlikeme!"11Whenweweresmall,JemandIconfinedouractivitiestothesouthernneighborhood,butwhenIwaswellintothesecondgradeatschoolandtormentingBooRadleybecamepasse,thebusinesssectionofMaycombdrewusfrequentlyupthestreetpasttherealpropertyofMrs.HenryLafayetteDubose.Itwasimpossibletogototownwithoutpassingherhouseunlesswewishedtowalkamileoutoftheway.

　　Previousminorencounterswithherleftmewithnodesireformore,butJemsaidIhadtogrowupsometime.

　　Mrs.DuboselivedaloneexceptforaNegrogirlinconstantattendance,twodoorsupthestreetfromusinahousewithsteepfrontstepsandadog-trothall.Shewasveryold;shespentmostofeachdayinbedandtherestofitinawheelchair.ItwasrumoredthatshekeptaCSApistolconcealedamonghernumerousshawlsandwraps.

　　JemandIhatedher.Ifshewasontheporchwhenwepassed,wewouldberakedbyherwrathfulgaze,subjectedtoruthlessinterrogationregardingourbehavior,andgivenamelancholypredictiononwhatwewouldamounttowhenwegrewup,whichwasalwaysnothing.Wehadlongagogivenuptheideaofwalkingpastherhouseontheoppositesideofthestreet;thatonlymadeherraisehervoiceandletthewholeneighborhoodinonit.

　　Wecoulddonothingtopleaseher.IfIsaidassunnilyasIcould,"Hey,Mrs.Dubose,"Iwouldreceiveforananswer,"Don'tyousayheytome,youuglygirl!Yousaygoodafternoon,Mrs.Dubose!"Shewasvicious.OncesheheardJemrefertoourfatheras"Atticus"andherreactionwasapoplectic.Besidesbeingthesassiest,mostdisrespectfulmuttswhoeverpassedherway,weweretoldthatitwasquiteapityourfatherhadnotremarriedafterourmother'sdeath.Alovelierladythanourmotherneverlived,shesaid,anditwasheartbreakingthewayAtticusFinchletherchildrenrunwild.Ididnotrememberourmother,butJemdid-hewouldtellmeabouthersometimes-andhewentlividwhenMrs.Duboseshotusthismessage.

　　Jem,havingsurvivedBooRadley,amaddogandotherterrors,hadconcludedthatitwascowardlytostopatMissRachel'sfrontstepsandwait,andhaddecreedthatwemustrunasfarasthepostofficecornereacheveningtomeetAtticuscomingfromwork.CountlesseveningsAtticuswouldfindJemfuriousatsomethingMrs.Dubosehadsaidwhenwewentby.

　　"Easydoesit,son,"Atticuswouldsay."She'sanoldladyandshe'sill.Youjustholdyourheadhighandbeagentleman.Whatevershesaystoyou,it'syourjobnottolethermakeyoumad."Jemwouldsayshemustnotbeverysick,sheholleredso.Whenthethreeofuscametoherhouse,Atticuswouldsweepoffhishat,wavegallantlytoherandsay,"Goodevening,Mrs.Dubose!Youlooklikeapicturethisevening."IneverheardAtticussaylikeapictureofwhat.Hewouldtellherthecourthousenews,andwouldsayhehopedwithallhisheartshe'dhaveagooddaytomorrow.Hewouldreturnhishattohishead,swingmetohisshouldersinherverypresence,andwewouldgohomeinthetwilight.ItwastimeslikethesewhenIthoughtmyfather,whohatedgunsandhadneverbeentoanywars,wasthebravestmanwhoeverlived.

　　ThedayafterJem'stwelfthbirthdayhismoneywasburninguphispockets,soweheadedfortownintheearlyafternoon.Jemthoughthehadenoughtobuyaminiaturesteamengineforhimselfandatwirlingbatonforme.

　　Ihadlonghadmyeyeonthatbaton:itwasatV.J.Elmore's,itwasbedeckedwithsequinsandtinsel,itcostseventeencents.ItwasthenmyburningambitiontogrowupandtwirlwiththeMaycombCountyHighSchoolband.HavingdevelopedmytalenttowhereIcouldthrowupastickandalmostcatchitcomingdown,IhadcausedCalpurniatodenymeentrancetothehouseeverytimeshesawmewithastickinmyhand.IfeltthatIcouldovercomethisdefectwitharealbaton,andIthoughtitgenerousofJemtobuyoneforme.

　　Mrs.Dubosewasstationedonherporchwhenwewentby.

　　"Whereareyoutwogoingatthistimeofday?"sheshouted."Playinghooky,Isuppose.I'lljustcalluptheprincipalandtellhim!"Sheputherhandsonthewheelsofherchairandexecutedaperfectrightface.

　　"Aw,it'sSaturday,Mrs.Dubose,"saidJem.

　　"Makesnodifferenceifit'sSaturday,"shesaidobscurely."Iwonderifyourfatherknowswhereyouare?""Mrs.Dubose,we'vebeengoin'totownbyourselvessincewewerethishigh."Jemplacedhishandpalmdownabouttwofeetabovethesidewalk.

　　"Don'tyoulietome!"sheyelled."JeremyFinch,MaudieAtkinsontoldmeyoubrokedownherscuppernongarborthismorning.She'sgoingtotellyourfatherandthenyou'llwishyouneversawthelightofday!Ifyouaren'tsenttothereformschoolbeforenextweek,myname'snotDubose!"Jem,whohadn'tbeennearMissMaudie'sscuppernongarborsincelastsummer,andwhoknewMissMaudiewouldn'ttellAtticusifhehad,issuedageneraldenial.

　　"Don'tyoucontradictme!"Mrs.Dubosebawled."Andyou-"shepointedanarthriticfingeratme-"whatareyoudoinginthoseoveralls?Youshouldbeinadressandcamisole,younglady!You'llgrowupwaitingontablesifsomebodydoesn'tchangeyourways-aFinchwaitingontablesattheO.K.Cafe-hah!"Iwasterrified.TheO.K.Cafewasadimorganizationonthenorthsideofthesquare.IgrabbedJem'shandbutheshookmeloose.

　　"Comeon,Scout,"hewhispered."Don'tpayanyattentiontoher,justholdyourheadhighandbeagentleman."ButMrs.Duboseheldus:"NotonlyaFinchwaitingontablesbutoneinthecourthouselawingforniggers!"Jemstiffened.Mrs.Dubose'sshothadgonehomeandsheknewit:

　　"Yesindeed,whathasthisworldcometowhenaFinchgoesagainsthisraising?I'lltellyou!"Sheputherhandtohermouth.Whenshedrewitaway,ittrailedalongsilverthreadofsaliva."Yourfather'snobetterthantheniggersandtrashheworksfor!"Jemwasscarlet.Ipulledathissleeve,andwewerefollowedupthesidewalkbyaphilippiconourfamily'smoraldegeneration,themajorpremiseofwhichwasthathalftheFincheswereintheasylumanyway,butifourmotherwerelivingwewouldnothavecometosuchastate.

　　Iwasn'tsurewhatJemresentedmost,butItookumbrageatMrs.

　　Dubose'sassessmentofthefamily'smentalhygiene.IhadbecomealmostaccustomedtohearinginsultsaimedatAtticus.Butthiswasthefirstonecomingfromanadult.ExceptforherremarksaboutAtticus,Mrs.Dubose'sattackwasonlyroutine.Therewasahintofsummerintheair-intheshadowsitwascool,butthesunwaswarm,whichmeantgoodtimescoming:noschoolandDill.

　　JemboughthissteamengineandwewentbyElmore'sformybaton.

　　Jemtooknopleasureinhisacquisition;hejammeditinhispocketandwalkedsilentlybesidemetowardhome.OnthewayhomeInearlyhitMr.LinkDeas,whosaid,"Lookoutnow,Scout!"whenImissedatoss,andwhenweapproachedMrs.Dubose'shousemybatonwasgrimyfromhavingpickeditupoutofthedirtsomanytimes.

　　Shewasnotontheporch.

　　Inlateryears,IsometimeswonderedexactlywhatmadeJemdoit,whatmadehimbreakthebondsof"Youjustbeagentleman,son,"andthephaseofself-consciousrectitudehehadrecentlyentered.JemhadprobablystoodasmuchguffaboutAtticuslawingforniggersashadI,andItookitforgrantedthathekepthistemper-hehadanaturallytranquildispositionandaslowfuse.Atthetime,however,Ithoughttheonlyexplanationforwhathedidwasthatforafewminuteshesimplywentmad.

　　WhatJemdidwassomethingI'ddoasamatterofcoursehadInotbeenunderAtticus'sinterdict,whichIassumedincludednotfightinghorribleoldladies.WehadjustcometohergatewhenJemsnatchedmybatonandranflailingwildlyupthestepsintoMrs.

　　Dubose'sfrontyard,forgettingeverythingAtticushadsaid,forgettingthatshepackedapistolunderhershawls,forgettingthatifMrs.Dubosemissed,hergirlJessieprobablywouldn't.

　　HedidnotbegintocalmdownuntilhehadcutthetopsoffeverycamelliabushMrs.Duboseowned,untilthegroundwaslitteredwithgreenbudsandleaves.Hebentmybatonagainsthisknee,snappeditintwoandthrewitdown.

　　BythattimeIwasshrieking.Jemyankedmyhair,saidhedidn'tcare,he'ddoitagainifhegotachance,andifIdidn'tshutuphe'dpulleveryhairoutofmyhead.Ididn'tshutupandhekickedme.Ilostmybalanceandfellonmyface.Jempickedmeuproughlybutlookedlikehewassorry.Therewasnothingtosay.

　　WedidnotchoosetomeetAtticuscominghomethatevening.WeskulkedaroundthekitchenuntilCalpurniathrewusout.Bysomevoo-doosystemCalpurniaseemedtoknowallaboutit.Shewasalessthansatisfactorysourceofpalliation,butshedidgiveJemahotbiscuit-and-butterwhichhetoreinhalfandsharedwithme.Ittastedlikecotton.

　　Wewenttothelivingroom.Ipickedupafootballmagazine,foundapictureofDixieHowell,showedittoJemandsaid,"Thislookslikeyou."ThatwasthenicestthingIcouldthinktosaytohim,butitwasnohelp.Hesatbythewindows,huncheddowninarockingchair,scowling,waiting.Daylightfaded.

　　Twogeologicalageslater,weheardthesolesofAtticus'sshoesscrapethefrontsteps.Thescreendoorslammed,therewasapause-Atticuswasatthehatrackinthehall-andweheardhimcall,"Jem!"Hisvoicewaslikethewinterwind.

　　Atticusswitchedontheceilinglightinthelivingroomandfoundusthere,frozenstill.Hecarriedmybatoninonehand;itsfilthyyellowtasseltrailedontherug.Heheldouthisotherhand;itcontainedfatcamelliabuds.

　　"Jem,"hesaid,"areyouresponsibleforthis?""Yessir.""Why'dyoudoit?"Jemsaidsoftly,"Shesaidyoulawedforniggersandtrash.""Youdidthisbecauseshesaidthat?"Jem'slipsmoved,buthis,"Yessir,"wasinaudible.

　　"Son,Ihavenodoubtthatyou'vebeenannoyedbyyourcontemporariesaboutmelawingforniggers,asyousay,buttodosomethinglikethistoasickoldladyisinexcusable.IstronglyadviseyoutogodownandhaveatalkwithMrs.Dubose,"saidAtticus.

　　"Comestraighthomeafterward."Jemdidnotmove.

　　"Goon,Isaid."IfollowedJemoutofthelivingroom."Comebackhere,"Atticussaidtome.Icameback.

　　AtticuspickeduptheMobilePressandsatdownintherockingchairJemhadvacated.Forthelifeofme,IdidnotunderstandhowhecouldsitthereincoldbloodandreadanewspaperwhenhisonlysonstoodanexcellentchanceofbeingmurderedwithaConfederateArmyrelic.OfcourseJemantagonizedmesometimesuntilIcouldkillhim,butwhenitcamedowntoithewasallIhad.Atticusdidnotseemtorealizethis,orifhedidhedidn'tcare.

　　Ihatedhimforthat,butwhenyouareintroubleyoubecomeeasilytired:soonIwashidinginhislapandhisarmswerearoundme.

　　"You'remightybigtoberocked,"hesaid.

　　"Youdon'tcarewhathappenstohim,"Isaid."Youjustsendhimontogetshotatwhenallhewasdoin'wasstandin'upforyou."Atticuspushedmyheadunderhischin."It'snottimetoworryyet,"hesaid."IneverthoughtJem'dbetheonetolosehisheadoverthis-thoughtI'dhavemoretroublewithyou."IsaidIdidn'tseewhywehadtokeepourheadsanyway,thatnobodyIknewatschoolhadtokeephisheadaboutanything.

　　"Scout,"saidAtticus,"whensummercomesyou'llhavetokeepyourheadaboutfarworsethings…it'snotfairforyouandJem,Iknowthat,butsometimeswehavetomakethebestofthings,andthewayweconductourselveswhenthechipsaredown-well,allIcansayis,whenyouandJemaregrown,maybeyou'lllookbackonthiswithsomecompassionandsomefeelingthatIdidn'tletyoudown.Thiscase,TomRobinson'scase,issomethingthatgoestotheessenceofaman'sconscience-Scout,Icouldn'tgotochurchandworshipGodifIdidn'ttrytohelpthatman.""Atticus,youmustbewrong…""How'sthat?""Well,mostfolksseemtothinkthey'rerightandyou'rewrong…""They'recertainlyentitledtothinkthat,andthey'reentitledtofullrespectfortheiropinions,"saidAtticus,"butbeforeIcanlivewithotherfolksI'vegottolivewithmyself.Theonethingthatdoesn'tabidebymajorityruleisaperson'sconscience."WhenJemreturned,hefoundmestillinAtticus'slap,"Well,son?"saidAtticus.Hesetmeonmyfeet,andImadeasecretreconnaissanceofJem.Heseemedtobeallinonepiece,buthehadaqueerlookonhisface.Perhapsshehadgivenhimadoseofcalomel.

　　"IcleaneditupforherandsaidIwassorry,butIain't,andthatI'dworkon'emeverSaturdayandtrytomake'emgrowbackout.""Therewasnopointinsayingyouweresorryifyouaren't,"saidAtticus."Jem,she'soldandill.Youcan'tholdherresponsibleforwhatshesaysanddoes.Ofcourse,I'drathershe'dhavesaidittomethantoeitherofyou,butwecan'talwayshaveour'druthers."Jemseemedfascinatedbyaroseinthecarpet."Atticus,"hesaid,"shewantsmetoreadtoher.""Readtoher?""Yessir.ShewantsmetocomeeveryafternoonafterschoolandSaturdaysandreadtoheroutloudfortwohours.Atticus,doIhaveto?""Certainly.""Butshewantsmetodoitforamonth.""Thenyou'lldoitforamonth."Jemplantedhisbigtoedelicatelyinthecenteroftheroseandpresseditin.Finallyhesaid,"Atticus,it'sallrightonthesidewalkbutinsideit's-it'salldarkandcreepy.There'sshadowsandthingsontheceiling…"Atticussmiledgrimly."Thatshouldappealtoyourimagination.Justpretendyou'reinsidetheRadleyhouse."ThefollowingMondayafternoonJemandIclimbedthesteepfrontstepstoMrs.Dubose'shouseandpaddeddowntheopenhallway.Jem,armedwithIvanhoeandfullofsuperiorknowledge,knockedattheseconddoorontheleft.

　　"Mrs.Dubose?"hecalled.

　　Jessieopenedthewooddoorandunlatchedthescreendoor.

　　"Isthatyou,JemFinch?"shesaid."Yougotyoursisterwithyou.Idon'tknow-""Let'embothin,Jessie,"saidMrs.Dubose.Jessieadmittedusandwentofftothekitchen.

　　Anoppressiveodormetuswhenwecrossedthethreshold,anodorIhadmetmanytimesinrain-rottedgrayhouseswheretherearecoal-oillamps,waterdippers,andunbleacheddomesticsheets.Italwaysmademeafraid,expectant,watchful.

　　Inthecorneroftheroomwasabrassbed,andinthebedwasMrs.

　　Dubose.IwonderedifJem'sactivitieshadputherthere,andforamomentIfeltsorryforher.Shewaslyingunderapileofquiltsandlookedalmostfriendly.

　　Therewasamarble-toppedwashstandbyherbed;onitwereaglasswithateaspooninit,aredearsyringe,aboxofabsorbentcotton,andasteelalarmclockstandingonthreetinylegs.

　　"Soyoubroughtthatdirtylittlesisterofyours,didyou?"washergreeting.

　　Jemsaidquietly,"Mysisterain'tdirtyandIain'tscaredofyou,"althoughInoticedhiskneesshaking.

　　Iwasexpectingatirade,butallshesaidwas,"Youmaycommencereading,Jeremy."Jemsatdowninacane-bottomchairandopenedIvanhoe.Ipulledupanotheroneandsatbesidehim.

　　"Comecloser,"saidMrs.Dubose."Cometothesideofthebed."Wemovedourchairsforward.ThiswasthenearestIhadeverbeentoher,andthethingIwantedmosttodowasmovemychairbackagain.

　　Shewashorrible.Herfacewasthecolorofadirtypillowcase,andthecornersofhermouthglistenedwithwet,whichinchedlikeaglacierdownthedeepgroovesenclosingherchin.Old-ageliverspotsdottedhercheeks,andherpaleeyeshadblackpinpointpupils.Herhandswereknobby,andthecuticlesweregrownupoverherfingernails.Herbottomplatewasnotin,andherupperlipprotruded;fromtimetotimeshewoulddrawhernetherliptoherupperplateandcarryherchinwithit.Thismadethewetmovefaster.

　　Ididn'tlookanymorethanIhadto.JemreopenedIvanhoeandbeganreading.Itriedtokeepupwithhim,buthereadtoofast.WhenJemcametoawordhedidn'tknow,heskippedit,butMrs.Dubosewouldcatchhimandmakehimspellitout.Jemreadforperhapstwentyminutes,duringwhichtimeIlookedatthesoot-stainedmantelpiece,outthewindow,anywheretokeepfromlookingather.Ashereadalong,InoticedthatMrs.Dubose'scorrectionsgrewfewerandfartherbetween,thatJemhadevenleftonesentencedanglinginmid-air.

　　Shewasnotlistening.

　　Ilookedtowardthebed.

　　Somethinghadhappenedtoher.Shelayonherback,withthequiltsuptoherchin.Onlyherheadandshoulderswerevisible.Herheadmovedslowlyfromsidetoside.Fromtimetotimeshewouldopenhermouthwide,andIcouldseehertongueundulatefaintly.

　　Cordsofsalivawouldcollectonherlips;shewoulddrawthemin,thenopenhermouthagain.Hermouthseemedtohaveaprivateexistenceofitsown.Itworkedseparateandapartfromtherestofher,outandin,likeaclamholeatlowtide.Occasionallyitwouldsay,"Pt,"likesomeviscoussubstancecomingtoaboil.

　　IpulledJem'ssleeve.

　　Helookedatme,thenatthebed.Herheadmadeitsregularsweeptowardus,andJemsaid,"Mrs.Dubose,areyouallright?"Shedidnothearhim.

　　Thealarmclockwentoffandscaredusstiff.Aminutelater,nervesstilltingling,JemandIwereonthesidewalkheadedforhome.Wedidnotrunaway,Jessiesentus:beforetheclockwounddownshewasintheroompushingJemandmeoutofit.

　　"Shoo,"shesaid,"youallgohome."Jemhesitatedatthedoor.

　　"It'stimeforhermedicine,"Jessiesaid.AsthedoorswungshutbehindusIsawJessiewalkingquicklytowardMrs.Dubose'sbed.

　　Itwasonlythreeforty-fivewhenwegothome,soJemandIdrop-kickedinthebackyarduntilitwastimetomeetAtticus.

　　AtticushadtwoyellowpencilsformeandafootballmagazineforJem,whichIsupposewasasilentrewardforourfirstday'ssessionwithMrs.Dubose.Jemtoldhimwhathappened.

　　"Didshefrightenyou?"askedAtticus.

　　"Nosir,"saidJem,"butshe'ssonasty.Shehasfitsorsomethin'.Shespitsalot.""Shecan'thelpthat.Whenpeoplearesicktheydon'tlooknicesometimes.""Shescaredme,"Isaid.

　　Atticuslookedatmeoverhisglasses."Youdon'thavetogowithJem,youknow."ThenextafternoonatMrs.Dubose'swasthesameasthefirst,andsowasthenext,untilgraduallyapatternemerged:everythingwouldbeginnormally-thatis,Mrs.DubosewouldhoundJemforawhileonherfavoritesubjects,hercamelliasandourfather'snigger-lovingpropensities;shewouldgrowincreasinglysilent,thengoawayfromus.Thealarmclockwouldring,Jessiewouldshoousout,andtherestofthedaywasours.

　　"Atticus,"Isaidoneevening,"whatexactlyisanigger-lover?"Atticus'sfacewasgrave."Hassomebodybeencallingyouthat?""Nosir,Mrs.Dubosecallsyouthat.Shewarmsupeveryafternooncallingyouthat.FranciscalledmethatlastChristmas,that'swhereIfirstheardit.""Isthatthereasonyoujumpedonhim?"askedAtticus.

　　"Yessir…""Thenwhyareyouaskingmewhatitmeans?"ItriedtoexplaintoAtticusthatitwasn'tsomuchwhatFrancissaidthathadinfuriatedmeasthewayhehadsaidit."Itwaslikehe'dsaidsnot-noseorsomethin'.""Scout,"saidAtticus,"nigger-loverisjustoneofthosetermsthatdon'tmeananything-likesnot-nose.It'shardtoexplain-ignorant,trashypeopleuseitwhentheythinksomebody'sfavoringNegroesoverandabovethemselves.It'sslippedintousagewithsomepeoplelikeourselves,whentheywantacommon,uglytermtolabelsomebody.""Youaren'treallyanigger-lover,then,areyou?""Icertainlyam.Idomybesttoloveeverybody…I'mhardput,sometimes-baby,it'sneveraninsulttobecalledwhatsomebodythinksisabadname.Itjustshowsyouhowpoorthatpersonis,itdoesn'thurtyou.Sodon'tletMrs.Dubosegetyoudown.Shehasenoughtroublesofherown."OneafternoonamonthlaterJemwasploughinghiswaythroughSirWalterScout,asJemcalledhim,andMrs.Dubosewascorrectinghimateveryturn,whentherewasaknockonthedoor."Comein!"shescreamed.

　　Atticuscamein.HewenttothebedandtookMrs.Dubose'shand.

　　"Iwascomingfromtheofficeanddidn'tseethechildren,"hesaid.

　　"Ithoughttheymightstillbehere."Mrs.Dubosesmiledathim.ForthelifeofmeIcouldnotfigureouthowshecouldbringherselftospeaktohimwhensheseemedtohatehimso."Doyouknowwhattimeitis,Atticus?"shesaid."Exactlyfourteenminutespastfive.Thealarmclock'ssetforfive-thirty.Iwantyoutoknowthat."ItsuddenlycametomethateachdaywehadbeenstayingalittlelongeratMrs.Dubose's,thatthealarmclockwentoffafewminuteslatereveryday,andthatshewaswellintooneofherfitsbythetimeitsounded.TodayshehadantagonizedJemfornearlytwohourswithnointentionofhavingafit,andIfelthopelesslytrapped.

　　Thealarmclockwasthesignalforourrelease;ifonedayitdidnotring,whatwouldwedo?

　　"IhaveafeelingthatJem'sreadingdaysarenumbered,"saidAtticus.

　　"Onlyaweeklonger,Ithink,"shesaid,"justtomakesure…"Jemrose."But-"AtticusputouthishandandJemwassilent.Onthewayhome,Jemsaidhehadtodoitjustforamonthandthemonthwasupanditwasn'tfair.

　　"Justonemoreweek,son,"saidAtticus.

　　"No,"saidJem.

　　"Yes,"saidAtticus.

　　ThefollowingweekfoundusbackatMrs.Dubose's.Thealarmclockhadceasedsounding,butMrs.Dubosewouldreleaseuswith,"That'lldo,"solateintheafternoonAtticuswouldbehomereadingthepaperwhenwereturned.Althoughherfitshadpassedoff,shewasineveryotherwayheroldself:whenSirWalterScottbecameinvolvedinlengthydescriptionsofmoatsandcastles,Mrs.Dubosewouldbecomeboredandpickonus:

　　"JeremyFinch,Itoldyouyou'dlivetoregrettearingupmycamellias.Youregretitnow,don'tyou?"Jemwouldsayhecertainlydid.

　　"ThoughtyoucouldkillmySnow-on-the-Mountain,didyou?Well,Jessiesaysthetop'sgrowingbackout.Nexttimeyou'llknowhowtodoitright,won'tyou?You'llpullitupbytheroots,won'tyou?"Jemwouldsayhecertainlywould.

　　"Don'tyoumutteratme,boy!Youholdupyourheadandsayyesma'am.Don'tguessyoufeellikeholdingitup,though,withyourfatherwhatheis."Jem'schinwouldcomeup,andhewouldgazeatMrs.Dubosewithafacedevoidofresentment.Throughtheweekshehadcultivatedanexpressionofpoliteanddetachedinterest,whichhewouldpresenttoherinanswertohermostblood-curdlinginventions.

　　Atlastthedaycame.WhenMrs.Dubosesaid,"That'lldo,"oneafternoon,sheadded,"Andthat'sall.Good-daytoyou."Itwasover.Weboundeddownthesidewalkonaspreeofsheerrelief,leapingandhowling.

　　Thatspringwasagoodone:thedaysgrewlongerandgaveusmoreplayingtime.Jem'smindwasoccupiedmostlywiththevitalstatisticsofeverycollegefootballplayerinthenation.EverynightAtticuswouldreadusthesportspagesofthenewspapers.AlabamamightgototheRoseBowlagainthisyear,judgingfromitsprospects,notoneofwhosenameswecouldpronounce.AtticuswasinthemiddleofWindySeaton'scolumnoneeveningwhenthetelephonerang.

　　Heansweredit,thenwenttothehatrackinthehall."I'mgoingdowntoMrs.Dubose'sforawhile,"hesaid."Iwon'tbelong."ButAtticusstayedawayuntillongpastmybedtime.Whenhereturnedhewascarryingacandybox.Atticussatdowninthelivingroomandputtheboxonthefloorbesidehischair.

　　"What'dshewant?"askedJem.

　　WehadnotseenMrs.Duboseforoveramonth.Shewasneverontheporchanymorewhenwepassed.

　　"She'sdead,son,"saidAtticus."Shediedafewminutesago.""Oh,"saidJem."Well.""Wellisright,"saidAtticus."She'snotsufferinganymore.Shewassickforalongtime.Son,didn'tyouknowwhatherfitswere?"Jemshookhishead.

　　"Mrs.Dubosewasamorphineaddict,"saidAtticus."Shetookitasapain-killerforyears.Thedoctorputheronit.She'dhavespenttherestofherlifeonitanddiedwithoutsomuchagony,butshewastoocontrary-""Sir?"saidJem.

　　Atticussaid,"Justbeforeyourescapadeshecalledmetomakeherwill.Dr.Reynoldstoldhershehadonlyafewmonthsleft.Herbusinessaffairswereinperfectorderbutshesaid,'There'sstillonethingoutoforder.'""Whatwasthat?"Jemwasperplexed.

　　"Shesaidshewasgoingtoleavethisworldbeholdentonothingandnobody.Jem,whenyou'resickasshewas,it'sallrighttotakeanythingtomakeiteasier,butitwasn'tallrightforher.Shesaidshemeanttobreakherselfofitbeforeshedied,andthat'swhatshedid."Jemsaid,"Youmeanthat'swhatherfitswere?""Yes,that'swhattheywere.MostofthetimeyouwerereadingtoherIdoubtifsheheardawordyousaid.Herwholemindandbodywereconcentratedonthatalarmclock.Ifyouhadn'tfallenintoherhands,I'dhavemadeyougoreadtoheranyway.Itmayhavebeensomedistraction.Therewasanotherreason-""Didshediefree?"askedJem.

　　"Asthemountainair,"saidAtticus."Shewasconscioustothelast,almost.Conscious,"hesmiled,"andcantankerous.Shestilldisapprovedheartilyofmydoings,andsaidI'dprobablyspendtherestofmylifebailingyououtofjail.ShehadJessiefixyouthisbox-"Atticusreacheddownandpickedupthecandybox.HehandedittoJem.

　　Jemopenedthebox.Inside,surroundedbywadsofdampcotton,wasawhite,waxy,perfectcamellia.ItwasaSnow-on-the-Mountain.

　　Jem'seyesnearlypoppedoutofhishead."Oldhell-devil,oldhell-devil!"hescreamed,flingingitdown."Whycan'tsheleavemealone?"InaflashAtticuswasupandstandingoverhim.JemburiedhisfaceinAtticus'sshirtfront."Sh-h,"hesaid."Ithinkthatwasherwayoftellingyou-everything'sallrightnow,Jem,everything'sallright.Youknow,shewasagreatlady.""Alady?"Jemraisedhishead.Hisfacewasscarlet."Afterallthosethingsshesaidaboutyou,alady?""Shewas.Shehadherownviewsaboutthings,alotdifferentfrommine,maybe…son,Itoldyouthatifyouhadn'tlostyourheadI'dhavemadeyougoreadtoher.Iwantedyoutoseesomethingabouther-Iwantedyoutoseewhatrealcourageis,insteadofgettingtheideathatcourageisamanwithaguninhishand.It'swhenyouknowyou'relickedbeforeyoubeginbutyoubeginanywayandyouseeitthroughnomatterwhat.Yourarelywin,butsometimesyoudo.

　　Mrs.Dubosewon,allninety-eightpoundsofher.Accordingtoherviews,shediedbeholdentonothingandnobody.ShewasthebravestpersonIeverknew."Jempickedupthecandyboxandthrewitinthefire.Hepickedupthecamellia,andwhenIwentofftobedIsawhimfingeringthewidepetals.Atticuswasreadingthepaper.

　　PARTTWO12Jemwastwelve.Hewasdifficulttolivewith,inconsistent,moody.Hisappetitewasappalling,andhetoldmesomanytimestostoppesteringhimIconsultedAtticus:"Reckonhe'sgotatapeworm?"Atticussaidno,Jemwasgrowing.Imustbepatientwithhimanddisturbhimaslittleaspossible.

　　ThischangeinJemhadcomeaboutinamatterofweeks.Mrs.

　　Dubosewasnotcoldinhergrave-Jemhadseemedgratefulenoughformycompanywhenhewenttoreadtoher.Overnight,itseemed,Jemhadacquiredanaliensetofvaluesandwastryingtoimposethemonme:severaltimeshewentsofarastotellmewhattodo.AfteronealtercationwhenJemhollered,"It'stimeyoustartedbein'agirlandactingright!"IburstintotearsandfledtoCalpurnia.

　　"Don'tyoufrettoomuchoverMisterJem-"shebegan.

　　"MisterJem?""Yeah,he'sjustaboutMisterJemnow.""Heain'tthatold,"Isaid."Allheneedsissomebodytobeathimup,andIain'tbigenough.""Baby,"saidCalpurnia,"Ijustcan'thelpitifMisterJem'sgrowin'up.He'sgonnawanttobeofftohimselfalotnow,doin'

　　whateverboysdo,soyoujustcomerightoninthekitchenwhenyoufeellonesome.We'llfindlotsofthingstodoinhere."Thebeginningofthatsummerbodedwell:Jemcoulddoashepleased;CalpurniawoulddountilDillcame.SheseemedgladtoseemewhenIappearedinthekitchen,andbywatchingherIbegantothinktherewassomeskillinvolvedinbeingagirl.

　　ButsummercameandDillwasnotthere.Ireceivedaletterandasnapshotfromhim.Thelettersaidhehadanewfatherwhosepicturewasenclosed,andhewouldhavetostayinMeridianbecausetheyplannedtobuildafishingboat.HisfatherwasalawyerlikeAtticus,onlymuchyounger.Dill'snewfatherhadapleasantface,whichmademegladDillhadcapturedhim,butIwascrushed.Dillconcludedbysayinghewouldlovemeforeverandnottoworry,hewouldcomegetmeandmarrymeassoonashegotenoughmoneytogether,sopleasewrite.

　　ThefactthatIhadapermanentfiancewaslittlecompensationforhisabsence:Ihadneverthoughtaboutit,butsummerwasDillbythefishpoolsmokingstring,Dill'seyesalivewithcomplicatedplanstomakeBooRadleyemerge;summerwastheswiftnesswithwhichDillwouldreachupandkissmewhenJemwasnotlooking,thelongingswesometimesfelteachotherfeel.Withhim,lifewasroutine;withouthim,lifewasunbearable.Istayedmiserablefortwodays.

　　Asifthatwerenotenough,thestatelegislaturewascalledintoemergencysessionandAtticusleftusfortwoweeks.TheGovernorwaseagertoscrapeafewbarnaclesofftheshipofstate;thereweresit-downstrikesinBirmingham;breadlinesinthecitiesgrewlonger,peopleinthecountrygrewpoorer.ButthesewereeventsremotefromtheworldofJemandme.

　　WeweresurprisedonemorningtoseeacartoonintheMontgomeryAdvertiserabovethecaption,"Maycomb'sFinch."ItshowedAtticusbarefootedandinshortpants,chainedtoadesk:hewasdiligentlywritingonaslatewhilesomefrivolous-lookinggirlsyelled,"Yoo-hoo!"athim.

　　"That'sacompliment,"explainedJem."Hespendshistimedoin'

　　thingsthatwouldn'tgetdoneifnobodydid'em.""Huh?"InadditiontoJem'snewlydevelopedcharacteristics,hehadacquiredamaddeningairofwisdom.

　　"Oh,Scout,it'slikereorganizingthetaxsystemsofthecountiesandthings.Thatkindofthing'sprettydrytomostmen.""Howdoyouknow?""Oh,goonandleavemealone.I'mreadin'thepaper."Jemgothiswish.Idepartedforthekitchen.

　　Whileshewasshellingpeas,Calpurniasuddenlysaid,"WhatamIgonnadoaboutyouall'schurchthisSunday?""Nothing,Ireckon.Atticusleftuscollection."Calpurnia'seyesnarrowedandIcouldtellwhatwasgoingthroughhermind."Cal,"Isaid,"youknowwe'llbehave.Wehaven'tdoneanythinginchurchinyears."CalpurniaevidentlyrememberedarainySundaywhenwewerebothfatherlessandteacherless.Lefttoitsowndevices,theclasstiedEuniceAnnSimpsontoachairandplacedherinthefurnaceroom.Weforgother,troopedupstairstochurch,andwerelisteningquietlytothesermonwhenadreadfulbangingissuedfromtheradiatorpipes,persistinguntilsomeoneinvestigatedandbroughtforthEuniceAnnsayingshedidn'twanttoplayShadrachanymore-JemFinchsaidshewouldn'tgetburntifshehadenoughfaith,butitwashotdownthere.

　　"Besides,Cal,thisisn'tthefirsttimeAtticushasleftus,"Iprotested.

　　"Yeah,buthemakescertainyourteacher'sgonnabethere.Ididn'thearhimsaythistime-reckonheforgotit."Calpurniascratchedherhead.Suddenlyshesmiled."How'dyouandMisterJemliketocometochurchwithmetomorrow?""Really?""How'boutit?"grinnedCalpurnia.

　　IfCalpurniahadeverbathedmeroughlybefore,itwasnothingcomparedtohersupervisionofthatSaturdaynight'sroutine.Shemademesoapallovertwice,drewfreshwaterinthetubforeachrinse;shestuckmyheadinthebasinandwasheditwithOctagonsoapandcastile.ShehadtrustedJemforyears,butthatnightsheinvadedhisprivacyandprovokedanoutburst:"Can'tanybodytakeabathinthishousewithoutthewholefamilylookin'?"Nextmorningshebeganearlierthanusual,to"gooverourclothes."WhenCalpurniastayedovernightwithusshesleptonafoldingcotinthekitchen;thatmorningitwascoveredwithourSundayhabiliments.ShehadputsomuchstarchinmydressitcameuplikeatentwhenIsatdown.Shemademewearapetticoatandshewrappedapinksashtightlyaroundmywaist.Shewentovermypatent-leathershoeswithacoldbiscuituntilshesawherfaceinthem.

　　"It'slikeweweregoin'toMardiGras,"saidJem."What'sallthisfor,Cal?""Idon'twantanybodysayin'Idon'tlookaftermychildren,"shemuttered."MisterJem,youabsolutelycan'twearthattiewiththatsuit.It'sgreen.""'smatterwiththat?""Suit'sblue.Can'tyoutell?""Heehee,"Ihowled,"Jem'scolorblind."Hisfaceflushedangrily,butCalpurniasaid,"Nowyouallquitthat.You'regonnagotoFirstPurchasewithsmilesonyourfaces."FirstPurchaseAfricanM.E.ChurchwasintheQuartersoutsidethesoutherntownlimits,acrosstheoldsawmilltracks.Itwasanancientpaint-peeledframebuilding,theonlychurchinMaycombwithasteepleandbell,calledFirstPurchasebecauseitwaspaidforfromthefirstearningsoffreedslaves.NegroesworshipedinitonSundaysandwhitemengambledinitonweekdays.

　　Thechurchyardwasbrick-hardclay,aswasthecemeterybesideit.

　　Ifsomeonediedduringadryspell,thebodywascoveredwithchunksoficeuntilrainsoftenedtheearth.Afewgravesinthecemeteryweremarkedwithcrumblingtombstones;neweroneswereoutlinedwithbrightlycoloredglassandbrokenCoca-Colabottles.Lightningrodsguardingsomegravesdenoteddeadwhoresteduneasily;stumpsofburned-outcandlesstoodattheheadsofinfantgraves.Itwasahappycemetery.

　　ThewarmbittersweetsmellofcleanNegrowelcomedusasweenteredthechurchyard-HeartsofLovehairdressingmingledwithasafoetida,snuff,Hoyt'sCologne,Brown'sMule,peppermint,andlilactalcum.

　　WhentheysawJemandmewithCalpurnia,themensteppedbackandtookofftheirhats;thewomencrossedtheirarmsattheirwaists,weekdaygesturesofrespectfulattention.Theypartedandmadeasmallpathwaytothechurchdoorforus.CalpurniawalkedbetweenJemandme,respondingtothegreetingsofherbrightlycladneighbors.

　　"Whatyouupto,MissCal?"saidavoicebehindus.

　　Calpurnia'shandswenttoourshouldersandwestoppedandlookedaround:standinginthepathbehinduswasatallNegrowoman.Herweightwasononeleg;sherestedherleftelbowinthecurveofherhip,pointingatuswithupturnedpalm.Shewasbullet-headedwithstrangealmond-shapedeyes,straightnose,andanIndian-bowmouth.

　　Sheseemedsevenfeethigh.

　　IfeltCalpurnia'shanddigintomyshoulder."Whatyouwant,Lula?"sheasked,intonesIhadneverheardheruse.Shespokequietly,contemptuously.

　　"Iwantstoknowwhyyoubringin'whitechilluntoniggerchurch.""They'smycomp'ny,"saidCalpurnia.AgainIthoughthervoicestrange:shewastalkingliketherestofthem.

　　"Yeah,an'Ireckonyou'scomp'nyattheFinchhousedurin'theweek."Amurmurranthroughthecrowd."Don'tyoufret,"Calpurniawhisperedtome,buttherosesonherhattrembledindignantly.

　　WhenLulacameupthepathwaytowardusCalpurniasaid,"Stoprightthere,nigger."Lulastopped,butshesaid,"Youain'tgotnobusinessbringin'

　　whitechillunhere-theygottheirchurch,wegotour'n.Itisourchurch,ain'tit,MissCal?"Calpurniasaid,"It'sthesameGod,ain'tit?"Jemsaid,"Let'sgohome,Cal,theydon'twantushere-"Iagreed:theydidnotwantushere.Isensed,ratherthansaw,thatwewerebeingadvancedupon.Theyseemedtobedrawingclosertous,butwhenIlookedupatCalpurniatherewasamusementinhereyes.

　　WhenIlookeddownthepathwayagain,Lulawasgone.Inherplacewasasolidmassofcoloredpeople.

　　Oneofthemsteppedfromthecrowd.ItwasZeebo,thegarbagecollector."MisterJem,"hesaid,"we'remightygladtohaveyouallhere.Don'tpayno'tentiontoLula,she'scontentiousbecauseReverendSykesthreatenedtochurchher.She'satroublemakerfromwayback,gotfancyideasan'haughtyways-we'remightygladtohaveyouall."Withthat,CalpurnialedustothechurchdoorwhereweweregreetedbyReverendSykes,wholedustothefrontpew.

　　FirstPurchasewasunceiledandunpaintedwithin.Alongitswallsunlightedkerosenelampshungonbrassbrackets;pinebenchesservedaspews.BehindtheroughoakpulpitafadedpinksilkbannerproclaimedGodIsLove,thechurch'sonlydecorationexceptarotogravureprintofHunt'sTheLightoftheWorld.Therewasnosignofpiano,organ,hymn-books,churchprograms-thefamiliarecclesiasticalimpedimentawesaweverySunday.Itwasdiminside,withadampcoolnessslowlydispelledbythegatheringcongregation.

　　AteachseatwasacheapcardboardfanbearingagarishGardenofGethsemane,courtesyTyndal'sHardwareCo.（You-Name-It-We-Sell-It）。

　　CalpurniamotionedJemandmetotheendoftherowandplacedherselfbetweenus.Shefishedinherpurse,drewoutherhandkerchief,anduntiedthehardwadofchangeinitscorner.ShegaveadimetomeandadimetoJem."We'vegotours,"hewhispered.

　　"Youkeepit,"Calpurniasaid,"you'remycompany."Jem'sfaceshowedbriefindecisionontheethicsofwithholdinghisowndime,buthisinnatecourtesywonandheshiftedhisdimetohispocket.Ididlikewisewithnoqualms.

　　"Cal,"Iwhispered,"wherearethehymn-books?""Wedon'thaveany,"shesaid.

　　"Wellhow-?""Sh-h,"shesaid.ReverendSykeswasstandingbehindthepulpitstaringthecongregationtosilence.Hewasashort,stockymaninablacksuit,blacktie,whiteshirt,andagoldwatch-chainthatglintedinthelightfromthefrostedwindows.

　　Hesaid,"Brethrenandsisters,weareparticularlygladtohavecompanywithusthismorning.MisterandMissFinch.Youallknowtheirfather.BeforeIbeginIwillreadsomeannouncements."ReverendSykesshuffledsomepapers,choseoneandhelditatarm'slength."TheMissionarySocietymeetsinthehomeofSisterAnnetteReevesnextTuesday.Bringyoursewing."Hereadfromanotherpaper."YouallknowofBrotherTomRobinson'strouble.HehasbeenafaithfulmemberofFirstPurchasesincehewasaboy.ThecollectiontakenuptodayandforthenextthreeSundayswillgotoHelen-hiswife,tohelpheroutathome."IpunchedJem."That'stheTomAtticus'sde-""Sh-h!"IturnedtoCalpurniabutwashushedbeforeIopenedmymouth.

　　Subdued,IfixedmyattentionuponReverendSykes,whoseemedtobewaitingformetosettledown."Willthemusicsuperintendentleadusinthefirsthymn,"hesaid.

　　Zeeborosefromhispewandwalkeddownthecenteraisle,stoppinginfrontofusandfacingthecongregation.Hewascarryingabatteredhymn-book.Heopeneditandsaid,"We'llsingnumbertwoseventy-three."Thiswastoomuchforme."How'rewegonnasingitifthereain'tanyhymn-books?"Calpurniasmiled."Hushbaby,"shewhispered,"you'llseeinaminute."Zeeboclearedhisthroatandreadinavoiceliketherumbleofdistantartillery:

　　"There'salandbeyondtheriver."Miraculouslyonpitch,ahundredvoicessangoutZeebo'swords.

　　Thelastsyllable,heldtoahuskyhum,wasfollowedbyZeebosaying,"Thatwecallthesweetforever."Musicagainswelledaroundus;thelastnotelingeredandZeebometitwiththenextline:"Andweonlyreachthatshorebyfaith'sdecree."Thecongregationhesitated,Zeeborepeatedthelinecarefully,anditwassung.AtthechorusZeeboclosedthebook,asignalforthecongregationtoproceedwithouthishelp.

　　Onthedyingnotesof"Jubilee,"Zeebosaid,"Inthatfar-offsweetforever,justbeyondtheshiningriver."Lineforline,voicesfollowedinsimpleharmonyuntilthehymnendedinamelancholymurmur.

　　IlookedatJem,whowaslookingatZeebofromthecornersofhiseyes.Ididn'tbelieveiteither,butwehadbothheardit.

　　ReverendSykesthencalledontheLordtoblessthesickandthesuffering,aprocedurenodifferentfromourchurchpractice,exceptReverendSykesdirectedtheDeity'sattentiontoseveralspecificcases.

　　Hissermonwasaforthrightdenunciationofsin,anausteredeclarationofthemottoonthewallbehindhim:hewarnedhisflockagainsttheevilsofheadybrews,gambling,andstrangewomen.

　　BootleggerscausedenoughtroubleintheQuarters,butwomenwereworse.Again,asIhadoftenmetitinmyownchurch,IwasconfrontedwiththeImpurityofWomendoctrinethatseemedtopreoccupyallclergymen.

　　JemandIhadheardthesamesermonSundayafterSunday,withonlyoneexception.ReverendSykesusedhispulpitmorefreelytoexpresshisviewsonindividuallapsesfromgrace:JimHardyhadbeenabsentfromchurchforfiveSundaysandhewasn'tsick;ConstanceJacksonhadbetterwatchherways-shewasingravedangerforquarrelingwithherneighbors;shehaderectedtheonlyspitefenceinthehistoryoftheQuarters.

　　ReverendSykesclosedhissermon.Hestoodbesideatableinfrontofthepulpitandrequestedthemorningoffering,aproceedingthatwasstrangetoJemandme.Onebyone,thecongregationcameforwardanddroppednickelsanddimesintoablackenameledcoffeecan.JemandIfollowedsuit,andreceivedasoft,"Thankyou,thankyou,"asourdimesclinked.

　　Toouramazement,ReverendSykesemptiedthecanontothetableandrakedthecoinsintohishand.Hestraightenedupandsaid,"Thisisnotenough,wemusthavetendollars."Thecongregationstirred."Youallknowwhatit'sfor-Helencan'tleavethosechildrentoworkwhileTom'sinjail.Ifeverybodygivesonemoredime,we'llhaveit-"ReverendSykeswavedhishandandcalledtosomeoneinthebackofthechurch."Alec,shutthedoors.

　　Nobodyleavesheretillwehavetendollars."Calpurniascratchedinherhandbagandbroughtforthabatteredleathercoinpurse."NawCal,"Jemwhispered,whenshehandedhimashinyquarter,"wecanputoursin.Gimmeyourdime,Scout."Thechurchwasbecomingstuffy,anditoccurredtomethatReverendSykesintendedtosweattheamountdueoutofhisflock.Fanscrackled,feetshuffled,tobacco-chewerswereinagony.

　　ReverendSykesstartledmebysayingsternly,"CarlowRichardson,Ihaven'tseenyouupthisaisleyet."Athinmaninkhakipantscameuptheaisleanddepositedacoin.

　　Thecongregationmurmuredapproval.

　　ReverendSykesthensaid,"Iwantallofyouwithnochildrentomakeasacrificeandgiveonemoredimeapiece.Thenwe'llhaveit."Slowly,painfully,thetendollarswascollected.Thedoorwasopened,andthegustofwarmairrevivedus.ZeebolinedOnJordan'sStormyBanks,andchurchwasover.

　　Iwantedtostayandexplore,butCalpurniapropelledmeuptheaisleaheadofher.Atthechurchdoor,whileshepausedtotalkwithZeeboandhisfamily,JemandIchattedwithReverendSykes.Iwasburstingwithquestions,butdecidedIwouldwaitandletCalpurniaanswerthem.

　　"Wewere'speciallygladtohaveyouallhere,"saidReverendSykes.

　　"Thischurchhasnobetterfriendthanyourdaddy."Mycuriosityburst:"Whywereyoualltakin'upcollectionforTomRobinson'swife?""Didn'tyouhearwhy?"askedReverendSykes."Helen'sgotthreelittle'unsandshecan'tgoouttowork-""Whycan'tshetake'emwithher,Reverend?"Iasked.ItwascustomaryforfieldNegroeswithtinychildrentodeposittheminwhatevershadetherewaswhiletheirparentsworked-usuallythebabiessatintheshadebetweentworowsofcotton.Thoseunabletositwerestrappedpapoose-styleontheirmothers'backs,orresidedinextracottonbags.

　　ReverendSykeshesitated."Totellyouthetruth,MissJeanLouise,Helen'sfindingithardtogetworkthesedays…whenit'spickingtime,IthinkMr.LinkDeas'lltakeher.""Whynot,Reverend?"Beforehecouldanswer,IfeltCalpurnia'shandonmyshoulder.AtitspressureIsaid,"Wethankyouforlettin'uscome."Jemechoedme,andwemadeourwayhomeward.

　　"Cal,IknowTomRobinson'sinjailan'he'sdonesomethin'awful,butwhywon'tfolkshireHelen?"Iasked.

　　Calpurnia,inhernavyvoiledressandtubofahat,walkedbetweenJemandme."It'sbecauseofwhatfolkssayTom'sdone,"shesaid."Folksaren'tanxiousto-tohaveanythingtodowithanyofhisfamily.""Justwhatdidhedo,Cal?"Calpurniasighed."OldMr.BobEwellaccusedhimofrapin'hisgirlan'hadhimarrestedan'putinjail-""Mr.Ewell?"Mymemorystirred."DoeshehaveanythingtodowiththoseEwellsthatcomeeveryfirstdayofschoolan'thengohome?

　　Why,Atticussaidtheywereabsolutetrash-IneverheardAtticustalkaboutfolksthewayhetalkedabouttheEwells.Hesaid-""Yeah,thosearetheones.""Well,ifeverybodyinMaycombknowswhatkindoffolkstheEwellsarethey'dbegladtohireHelen…what'srape,Cal?""It'ssomethin'you'llhavetoaskMr.Finchabout,"shesaid."HecanexplainitbetterthanIcan.Youallhungry?TheReverendtookalongtimeunwindin'thismorning,he'snotusuallysotedious.""He'sjustlikeourpreacher,"saidJem,"butwhydoyouallsinghymnsthatway?""Linin'?"sheasked.

　　"Isthatwhatitis?""Yeah,it'scalledlinin'.They'vedoneitthatwayaslongasIcanremember."Jemsaiditlookedliketheycouldsavethecollectionmoneyforayearandgetsomehymn-books.

　　Calpurnialaughed."Wouldn'tdoanygood,"shesaid."Theycan'tread.""Can'tread?"Iasked."Allthosefolks?""That'sright,"Calpurnianodded."Can'tbutaboutfourfolksinFirstPurchaseread…I'moneof'em.""Where'dyougotoschool,Cal?"askedJem.

　　"Nowhere.Let'sseenow,whotaughtmemyletters?ItwasMissMaudieAtkinson'saunt,oldMissBuford-""Areyouthatold?""I'molderthanMr.Finch,even."Calpurniagrinned."Notsurehowmuch,though.Westartedrememberin'onetime,tryingtofigureouthowoldIwas-Icanrememberbackjustafewyearsmore'nhecan,soI'mnotmucholder,whenyoutakeoffthefactthatmencan'trememberaswellaswomen.""What'syourbirthday,Cal?""IjusthaveitonChristmas,it'seasiertorememberthatway-Idon'thavearealbirthday.""ButCal,"Jemprotested,"youdon'tlookevennearasoldasAtticus.""Coloredfolksdon'tshowtheiragessofast,"shesaid.

　　"Maybebecausetheycan'tread.Cal,didyouteachZeebo?""Yeah,MisterJem.Therewasn'taschoolevenwhenhewasaboy.Imadehimlearn,though."ZeebowasCalpurnia'seldestson.IfIhadeverthoughtaboutit,IwouldhaveknownthatCalpurniawasofmatureyears-Zeebohadhalf-grownchildren-butthenIhadneverthoughtaboutit.

　　"Didyouteachhimoutofaprimer,likeus?"Iasked.

　　"No,ImadehimgetapageoftheBibleeveryday,andtherewasabookMissBufordtaughtmeoutof-betyoudon'tknowwhereIgotit,"shesaid.

　　Wedidn'tknow.

　　Calpurniasaid,"YourGranddaddyFinchgaveittome.""WereyoufromtheLanding?"Jemasked."Younevertoldusthat.""Icertainlyam,MisterJem.GrewupdowntherebetweentheBufordPlaceandtheLandin'.I'vespentallmydaysworkin'fortheFinchesortheBufords,an'ImovedtoMaycombwhenyourdaddyandyourmammamarried.""Whatwasthebook,Cal?"Iasked.

　　"Blackstone'sCommentaries."Jemwasthunderstruck."YoumeanyoutaughtZeebooutathat?""Whyyessir,MisterJem."Calpurniatimidlyputherfingerstohermouth."TheyweretheonlybooksIhad.YourgrandaddysaidMr.

　　BlackstonewrotefineEnglish-""That'swhyyoudon'ttalkliketherestof'em,"saidJem.

　　"Therestofwho?""Restofthecoloredfolks.Cal,butyoutalkedliketheydidinchurch…"ThatCalpurnialedamodestdoublelifeneverdawnedonme.Theideathatshehadaseparateexistenceoutsideourhouseholdwasanovelone,tosaynothingofherhavingcommandoftwolanguages.

　　"Cal,"Iasked,"whydoyoutalknigger-talktothe-toyourfolkswhenyouknowit'snotright?""Well,inthefirstplaceI'mblack-""Thatdoesn'tmeanyouhaftatalkthatwaywhenyouknowbetter,"saidJem.

　　Calpurniatiltedherhatandscratchedherhead,thenpressedherhatdowncarefullyoverherears."It'srighthardtosay,"shesaid."SupposeyouandScouttalkedcolored-folks'talkathomeit'dbeoutofplace,wouldn'tit?NowwhatifItalkedwhite-folks'talkatchurch,andwithmyneighbors?They'dthinkIwasputtin'onairstobeatMoses.""ButCal,youknowbetter,"Isaid.

　　"It'snotnecessarytotellallyouknow.It'snotladylike-inthesecondplace,folksdon'tliketohavesomebodyaroundknowin'

　　morethantheydo.Itaggravates'em.You'renotgonnachangeanyofthembytalkin'right,they'vegottowanttolearnthemselves,andwhentheydon'twanttolearnthere'snothingyoucandobutkeepyourmouthshutortalktheirlanguage.""Cal,canIcometoseeyousometimes?"Shelookeddownatme."Seeme,honey?Youseemeeveryday.""Outtoyourhouse,"Isaid."Sometimesafterwork?Atticuscangetme.""Anytimeyouwantto,"shesaid."We'dbegladtohaveyou."WewereonthesidewalkbytheRadleyPlace.

　　"Lookontheporchyonder,"Jemsaid.

　　IlookedovertotheRadleyPlace,expectingtoseeitsphantomoccupantsunninghimselfintheswing.Theswingwasempty.

　　"Imeanourporch,"saidJem.

　　Ilookeddownthestreet.Enarmored,upright,uncompromising,AuntAlexandrawassittinginarockingchairexactlyasifshehadsatthereeverydayofherlife.

　　13"Putmybaginthefrontbedroom,Calpurnia,"wasthefirstthingAuntAlexandrasaid."JeanLouise,stopscratchingyourhead,"wasthesecondthingshesaid.

　　CalpurniapickedupAunty'sheavysuitcaseandopenedthedoor.

　　"I'lltakeit,"saidJem,andtookit.Iheardthesuitcasehitthebedroomfloorwithathump.Thesoundhadadullpermanenceaboutit.

　　"Haveyoucomeforavisit,Aunty?"Iasked.AuntAlexandra'svisitsfromtheLandingwererare,andshetraveledinstate.SheownedabrightgreensquareBuickandablackchauffeur,bothkeptinanunhealthystateoftidiness,buttodaytheywerenowheretobeseen.

　　"Didn'tyourfathertellyou?"sheasked.

　　JemandIshookourheads.

　　"Probablyheforgot.He'snotinyet,ishe?""Nome,hedoesn'tusuallygetbacktilllateafternoon,"saidJem.

　　"Well,yourfatherandIdecideditwastimeIcametostaywithyouforawhile.""Forawhile"inMaycombmeantanythingfromthreedaystothirtyyears.JemandIexchangedglances.

　　"Jem'sgrowingupnowandyouaretoo,"shesaidtome."Wedecidedthatitwouldbebestforyoutohavesomefeminineinfluence.

　　Itwon'tbemanyyears,JeanLouise,beforeyoubecomeinterestedinclothesandboys-"Icouldhavemadeseveralanswerstothis:Cal'sagirl,itwouldbemanyyearsbeforeIwouldbeinterestedinboys,Iwouldneverbeinterestedinclothes…butIkeptquiet.

　　"WhataboutUncleJimmy?"askedJem."Ishecomin',too?""Ohno,he'sstayingattheLanding.He'llkeeptheplacegoing."ThemomentIsaid,"Won'tyoumisshim?"Irealizedthatthiswasnotatactfulquestion.UncleJimmypresentorUncleJimmyabsentmadenotmuchdifference,heneversaidanything.AuntAlexandraignoredmyquestion.

　　Icouldthinkofnothingelsetosaytoher.InfactIcouldneverthinkofanythingtosaytoher,andIsatthinkingofpastpainfulconversationsbetweenus:Howareyou,JeanLouise?Fine,thankyouma'am,howareyou?Verywell,thankyou,whathaveyoubeendoingwithyourself?Nothin'.Don'tyoudoanything?Nome.Certainlyyouhavefriends?Yessum.Wellwhatdoyoualldo?Nothin'.

　　ItwasplainthatAuntythoughtmedullintheextreme,becauseIonceheardhertellAtticusthatIwassluggish.

　　Therewasastorybehindallthis,butIhadnodesiretoextractitfromherthen.TodaywasSunday,andAuntAlexandrawaspositivelyirritableontheLord'sDay.IguessitwasherSundaycorset.Shewasnotfat,butsolid,andshechoseprotectivegarmentsthatdrewupherbosomtogiddyheights,pinchedinherwaist,flaredoutherrear,andmanagedtosuggestthatAuntAlexandra'swasonceanhour-glassfigure.Fromanyangle,itwasformidable.

　　Theremainderoftheafternoonwentbyinthegentlegloomthatdescendswhenrelativesappear,butwasdispelledwhenweheardacarturninthedriveway.ItwasAtticus,homefromMontgomery.Jem,forgettinghisdignity,ranwithmetomeethim.Jemseizedhisbriefcaseandbag,Ijumpedintohisarms,felthisvaguedrykissandsaid,"'dyoubringmeabook?'dyouknowAunty'shere?"Atticusansweredbothquestionsintheaffirmative."How'dyoulikeforhertocomelivewithus?"IsaidIwouldlikeitverymuch,whichwasalie,butonemustlieundercertaincircumstancesandatalltimeswhenonecan'tdoanythingaboutthem.

　　"Wefeltitwastimeyouchildrenneeded-well,it'slikethis,Scout,"Atticussaid."Youraunt'sdoingmeafavoraswellasyouall.Ican'tstayherealldaywithyou,andthesummer'sgoingtobeahotone.""Yessir,"Isaid,notunderstandingawordhesaid.Ihadanidea,however,thatAuntAlexandra'sappearanceonthescenewasnotsomuchAtticus'sdoingashers.AuntyhadawayofdeclaringWhatIsBestForTheFamily,andIsupposehercomingtolivewithuswasinthatcategory.

　　Maycombwelcomedher.MissMaudieAtkinsonbakedaLanecakesoloadedwithshinnyitmademetight;MissStephanieCrawfordhadlongvisitswithAuntAlexandra,consistingmostlyofMissStephanieshakingherheadandsaying,"Uh,uh,uh."MissRachelnextdoorhadAuntyoverforcoffeeintheafternoons,andMr.NathanRadleywentsofarastocomeupinthefrontyardandsayhewasgladtoseeher.

　　Whenshesettledinwithusandliferesumeditsdailypace,AuntAlexandraseemedasifshehadalwayslivedwithus.HerMissionarySocietyrefreshmentsaddedtoherreputationasahostess（shedidnotpermitCalpurniatomakethedelicaciesrequiredtosustaintheSocietythroughlongreportsonRiceChristians）；shejoinedandbecameSecretaryoftheMaycombAmanuensisClub.Toallpartiespresentandparticipatinginthelifeofthecounty,AuntAlexandrawasoneofthelastofherkind:shehadriver-boat,boarding-schoolmanners;letanymoralcomealongandshewouldupholdit;shewasbornintheobjectivecase;shewasanincurablegossip.WhenAuntAlexandrawenttoschool,self-doubtcouldnotbefoundinanytextbook,sosheknewnotitsmeaning.Shewasneverbored,andgiventheslightestchanceshewouldexerciseherroyalprerogative:

　　shewouldarrange,advise,caution,andwarn.

　　Sheneverletachanceescapehertopointouttheshortcomingsofothertribalgroupstothegreatergloryofourown,ahabitthatamusedJemratherthanannoyedhim:"Auntybetterwatchhowshetalks-scratchmostfolksinMaycombandthey'rekintous."AuntAlexandra,inunderliningthemoralofyoungSamMerriweather'ssuicide,saiditwascausedbyamorbidstreakinthefamily.Letasixteen-year-oldgirlgiggleinthechoirandAuntywouldsay,"Itjustgoestoshowyou,allthePenfieldwomenareflighty."EverybodyinMaycomb,itseemed,hadaStreak:aDrinkingStreak,aGamblingStreak,aMeanStreak,aFunnyStreak.

　　Once,whenAuntyassuredusthatMissStephanieCrawford'stendencytomindotherpeople'sbusinesswashereditary,Atticussaid,"Sister,whenyoustoptothinkaboutit,ourgeneration'spracticallythefirstintheFinchfamilynottomarryitscousins.WouldyousaytheFincheshaveanIncestuousStreak?"Auntysaidno,that'swherewegotoursmallhandsandfeet.

　　Ineverunderstoodherpreoccupationwithheredity.Somewhere,IhadreceivedtheimpressionthatFineFolkswerepeoplewhodidthebesttheycouldwiththesensetheyhad,butAuntAlexandrawasoftheopinion,obliquelyexpressed,thatthelongerafamilyhadbeensquattingononepatchoflandthefineritwas.

　　"ThatmakestheEwellsfinefolks,then,"saidJem.ThetribeofwhichBurrisEwellandhisbrethrenconsistedhadlivedonthesameplotofearthbehindtheMaycombdump,andhadthrivedoncountywelfaremoneyforthreegenerations.

　　AuntAlexandra'stheoryhadsomethingbehindit,though.Maycombwasanancienttown.ItwastwentymileseastofFinch'sLanding,awkwardlyinlandforsuchanoldtown.ButMaycombwouldhavebeenclosertotheriverhaditnotbeenforthenimble-wittednessofoneSinkfield,whointhedawnofhistoryoperatedaninnwheretwopig-trailsmet,theonlytavernintheterritory.Sinkfield,nopatriot,servedandsuppliedammunitiontoIndiansandsettlersalike,neitherknowingorcaringwhetherhewasapartoftheAlabamaTerritoryortheCreekNationsolongasbusinesswasgood.BusinesswasexcellentwhenGovernorWilliamWyattBibb,withaviewtopromotingthenewlycreatedcounty'sdomestictranquility,dispatchedateamofsurveyorstolocateitsexactcenterandthereestablishitsseatofgovernment.Thesurveyors,Sinkfield'sguests,toldtheirhostthathewasintheterritorialconfinesofMaycombCounty,andshowedhimtheprobablespotwherethecountyseatwouldbebuilt.HadnotSinkfieldmadeaboldstroketopreservehisholdings,MaycombwouldhavesatinthemiddleofWinstonSwamp,aplacetotallydevoidofinterest.Instead,Maycombgrewandsprawledoutfromitshub,Sinkfield'sTavern,becauseSinkfieldreducedhisgueststomyopicdrunkennessoneevening,inducedthemtobringforwardtheirmapsandcharts,lopoffalittlehere,addabitthere,andadjustthecenterofthecountytomeethisrequirements.Hesentthempackingnextdayarmedwiththeirchartsandfivequartsofshinnyintheirsaddlebags-twoapieceandonefortheGovernor.

　　Becauseitsprimaryreasonforexistencewasgovernment,MaycombwassparedthegrubbinessthatdistinguishedmostAlabamatownsitssize.Inthebeginningitsbuildingsweresolid,itscourthouseproud,itsstreetsgraciouslywide.Maycomb'sproportionofprofessionalpeopleranhigh:onewenttheretohavehisteethpulled,hiswagonfixed,hisheartlistenedto,hismoneydeposited,hissoulsaved,hismulesvetted.ButtheultimatewisdomofSinkfield'smaneuverisopentoquestion.Heplacedtheyoungtowntoofarawayfromtheonlykindofpublictransportationinthosedays-river-boat-andittookamanfromthenorthendofthecountytwodaystotraveltoMaycombforstore-boughtgoods.Asaresultthetownremainedthesamesizeforahundredyears,anislandinapatchworkseaofcottonfieldsandtimberland.

　　AlthoughMaycombwasignoredduringtheWarBetweentheStates,Reconstructionruleandeconomicruinforcedthetowntogrow.Itgrewinward.Newpeoplesorarelysettledthere,thesamefamiliesmarriedthesamefamiliesuntilthemembersofthecommunitylookedfaintlyalike.OccasionallysomeonewouldreturnfromMontgomeryorMobilewithanoutsider,buttheresultcausedonlyarippleinthequietstreamoffamilyresemblance.Thingsweremoreorlessthesameduringmyearlyyears.

　　TherewasindeedacastesysteminMaycomb,buttomyminditworkedthisway:theoldercitizens,thepresentgenerationofpeoplewhohadlivedsidebysideforyearsandyears,wereutterlypredictabletooneanother:theytookforgrantedattitudes,charactershadings,evengestures,ashavingbeenrepeatedineachgenerationandrefinedbytime.ThusthedictaNoCrawfordMindsHisOwnBusiness,EveryThirdMerriweatherIsMorbid,TheTruthIsNotintheDelafields,AlltheBufordsWalkLikeThat,weresimplyguidestodailyliving:nevertakeacheckfromaDelafieldwithoutadiscreetcalltothebank;MissMaudieAtkinson'sshoulderstoopsbecauseshewasaBuford;ifMrs.

　　GraceMerriweathersipsginoutofLydiaE.Pinkhambottlesit'snothingunusual-hermotherdidthesame.

　　AuntAlexandrafittedintotheworldofMaycomblikeahandintoaglove,butneverintotheworldofJemandme.IsooftenwonderedhowshecouldbeAtticus'sandUncleJack'ssisterthatIrevivedhalf-rememberedtalesofchangelingsandmandrakerootsthatJemhadspunlongago.

　　Thesewereabstractspeculationsforthefirstmonthofherstay,asshehadlittletosaytoJemorme,andwesawheronlyatmealtimesandatnightbeforewewenttobed.Itwassummerandwewereoutdoors.OfcoursesomeafternoonswhenIwouldruninsideforadrinkofwater,IwouldfindthelivingroomoverrunwithMaycombladies,sipping,whispering,fanning,andIwouldbecalled:"JeanLouise,comespeaktotheseladies."WhenIappearedinthedoorway,Auntywouldlookasifsheregrettedherrequest;Iwasusuallymud-splashedorcoveredwithsand.

　　"SpeaktoyourCousinLily,"shesaidoneafternoon,whenshehadtrappedmeinthehall.

　　"Who?"Isaid.

　　"YourCousinLilyBrooke,"saidAuntAlexandra.

　　"Sheourcousin?Ididn'tknowthat."AuntAlexandramanagedtosmileinawaythatconveyedagentleapologytoCousinLilyandfirmdisapprovaltome.WhenCousinLilyBrookeleftIknewIwasinforit.

　　ItwasasadthingthatmyfatherhadneglectedtotellmeabouttheFinchFamily,ortoinstallanyprideintohischildren.ShesummonedJem,whosatwarilyonthesofabesideme.Shelefttheroomandreturnedwithapurple-coveredbookonwhichMeditationsofJoshuaS.St.Clairwasstampedingold.

　　"Yourcousinwrotethis,"saidAuntAlexandra."Hewasabeautifulcharacter."Jemexaminedthesmallvolume."IsthistheCousinJoshuawhowaslockedupforsolong?"AuntAlexandrasaid,"Howdidyouknowthat?""Why,AtticussaidhewentroundthebendattheUniversity.Saidhetriedtoshootthepresident.SaidCousinJoshuasaidhewasn'tanythingbutasewer-inspectorandtriedtoshoothimwithanoldflintlockpistol,onlyitjustblewupinhishand.Atticussaiditcostthefamilyfivehundreddollarstogethimoutofthatone-"AuntAlexandrawasstandingstiffasastork."That'sall,"shesaid."We'llseeaboutthis."BeforebedtimeIwasinJem'sroomtryingtoborrowabook,whenAtticusknockedandentered.HesatonthesideofJem'sbed,lookedatussoberly,thenhegrinned.

　　"Er-h'rm,"hesaid.Hewasbeginningtoprefacesomethingshesaidwithathroatynoise,andIthoughthemustatlastbegettingold,buthelookedthesame."Idon'texactlyknowhowtosaythis,"hebegan.

　　"Well,justsayit,"saidJem."Havewedonesomething?"Ourfatherwasactuallyfidgeting."No,Ijustwanttoexplaintoyouthat-yourAuntAlexandraaskedme…son,youknowyou'reaFinch,don'tyou?""That'swhatI'vebeentold."Jemlookedoutofthecornersofhiseyes.Hisvoiceroseuncontrollably,"Atticus,what'sthematter?"Atticuscrossedhiskneesandfoldedhisarms."I'mtryingtotellyouthefactsoflife."Jem'sdisgustdeepened."Iknowallthatstuff,"hesaid.

　　Atticussuddenlygrewserious.Inhislawyer'svoice,withoutashadeofinflection,hesaid:"YouraunthasaskedmetotryandimpressuponyouandJeanLouisethatyouarenotfromrun-of-the-millpeople,thatyouaretheproductofseveralgenerations'gentlebreeding-"Atticuspaused,watchingmelocateanelusiveredbugonmyleg.

　　"Gentlebreeding,"hecontinued,whenIhadfoundandscratchedit,"andthatyoushouldtrytoliveuptoyourname-"Atticusperseveredinspiteofus:"Sheaskedmetotellyouyoumusttrytobehavelikethelittleladyandgentlemanthatyouare.Shewantstotalktoyouaboutthefamilyandwhatit'smeanttoMaycombCountythroughtheyears,soyou'llhavesomeideaofwhoyouare,soyoumightbemovedtobehaveaccordingly,"heconcludedatagallop.

　　Stunned,JemandIlookedateachother,thenatAtticus,whosecollarseemedtoworryhim.Wedidnotspeaktohim.

　　PresentlyIpickedupacombfromJem'sdresserandranitsteethalongtheedge.

　　"Stopthatnoise,"Atticussaid.

　　Hiscurtnessstungme.Thecombwasmidwayinitsjourney,andIbangeditdown.FornoreasonIfeltmyselfbeginningtocry,butIcouldnotstop.Thiswasnotmyfather.Myfatherneverthoughtthesethoughts.Myfatherneverspokeso.AuntAlexandrahadputhimuptothis,somehow.ThroughmytearsIsawJemstandinginasimilarpoolofisolation,hisheadcockedtooneside.

　　Therewasnowheretogo,butIturnedtogoandmetAtticus'svestfront.Iburiedmyheadinitandlistenedtothesmallinternalnoisesthatwentonbehindthelightbluecloth:hiswatchticking,thefaintcrackleofhisstarchedshirt,thesoftsoundofhisbreathing.

　　"Yourstomach'sgrowling,"Isaid.

　　"Iknowit,"hesaid.

　　"Youbettertakesomesoda.""Iwill,"hesaid.

　　"Atticus,isallthisbehavin'an'stuffgonnamakethingsdifferent?Imeanareyou-?"Ifelthishandonthebackofmyhead."Don'tyouworryaboutanything,"hesaid."It'snottimetoworry."WhenIheardthat,Iknewhehadcomebacktous.Thebloodinmylegsbegantoflowagain,andIraisedmyhead."Youreallywantustodoallthat?Ican'tremembereverythingFinchesaresupposedtodo…""Idon'twantyoutorememberit.Forgetit."Hewenttothedoorandoutoftheroom,shuttingthedoorbehindhim.Henearlyslammedit,butcaughthimselfatthelastminuteandcloseditsoftly.AsJemandIstared,thedooropenedagainandAtticuspeeredaround.Hiseyebrowswereraised,hisglasseshadslipped."GetmorelikeCousinJoshuaeveryday,don'tI?DoyouthinkI'llendupcostingthefamilyfivehundreddollars?"Iknownowwhathewastryingtodo,butAtticuswasonlyaman.

　　Ittakesawomantodothatkindofwork.

　　14AlthoughweheardnomoreabouttheFinchfamilyfromAuntAlexandra,weheardplentyfromthetown.OnSaturdays,armedwithournickels,whenJempermittedmetoaccompanyhim（hewasnowpositivelyallergictomypresencewheninpublic），wewouldsquirmourwaythroughsweatingsidewalkcrowdsandsometimeshear,"There'shischillun,"or,"Yonder'ssomeFinches."Turningtofaceouraccusers,wewouldseeonlyacoupleoffarmersstudyingtheenemabagsintheMaycoDrugstorewindow.OrtwodumpycountrywomeninstrawhatssittinginaHoovercart.

　　"Theyc'ngolooseandrapeupthecountrysideforallof'emwhorunthiscountycare,"wasoneobscureobservationwemetheadonfromaskinnygentlemanwhenhepassedus.WhichremindedmethatIhadaquestiontoaskAtticus.

　　"What'srape?"Iaskedhimthatnight.

　　Atticuslookedaroundfrombehindhispaper.Hewasinhischairbythewindow.Aswegrewolder,JemandIthoughtitgeneroustoallowAtticusthirtyminutestohimselfaftersupper.

　　Hesighed,andsaidrapewascarnalknowledgeofafemalebyforceandwithoutconsent.

　　"Wellifthat'sallitiswhydidCalpurniadrymeupwhenIaskedherwhatitwas?"Atticuslookedpensive."What'sthatagain?""Well,IaskedCalpurniacomin'fromchurchthatdaywhatitwasandshesaidaskyoubutIforgottoandnowI'maskin'you."Hispaperwasnowinhislap."Again,please,"hesaid.

　　ItoldhimindetailaboutourtriptochurchwithCalpurnia.

　　Atticusseemedtoenjoyit,butAuntAlexandra,whowassittinginacornerquietlysewing,putdownherembroideryandstaredatus.

　　"YouallwerecomingbackfromCalpurnia'schurchthatSunday?"Jemsaid,"Yessum,shetookus."Irememberedsomething."Yessum,andshepromisedmeIcouldcomeouttoherhousesomeafternoon.Atticus.I'llgonextSundayifit'sallright,canI?Calsaidshe'dcomegetmeifyouwereoffinthecar.""Youmaynot."AuntAlexandrasaidit.Iwheeledaround,startled,thenturnedbacktoAtticusintimetocatchhisswiftglanceather,butitwastoolate.Isaid,"Ididn'taskyou!"Forabigman,AtticuscouldgetupanddownfromachairfasterthananyoneIeverknew.Hewasonhisfeet."Apologizetoyouraunt,"hesaid.

　　"Ididn'taskher,Iaskedyou-"Atticusturnedhisheadandpinnedmetothewallwithhisgoodeye.

　　Hisvoicewasdeadly:"First,apologizetoyouraunt.""I'msorry,Aunty,"Imuttered.

　　"Nowthen,"hesaid."Let'sgetthisclear:youdoasCalpurniatellsyou,youdoasItellyou,andaslongasyouraunt'sinthishouse,youwilldoasshetellsyou.Understand?"Iunderstood,ponderedawhile,andconcludedthattheonlywayIcouldretirewithashredofdignitywastogotothebathroom,whereIstayedlongenoughtomakethemthinkIhadtogo.

　　Returning,Ilingeredinthehalltohearafiercediscussiongoingoninthelivingroom.ThroughthedoorIcouldseeJemonthesofawithafootballmagazineinfrontofhisface,hisheadturningasifitspagescontainedalivetennismatch.

　　"…you'vegottodosomethingabouther,"Auntywassaying."You'veletthingsgoontoolong,Atticus,toolong.""Idon'tseeanyharminlettinghergooutthere.Cal'dlookafterherthereaswellasshedoeshere."Whowasthe"her"theyweretalkingabout?Myheartsank:me.Ifeltthestarchedwallsofapinkcottonpenitentiaryclosinginonme,andforthesecondtimeinmylifeIthoughtofrunningaway.Immediately.

　　"Atticus,it'sallrighttobesoft-hearted,you'reaneasyman,butyouhaveadaughtertothinkof.Adaughterwho'sgrowingup.""That'swhatIamthinkingof.""Anddon'ttrytogetaroundit.You'vegottofaceitsoonerorlateranditmightaswellbetonight.Wedon'tneedhernow."Atticus'svoicewaseven:"Alexandra,Calpurnia'snotleavingthishouseuntilshewantsto.Youmaythinkotherwise,butIcouldn'thavegotalongwithoutheralltheseyears.She'safaithfulmemberofthisfamilyandyou'llsimplyhavetoacceptthingsthewaytheyare.

　　Besides,sister,Idon'twantyouworkingyourheadoffforus-you'venoreasontodothat.WestillneedCalasmuchasweeverdid.""ButAtticus-""Besides,Idon'tthinkthechildren'vesufferedonebitfromherhavingbroughtthemup.Ifanything,she'sbeenharderontheminsomewaysthanamotherwouldhavebeen…she'sneverletthemgetawaywithanything,she'sneverindulgedthemthewaymostcolorednursesdo.Shetriedtobringthemupaccordingtoherlights,andCal'slightsareprettygood-andanotherthing,thechildrenloveher."Ibreathedagain.Itwasn'tme,itwasonlyCalpurniatheyweretalkingabout.Revived,Ienteredthelivingroom.AtticushadretreatedbehindhisnewspaperandAuntAlexandrawasworryingherembroidery.Punk,punk,punk,herneedlebrokethetautcircle.Shestopped,andpulledtheclothtighter:punk-punk-punk.Shewasfurious.

　　Jemgotupandpaddedacrosstherug.Hemotionedmetofollow.Heledmetohisroomandclosedthedoor.Hisfacewasgrave.

　　"They'vebeenfussing,Scout."JemandIfussedagreatdealthesedays,butIhadneverheardoforseenanyonequarrelwithAtticus.Itwasnotacomfortablesight.

　　"Scout,trynottoantagonizeAunty,hear?"Atticus'sremarkswerestillrankling,whichmadememisstherequestinJem'squestion.Myfeathersroseagain."Youtryin'totellmewhattodo?""Naw,it's-he'sgotalotonhismindnow,withoutusworryinghim.""Likewhat?"Atticusdidn'tappeartohaveanythingespeciallyonhismind.

　　"It'sthisTomRobinsoncasethat'sworryin'himtodeath-"IsaidAtticusdidn'tworryaboutanything.Besides,thecaseneverbotheredusexceptaboutonceaweekandthenitdidn'tlast.

　　"That'sbecauseyoucan'tholdsomethinginyourmindbutalittlewhile,"saidJem."It'sdifferentwithgrownfolks,we-"Hismaddeningsuperioritywasunbearablethesedays.Hedidn'twanttodoanythingbutreadandgooffbyhimself.Still,everythinghereadhepassedalongtome,butwiththisdifference:

　　formerly,becausehethoughtI'dlikeit;now,formyedificationandinstruction.

　　"Jeecrawlinghova,Jem!Whodoyouthinkyouare?""NowImeanit,Scout,youantagonizeAuntyandI'll-I'llspankyou."Withthat,Iwasgone."Youdamnmorphodite,I'llkillyou!"Hewassittingonthebed,anditwaseasytograbhisfronthairandlandoneonhismouth.HeslappedmeandItriedanotherleft,butapunchinthestomachsentmesprawlingonthefloor.Itnearlyknockedthebreathoutofme,butitdidn'tmatterbecauseIknewhewasfighting,hewasfightingmeback.Wewerestillequals.

　　"Ain'tsohighandmightynow,areyou!"Iscreamed,sailinginagain.HewasstillonthebedandIcouldn'tgetafirmstance,soIthrewmyselfathimashardasIcould,hitting,pulling,pinching,gouging.Whathadbegunasafist-fightbecameabrawl.WewerestillstrugglingwhenAtticusseparatedus.

　　"That'sall,"hesaid."Bothofyougotobedrightnow.""Taah!"IsaidatJem.Hewasbeingsenttobedatmybedtime.

　　"Whostartedit?"askedAtticus,inresignation.

　　"Jemdid.Hewastryin'totellmewhattodo.Idon'thavetomindhimnow,doI?"Atticussmiled."Let'sleaveitatthis:youmindJemwheneverhecanmakeyou.Fairenough?"AuntAlexandrawaspresentbutsilent,andwhenshewentdownthehallwithAtticusweheardhersay,"…justoneofthethingsI'vebeentellingyouabout,"aphrasethatunitedusagain.

　　Ourswereadjoiningrooms;asIshutthedoorbetweenthemJemsaid,"Night,Scout.""Night,"Imurmured,pickingmywayacrosstheroomtoturnonthelight.AsIpassedthebedIsteppedonsomethingwarm,resilient,andrathersmooth.Itwasnotquitelikehardrubber,andIhadthesensationthatitwasalive.Ialsohearditmove.

　　Iswitchedonthelightandlookedatthefloorbythebed.WhateverIhadsteppedonwasgone.ItappedonJem'sdoor.

　　"What,"hesaid.

　　"Howdoesasnakefeel?""Sortofrough.Cold.Dusty.Why?""Ithinkthere'soneundermybed.Canyoucomelook?""Areyoubein'funny?"Jemopenedthedoor.Hewasinhispajamabottoms.Inoticednotwithoutsatisfactionthatthemarkofmyknuckleswasstillonhismouth.WhenhesawImeantwhatIsaid,hesaid,"IfyouthinkI'mgonnaputmyfacedowntoasnakeyou'vegotanotherthinkcomin'.Holdonaminute."Hewenttothekitchenandfetchedthebroom."Youbettergetuponthebed,"hesaid.

　　"Youreckonit'sreallyone?"Iasked.Thiswasanoccasion.Ourhouseshadnocellars;theywerebuiltonstoneblocksafewfeetabovetheground,andtheentryofreptileswasnotunknownbutwasnotcommonplace.MissRachelHaverford'sexcuseforaglassofneatwhiskeyeverymorningwasthatshenevergotoverthefrightoffindingarattlercoiledinherbedroomcloset,onherwashing,whenshewenttohanguphernegligee.

　　Jemmadeatentativeswipeunderthebed.Ilookedoverthefoottoseeifasnakewouldcomeout.Nonedid.Jemmadeadeeperswipe.

　　"Dosnakesgrunt?""Itain'tasnake,"Jemsaid."It'ssomebody."Suddenlyafilthybrownpackageshotfromunderthebed.JemraisedthebroomandmissedDill'sheadbyaninchwhenitappeared.

　　"GodAlmighty."Jem'svoicewasreverent.

　　WewatchedDillemergebydegrees.Hewasatightfit.Hestoodupandeasedhisshoulders,turnedhisfeetintheiranklesockets,rubbedthebackofhisneck.Hiscirculationrestored,hesaid,"Hey."JempetitionedGodagain.Iwasspeechless.

　　"I'm'bouttoperish,"saidDill."Gotanythingtoeat?"Inadream,Iwenttothekitchen.Ibroughthimbacksomemilkandhalfapanofcornbreadleftoverfromsupper.Dilldevouredit,chewingwithhisfrontteeth,aswashiscustom.

　　Ifinallyfoundmyvoice."How'dyougethere?"Byaninvolvedroute.Refreshedbyfood,Dillrecitedthisnarrative:havingbeenboundinchainsandlefttodieinthebasement（therewerebasementsinMeridian）byhisnewfather,whodislikedhim,andsecretlykeptaliveonrawfieldpeasbyapassingfarmerwhoheardhiscriesforhelp（thegoodmanpokedabushelpodbypodthroughtheventilator），Dillworkedhimselffreebypullingthechainsfromthewall.Stillinwristmanacles,hewanderedtwomilesoutofMeridianwherehediscoveredasmallanimalshowandwasimmediatelyengagedtowashthecamel.HetraveledwiththeshowalloverMississippiuntilhisinfalliblesenseofdirectiontoldhimhewasinAbbottCounty,Alabama,justacrosstheriverfromMaycomb.

　　Hewalkedtherestoftheway.

　　"How'dyougethere?"askedJem.

　　Hehadtakenthirteendollarsfromhismother'spurse,caughtthenineo'clockfromMeridianandgotoffatMaycombJunction.HehadwalkedtenorelevenofthefourteenmilestoMaycomb,offthehighwayinthescrubbusheslesttheauthoritiesbeseekinghim,andhadriddentheremainderofthewayclingingtothebackboardofacottonwagon.Hehadbeenunderthebedfortwohours,hethought;hehadheardusinthediningroom,andtheclinkofforksonplatesnearlydrovehimcrazy.HethoughtJemandIwouldnevergotobed;hehadconsideredemergingandhelpingmebeatJem,asJemhadgrownfartaller,butheknewMr.Finchwouldbreakitupsoon,sohethoughtitbesttostaywherehewas.Hewaswornout,dirtybeyondbelief,andhome.

　　"Theymustnotknowyou'rehere,"saidJem."We'dknowiftheywerelookin'foryou…""Thinkthey'restillsearchin'allthepictureshowsinMeridian."Dillgrinned.

　　"Yououghtaletyourmotherknowwhereyouare,"saidJem."Yououghtaletherknowyou'rehere…"Dill'seyesflickeredatJem,andJemlookedatthefloor.Thenheroseandbroketheremainingcodeofourchildhood.Hewentoutoftheroomanddownthehall."Atticus,"hisvoicewasdistant,"canyoucomehereaminute,sir?"Beneathitssweat-streakeddirtDill'sfacewentwhite.Ifeltsick.

　　Atticuswasinthedoorway.

　　Hecametothemiddleoftheroomandstoodwithhishandsinhispockets,lookingdownatDill.

　　Ifinallyfoundmyvoice:"It'sokay,Dill.Whenhewantsyoutoknowsomethin',hetellsyou."Dilllookedatme."Imeanit'sallright,"Isaid."Youknowhewouldn'tbotheryou,youknowyouain'tscaredofAtticus.""I'mnotscared…"Dillmuttered.

　　"Justhungry,I'llbet."Atticus'svoicehaditsusualpleasantdryness."Scout,wecandobetterthanapanofcoldcornbread,can'twe?YoufillthisfellowupandwhenIgetbackwe'llseewhatwecansee.""Mr.Finch,don'ttellAuntRachel,don'tmakemegoback,pleasesir!I'llrunoffagain-!""Whoa,son,"saidAtticus."Nobody'sabouttomakeyougoanywherebuttobedprettysoon.I'mjustgoingovertotellMissRachelyou'rehereandaskherifyoucouldspendthenightwithus-you'dlikethat,wouldn'tyou?Andforgoodness'sakeputsomeofthecountybackwhereitbelongs,thesoilerosion'sbadenoughasitis."Dillstaredatmyfather'sretreatingfigure.

　　"He'stryin'tobefunny,"Isaid."Hemeanstakeabath.Seethere,Itoldyouhewouldn'tbotheryou."Jemwasstandinginacorneroftheroom,lookinglikethetraitorhewas."Dill,Ihadtotellhim,"hesaid."Youcan'trunthreehundredmilesoffwithoutyourmotherknowin'."Welefthimwithoutaword.

　　Dillate,andate,andate.Hehadn'teatensincelastnight.Heusedallhismoneyforaticket,boardedthetrainashehaddonemanytimes,coollychattedwiththeconductor,towhomDillwasafamiliarsight,buthehadnotthenervetoinvoketheruleonsmallchildrentravelingadistancealoneifyou'velostyourmoneytheconductorwilllendyouenoughfordinnerandyourfatherwillpayhimbackattheendoftheline.

　　DillmadehiswaythroughtheleftoversandwasreachingforacanofporkandbeansinthepantrywhenMissRachel'sDo-ooJe-suswentoffinthehall.Heshiveredlikearabbit.

　　HeborewithfortitudeherWaitTillIGetYouHome,YourFolksAreOutofTheirMindsWorryin',wasquitecalmduringThat'sAlltheHarrisinYouComingOut,smiledatherReckonYouCanStayOneNight,andreturnedthehugatlonglastbestoweduponhim.

　　Atticuspusheduphisglassesandrubbedhisface.

　　"Yourfather'stired,"saidAuntAlexandra,herfirstwordsinhours,itseemed.Shehadbeenthere,butIsupposestruckdumbmostofthetime."Youchildrengettobednow."Welefttheminthediningroom,Atticusstillmoppinghisface.

　　"Fromrapetoriottorunaways,"weheardhimchuckle."Iwonderwhatthenexttwohourswillbring."Sincethingsappearedtohaveworkedoutprettywell,DillandIdecidedtobeciviltoJem.Besides,Dillhadtosleepwithhimsowemightaswellspeaktohim.

　　Iputonmypajamas,readforawhileandfoundmyselfsuddenlyunabletokeepmyeyesopen.DillandJemwerequiet;whenIturnedoffmyreadinglamptherewasnostripoflightunderthedoortoJem'sroom.

　　Imusthavesleptalongtime,forwhenIwaspunchedawaketheroomwasdimwiththelightofthesettingmoon.

　　"Moveover,Scout.""Hethoughthehadto,"Imumbled."Don'tstaymadwithhim."Dillgotinbedbesideme."Iain't,"hesaid."Ijustwantedtosleepwithyou.Areyouwakedup?"BythistimeIwas,butlazilyso."Why'dyoudoit?"Noanswer."Isaidwhy'dyourunoff?Washereallyhatefullikeyousaid?""Naw…""Didn'tyouallbuildthatboatlikeyouwroteyouweregonna?""Hejustsaidwewould.Weneverdid."Iraiseduponmyelbow,facingDill'soutline."It'snoreasontorunoff.Theydon'tgetaroundtodoin'whattheysaythey'regonnadohalfthetime…""Thatwasn'tit,he-theyjustwasn'tinterestedinme."ThiswastheweirdestreasonforflightIhadeverheard."Howcome?""Well,theystayedgoneallthetime,andwhentheywerehome,even,they'dgetoffinaroombythemselves.""What'dtheydointhere?""Nothin',justsittin'andreadin'-buttheydidn'twantmewith'em."Ipushedthepillowtotheheadboardandsatup."Youknowsomething?Iwasfixin'torunofftonightbecausetheretheyallwere.Youdon'twant'emaroundyouallthetime,Dill-"Dillbreathedhispatientbreath,ahalf-sigh.

　　"-goodnight,Atticus'sgonealldayandsometimeshalfthenightandoffinthelegislatureandIdon'tknowwhat-youdon'twant'emaroundallthetime,Dill,youcouldn'tdoanythingiftheywere.""That'snotit."AsDillexplained,IfoundmyselfwonderingwhatlifewouldbeifJemweredifferent,evenfromwhathewasnow;whatIwoulddoifAtticusdidnotfeelthenecessityofmypresence,helpandadvice.

　　Why,hecouldn'tgetalongadaywithoutme.EvenCalpurniacouldn'tgetalongunlessIwasthere.Theyneededme.

　　"Dill,youain'ttellingmeright-yourfolkscouldn'tdowithoutyou.Theymustbejustmeantoyou.Tellyouwhattodoaboutthat-"Dill'svoicewentonsteadilyinthedarkness:"Thethingis,whatI'mtryin'tosayis-theydogetonalotbetterwithoutme,Ican'thelpthemany.Theyain'tmean.TheybuymeeverythingIwant,butit'snow-you've-got-it-go-play-with-it.You'vegotaroomfulofthings.I-got-you-that-book-so-go-read-it."Dilltriedtodeepenhisvoice."You'renotaboy.Boysgetoutandplaybaseballwithotherboys,theydon'thangaroundthehouseworryin'theirfolks."Dill'svoicewashisownagain:"Oh,theyain'tmean.Theykissyouandhugyougoodnightandgoodmornin'andgood-byeandtellyoutheyloveyou-Scout,let'sgetusababy.""Where?"TherewasamanDillhadheardofwhohadaboatthatherowedacrosstoafoggyislandwhereallthesebabieswere;youcouldorderone-"That'salie.AuntysaidGoddrops'emdownthechimney.Atleastthat'swhatIthinkshesaid."Foronce,Aunty'sdictionhadnotbeentooclear.

　　"Wellthatain'tso.Yougetbabiesfromeachother.Butthere'sthisman,too-hehasallthesebabiesjustwaitin'towakeup,hebreatheslifeinto'em…"Dillwasoffagain.Beautifulthingsfloatedaroundinhisdreamyhead.Hecouldreadtwobookstomyone,buthepreferredthemagicofhisowninventions.Hecouldaddandsubtractfasterthanlightning,buthepreferredhisowntwilightworld,aworldwherebabiesslept,waitingtobegatheredlikemorninglilies.Hewasslowlytalkinghimselftosleepandtakingmewithhim,butinthequietnessofhisfoggyislandthererosethefadedimageofagrayhousewithsadbrowndoors.

　　"Dill?""Mm?""WhydoyoureckonBooRadley'sneverrunoff?"Dillsighedalongsighandturnedawayfromme.

　　"Maybehedoesn'thaveanywheretorunoffto…"15Aftermanytelephonecalls,muchpleadingonbehalfofthedefendant,andalongforgivingletterfromhismother,itwasdecidedthatDillcouldstay.Wehadaweekofpeacetogether.Afterthat,little,itseemed.Anightmarewasuponus.

　　Itbeganoneeveningaftersupper.Dillwasover;AuntAlexandrawasinherchairinthecorner,Atticuswasinhis;JemandIwereonthefloorreading.Ithadbeenaplacidweek:IhadmindedAunty;Jemhadoutgrownthetreehouse,buthelpedDillandmeconstructanewropeladderforit;DillhadhituponafoolproofplantomakeBooRadleycomeoutatnocosttoourselves（placeatrailoflemondropsfromthebackdoortothefrontyardandhe'dfollowit,likeanant）。Therewasaknockonthefrontdoor,JemanswereditandsaiditwasMr.HeckTate.

　　"Well,askhimtocomein,"saidAtticus.

　　"Ialreadydid.There'ssomemenoutsideintheyard,theywantyoutocomeout."InMaycomb,grownmenstoodoutsideinthefrontyardforonlytworeasons:deathandpolitics.Iwonderedwhohaddied.JemandIwenttothefrontdoor,butAtticuscalled,"Gobackinthehouse."Jemturnedoutthelivingroomlightsandpressedhisnosetoawindowscreen.AuntAlexandraprotested."Justforasecond,Aunty,let'sseewhoitis,"hesaid.

　　DillandItookanotherwindow.AcrowdofmenwasstandingaroundAtticus.Theyallseemedtobetalkingatonce.

　　"…movin'himtothecountyjailtomorrow,"Mr.Tatewassaying,"Idon'tlookforanytrouble,butIcan'tguaranteetherewon'tbeany…""Don'tbefoolish,Heck,"Atticussaid."ThisisMaycomb.""…saidIwasjustuneasy.""Heck,we'vegottenonepostponementofthiscasejusttomakesurethere'snothingtobeuneasyabout.ThisisSaturday,"Atticussaid."Trial'llprobablybeMonday.Youcankeephimonenight,can'tyou?Idon'tthinkanybodyinMaycomb'llbegrudgemeaclient,withtimesthishard."TherewasamurmurofgleethatdiedsuddenlywhenMr.LinkDeassaid,"Nobodyaroundhere'suptoanything,it'sthatOldSarumbunchI'mworriedabout…can'tyougeta-whatisit,Heck?""Changeofvenue,"saidMr.Tate."Notmuchpointinthat,nowisit?"Atticussaidsomethinginaudible.IturnedtoJem,whowavedmetosilence.

　　"-besides,"Atticuswassaying,"you'renotscaredofthatcrowd,areyou?""…knowhowtheydowhentheygetshinniedup.""Theydon'tusuallydrinkonSunday,theygotochurchmostoftheday…"Atticussaid.

　　"Thisisaspecialoccasion,though…"someonesaid.

　　TheymurmuredandbuzzeduntilAuntysaidifJemdidn'tturnonthelivingroomlightshewoulddisgracethefamily.Jemdidn'thearher.

　　"-don'tseewhyyoutoucheditinthefirstplace,"Mr.LinkDeaswassaying."You'vegoteverythingtolosefromthis,Atticus.Imeaneverything.""Doyoureallythinkso?"ThiswasAtticus'sdangerousquestion."Doyoureallythinkyouwanttomovethere,Scout?"Bam,bam,bam,andthecheckerboardwassweptcleanofmymen."Doyoureallythinkthat,son?Thenreadthis."JemwouldstruggletherestofaneveningthroughthespeechesofHenryW.Grady.

　　"Link,thatboymightgotothechair,buthe'snotgoingtillthetruth'stold."Atticus'svoicewaseven."Andyouknowwhatthetruthis."Therewasamurmuramongthegroupofmen,mademoreominouswhenAtticusmovedbacktothebottomfrontstepandthemendrewnearertohim.

　　SuddenlyJemscreamed,"Atticus,thetelephone'sringing!"Themenjumpedalittleandscattered;theywerepeoplewesaweveryday:merchants,in-townfarmers;Dr.Reynoldswasthere;sowasMr.

　　Avery.

　　"Well,answerit,son,"calledAtticus.

　　Laughterbrokethemup.WhenAtticusswitchedontheoverheadlightinthelivingroomhefoundJematthewindow,paleexceptforthevividmarkofthescreenonhisnose.

　　"Whyonearthareyouallsittinginthedark?"heasked.

　　Jemwatchedhimgotohischairandpickuptheeveningpaper.IsometimesthinkAtticussubjectedeverycrisisofhislifetotranquilevaluationbehindTheMobileRegister,TheBirminghamNewsandTheMontgomeryAdvertiser.

　　"Theywereafteryou,weren'tthey?"Jemwenttohim."Theywantedtogetyou,didn'tthey?"AtticusloweredthepaperandgazedatJem."Whathaveyoubeenreading?"heasked.Thenhesaidgently,"Noson,thosewereourfriends.""Itwasn'ta-agang?"Jemwaslookingfromthecornersofhiseyes.

　　Atticustriedtostifleasmilebutdidn'tmakeit."No,wedon'thavemobsandthatnonsenseinMaycomb.I'veneverheardofaganginMaycomb.""KuKluxgotaftersomeCatholicsonetime.""NeverheardofanyCatholicsinMaycombeither,"saidAtticus,"you'reconfusingthatwithsomethingelse.Waybackaboutnineteen-twentytherewasaKlan,butitwasapoliticalorganizationmorethananything.Besides,theycouldn'tfindanybodytoscare.TheyparadedbyMr.SamLevy'shouseonenight,butSamjuststoodonhisporchandtold'emthingshadcometoaprettypass,he'dsold'emtheverysheetsontheirbacks.Sammade'emsoashamedofthemselvestheywentaway."TheLevyfamilymetallcriteriaforbeingFineFolks:theydidthebesttheycouldwiththesensetheyhad,andtheyhadbeenlivingonthesameplotofgroundinMaycombforfivegenerations.

　　"TheKuKlux'sgone,"saidAtticus."It'llnevercomeback."IwalkedhomewithDillandreturnedintimetooverhearAtticussayingtoAunty,"…infavorofSouthernwomanhoodasmuchasanybody,butnotforpreservingpolitefictionattheexpenseofhumanlife,"apronouncementthatmademesuspecttheyhadbeenfussingagain.

　　IsoughtJemandfoundhiminhisroom,onthebeddeepinthought."Havetheybeenatit?"Iasked.

　　"Sortof.Shewon'tlethimaloneaboutTomRobinson.ShealmostsaidAtticuswasdisgracin'thefamily.Scout…I'mscared.""Scared'awhat?""ScaredaboutAtticus.Somebodymighthurthim."Jempreferredtoremainmysterious;allhewouldsaytomyquestionswasgoonandleavehimalone.

　　NextdaywasSunday.IntheintervalbetweenSundaySchoolandChurchwhenthecongregationstretcheditslegs,IsawAtticusstandingintheyardwithanotherknotofmen.Mr.HeckTatewaspresent,andIwonderedifhehadseenthelight.Heneverwenttochurch.EvenMr.Underwoodwasthere.Mr.UnderwoodhadnouseforanyorganizationbutTheMaycombTribune,ofwhichhewasthesoleowner,editor,andprinter.Hisdayswerespentathislinotype,whereherefreshedhimselfoccasionallyfromanever-presentgallonjugofcherrywine.Herarelygatherednews;peoplebroughtittohim.ItwassaidthathemadeupeveryeditionofTheMaycombTribuneoutofhisownheadandwroteitdownonthelinotype.Thiswasbelievable.

　　SomethingmusthavebeenuptohaulMr.Underwoodout.

　　IcaughtAtticuscominginthedoor,andhesaidthatthey'dmovedTomRobinsontotheMaycombjail.Healsosaid,moretohimselfthantome,thatifthey'dkepthimthereinthefirstplacetherewouldn'thavebeenanyfuss.Iwatchedhimtakehisseatonthethirdrowfromthefront,andIheardhimrumble,"NearermyGodtothee,"somenotesbehindtherestofus.HeneversatwithAunty,Jemandme.

　　Helikedtobebyhimselfinchurch.

　　ThefakepeacethatprevailedonSundayswasmademoreirritatingbyAuntAlexandra'spresence.Atticuswouldfleetohisofficedirectlyafterdinner,whereifwesometimeslookedinonhim,wewouldfindhimsittingbackinhisswivelchairreading.AuntAlexandracomposedherselfforatwo-hournapanddaredustomakeanynoiseintheyard,theneighborhoodwasresting.Jeminhisoldagehadtakentohisroomwithastackoffootballmagazines.SoDillandIspentourSundayscreepingaroundinDeer'sPasture.

　　ShootingonSundayswasprohibited,soDillandIkickedJem'sfootballaroundthepastureforawhile,whichwasnofun.DillaskedifI'dliketohaveapokeatBooRadley.IsaidIdidn'tthinkit'dbenicetobotherhim,andspenttherestoftheafternoonfillingDillinonlastwinter'sevents.Hewasconsiderablyimpressed.

　　Wepartedatsuppertime,andafterourmealJemandIweresettlingdowntoaroutineevening,whenAtticusdidsomethingthatinterestedus:hecameintothelivingroomcarryingalongelectricalextensioncord.Therewasalightbulbontheend.

　　"I'mgoingoutforawhile,"hesaid."Youfolks'llbeinbedwhenIcomeback,soI'llsaygoodnightnow."Withthat,heputhishatonandwentoutthebackdoor.

　　"He'stakin'thecar,"saidJem.

　　Ourfatherhadafewpeculiarities:onewas,heneveratedesserts;anotherwasthathelikedtowalk.AsfarbackasIcouldremember,therewasalwaysaChevroletinexcellentconditioninthecarhouse,andAtticusputmanymilesonitinbusinesstrips,butinMaycombhewalkedtoandfromhisofficefourtimesaday,coveringabouttwomiles.Hesaidhisonlyexercisewaswalking.InMaycomb,ifonewentforawalkwithnodefinitepurposeinmind,itwascorrecttobelieveone'smindincapableofdefinitepurpose.

　　Lateron,IbademyauntandbrothergoodnightandwaswellintoabookwhenIheardJemrattlingaroundinhisroom.Hisgo-to-bednoisesweresofamiliartomethatIknockedonhisdoor:"Whyain'tyougoingtobed?""I'mgoin'downtownforawhile."Hewaschanginghispants.

　　"Why?It'salmostteno'clock,Jem."Heknewit,buthewasgoinganyway.

　　"ThenI'mgoin'withyou.Ifyousaynoyou'renot,I'mgoin'

　　anyway,hear?"Jemsawthathewouldhavetofightmetokeepmehome,andIsupposehethoughtafightwouldantagonizeAunty,sohegaveinwithlittlegrace.

　　Idressedquickly.WewaiteduntilAunty'slightwentout,andwewalkedquietlydownthebacksteps.Therewasnomoontonight.

　　"Dill'llwantacome,"Iwhispered.

　　"Sohewill,"saidJemgloomily.

　　Weleapedoverthedrivewaywall,cutthroughMissRachel'ssideyardandwenttoDill'swindow.Jemwhistledbob-white.Dill'sfaceappearedatthescreen,disappeared,andfiveminuteslaterheunhookedthescreenandcrawledout.Anoldcampaigner,hedidnotspeakuntilwewereonthesidewalk."What'sup?""Jem'sgotthelook-arounds,"anafflictionCalpurniasaidallboyscaughtathisage.

　　"I'vejustgotthisfeeling,"Jemsaid,"justthisfeeling."WewentbyMrs.Dubose'shouse,standingemptyandshuttered,hercamelliasgrownupinweedsandjohnsongrass.Therewereeightmorehousestothepostofficecorner.

　　Thesouthsideofthesquarewasdeserted.Giantmonkey-puzzlebushesbristledoneachcorner,andbetweenthemanironhitchingrailglistenedunderthestreetlights.Alightshoneinthecountytoilet,otherwisethatsideofthecourthousewasdark.Alargersquareofstoressurroundedthecourthousesquare;dimlightsburnedfromdeepwithinthem.

　　Atticus'sofficewasinthecourthousewhenhebeganhislawpractice,butafterseveralyearsofithemovedtoquieterquartersintheMaycombBankbuilding.Whenweroundedthecornerofthesquare,wesawthecarparkedinfrontofthebank."He'sinthere,"saidJem.

　　Buthewasn't.Hisofficewasreachedbyalonghallway.Lookingdownthehall,weshouldhaveseenAtticusFinch,Attorney-at-Lawinsmallsoberlettersagainstthelightfrombehindhisdoor.Itwasdark.

　　Jempeeredinthebankdoortomakesure.Heturnedtheknob.Thedoorwaslocked."Let'sgoupthestreet.Maybehe'svisitin'Mr.

　　Underwood."Mr.UnderwoodnotonlyranTheMaycombTribuneoffice,helivedinit.Thatis,aboveit.Hecoveredthecourthouseandjailhousenewssimplybylookingouthisupstairswindow.Theofficebuildingwasonthenorthwestcornerofthesquare,andtoreachitwehadtopassthejail.

　　TheMaycombjailwasthemostvenerableandhideousofthecounty'sbuildings.AtticussaiditwaslikesomethingCousinJoshuaSt.Clairmighthavedesigned.Itwascertainlysomeone'sdream.

　　Starklyoutofplaceinatownofsquare-facedstoresandsteep-roofedhouses,theMaycombjailwasaminiatureGothicjokeonecellwideandtwocellshigh,completewithtinybattlementsandflyingbuttresses.Itsfantasywasheightenedbyitsredbrickfacadeandthethicksteelbarsatitsecclesiasticalwindows.Itstoodonnolonelyhill,butwaswedgedbetweenTyndal'sHardwareStoreandTheMaycombTribuneoffice.ThejailwasMaycomb'sonlyconversationpiece:itsdetractorssaiditlookedlikeaVictorianprivy;itssupporterssaiditgavethetownagoodsolidrespectablelook,andnostrangerwouldeversuspectthatitwasfullofniggers.

　　Aswewalkedupthesidewalk,wesawasolitarylightburninginthedistance."That'sfunny,"saidJem,"jaildoesn'thaveanoutsidelight.""Lookslikeit'soverthedoor,"saidDill.

　　Alongextensioncordranbetweenthebarsofasecond-floorwindowanddownthesideofthebuilding.Inthelightfromitsbarebulb,Atticuswassittingproppedagainstthefrontdoor.Hewassittinginoneofhisofficechairs,andhewasreading,obliviousofthenightbugsdancingoverhishead.

　　Imadetorun,butJemcaughtme."Don'tgotohim,"hesaid,"hemightnotlikeit.He'sallright,let'sgohome.Ijustwantedtoseewherehewas."WeweretakingashortcutacrossthesquarewhenfourdustycarscameinfromtheMeridianhighway,movingslowlyinaline.Theywentaroundthesquare,passedthebankbuilding,andstoppedinfrontofthejail.

　　Nobodygotout.WesawAtticuslookupfromhisnewspaper.Heclosedit,foldeditdeliberately,droppeditinhislap,andpushedhishattothebackofhishead.Heseemedtobeexpectingthem.

　　"Comeon,"whisperedJem.Westreakedacrossthesquare,acrossthestreet,untilwewereintheshelteroftheJitneyJungledoor.

　　Jempeekedupthesidewalk."Wecangetcloser,"hesaid.WerantoTyndal'sHardwaredoor-nearenough,atthesametimediscreet.

　　Inonesandtwos,mengotoutofthecars.Shadowsbecamesubstanceaslightsrevealedsolidshapesmovingtowardthejaildoor.

　　Atticusremainedwherehewas.Themenhidhimfromview.

　　"Heinthere,Mr.Finch?"amansaid.

　　"Heis,"weheardAtticusanswer,"andhe'sasleep.Don'twakehimup."Inobediencetomyfather,therefollowedwhatIlaterrealizedwasasickeninglycomicaspectofanunfunnysituation:thementalkedinnear-whispers.

　　"Youknowwhatwewant,"anothermansaid."Getasidefromthedoor,Mr.Finch.""Youcanturnaroundandgohomeagain,Walter,"Atticussaidpleasantly."HeckTate'saroundsomewhere.""Thehellheis,"saidanotherman."Heck'sbunch'ssodeepinthewoodstheywon'tgetouttillmornin'.""Indeed?Whyso?""Called'emoffonasnipehunt,"wasthesuccinctanswer."Didn'tyouthinka'that,Mr.Finch?""Thoughtaboutit,butdidn'tbelieveit.Wellthen,"myfather'svoicewasstillthesame,"thatchangesthings,doesn'tit?""Itdo,"anotherdeepvoicesaid.Itsownerwasashadow.

　　"Doyoureallythinkso?"ThiswasthesecondtimeIheardAtticusaskthatquestionintwodays,anditmeantsomebody'smanwouldgetjumped.Thiswastoogoodtomiss.IbrokeawayfromJemandranasfastasIcouldtoAtticus.

　　Jemshriekedandtriedtocatchme,butIhadaleadonhimandDill.Ipushedmywaythroughdarksmellybodiesandburstintothecircleoflight.

　　"H-ey,Atticus!"Ithoughthewouldhaveafinesurprise,buthisfacekilledmyjoy.

　　Aflashofplainfearwasgoingoutofhiseyes,butreturnedwhenDillandJemwriggledintothelight.

　　Therewasasmellofstalewhiskeyandpigpenabout,andwhenIglancedaroundIdiscoveredthatthesemenwerestrangers.TheywerenotthepeopleIsawlastnight.Hotembarrassmentshotthroughme:

　　IhadleapedtriumphantlyintoaringofpeopleIhadneverseenbefore.

　　Atticusgotupfromhischair,buthewasmovingslowly,likeanoldman.Heputthenewspaperdownverycarefully,adjustingitscreaseswithlingeringfingers.Theyweretremblingalittle.

　　"Gohome,Jem,"hesaid."TakeScoutandDillhome."Wewereaccustomedtoprompt,ifnotalwayscheerfulacquiescencetoAtticus'sinstructions,butfromthewayhestoodJemwasnotthinkingofbudging.

　　"Gohome,Isaid."Jemshookhishead.AsAtticus'sfistswenttohiships,sodidJem's,andastheyfacedeachotherIcouldseelittleresemblancebetweenthem:Jem'ssoftbrownhairandeyes,hisovalfaceandsnug-fittingearswereourmother's,contrastingoddlywithAtticus'sgrayingblackhairandsquare-cutfeatures,buttheyweresomehowalike.Mutualdefiancemadethemalike.

　　"Son,Isaidgohome."Jemshookhishead.

　　"I'llsendhimhome,"aburlymansaid,andgrabbedJemroughlybythecollar.HeyankedJemnearlyoffhisfeet.

　　"Don'tyoutouchhim!"Ikickedthemanswiftly.Barefooted,Iwassurprisedtoseehimfallbackinrealpain.Iintendedtokickhisshin,butaimedtoohigh.

　　"That'lldo,Scout."Atticusputhishandonmyshoulder."Don'tkickfolks.No-"hesaid,asIwaspleadingjustification.

　　"Ain'tnobodygonnadoJemthatway,"Isaid.

　　"Allright,Mr.Finch,get'emoutahere,"someonegrowled."Yougotfifteensecondstoget'emoutahere."Inthemidstofthisstrangeassembly,AtticusstoodtryingtomakeJemmindhim."Iain'tgoing,"washissteadyanswertoAtticus'sthreats,requests,andfinally,"PleaseJem,takethemhome."Iwasgettingabittiredofthat,butfeltJemhadhisownreasonsfordoingashedid,inviewofhisprospectsonceAtticusdidgethimhome.Ilookedaroundthecrowd.Itwasasummer'snight,butthemenweredressed,mostofthem,inoverallsanddenimshirtsbuttoneduptothecollars.Ithoughttheymustbecold-natured,astheirsleeveswereunrolledandbuttonedatthecuffs.Someworehatspulledfirmlydownovertheirears.Theyweresullen-looking,sleepy-eyedmenwhoseemedunusedtolatehours.Isoughtoncemoreforafamiliarface,andatthecenterofthesemi-circleIfoundone.

　　"Hey,Mr.Cunningham."Themandidnothearme,itseemed.

　　"Hey,Mr.Cunningham.How'syourentailmentgettin'along?"Mr.WalterCunningham'slegalaffairswerewellknowntome;Atticushadoncedescribedthematlength.Thebigmanblinkedandhookedhisthumbsinhisoverallstraps.Heseemeduncomfortable;heclearedhisthroatandlookedaway.Myfriendlyoverturehadfallenflat.

　　Mr.Cunninghamworenohat,andthetophalfofhisforeheadwaswhiteincontrasttohissunscorchedface,whichledmetobelievethatheworeonemostdays.Heshiftedhisfeet,cladinheavyworkshoes.

　　"Don'tyourememberme,Mr.Cunningham?I'mJeanLouiseFinch.Youbroughtussomehickorynutsonetime,remember?"Ibegantosensethefutilityonefeelswhenunacknowledgedbyachanceacquaintance.

　　"IgotoschoolwithWalter,"Ibeganagain."He'syourboy,ain'the?Ain'the,sir?"Mr.Cunninghamwasmovedtoafaintnod.Hedidknowme,afterall.

　　"He'sinmygrade,"Isaid,"andhedoesrightwell.He'sagoodboy,"Iadded,"arealniceboy.Webroughthimhomefordinneronetime.Maybehetoldyouaboutme,Ibeathimuponetimebuthewasrealniceaboutit.Tellhimheyforme,won'tyou?"Atticushadsaiditwasthepolitethingtotalktopeopleaboutwhattheywereinterestedin,notaboutwhatyouwereinterestedin.

　　Mr.Cunninghamdisplayednointerestinhisson,soItackledhisentailmentoncemoreinalast-ditchefforttomakehimfeelathome.

　　"Entailmentsarebad,"Iwasadvisinghim,whenIslowlyawoketothefactthatIwasaddressingtheentireaggregation.Themenwerealllookingatme,somehadtheirmouthshalf-open.AtticushadstoppedpokingatJem:theywerestandingtogetherbesideDill.

　　Theirattentionamountedtofascination.Atticus'smouth,even,washalf-open,anattitudehehadoncedescribedasuncouth.Oureyesmetandheshutit.

　　"Well,Atticus,Iwasjustsayin'toMr.Cunninghamthatentailmentsarebadan'allthat,butyousaidnottoworry,ittakesalongtimesometimes…thatyouall'drideitouttogether…"Iwasslowlydryingup,wonderingwhatidiocyIhadcommitted.Entailmentsseemedallrightenoughforlivingroomtalk.

　　Ibegantofeelsweatgatheringattheedgesofmyhair;Icouldstandanythingbutabunchofpeoplelookingatme.Theywerequitestill.

　　"What'sthematter?"Iasked.

　　Atticussaidnothing.IlookedaroundandupatMr.Cunningham,whosefacewasequallyimpassive.Thenhedidapeculiarthing.Hesquatteddownandtookmebybothshoulders.

　　"I'lltellhimyousaidhey,littlelady,"hesaid.

　　Thenhestraightenedupandwavedabigpaw."Let'sclearout,"hecalled."Let'sgetgoing,boys."Astheyhadcome,inonesandtwosthemenshuffledbacktotheirramshacklecars.Doorsslammed,enginescoughed,andtheyweregone.

　　IturnedtoAtticus,butAtticushadgonetothejailandwasleaningagainstitwithhisfacetothewall.Iwenttohimandpulledhissleeve."Canwegohomenow?"Henodded,producedhishandkerchief,gavehisfaceagoing-overandblewhisnoseviolently.

　　"Mr.Finch?"Asofthuskyvoicecamefromthedarknessabove:"Theygone?"Atticussteppedbackandlookedup."They'vegone,"hesaid."Getsomesleep,Tom.Theywon'tbotheryouanymore."Fromadifferentdirection,anothervoicecutcrisplythroughthenight:"You'redamntootin'theywon't.Hadyoucoveredallthetime,Atticus."Mr.Underwoodandadouble-barreledshotgunwereleaningouthiswindowaboveTheMaycombTribuneoffice.

　　ItwaslongpastmybedtimeandIwasgrowingquitetired;itseemedthatAtticusandMr.Underwoodwouldtalkfortherestofthenight,Mr.UnderwoodoutthewindowandAtticusupathim.FinallyAtticusreturned,switchedoffthelightabovethejaildoor,andpickeduphischair.

　　"CanIcarryitforyou,Mr.Finch?"askedDill.Hehadnotsaidawordthewholetime.

　　"Why,thankyou,son."Walkingtowardtheoffice,DillandIfellintostepbehindAtticusandJem.Dillwasencumberedbythechair,andhispacewasslower.AtticusandJemwerewellaheadofus,andIassumedthatAtticuswasgivinghimhellfornotgoinghome,butIwaswrong.Astheypassedunderastreetlight,AtticusreachedoutandmassagedJem'shair,hisonegestureofaffection.

　　16Jemheardme.Hethrusthisheadaroundtheconnectingdoor.AshecametomybedAtticus'slightflashedon.Westayedwherewewereuntilitwentoff;weheardhimturnover,andwewaiteduntilhewasstillagain.

　　Jemtookmetohisroomandputmeinbedbesidehim."Trytogotosleep,"hesaid,"It'llbealloveraftertomorrow,maybe."Wehadcomeinquietly,soasnottowakeAunty.Atticuskilledtheengineinthedrivewayandcoastedtothecarhouse;wewentinthebackdoorandtoourroomswithoutaword.Iwasverytired,andwasdriftingintosleepwhenthememoryofAtticuscalmlyfoldinghisnewspaperandpushingbackhishatbecameAtticusstandinginthemiddleofanemptywaitingstreet,pushinguphisglasses.Thefullmeaningofthenight'seventshitmeandIbegancrying.Jemwasawfullyniceaboutit:foroncehedidn'tremindmethatpeoplenearlynineyearsolddidn'tdothingslikethat.

　　Everybody'sappetitewasdelicatethismorning,exceptJem's:heatehiswaythroughthreeeggs.Atticuswatchedinfrankadmiration;AuntAlexandrasippedcoffeeandradiatedwavesofdisapproval.

　　Childrenwhoslippedoutatnightwereadisgracetothefamily.

　　Atticussaidhewasrightgladhisdisgraceshadcomealong,butAuntysaid,"Nonsense,Mr.Underwoodwasthereallthetime.""Youknow,it'safunnythingaboutBraxton,"saidAtticus."HedespisesNegroes,won'thaveonenearhim."LocalopinionheldMr.Underwoodtobeanintense,profanelittleman,whosefatherinafeyfitofhumorchristenedBraxtonBragg,anameMr.Underwoodhaddonehisbesttolivedown.AtticussaidnamingpeopleafterConfederategeneralsmadeslowsteadydrinkers.

　　CalpurniawasservingAuntAlexandramorecoffee,andsheshookherheadatwhatIthoughtwasapleadingwinninglook."You'restilltoolittle,"shesaid."I'lltellyouwhenyouain't."Isaiditmighthelpmystomach."Allright,"shesaid,andgotacupfromthesideboard.Shepouredonetablespoonfulofcoffeeintoitandfilledthecuptothebrimwithmilk.Ithankedherbystickingoutmytongueatit,andlookeduptocatchAunty'swarningfrown.ButshewasfrowningatAtticus.

　　ShewaiteduntilCalpurniawasinthekitchen,thenshesaid,"Don'ttalklikethatinfrontofthem.""Talklikewhatinfrontofwhom?"heasked.

　　"LikethatinfrontofCalpurnia.YousaidBraxtonUnderwooddespisesNegroesrightinfrontofher.""Well,I'msureCalknowsit.EverybodyinMaycombknowsit."Iwasbeginningtonoticeasubtlechangeinmyfatherthesedays,thatcameoutwhenhetalkedwithAuntAlexandra.Itwasaquietdiggingin,neveroutrightirritation.Therewasafaintstarchinessinhisvoicewhenhesaid,"Anythingfittosayatthetable'sfittosayinfrontofCalpurnia.Sheknowswhatshemeanstothisfamily.""Idon'tthinkit'sagoodhabit,Atticus.Itencouragesthem.Youknowhowtheytalkamongthemselves.Everythingthathappensinthistown'souttotheQuartersbeforesundown."Myfatherputdownhisknife."Idon'tknowofanylawthatsaystheycan'ttalk.Maybeifwedidn'tgivethemsomuchtotalkaboutthey'dbequiet.Whydon'tyoudrinkyourcoffee,Scout?"Iwasplayinginitwiththespoon."IthoughtMr.Cunninghamwasafriendofours.Youtoldmealongtimeagohewas.""Hestillis.""Butlastnighthewantedtohurtyou."Atticusplacedhisforkbesidehisknifeandpushedhisplateaside.

　　"Mr.Cunningham'sbasicallyagoodman,"hesaid,"hejusthashisblindspotsalongwiththerestofus."Jemspoke."Don'tcallthatablindspot.He'dakilledyoulastnightwhenhefirstwentthere.""Hemighthavehurtmealittle,"Atticusconceded,"butson,you'llunderstandfolksalittlebetterwhenyou'reolder.Amob'salwaysmadeupofpeople,nomatterwhat.Mr.Cunninghamwaspartofamoblastnight,buthewasstillaman.EverymobineverylittleSoutherntownisalwaysmadeupofpeopleyouknow-doesn'tsaymuchforthem,doesit?""I'llsaynot,"saidJem.

　　"Soittookaneight-year-oldchildtobring'emtotheirsenses,didn'tit?"saidAtticus."Thatprovessomething-thatagangofwildanimalscanbestopped,simplybecausethey'restillhuman.

　　Hmp,maybeweneedapoliceforceofchildren…youchildrenlastnightmadeWalterCunninghamstandinmyshoesforaminute.Thatwasenough."Well,IhopedJemwouldunderstandfolksalittlebetterwhenhewasolder;Iwouldn't."FirstdayWaltercomesbacktoschool'llbehislast,"Iaffirmed.

　　"Youwillnottouchhim,"Atticussaidflatly."Idon'twanteitherofyoubearingagrudgeaboutthisthing,nomatterwhathappens.""Yousee,don'tyou,"saidAuntAlexandra,"whatcomesofthingslikethis.Don'tsayIhaven'ttoldyou."Atticussaidhe'dneversaythat,pushedouthischairandgotup.

　　"There'sadayahead,soexcuseme.Jem,Idon'twantyouandScoutdowntowntoday,please."AsAtticusdeparted,Dillcameboundingdownthehallintothediningroom."It'sallovertownthismorning,"heannounced,"allabouthowweheldoffahundredfolkswithourbarehands…"AuntAlexandrastaredhimtosilence."Itwasnotahundredfolks,"shesaid,"andnobodyheldanybodyoff.ItwasjustanestofthoseCunninghams,drunkanddisorderly.""Aw,Aunty,that'sjustDill'sway,"saidJem.Hesignaledustofollowhim.

　　"Youallstayintheyardtoday,"shesaid,aswemadeourwaytothefrontporch.

　　ItwaslikeSaturday.Peoplefromthesouthendofthecountypassedourhouseinaleisurelybutsteadystream.

　　Mr.DolphusRaymondlurchedbyonhisthoroughbred."Don'tseehowhestaysinthesaddle,"murmuredJem."Howc'nyoustandtogetdrunk'foreeightinthemorning?"Awagonloadofladiesrattledpastus.Theyworecottonsunbonnetsanddresseswithlongsleeves.Abeardedmaninawoolhatdrovethem.

　　"Yonder'ssomeMennonites,"JemsaidtoDill."Theydon'thavebuttons."Theyliveddeepinthewoods,didmostoftheirtradingacrosstheriver,andrarelycametoMaycomb.Dillwasinterested.

　　"They'veallgotblueeyes,"Jemexplained,"andthemencan'tshaveaftertheymarry.Theirwiveslikefor'emtotickle'emwiththeirbeards."Mr.XBillupsrodebyonamuleandwavedtous."He'safunnyman,"saidJem."X'shisname,nothisinitial.Hewasincourtonetimeandtheyaskedhimhisname.HesaidXBillups.ClerkaskedhimtospellitandhesaidX.AskedhimagainandhesaidX.TheykeptatittillhewroteXonasheetofpaperandhelditupforeverybodytosee.Theyaskedhimwherehegothisnameandhesaidthat'sthewayhisfolkssignedhimupwhenhewasborn."Asthecountywentbyus,JemgaveDillthehistoriesandgeneralattitudesofthemoreprominentfigures:Mr.TensawJonesvotedthestraightProhibitionticket;MissEmilyDavisdippedsnuffinprivate;Mr.ByronWallercouldplaytheviolin;Mr.JakeSladewascuttinghisthirdsetofteeth.

　　Awagonloadofunusuallystern-facedcitizensappeared.WhentheypointedtoMissMaudieAtkinson'syard,ablazewithsummerflowers,MissMaudieherselfcameoutontheporch.TherewasanoddthingaboutMissMaudie-onherporchshewastoofarawayforustoseeherfeaturesclearly,butwecouldalwayscatchhermoodbythewayshestood.Shewasnowstandingarmsakimbo,hershouldersdroopingalittle,herheadcockedtooneside,herglasseswinkinginthesunlight.Weknewsheworeagrinoftheuttermostwickedness.

　　Thedriverofthewagonsloweddownhismules,andashrill-voicedwomancalledout:"Hethatcomethinvanitydepartethindarkness!"MissMaudieanswered:"Amerryheartmakethacheerfulcountenance!"Iguessthatthefoot-washersthoughtthattheDevilwasquotingScriptureforhisownpurposes,asthedriverspeededhismules.WhytheyobjectedtoMissMaudie'syardwasamystery,heightenedinmymindbecauseforsomeonewhospentallthedaylighthoursoutdoors,MissMaudie'scommandofScripturewasformidable.

　　"Yougoin'tocourtthismorning?"askedJem.Wehadstrolledover.

　　"Iamnot,"shesaid."Ihavenobusinesswiththecourtthismorning.""Aren'tyougoin'downtowatch?"askedDill.

　　"Iamnot.'t'smorbid,watchingapoordevilontrialforhislife.

　　Lookatallthosefolks,it'slikeaRomancarnival.""Theyhaftatryhiminpublic,MissMaudie,"Isaid."Wouldn'tberightiftheydidn't.""I'mquiteawareofthat,"shesaid."Justbecauseit'spublic,Idon'thavetogo,doI?"MissStephanieCrawfordcameby.Sheworeahatandgloves."Um,um,um,"shesaid."Lookatallthosefolks-you'dthinkWilliamJenningsBryanwasspeakin'.""Andwhereareyougoing,Stephanie?"inquiredMissMaudie.

　　"TotheJitneyJungle."MissMaudiesaidshe'dneverseenMissStephaniegototheJitneyJungleinahatinherlife.

　　"Well,"saidMissStephanie,"IthoughtImightjustlookinatthecourthouse,toseewhatAtticus'supto.""Betterbecarefulhedoesn'thandyouasubpoena."WeaskedMissMaudietoelucidate:shesaidMissStephanieseemedtoknowsomuchaboutthecaseshemightaswellbecalledontotestify.

　　Weheldoffuntilnoon,whenAtticuscamehometodinnerandsaidthey'dspentthemorningpickingthejury.Afterdinner,westoppedbyforDillandwenttotown.

　　Itwasagalaoccasion.Therewasnoroomatthepublichitchingrailforanotheranimal,mulesandwagonswereparkedundereveryavailabletree.Thecourthousesquarewascoveredwithpicnicpartiessittingonnewspapers,washingdownbiscuitandsyrupwithwarmmilkfromfruitjars.Somepeopleweregnawingoncoldchickenandcoldfriedporkchops.ThemoreaffluentchasedtheirfoodwithdrugstoreCoca-Colainbulb-shapedsodaglasses.Greasy-facedchildrenpopped-the-whipthroughthecrowd,andbabieslunchedattheirmothers'breasts.

　　Inafarcornerofthesquare,theNegroessatquietlyinthesun,diningonsardines,crackers,andthemorevividflavorsofNehiCola.

　　Mr.DolphusRaymondsatwiththem.

　　"Jem,"saidDill,"he'sdrinkin'outofasack."Mr.DolphusRaymondseemedtobesodoing:twoyellowdrugstorestrawsranfromhismouthtothedepthsofabrownpaperbag.

　　"Ain'teverseenanybodydothat,"murmuredDill.

　　"Howdoeshekeepwhat'sinitinit?"Jemgiggled."He'sgotaCo-Colabottlefullofwhiskeyinthere.

　　That'sso'snottoupsettheladies.You'llseehimsipitallafternoon,he'llstepoutforawhileandfillitbackup.""Why'shesittin'withthecoloredfolks?""Alwaysdoes.Helikes'embetter'nhelikesus,Ireckon.Livesbyhimselfwaydownnearthecountyline.He'sgotacoloredwomanandallsortsofmixedchillun.Showyousomeof'emifwesee'em.""Hedoesn'tlookliketrash,"saidDill.

　　"He'snot,heownsallonesideoftheriverbankdownthere,andhe'sfromarealoldfamilytoboot.""Thenwhydoeshedolikethat?""That'sjusthisway,"saidJem."Theysayhenevergotoverhisweddin'.Hewassupposedtomarryoneofthe-theSpencerladies,Ithink.Theyweregonnahaveahugeweddin',buttheydidn't-aftertherehearsalthebridewentupstairsandblewherheadoff.Shotgun.

　　Shepulledthetriggerwithhertoes.""Didtheyeverknowwhy?""No,"saidJem,"nobodyeverknewquitewhybutMr.Dolphus.Theysaiditwasbecauseshefoundoutabouthiscoloredwoman,hereckonedhecouldkeepherandgetmarriedtoo.He'sbeensortadrunkeversince.Youknow,though,he'srealgoodtothosechillun-""Jem,"Iasked,"what'samixedchild?""Halfwhite,halfcolored.You'veseen'em,Scout.Youknowthatred-kinky-headedonethatdeliversforthedrugstore.He'shalfwhite.

　　They'rerealsad.""Sad,howcome?""Theydon'tbelonganywhere.Coloredfolkswon'thave'embecausethey'rehalfwhite;whitefolkswon'thave'emcausethey'recolored,sothey'rejustin-betweens,don'tbelonganywhere.ButMr.

　　Dolphus,now,theysayhe'sshippedtwoofhisupnorth.Theydon'tmind'emupnorth.Yonder'soneof'em."AsmallboyclutchingaNegrowoman'shandwalkedtowardus.HelookedallNegrotome:hewasrichchocolatewithflaringnostrilsandbeautifulteeth.Sometimeshewouldskiphappily,andtheNegrowomantuggedhishandtomakehimstop.

　　Jemwaiteduntiltheypassedus."That'soneofthelittleones,"hesaid.

　　"Howcanyoutell?"askedDill."Helookedblacktome.""Youcan'tsometimes,notunlessyouknowwhotheyare.Buthe'shalfRaymond,allright.""Buthowcanyoutell?"Iasked.

　　"Itoldyou,Scout,youjusthaftaknowwhotheyare.""Wellhowdoyouknowweain'tNegroes?""UncleJackFinchsayswereallydon'tknow.HesaysasfarashecantracebacktheFinchesweain't,butforallheknowswemightacomestraightoutofEthiopiadurin'theOldTestament.""Wellifwecameoutdurin'theOldTestamentit'stoolongagotomatter.""That'swhatIthought,"saidJem,"butaroundhereonceyouhaveadropofNegroblood,thatmakesyouallblack.Hey,look-"Someinvisiblesignalhadmadethelunchersonthesquareriseandscatterbitsofnewspaper,cellophane,andwrappingpaper.Childrencametomothers,babieswerecradledonhipsasmeninsweat-stainedhatscollectedtheirfamiliesandherdedthemthroughthecourthousedoors.InthefarcornerofthesquaretheNegroesandMr.DolphusRaymondstoodupanddustedtheirbreeches.Therewerefewwomenandchildrenamongthem,whichseemedtodispeltheholidaymood.Theywaitedpatientlyatthedoorsbehindthewhitefamilies.

　　"Let'sgoin,"saidDill.

　　"Naw,webetterwaittilltheygetin,Atticusmightnotlikeitifheseesus,"saidJem.

　　TheMaycombCountycourthousewasfaintlyreminiscentofArlingtoninonerespect:theconcretepillarssupportingitssouthroofweretooheavyfortheirlightburden.Thepillarswereallthatremainedstandingwhentheoriginalcourthouseburnedin1856.Anothercourthousewasbuiltaroundthem.Itisbettertosay,builtinspiteofthem.Butforthesouthporch,theMaycombCountycourthousewasearlyVictorian,presentinganunoffensivevistawhenseenfromthenorth.Fromtheotherside,however,Greekrevivalcolumnsclashedwithabignineteenth-centuryclocktowerhousingarustyunreliableinstrument,aviewindicatingapeopledeterminedtopreserveeveryphysicalscrapofthepast.

　　Toreachthecourtroom,onthesecondfloor,onepassedsundrysunlesscountycubbyholes:thetaxassessor,thetaxcollector,thecountyclerk,thecountysolicitor,thecircuitclerk,thejudgeofprobatelivedincooldimhutchesthatsmelledofdecayingrecordbooksmingledwitholddampcementandstaleurine.Itwasnecessarytoturnonthelightsinthedaytime;therewasalwaysafilmofdustontheroughfloorboards.Theinhabitantsoftheseofficeswerecreaturesoftheirenvironment:littlegray-facedmen,theyseemeduntouchedbywindorsun.

　　Weknewtherewasacrowd,butwehadnotbargainedforthemultitudesinthefirst-floorhallway.IgotseparatedfromJemandDill,butmademywaytowardthewallbythestairwell,knowingJemwouldcomeformeeventually.IfoundmyselfinthemiddleoftheIdlers'Clubandmademyselfasunobtrusiveaspossible.Thiswasagroupofwhite-shirted,khaki-trousered,suspenderedoldmenwhohadspenttheirlivesdoingnothingandpassedtheirtwilightdaysdoingsameonpinebenchesundertheliveoaksonthesquare.Attentivecriticsofcourthousebusiness,AtticussaidtheyknewasmuchlawastheChiefJustice,fromlongyearsofobservation.Normally,theywerethecourt'sonlyspectators,andtodaytheyseemedresentfuloftheinterruptionoftheircomfortableroutine.Whentheyspoke,theirvoicessoundedcasuallyimportant.Theconversationwasaboutmyfather.

　　"…thinksheknowswhathe'sdoing,"onesaid.

　　"Oh-hnow,Iwouldn'tsaythat,"saidanother."AtticusFinch'sadeepreader,amightydeepreader.""Hereadsallright,that'sallhedoes."Theclubsnickered.

　　"Lemmetellyousomethin'now,Billy,"athirdsaid,"youknowthecourtappointedhimtodefendthisnigger.""Yeah,butAtticusaimstodefendhim.That'swhatIdon'tlikeaboutit."Thiswasnews,newsthatputadifferentlightonthings:Atticushadto,whetherhewantedtoornot.Ithoughtitoddthathehadn'tsaidanythingtousaboutit-wecouldhaveuseditmanytimesindefendinghimandourselves.Hehadto,that'swhyhewasdoingit,equaledfewerfightsandlessfussing.Butdidthatexplainthetown'sattitude?ThecourtappointedAtticustodefendhim.Atticusaimedtodefendhim.That'swhattheydidn'tlikeaboutit.Itwasconfusing.

　　TheNegroes,havingwaitedforthewhitepeopletogoupstairs,begantocomein."Whoanow,justaminute,"saidaclubmember,holdinguphiswalkingstick."Justdon'tstartupthemtherestairsyetawhile."Theclubbeganitsstiff-jointedclimbandranintoDillandJemontheirwaydownlookingforme.TheysqueezedpastandJemcalled,"Scout,comeon,thereain'taseatleft.We'llhaftastandup.""Lookathere,now."hesaidirritably,astheblackpeoplesurgedupstairs.Theoldmenaheadofthemwouldtakemostofthestandingroom.Wewereoutofluckanditwasmyfault,Jeminformedme.Westoodmiserablybythewall.

　　"Can'tyouallgetin?"ReverendSykeswaslookingdownatus,blackhatinhand.

　　"Hey,Reverend,"saidJem."Naw,Scoutheremessedusup.""Well,let'sseewhatwecando."ReverendSykesedgedhiswayupstairs.Inafewmomentshewasback.

　　"There'snotaseatdownstairs.Doyouallreckonit'llbeallrightifyouallcametothebalconywithme?""Goshyes,"saidJem.Happily,wespedaheadofReverendSykestothecourtroomfloor.There,wewentupacoveredstaircaseandwaitedatthedoor.ReverendSykescamepuffingbehindus,andsteeredusgentlythroughtheblackpeopleinthebalcony.FourNegroesroseandgaveustheirfront-rowseats.

　　TheColoredbalconyranalongthreewallsofthecourtroomlikeasecond-storyveranda,andfromitwecouldseeeverything.

　　Thejurysattotheleft,underlongwindows.Sunburned,lanky,theyseemedtobeallfarmers,butthiswasnatural:townfolkrarelysatonjuries,theywereeitherstruckorexcused.Oneortwoofthejurylookedvaguelylikedressed-upCunninghams.Atthisstagetheysatstraightandalert.

　　Thecircuitsolicitorandanotherman,AtticusandTomRobinsonsatattableswiththeirbackstous.Therewasabrownbookandsomeyellowtabletsonthesolicitor'stable;Atticus'swasbare.

　　Justinsidetherailingthatdividedthespectatorsfromthecourt,thewitnessessatoncowhide-bottomedchairs.Theirbacksweretous.

　　JudgeTaylorwasonthebench,lookinglikeasleepyoldshark,hispilotfishwritingrapidlybelowinfrontofhim.JudgeTaylorlookedlikemostjudgesIhadeverseen:amiable,white-haired,slightlyruddy-faced,hewasamanwhoranhiscourtwithanalarminginformality-hesometimesproppedhisfeetup,heoftencleanedhisfingernailswithhispocketknife.Inlongequityhearings,especiallyafterdinner,hegavetheimpressionofdozing,animpressiondispelledforeverwhenalawyeroncedeliberatelypushedapileofbookstothefloorinadesperateefforttowakehimup.

　　Withoutopeninghiseyes,JudgeTaylormurmured,"Mr.Whitley,dothatagainandit'llcostyouonehundreddollars."Hewasamanlearnedinthelaw,andalthoughheseemedtotakehisjobcasually,inrealityhekeptafirmgriponanyproceedingsthatcamebeforehim.OnlyoncewasJudgeTayloreverseenatadeadstandstillinopencourt,andtheCunninghamsstoppedhim.OldSarum,theirstampinggrounds,waspopulatedbytwofamiliesseparateandapartinthebeginning,butunfortunatelybearingthesamename.TheCunninghamsmarriedtheConinghamsuntilthespellingofthenameswasacademic-academicuntilaCunninghamdisputedaConinghamoverlandtitlesandtooktothelaw.Duringacontroversyofthischaracter,JeemsCunninghamtestifiedthathismotherspelleditCunninghamondeedsandthings,butshewasreallyaConingham,shewasanuncertainspeller,aseldomreader,andwasgiventolookingfarawaysometimeswhenshesatonthefrontgalleryintheevening.AfterninehoursoflisteningtotheeccentricitiesofOldSarum'sinhabitants,JudgeTaylorthrewthecaseoutofcourt.Whenaskeduponwhatgrounds,JudgeTaylorsaid,"Champertousconnivance,"anddeclaredhehopedtoGodthelitigantsweresatisfiedbyeachhavinghadtheirpublicsay.Theywere.Thatwasalltheyhadwantedinthefirstplace.

　　JudgeTaylorhadoneinterestinghabit.Hepermittedsmokinginhiscourtroombutdidnothimselfindulge:sometimes,ifonewaslucky,onehadtheprivilegeofwatchinghimputalongdrycigarintohismouthandmunchitslowlyup.Bitbybitthedeadcigarwoulddisappear,toreappearsomehourslaterasaflatslickmess,itsessenceextractedandminglingwithJudgeTaylor'sdigestivejuices.IonceaskedAtticushowMrs.Taylorstoodtokisshim,butAtticussaidtheydidn'tkissmuch.

　　ThewitnessstandwastotherightofJudgeTaylor,andwhenwegottoourseatsMr.HeckTatewasalreadyonit.

　　17"Jem,"Isaid,"arethosetheEwellssittin'downyonder?""Hush,"saidJem,"Mr.HeckTate'stestifyin'."Mr.Tatehaddressedfortheoccasion.Heworeanordinarybusinesssuit,whichmadehimlooksomehowlikeeveryotherman:

　　gonewerehishighboots,lumberjacket,andbullet-studdedbelt.Fromthatmomentheceasedtoterrifyme.Hewassittingforwardinthewitnesschair,hishandsclaspedbetweenhisknees,listeningattentivelytothecircuitsolicitor.

　　Thesolicitor,aMr.Gilmer,wasnotwellknowntous.HewasfromAbbottsville;wesawhimonlywhencourtconvened,andthatrarely,forcourtwasofnospecialinteresttoJemandme.Abalding,smooth-facedman,hecouldhavebeenanywherebetweenfortyandsixty.

　　Althoughhisbackwastous,weknewhehadaslightcastinoneofhiseyeswhichheusedtohisadvantage:heseemedtobelookingatapersonwhenhewasactuallydoingnothingofthekind,thushewashellonjuriesandwitnesses.Thejury,thinkingthemselvesunderclosescrutiny,paidattention;sodidthewitnesses,thinkinglikewise.

　　"…inyourownwords,Mr.Tate,"Mr.Gilmerwassaying.

　　"Well,"saidMr.Tate,touchinghisglassesandspeakingtohisknees,"Iwascalled-""Couldyousayittothejury,Mr.Tate?Thankyou.Whocalledyou?"Mr.Tatesaid,"IwasfetchedbyBob-byMr.BobEwellyonder,onenight-""Whatnight,sir?"Mr.Tatesaid,"ItwasthenightofNovembertwenty-first.IwasjustleavingmyofficetogohomewhenB-Mr.Ewellcamein,veryexcitedhewas,andsaidgetouttohishousequick,somenigger'drapedhisgirl.""Didyougo?""Certainly.GotinthecarandwentoutasfastasIcould.""Andwhatdidyoufind?""Foundherlyingonthefloorinthemiddleofthefrontroom,oneontherightasyougoin.Shewasprettywellbeatup,butIheavedhertoherfeetandshewashedherfaceinabucketinthecornerandsaidshewasallright.IaskedherwhohurtherandshesaiditwasTomRobinson-"JudgeTaylor,whohadbeenconcentratingonhisfingernails,lookedupasifhewereexpectinganobjection,butAtticuswasquiet.

　　"-askedherifhebeatherlikethat,shesaidyeshehad.Askedherifhetookadvantageofherandshesaidyeshedid.SoIwentdowntoRobinson'shouseandbroughthimback.Sheidentifiedhimastheone,soItookhimin.That'salltherewastoit.""Thankyou,"saidMr.Gilmer.

　　JudgeTaylorsaid,"Anyquestions,Atticus?""Yes,"saidmyfather.Hewassittingbehindhistable;hischairwasskewedtooneside,hislegswerecrossedandonearmwasrestingonthebackofhischair.

　　"Didyoucalladoctor,Sheriff?Didanybodycalladoctor?"askedAtticus.

　　"Nosir,"saidMr.Tate.

　　"Didn'tcalladoctor?""Nosir,"repeatedMr.Tate.

　　"Whynot?"TherewasanedgetoAtticus'svoice.

　　"WellIcantellyouwhyIdidn't.Itwasn'tnecessary,Mr.Finch.

　　Shewasmightybangedup.Somethingsho'happened,itwasobvious.""Butyoudidn'tcalladoctor?Whileyouweretheredidanyonesendforone,fetchone,carryhertoone?""Nosir-"JudgeTaylorbrokein."He'sansweredthequestionthreetimes,Atticus.Hedidn'tcalladoctor."Atticussaid,"Ijustwantedtomakesure,Judge,"andthejudgesmiled.

　　Jem'shand,whichwasrestingonthebalconyrail,tightenedaroundit.Hedrewinhisbreathsuddenly.Glancingbelow,Isawnocorrespondingreaction,andwonderedifJemwastryingtobedramatic.

　　Dillwaswatchingpeacefully,andsowasReverendSykesbesidehim.

　　"Whatisit?"Iwhispered,andgotaterse,"Sh-h!""Sheriff,"Atticuswassaying,"yousayshewasmightybangedup.Inwhatway?""Well-""Justdescribeherinjuries,Heck.""Well,shewasbeatenaroundthehead.Therewasalreadybruisescomin'onherarms,andithappenedaboutthirtyminutesbefore-""Howdoyouknow?"Mr.Tategrinned."Sorry,that'swhattheysaid.Anyway,shewasprettybruisedupwhenIgotthere,andshehadablackeyecomin'.""Whicheye?"Mr.Tateblinkedandranhishandsthroughhishair."Let'ssee,"hesaidsoftly,thenhelookedatAtticusasifheconsideredthequestionchildish."Can'tyouremember?"Atticusasked.

　　Mr.Tatepointedtoaninvisiblepersonfiveinchesinfrontofhimandsaid,"Herleft.""Waitaminute,Sheriff,"saidAtticus."Wasitherleftfacingyouorherleftlookingthesamewayyouwere?"Mr.Tatesaid,"Ohyes,that'dmakeitherright.Itwasherrighteye,Mr.Finch.Iremembernow,shewasbungeduponthatsideofherface…"Mr.Tateblinkedagain,asifsomethinghadsuddenlybeenmadeplaintohim.ThenheturnedhisheadandlookedaroundatTomRobinson.

　　Asifbyinstinct,TomRobinsonraisedhishead.

　　SomethinghadbeenmadeplaintoAtticusalso,anditbroughthimtohisfeet."Sheriff,pleaserepeatwhatyousaid.""Itwasherrighteye,Isaid.""No…"Atticuswalkedtothecourtreporter'sdeskandbentdowntothefuriouslyscribblinghand.Itstopped,flippedbacktheshorthandpad,andthecourtreportersaid,"'Mr.Finch.Iremembernowshewasbungeduponthatsideoftheface.'"AtticuslookedupatMr.Tate."Whichsideagain,Heck?""Therightside,Mr.Finch,butshehadmorebruises-youwantahearabout'em?"Atticusseemedtobeborderingonanotherquestion,buthethoughtbetterofitandsaid,"Yes,whatwereherotherinjuries?"AsMr.

　　Tateanswered,AtticusturnedandlookedatTomRobinsonasiftosaythiswassomethingtheyhadn'tbargainedfor.

　　"…herarmswerebruised,andsheshowedmeherneck.Thereweredefinitefingermarksonhergullet-""Allaroundherthroat?Atthebackofherneck?""I'dsaytheywereallaround,Mr.Finch.""Youwould?""Yessir,shehadasmallthroat,anybodycould'areachedarounditwith-""Justanswerthequestionyesorno,please,Sheriff,"saidAtticusdryly,andMr.Tatefellsilent.

　　Atticussatdownandnoddedtothecircuitsolicitor,whoshookhisheadatthejudge,whonoddedtoMr.Tate,whorosestifflyandsteppeddownfromthewitnessstand.

　　Belowus,headsturned,feetscrapedthefloor,babieswereshiftedtoshoulders,andafewchildrenscamperedoutofthecourtroom.TheNegroesbehinduswhisperedsoftlyamongthemselves;DillwasaskingReverendSykeswhatitwasallabout,butReverendSykessaidhedidn'tknow.Sofar,thingswereutterlydull:nobodyhadthundered,therewerenoargumentsbetweenopposingcounsel,therewasnodrama;agravedisappointmenttoallpresent,itseemed.

　　Atticuswasproceedingamiably,asifhewereinvolvedinatitledispute.Withhisinfinitecapacityforcalmingturbulentseas,hecouldmakearapecaseasdryasasermon.Gonewastheterrorinmymindofstalewhiskeyandbarnyardsmells,ofsleepy-eyedsullenmen,ofahuskyvoicecallinginthenight,"Mr.Finch?Theygone?"Ournightmarehadgonewithdaylight,everythingwouldcomeoutallright.

　　AllthespectatorswereasrelaxedasJudgeTaylor,exceptJem.

　　Hismouthwastwistedintoapurposefulhalf-grin,andhiseyeshappyabout,andhesaidsomethingaboutcorroboratingevidence,whichmademesurehewasshowingoff.

　　"…RobertE.LeeEwell!"Inanswertotheclerk'sboomingvoice,alittlebantamcockofamanroseandstruttedtothestand,thebackofhisneckreddeningatthesoundofhisname.Whenheturnedaroundtotaketheoath,wesawthathisfacewasasredashisneck.Wealsosawnoresemblancetohisnamesake.Ashockofwispynew-washedhairstoodupfromhisforehead;hisnosewasthin,pointed,andshiny;hehadnochintospeakof-itseemedtobepartofhiscrepeyneck.

　　"-sohelpmeGod,"hecrowed.

　　EverytownthesizeofMaycombhadfamiliesliketheEwells.Noeconomicfluctuationschangedtheirstatus-peopleliketheEwellslivedasguestsofthecountyinprosperityaswellasinthedepthsofadepression.Notruantofficerscouldkeeptheirnumerousoffspringinschool;nopublichealthofficercouldfreethemfromcongenitaldefects,variousworms,andthediseasesindigenoustofilthysurroundings.

　　Maycomb'sEwellslivedbehindthetowngarbagedumpinwhatwasonceaNegrocabin.Thecabin'splankwallsweresupplementedwithsheetsofcorrugatediron,itsroofshingledwithtincanshammeredflat,soonlyitsgeneralshapesuggesteditsoriginaldesign:square,withfourtinyroomsopeningontoashotgunhall,thecabinresteduneasilyuponfourirregularlumpsoflimestone.Itswindowsweremerelyopenspacesinthewalls,whichinthesummertimewerecoveredwithgreasystripsofcheeseclothtokeepoutthevarmintsthatfeastedonMaycomb'srefuse.

　　Thevarmintshadaleantimeofit,fortheEwellsgavethedumpathoroughgleaningeveryday,andthefruitsoftheirindustry（thosethatwerenoteaten）madetheplotofgroundaroundthecabinlookliketheplayhouseofaninsanechild:whatpassedforafencewasbitsoftree-limbs,broomsticksandtoolshafts,alltippedwithrustyhammer-heads,snaggle-toothedrakeheads,shovels,axesandgrubbinghoes,heldonwithpiecesofbarbedwire.EnclosedbythisbarricadewasadirtyyardcontainingtheremainsofaModel-TFord（onblocks），adiscardeddentist'schair,anancienticebox,pluslesseritems:oldshoes,worn-outtableradios,pictureframes,andfruitjars,underwhichscrawnyorangechickenspeckedhopefully.

　　Onecorneroftheyard,though,bewilderedMaycomb.Againstthefence,inaline,weresixchipped-enamelslopjarsholdingbrilliantredgeraniums,caredforastenderlyasiftheybelongedtoMissMaudieAtkinson,hadMissMaudiedeignedtopermitageraniumonherpremises.PeoplesaidtheywereMayellaEwell's.

　　Nobodywasquitesurehowmanychildrenwereontheplace.Somepeoplesaidsix,otherssaidnine;therewerealwaysseveraldirty-facedonesatthewindowswhenanyonepassedby.NobodyhadoccasiontopassbyexceptatChristmas,whenthechurchesdeliveredbaskets,andwhenthemayorofMaycombaskedustopleasehelpthegarbagecollectorbydumpingourowntreesandtrash.

　　AtticustookuswithhimlastChristmaswhenhecompliedwiththemayor'srequest.Adirtroadranfromthehighwaypastthedump,downtoasmallNegrosettlementsomefivehundredyardsbeyondtheEwells'.Itwasnecessaryeithertobackouttothehighwayorgothefulllengthoftheroadandturnaround;mostpeopleturnedaroundintheNegroes'frontyards.InthefrostyDecemberdusk,theircabinslookedneatandsnugwithpalebluesmokerisingfromthechimneysanddoorwaysglowingamberfromthefiresinside.Thereweredelicioussmellsabout:chicken,baconfryingcrispasthetwilightair.JemandIdetectedsquirrelcooking,butittookanoldcountrymanlikeAtticustoidentifypossumandrabbit,aromasthatvanishedwhenwerodebackpasttheEwellresidence.

　　Allthelittlemanonthewitnessstandhadthatmadehimanybetterthanhisnearestneighborswas,thatifscrubbedwithlyesoapinveryhotwater,hisskinwaswhite.

　　"Mr.RobertEwell?"askedMr.Gilmer.

　　"That'sm'name,cap'n,"saidthewitness.

　　Mr.Gilmer'sbackstiffenedalittle,andIfeltsorryforhim.

　　PerhapsI'dbetterexplainsomethingnow.I'veheardthatlawyers'

　　children,onseeingtheirparentsincourtintheheatofargument,getthewrongidea:theythinkopposingcounseltobethepersonalenemiesoftheirparents,theysufferagonies,andaresurprisedtoseethemoftengooutarm-in-armwiththeirtormentersduringthefirstrecess.ThiswasnottrueofJemandme.Weacquirednotraumasfromwatchingourfatherwinorlose.I'msorrythatIcan'tprovideanydramainthisrespect;ifIdid,itwouldnotbetrue.

　　Wecouldtell,however,whendebatebecamemoreacrimoniousthanprofessional,butthiswasfromwatchinglawyersotherthanourfather.IneverheardAtticusraisehisvoiceinmylife,excepttoadeafwitness.Mr.Gilmerwasdoinghisjob,asAtticuswasdoinghis.Besides,Mr.EwellwasMr.Gilmer'switness,andhehadnobusinessbeingrudetohimofallpeople.

　　"AreyouthefatherofMayellaEwell?"wasthenextquestion.

　　"Well,ifIain'tIcan'tdonothingaboutitnow,herma'sdead,"wastheanswer.

　　JudgeTaylorstirred.Heturnedslowlyinhisswivelchairandlookedbenignlyatthewitness."AreyouthefatherofMayellaEwell?"heasked,inawaythatmadethelaughterbelowusstopsuddenly.

　　"Yessir,"Mr.Ewellsaidmeekly.

　　JudgeTaylorwentonintonesofgoodwill:"Thisthefirsttimeyou'veeverbeenincourt?Idon'trecalleverseeingyouhere."Atthewitness'saffirmativenodhecontinued,"Well,let'sgetsomethingstraight.TherewillbenomoreaudiblyobscenespeculationsonanysubjectfromanybodyinthiscourtroomaslongasI'msittinghere.Doyouunderstand?"Mr.Ewellnodded,butIdon'tthinkhedid.JudgeTaylorsighedandsaid,"Allright,Mr.Gilmer?""Thankyou,sir.Mr.Ewell,wouldyoutellusinyourownwordswhathappenedontheeveningofNovembertwenty-first,please?"Jemgrinnedandpushedhishairback.Just-in-your-ownwordswasMr.

　　Gilmer'strademark.Weoftenwonderedwhoelse'swordsMr.Gilmerwasafraidhiswitnessmightemploy.

　　"Well,thenightofNovembertwenty-oneIwascomin'infromthewoodswithaloado'kindlin'andjustasIgottothefenceIheardMayellascreamin'likeastuckhoginsidethehouse-"HereJudgeTaylorglancedsharplyatthewitnessandmusthavedecidedhisspeculationsdevoidofevilintent,forhesubsidedsleepily.

　　"Whattimewasit,Mr.Ewell?""Just'foresundown.Well,Iwassayin'Mayellawasscreamin'fittobeatJesus-"anotherglancefromthebenchsilencedMr.Ewell.

　　"Yes?Shewasscreaming?"saidMr.Gilmer.

　　Mr.Ewelllookedconfusedlyatthejudge."Well,Mayellawasraisin'

　　thisholyracketsoIdroppedm'loadandrunasfastasIcouldbutIrunintoth'fence,butwhenIgotdistangledIrunuptoth'windowandIseen-"Mr.Ewell'sfacegrewscarlet.HestoodupandpointedhisfingeratTomRobinson."-Iseenthatblackniggeryonderruttin'onmyMayella!"SoserenewasJudgeTaylor'scourt,thathehadfewoccasionstousehisgavel,buthehammeredfullyfiveminutes.Atticuswasonhisfeetatthebenchsayingsomethingtohim,Mr.HeckTateasfirstofficerofthecountystoodinthemiddleaislequellingthepackedcourtroom.

　　Behindus,therewasanangrymuffledgroanfromthecoloredpeople.

　　ReverendSykesleanedacrossDillandme,pullingatJem'selbow.

　　"Mr.Jem,"hesaid,"youbettertakeMissJeanLouisehome.Mr.Jem,youhearme?"Jemturnedhishead."Scout,gohome.Dill,you'n'Scoutgohome.""Yougottamakemefirst,"Isaid,rememberingAtticus'sblesseddictum.

　　Jemscowledfuriouslyatme,thensaidtoReverendSykes,"Ithinkit'sokay,Reverend,shedoesn'tunderstandit."Iwasmortallyoffended."Imostcertainlydo,Ic'nunderstandanythingyoucan.""Awhush.Shedoesn'tunderstandit,Reverend,sheain'tnineyet."ReverendSykes'sblackeyeswereanxious."Mr.Finchknowyouallarehere?Thisain'tfitforMissJeanLouiseoryouboyseither."Jemshookhishead."Hecan'tseeusthisfaraway.It'sallright,Reverend."IknewJemwouldwin,becauseIknewnothingcouldmakehimleavenow.DillandIweresafe,forawhile:Atticuscouldseeusfromwherehewas,ifhelooked.

　　AsJudgeTaylorbangedhisgavel,Mr.Ewellwassittingsmuglyinthewitnesschair,surveyinghishandiwork.Withonephrasehehadturnedhappypicknickersintoasulky,tense,murmuringcrowd,beingslowlyhypnotizedbygaveltapslesseninginintensityuntiltheonlysoundinthecourtroomwasadimpink-pink-pink:thejudgemighthavebeenrappingthebenchwithapencil.

　　Inpossessionofhiscourtoncemore,JudgeTaylorleanedbackinhischair.Helookedsuddenlyweary;hisagewasshowing,andIthoughtaboutwhatAtticushadsaid-heandMrs.Taylordidn'tkissmuch-hemusthavebeennearlyseventy.

　　"Therehasbeenarequest,"JudgeTaylorsaid,"thatthiscourtroombeclearedofspectators,oratleastofwomenandchildren,arequestthatwillbedeniedforthetimebeing.Peoplegenerallyseewhattheylookfor,andhearwhattheylistenfor,andtheyhavetherighttosubjecttheirchildrentoit,butIcanassureyouofonething:youwillreceivewhatyouseeandhearinsilenceoryouwillleavethiscourtroom,butyouwon'tleaveituntilthewholeboilingofyoucomebeforemeoncontemptcharges.Mr.Ewell,youwillkeepyourtestimonywithintheconfinesofChristianEnglishusage,ifthatispossible.Proceed,Mr.Gilmer."Mr.Ewellremindedmeofadeaf-mute.IwassurehehadneverheardthewordsJudgeTaylordirectedathim-hismouthstruggledsilentlywiththem-buttheirimportregisteredonhisface.

　　Smugnessfadedfromit,replacedbyadoggedearnestnessthatfooledJudgeTaylornotatall:aslongasMr.Ewellwasonthestand,thejudgekepthiseyesonhim,asifdaringhimtomakeafalsemove.

　　Mr.GilmerandAtticusexchangedglances.Atticuswassittingdownagain,hisfistrestedonhischeekandwecouldnotseehisface.Mr.

　　Gilmerlookedratherdesperate.AquestionfromJudgeTaylormadehimrelax:"Mr.Ewell,didyouseethedefendanthavingsexualintercoursewithyourdaughter?""Yes,Idid."Thespectatorswerequiet,butthedefendantsaidsomething.Atticuswhisperedtohim,andTomRobinsonwassilent.

　　"Yousayyouwereatthewindow?"askedMr.Gilmer.

　　"Yessir.""Howfarisitfromtheground?""'boutthreefoot.""Didyouhaveaclearviewoftheroom?""Yessir.""Howdidtheroomlook?""Well,itwasallslungabout,liketherewasafight.""Whatdidyoudowhenyousawthedefendant?""Well,Irunaroundthehousetogetin,butherunoutthefrontdoorjustaheadofme.Isawedwhohewas,allright.IwastoodistractedaboutMayellatorunafter'im.Iruninthehouseandshewaslyin'onthefloorsquallin'-""Thenwhatdidyoudo?""Why,IrunforTatequickasIcould.Iknowedwhoitwas,allright,liveddownyonderinthatnigger-nest,passedthehouseeveryday.Jedge,I'veaskedthiscountyforfifteenyearstocleanoutthatnestdownyonder,they'redangeroustolivearound'sidesdevaluin'myproperty-""Thankyou,Mr.Ewell,"saidMr.Gilmerhurriedly.

　　ThewitnessmadeahastydescentfromthestandandransmackintoAtticus,whohadrisentoquestionhim.JudgeTaylorpermittedthecourttolaugh.

　　"Justaminute,sir,"saidAtticusgenially."CouldIaskyouaquestionortwo?"Mr.Ewellbackedupintothewitnesschair,settledhimself,andregardedAtticuswithhaughtysuspicion,anexpressioncommontoMaycombCountywitnesseswhenconfrontedbyopposingcounsel.

　　"Mr.Ewell,"Atticusbegan,"folksweredoingalotofrunningthatnight.Let'ssee,yousayyourantothehouse,yourantothewindow,youraninside,yourantoMayella,youranforMr.Tate.

　　Didyou,duringallthisrunning,runforadoctor?""Wadn'tnoneedto.Iseenwhathappened.""Butthere'sonethingIdon'tunderstand,"saidAtticus."Weren'tyouconcernedwithMayella'scondition?""Imostpositivelywas,"saidMr.Ewell."Iseenwhodoneit.""No,Imeanherphysicalcondition.Didyounotthinkthenatureofherinjurieswarrantedimmediatemedicalattention?""What?""Didn'tyouthinksheshouldhavehadadoctor,immediately?"Thewitnesssaidheneverthoughtofit,hehadnevercalledadoctortoanyofhis'ninhislife,andifhehaditwouldhavecosthimfivedollars."Thatall?"heasked.

　　"Notquite,"saidAtticuscasually."Mr.Ewell,youheardthesheriff'stestimony,didn'tyou?""How'sthat?""YouwereinthecourtroomwhenMr.HeckTatewasonthestand,weren'tyou?Youheardeverythinghesaid,didn'tyou?"Mr.Ewellconsideredthemattercarefully,andseemedtodecidethatthequestionwassafe.

　　"Yes,"hesaid.

　　"DoyouagreewithhisdescriptionofMayella'sinjuries?""How'sthat?"AtticuslookedaroundatMr.Gilmerandsmiled.Mr.Ewellseemeddeterminednottogivethedefensethetimeofday.

　　"Mr.Tatetestifiedthatherrighteyewasblackened,thatshewasbeatenaroundthe-""Ohyeah,"saidthewitness."IholdwitheverythingTatesaid.""Youdo?"askedAtticusmildly."Ijustwanttomakesure."Hewenttothecourtreporter,saidsomething,andthereporterentertainedusforsomeminutesbyreadingMr.Tate'stestimonyasifitwerestock-marketquotations:"…whicheyeherleftohyesthat'dmakeitherrightitwasherrighteyeMr.FinchIremembernowshewasbunged."Heflippedthepage."UponthatsideofthefaceSheriffpleaserepeatwhatyousaiditwasherrighteyeIsaid-""Thankyou,Bert,"saidAtticus."Youhearditagain,Mr.Ewell.

　　Doyouhaveanythingtoaddtoit?Doyouagreewiththesheriff?""IholdswithTate.Hereyewasblackedandshewasmightybeatup."Thelittlemanseemedtohaveforgottenhisprevioushumiliationfromthebench.ItwasbecomingevidentthathethoughtAtticusaneasymatch.Heseemedtogrowruddyagain;hischestswelled,andoncemorehewasaredlittlerooster.Ithoughthe'dbursthisshirtatAtticus'snextquestion:

　　"Mr.Ewell,canyoureadandwrite?"Mr.Gilmerinterrupted."Objection,"hesaid."Can'tseewhatwitness'sliteracyhastodowiththecase,irrelevant'n'immaterial."JudgeTaylorwasabouttospeakbutAtticussaid,"Judge,ifyou'llallowthequestionplusanotheroneyou'llsoonsee.""Allright,let'ssee,"saidJudgeTaylor,"butmakesurewesee,Atticus.Overruled."Mr.GilmerseemedascuriousastherestofusastowhatbearingthestateofMr.Ewell'seducationhadonthecase.

　　"I'llrepeatthequestion,"saidAtticus."Canyoureadandwrite?""Imostpositivelycan.""Willyouwriteyournameandshowus?""Imostpositivelywill.HowdoyouthinkIsignmyreliefchecks?"Mr.Ewellwasendearinghimselftohisfellowcitizens.Thewhispersandchucklesbelowusprobablyhadtodowithwhatacardhewas.

　　Iwasbecomingnervous.Atticusseemedtoknowwhathewasdoing-butitseemedtomethathe'dgonefrog-stickingwithoutalight.

　　Never,never,never,oncross-examinationaskawitnessaquestionyoudon'talreadyknowtheanswerto,wasatenetIabsorbedwithmybaby-food.Doit,andyou'lloftengetanansweryoudon'twant,ananswerthatmightwreckyourcase.

　　Atticuswasreachingintotheinsidepocketofhiscoat.Hedrewoutanenvelope,thenreachedintohisvestpocketandunclippedhisfountainpen.Hemovedleisurely,andhadturnedsothathewasinfullviewofthejury.Heunscrewedthefountain-pencapandplaceditgentlyonhistable.Heshookthepenalittle,thenhandeditwiththeenvelopetothewitness."Wouldyouwriteyournameforus?"heasked."Clearlynow,sothejurycanseeyoudoit."Mr.EwellwroteonthebackoftheenvelopeandlookedupcomplacentlytoseeJudgeTaylorstaringathimasifheweresomefragrantgardeniainfullbloomonthewitnessstand,toseeMr.

　　Gilmerhalf-sitting,half-standingathistable.Thejurywaswatchinghim,onemanwasleaningforwardwithhishandsovertherailing.

　　"What'ssointerestin'?"heasked.

　　"You'releft-handed,Mr.Ewell,"saidJudgeTaylor.Mr.Ewellturnedangrilytothejudgeandsaidhedidn'tseewhathisbeingleft-handedhadtodowithit,thathewasaChrist-fearingmanandAtticusFinchwastakingadvantageofhim.TrickinglawyerslikeAtticusFinchtookadvantageofhimallthetimewiththeirtrickingways.Hehadtoldthemwhathappened,he'dsayitagainandagain-whichhedid.

　　NothingAtticusaskedhimafterthatshookhisstory,thathe'dlookedthroughthewindow,thenrantheniggeroff,thenranforthesheriff.

　　Atticusfinallydismissedhim.

　　Mr.Gilmeraskedhimonemorequestion."Aboutyourwritingwithyourlefthand,areyouambidextrous,Mr.Ewell?""Imostpositivelyamnot,Icanuseonehandgoodastheother.Onehandgoodastheother,"headded,glaringatthedefensetable.

　　Jemseemedtobehavingaquietfit.Hewaspoundingthebalconyrailsoftly,andoncehewhispered,"We'vegothim."Ididn'tthinkso:Atticuswastryingtoshow,itseemedtome,thatMr.EwellcouldhavebeatenupMayella.ThatmuchIcouldfollow.Ifherrighteyewasblackedandshewasbeatenmostlyontherightsideoftheface,itwouldtendtoshowthataleft-handedpersondidit.SherlockHolmesandJemFinchwouldagree.ButTomRobinsoncouldeasilybeleft-handed,too.LikeMr.HeckTate,Iimaginedapersonfacingme,wentthroughaswiftmentalpantomime,andconcludedthathemighthaveheldherwithhisrighthandandpoundedherwithhisleft.Ilookeddownathim.Hisbackwastous,butIcouldseehisbroadshouldersandbull-thickneck.Hecouldeasilyhavedoneit.

　　IthoughtJemwascountinghischickens.

　　18Butsomeonewasboomingagain.

　　"MayellaVioletEwell-!"Ayounggirlwalkedtothewitnessstand.Assheraisedherhandandsworethattheevidenceshegavewouldbethetruth,thewholetruth,andnothingbutthetruthsohelpherGod,sheseemedsomehowfragile-looking,butwhenshesatfacingusinthewitnesschairshebecamewhatshewas,athick-bodiedgirlaccustomedtostrenuouslabor.

　　InMaycombCounty,itwaseasytotellwhensomeonebathedregularly,asopposedtoyearlylavations:Mr.Ewellhadascaldedlook;asifanovernightsoakinghaddeprivedhimofprotectivelayersofdirt,hisskinappearedtobesensitivetotheelements.Mayellalookedasifshetriedtokeepclean,andIwasremindedoftherowofredgeraniumsintheEwellyard.

　　Mr.GilmeraskedMayellatotellthejuryinherownwordswhathappenedontheeveningofNovembertwenty-firstoflastyear,justinherownwords,please.

　　Mayellasatsilently.

　　"Wherewereyouatduskonthatevening?"beganMr.Gilmerpatiently.

　　"Ontheporch.""Whichporch?""Ain'tbutone,thefrontporch.""Whatwereyoudoingontheporch?""Nothin'."JudgeTaylorsaid,"Justtelluswhathappened.Youcandothat,can'tyou?"Mayellastaredathimandburstintotears.Shecoveredhermouthwithherhandsandsobbed.JudgeTaylorlethercryforawhile,thenhesaid,"That'senoughnow.Don'tbe'fraidofanybodyhere,aslongasyoutellthetruth.Allthisisstrangetoyou,Iknow,butyou'venothingtobeashamedofandnothingtofear.Whatareyouscaredof?"Mayellasaidsomethingbehindherhands."Whatwasthat?"askedthejudge.

　　"Him,"shesobbed,pointingatAtticus.

　　"Mr.Finch?"Shenoddedvigorously,saying,"Don'twanthimdoin'melikehedonePapa,tryin'tomakehimoutlefthanded…"JudgeTaylorscratchedhisthickwhitehair.Itwasplainthathehadneverbeenconfrontedwithaproblemofthiskind."Howoldareyou?"heasked.

　　"Nineteen-and-a-half,"Mayellasaid.

　　JudgeTaylorclearedhisthroatandtriedunsuccessfullytospeakinsoothingtones."Mr.Finchhasnoideaofscaringyou,"hegrowled,"andifhedid,I'mheretostophim.That'sonethingI'msittingupherefor.Nowyou'reabiggirl,soyoujustsitupstraightandtellthe-telluswhathappenedtoyou.Youcandothat,can'tyou?"IwhisperedtoJem,"Hasshegotgoodsense?"Jemwassquintingdownatthewitnessstand."Can'ttellyet,"hesaid."She'sgotenoughsensetogetthejudgesorryforher,butshemightbejust-oh,Idon'tknow."Mollified,MayellagaveAtticusafinalterrifiedglanceandsaidtoMr.Gilmer,"Wellsir,Iwasontheporchand-andhecamealongand,yousee,therewasthisoldchiffarobeintheyardPapa'dbroughtintochopupforkindlin'-PapatoldmetodoitwhilehewasoffinthewoodsbutIwadn'tfeelin'strongenoughthen,sohecameby-""Whois'he'?"MayellapointedtoTomRobinson."I'llhavetoaskyoutobemorespecific,please,"saidMr.Gilmer."Thereportercan'tputdowngesturesverywell.""That'nyonder,"shesaid."Robinson.""Thenwhathappened?""Isaidcomehere,nigger,andbustupthischiffarobeforme,Igottanickelforyou.Hecouldadoneiteasyenough,hecould.Sohecomeintheyardan'IwentinthehousetogethimthenickelandIturnedaroundan'foreIknewithewasonme.Justrunupbehindme,hedid.Hegotmeroundtheneck,cussin'mean'sayin'dirt-Ifought'n'hollered,buthehadmeroundtheneck.Hehitmeaginan'

　　agin-"Mr.GilmerwaitedforMayellatocollectherself:shehadtwistedherhandkerchiefintoasweatyrope;whensheopenedittowipeherfaceitwasamassofcreasesfromherhothands.ShewaitedforMr.

　　Gilmertoaskanotherquestion,butwhenhedidn't,shesaid,"-hechunkedmeontheflooran'chokedme'ntookadvantageofme.""Didyouscream?"askedMr.Gilmer."Didyouscreamandfightback?""ReckonIdid,holleredforallIwasworth,kickedandholleredloudasIcould.""Thenwhathappened?""Idon'tremembertoogood,butnextthingIknewPapawasintherooma'standingovermehollerin'whodoneit,whodoneit?ThenIsortafaintedan'thenextthingIknewMr.Tatewaspullin'meupoffathefloorandleadin'metothewaterbucket."ApparentlyMayella'srecitalhadgivenherconfidence,butitwasnotherfather'sbrashkind:therewassomethingstealthyabouthers,likeasteady-eyedcatwithatwitchytail.

　　"Yousayyoufoughthimoffashardasyoucould?Foughthimtoothandnail?"askedMr.Gilmer.

　　"Ipositivelydid,"Mayellaechoedherfather.

　　"Youarepositivethathetookfulladvantageofyou?"Mayella'sfacecontorted,andIwasafraidthatshewouldcryagain.

　　Instead,shesaid,"Hedonewhathewasafter."Mr.Gilmercalledattentiontothehotdaybywipinghisheadwithhishand."That'sallforthetimebeing,"hesaidpleasantly,"butyoustaythere.IexpectbigbadMr.Finchhassomequestionstoaskyou.""Statewillnotprejudicethewitnessagainstcounselforthedefense,"murmuredJudgeTaylorprimly,"atleastnotatthistime."Atticusgotupgrinningbutinsteadofwalkingtothewitnessstand,heopenedhiscoatandhookedhisthumbsinhisvest,thenhewalkedslowlyacrosstheroomtothewindows.Helookedout,butdidn'tseemespeciallyinterestedinwhathesaw,thenheturnedandstrolledbacktothewitnessstand.Fromlongyearsofexperience,Icouldtellhewastryingtocometoadecisionaboutsomething.

　　"MissMayella,"hesaid,smiling,"Iwon'ttrytoscareyouforawhile,notyet.Let'sjustgetacquainted.Howoldareyou?""SaidIwasnineteen,saidittothejudgeyonder."Mayellajerkedherheadresentfullyatthebench.

　　"Soyoudid,soyoudid,ma'am.You'llhavetobearwithme,MissMayella,I'mgettingalongandcan'trememberaswellasIusedto.

　　Imightaskyouthingsyou'vealreadysaidbefore,butyou'llgivemeananswer,won'tyou?Good."IcouldseenothinginMayella'sexpressiontojustifyAtticus'sassumptionthathehadsecuredherwholeheartedcooperation.Shewaslookingathimfuriously.

　　"Won'tanswerawordyousaylongasyoukeeponmockin'me,"shesaid.

　　"Ma'am?"askedAtticus,startled.

　　"Long'syoukeeponmakin'funo'me."JudgeTaylorsaid,"Mr.Finchisnotmakingfunofyou.What'sthematterwithyou?"MayellalookedfromunderloweredeyelidsatAtticus,butshesaidtothejudge:"Long'shekeepsoncallin'mema'amansayin'MissMayella.Idon'thaftatakehissass,Iain'tcalledupontotakeit."AtticusresumedhisstrolltothewindowsandletJudgeTaylorhandlethisone.JudgeTaylorwasnotthekindoffigurethateverevokedpity,butIdidfeelapangforhimashetriedtoexplain.

　　"That'sjustMr.Finch'sway,"hetoldMayella."We'vedonebusinessinthiscourtforyearsandyears,andMr.Finchisalwayscourteoustoeverybody.He'snottryingtomockyou,he'stryingtobepolite.

　　That'sjusthisway."Thejudgeleanedback."Atticus,let'sgetonwiththeseproceedings,andlettherecordshowthatthewitnesshasnotbeensassed,herviewstothecontrary."Iwonderedifanybodyhadevercalledher"ma'am,"or"MissMayella"inherlife;probablynot,asshetookoffensetoroutinecourtesy.

　　Whatonearthwasherlifelike?Isoonfoundout.

　　"Yousayyou'renineteen,"Atticusresumed."Howmanysistersandbrothershaveyou?"Hewalkedfromthewindowsbacktothestand.

　　"Seb'm,"shesaid,andIwonderediftheywerealllikethespecimenIhadseenthefirstdayIstartedtoschool.

　　"Youtheeldest?Theoldest?""Yes.""Howlonghasyourmotherbeendead?""Don'tknow-longtime.""Didyouevergotoschool?""Read'n'writegoodasPapayonder."MayellasoundedlikeaMr.JingleinabookIhadbeenreading.

　　"Howlongdidyougotoschool?""Twoyear-threeyear-dunno."SlowlybutsurelyIbegantoseethepatternofAtticus'squestions:

　　fromquestionsthatMr.Gilmerdidnotdeemsufficientlyirrelevantorimmaterialtoobjectto,AtticuswasquietlybuildingupbeforethejuryapictureoftheEwells'homelife.Thejurylearnedthefollowingthings:theirreliefcheckwasfarfromenoughtofeedthefamily,andtherewasstrongsuspicionthatPapadrankitupanyway-hesometimeswentoffintheswampfordaysandcamehomesick;theweatherwasseldomcoldenoughtorequireshoes,butwhenitwas,youcouldmakedandyonesfromstripsofoldtires;thefamilyhauleditswaterinbucketsfromaspringthatranoutatoneendofthedump-theykeptthesurroundingareaclearoftrash-anditwaseverybodyforhimselfasfaraskeepingcleanwent:ifyouwantedtowashyouhauledyourownwater;theyoungerchildrenhadperpetualcoldsandsufferedfromchronicground-itch;therewasaladywhocamearoundsometimesandaskedMayellawhyshedidn'tstayinschool-shewrotedowntheanswer;withtwomembersofthefamilyreadingandwriting,therewasnoneedfortherestofthemtolearn-Papaneededthemathome.

　　"MissMayella,"saidAtticus,inspiteofhimself,"anineteen-year-oldgirllikeyoumusthavefriends.Whoareyourfriends?"Thewitnessfrownedasifpuzzled."Friends?""Yes,don'tyouknowanyonenearyourage,orolder,oryounger?

　　Boysandgirls?Justordinaryfriends?"Mayella'shostility,whichhadsubsidedtogrudgingneutrality,flaredagain."Youmakin'funo'meagin,Mr.Finch?"Atticusletherquestionanswerhis.

　　"Doyouloveyourfather,MissMayella?"washisnext.

　　"Lovehim,whatchamean?""Imean,ishegoodtoyou,isheeasytogetalongwith?""Hedoestollable,'ceptwhen-""Exceptwhen?"Mayellalookedatherfather,whowassittingwithhischairtippedagainsttherailing.Hesatupstraightandwaitedforhertoanswer.

　　"Exceptwhennothin',"saidMayella."Isaidhedoestollable."Mr.Ewellleanedbackagain.

　　"Exceptwhenhe'sdrinking?"askedAtticussogentlythatMayellanodded.

　　"Doesheevergoafteryou?""Howyoumean?""Whenhe's-riled,hasheeverbeatenyou?"Mayellalookedaround,downatthecourtreporter,upatthejudge."Answerthequestion,MissMayella,"saidJudgeTaylor.

　　"Mypaw'snevertouchedahairo'myheadinmylife,"shedeclaredfirmly."Henevertouchedme."Atticus'sglasseshadslippedalittle,andhepushedthemuponhisnose."We'vehadagoodvisit,MissMayella,andnowIguesswe'dbettergettothecase.YousayyouaskedTomRobinsontocomechopupa-whatwasit?""Achiffarobe,aolddresserfullofdrawersononeside.""WasTomRobinsonwellknowntoyou?""Whaddyamean?""Imeandidyouknowwhohewas,wherehelived?"Mayellanodded."Iknowedwhohewas,hepassedthehouseeveryday.""Wasthisthefirsttimeyouaskedhimtocomeinsidethefence?"Mayellajumpedslightlyatthequestion.Atticuswasmakinghisslowpilgrimagetothewindows,ashehadbeendoing:hewouldaskaquestion,thenlookout,waitingforananswer.Hedidnotseeherinvoluntaryjump,butitseemedtomethatheknewshehadmoved.Heturnedaroundandraisedhiseyebrows."Was-"hebeganagain.

　　"Yesitwas.""Didn'tyoueveraskhimtocomeinsidethefencebefore?"Shewaspreparednow."Ididnot,Icertainlydidnot.""Onedidnot'senough,"saidAtticusserenely."Youneveraskedhimtodooddjobsforyoubefore?""Imighta,"concededMayella."Therewasseveralniggersaround.""Canyourememberanyotheroccasions?""No.""Allright,nowtowhathappened.YousaidTomRobinsonwasbehindyouintheroomwhenyouturnedaround,thatright?""Yes.""Yousaidhe'gotyouaroundtheneckcussingandsayingdirt'-isthatright?""'t'sright."Atticus'smemoryhadsuddenlybecomeaccurate."Yousay'hecaughtmeandchokedmeandtookadvantageofme'-isthatright?""That'swhatIsaid.""Doyourememberhimbeatingyouabouttheface?"Thewitnesshesitated.

　　"Youseemsureenoughthathechokedyou.Allthistimeyouwerefightingback,remember?You'kickedandholleredasloudasyoucould.'Doyourememberhimbeatingyouabouttheface?"Mayellawassilent.Sheseemedtobetryingtogetsomethingcleartoherself.IthoughtforamomentshewasdoingMr.HeckTate'sandmytrickofpretendingtherewasapersoninfrontofus.SheglancedatMr.Gilmer.

　　"It'saneasyquestion,MissMayella,soI'lltryagain.Doyourememberhimbeatingyouabouttheface?"Atticus'svoicehadlostitscomfortableness;hewasspeakinginhisarid,detachedprofessionalvoice."Doyourememberhimbeatingyouabouttheface?""No,Idon'trecollectifhehitme.ImeanyesIdo,hehitme.""Wasyourlastsentenceyouranswer?""Huh?Yes,hehit-Ijustdon'tremember,Ijustdon'tremember…itallhappenedsoquick."JudgeTaylorlookedsternlyatMayella."Don'tyoucry,youngwoman-"hebegan,butAtticussaid,"Lethercryifshewantsto,Judge.We'vegotallthetimeintheworld."MayellasniffedwrathfullyandlookedatAtticus."I'llansweranyquestionyougot-getmeupherean'mockme,willyou?I'llansweranyquestionyougot-""That'sfine,"saidAtticus."There'reonlyafewmore.MissMayella,nottobetedious,you'vetestifiedthatthedefendanthityou,grabbedyouaroundtheneck,chokedyou,andtookadvantageofyou.Iwantyoutobesureyouhavetherightman.Willyouidentifythemanwhorapedyou?""Iwill,that'shimrightyonder."Atticusturnedtothedefendant."Tom,standup.LetMissMayellahaveagoodlonglookatyou.Isthistheman,MissMayella?"TomRobinson'spowerfulshouldersrippledunderhisthinshirt.Herosetohisfeetandstoodwithhisrighthandonthebackofhischair.Helookedoddlyoffbalance,butitwasnotfromthewayhewasstanding.Hisleftarmwasfullytwelveinchesshorterthanhisright,andhungdeadathisside.Itendedinasmallshriveledhand,andfromasfarawayasthebalconyIcouldseethatitwasnousetohim.

　　"Scout,"breathedJem."Scout,look!Reverend,he'scrippled!"ReverendSykesleanedacrossmeandwhisperedtoJem."Hegotitcaughtinacottongin,caughtitinMr.DolphusRaymond'scottonginwhenhewasaboy…liketobledtodeath…toreallthemusclesloosefromhisbones-"Atticussaid,"Isthisthemanwhorapedyou?""Itmostcertainlyis."Atticus'snextquestionwasonewordlong."How?"Mayellawasraging."Idon'tknowhowhedoneit,buthedoneit-IsaiditallhappenedsofastI-""Nowlet'sconsiderthiscalmly-"beganAtticus,butMr.Gilmerinterruptedwithanobjection:hewasnotirrelevantorimmaterial,butAtticuswasbrowbeatingthewitness.

　　JudgeTaylorlaughedoutright."Ohsitdown,Horace,he'sdoingnothingofthesort.Ifanything,thewitness'sbrowbeatingAtticus."JudgeTaylorwastheonlypersoninthecourtroomwholaughed.

　　Eventhebabieswerestill,andIsuddenlywonderediftheyhadbeensmotheredattheirmothers'breasts.

　　"Now,"saidAtticus,"MissMayella,you'vetestifiedthatthedefendantchokedandbeatyou-youdidn'tsaythathesneakedupbehindyouandknockedyoucold,butyouturnedaroundandtherehewas-"Atticuswasbackbehindhistable,andheemphasizedhiswordsbytappinghisknucklesonit."-doyouwishtoreconsideranyofyourtestimony?""Youwantmetosaysomethingthatdidn'thappen?""Noma'am,Iwantyoutosaysomethingthatdidhappen.Tellusoncemore,please,whathappened?""Itold'jawhathappened.""Youtestifiedthatyouturnedaroundandtherehewas.Hechokedyouthen?""Yes.""Thenhereleasedyourthroatandhityou?""Isaidhedid.""Heblackedyourlefteyewithhisrightfist?""Iduckedandit-itglanced,that'swhatitdid.Iduckedanditglancedoff."Mayellahadfinallyseenthelight.

　　"You'rebecomingsuddenlyclearonthispoint.Awhileagoyoucouldn'tremembertoowell,couldyou?""Isaidhehitme.""Allright.Hechokedyou,hehityou,thenherapedyou,thatright?""Itmostcertainlyis.""You'reastronggirl,whatwereyoudoingallthetime,juststandingthere?""Itold'jaIhollered'n'kicked'n'fought-"Atticusreachedupandtookoffhisglasses,turnedhisgoodrighteyetothewitness,andrainedquestionsonher.JudgeTaylorsaid,"Onequestionatatime,Atticus.Givethewitnessachancetoanswer.""Allright,whydidn'tyourun?""Itried…""Triedto?Whatkeptyoufromit?""I-heslungmedown.That'swhathedid,heslungmedown'ngotontopofme.""Youwerescreamingallthistime?""Icertainlywas.""Thenwhydidn'ttheotherchildrenhearyou?Wherewerethey?Atthedump?""Wherewerethey?"Noanswer.

　　"Whydidn'tyourscreamsmakethemcomerunning?Thedump'scloserthanthewoods,isn'tit?"Noanswer.

　　"Ordidn'tyouscreamuntilyousawyourfatherinthewindow?Youdidn'tthinktoscreamuntilthen,didyou?"Noanswer.

　　"DidyouscreamfirstatyourfatherinsteadofatTomRobinson?Wasthatit?"Noanswer.

　　"Whobeatyouup?TomRobinsonoryourfather?"Noanswer.

　　"Whatdidyourfatherseeinthewindow,thecrimeofrapeorthebestdefensetoit?Whydon'tyoutellthetruth,child,didn'tBobEwellbeatyouup?"WhenAtticusturnedawayfromMayellahelookedlikehisstomachhurt,butMayella'sfacewasamixtureofterrorandfury.Atticussatdownwearilyandpolishedhisglasseswithhishandkerchief.

　　SuddenlyMayellabecamearticulate."Igotsomethin'tosay,"shesaid.

　　Atticusraisedhishead."Doyouwanttotelluswhathappened?"Butshedidnothearthecompassioninhisinvitation."Igotsomethin'tosayan'thenIain'tgonnasaynomore.Thatniggeryondertookadvantageofmean'ifyoufinefancygentlemendon'twantadonothin'aboutitthenyou'reallyellowstinkin'cowards,stinkin'cowards,thelotofyou.Yourfancyairsdon'tcometonothin'-yourma'amin'andMissMayellerin'don'tcometonothin',Mr.

　　Finch-"Thensheburstintorealtears.Hershouldersshookwithangrysobs.

　　Shewasasgoodasherword.Sheanswerednomorequestions,evenwhenMr.Gilmertriedtogetherbackonthetrack.Iguessifshehadn'tbeensopoorandignorant,JudgeTaylorwouldhaveputherunderthejailforthecontemptshehadshowneverybodyinthecourtroom.

　　Somehow,Atticushadhitherhardinawaythatwasnotcleartome,butitgavehimnopleasuretodoso.Hesatwithhisheaddown,andIneversawanybodyglareatanyonewiththehatredMayellashowedwhensheleftthestandandwalkedbyAtticus'stable.

　　WhenMr.GilmertoldJudgeTaylorthatthestaterested,JudgeTaylorsaid,"It'stimewealldid.We'lltaketenminutes."AtticusandMr.Gilmermetinfrontofthebenchandwhispered,thentheyleftthecourtroombyadoorbehindthewitnessstand,whichwasasignalforusalltostretch.IdiscoveredthatIhadbeensittingontheedgeofthelongbench,andIwassomewhatnumb.Jemgotupandyawned,Dilldidlikewise,andReverendSykeswipedhisfaceonhishat.Thetemperaturewasaneasyninety,hesaid.

　　Mr.BraxtonUnderwood,whohadbeensittingquietlyinachairreservedforthePress,soakinguptestimonywithhisspongeofabrain,allowedhisbittereyestoroveoverthecoloredbalcony,andtheymetmine.Hegaveasnortandlookedaway.

　　"Jem,"Isaid,"Mr.Underwood'sseenus.""That'sokay.Hewon'ttellAtticus,he'lljustputitonthesocialsideoftheTribune."JemturnedbacktoDill,explaining,Isuppose,thefinerpointsofthetrialtohim,butIwonderedwhattheywere.TherehadbeennolengthydebatesbetweenAtticusandMr.

　　Gilmeronanypoints;Mr.Gilmerseemedtobeprosecutingalmostreluctantly;witnesseshadbeenledbythenoseasassesare,withfewobjections.ButAtticushadoncetoldusthatinJudgeTaylor'scourtanylawyerwhowasastrictconstructionistonevidenceusuallywoundupreceivingstrictinstructionsfromthebench.HedistilledthisformetomeanthatJudgeTaylormightlooklazyandoperateinhissleep,buthewasseldomreversed,andthatwastheproofofthepudding.Atticussaidhewasagoodjudge.

　　PresentlyJudgeTaylorreturnedandclimbedintohisswivelchair.

　　Hetookacigarfromhisvestpocketandexamineditthoughtfully.IpunchedDill.Havingpassedthejudge'sinspection,thecigarsufferedaviciousbite."Wecomedownsometimestowatchhim,"Iexplained.

　　"It'sgonnatakehimtherestoftheafternoon,now.Youwatch."Unawareofpublicscrutinyfromabove,JudgeTaylordisposedoftheseveredendbypropellingitexpertlytohislipsandsaying,"Fhluck!"Hehitaspittoonsosquarelywecouldhearitslosh."Bethewashellwithaspitball,"murmuredDill.

　　Asarule,arecessmeantageneralexodus,buttodaypeopleweren'tmoving.EventheIdlerswhohadfailedtoshameyoungermenfromtheirseatshadremainedstandingalongthewalls.IguessMr.HeckTatehadreservedthecountytoiletforcourtofficials.

　　AtticusandMr.Gilmerreturned,andJudgeTaylorlookedathiswatch."It'sgettin'ontofour,"hesaid,whichwasintriguing,asthecourthouseclockmusthavestruckthehouratleasttwice.Ihadnothearditorfeltitsvibrations.

　　"Shallwetrytowindupthisafternoon?"askedJudgeTaylor."How'boutit,Atticus?""Ithinkwecan,"saidAtticus.

　　"Howmanywitnessesyougot?""One.""Well,callhim."19ThomasRobinsonreachedaround,ranhisfingersunderhisleftarmandliftedit.HeguidedhisarmtotheBibleandhisrubber-likelefthandsoughtcontactwiththeblackbinding.Asheraisedhisrighthand,theuselessoneslippedofftheBibleandhittheclerk'stable.

　　HewastryingagainwhenJudgeTaylorgrowled,"That'lldo,Tom."Tomtooktheoathandsteppedintothewitnesschair.Atticusveryquicklyinducedhimtotellus:

　　Tomwastwenty-fiveyearsofage;hewasmarriedwiththreechildren;hehadbeenintroublewiththelawbefore:heoncereceivedthirtydaysfordisorderlyconduct.

　　"Itmusthavebeendisorderly,"saidAtticus."Whatdiditconsistof?""Gotinafightwithanotherman,hetriedtocutme.""Didhesucceed?""Yessuh,alittle,notenoughtohurt.Yousee,I-"Tommovedhisleftshoulder.

　　"Yes,"saidAtticus."Youwerebothconvicted?""Yessuh,Ihadtoserve'causeIcouldn'tpaythefine.Otherfellowpaidhis'n."DillleanedacrossmeandaskedJemwhatAtticuswasdoing.JemsaidAtticuswasshowingthejurythatTomhadnothingtohide.

　　"WereyouacquaintedwithMayellaVioletEwell?"askedAtticus.

　　"Yessuh,Ihadtopassherplacegoin'toandfromthefieldeveryday.""Whosefield?""IpicksforMr.LinkDeas.""WereyoupickingcottoninNovember?""Nosuh,Iworksinhisyardfallan'wintertime.Iworksprettysteadyforhimallyearround,he'sgotalotofpecantrees'nthings.""YousayyouhadtopasstheEwellplacetogettoandfromwork.Isthereanyotherwaytogo?""Nosuh,none'sIknowof.""Tom,didsheeverspeaktoyou?""Why,yessuh,I'dtipm'hatwhenI'dgoby,andonedaysheaskedmetocomeinsidethefenceandbustupachiffarobeforher.""Whendidsheaskyoutochopupthe-thechiffarobe?""Mr.Finch,itwaswaylastspring.Irememberitbecauseitwaschoppin'timeandIhadmyhoewithme.IsaidIdidn'thavenothin'

　　butthishoe,butshesaidshehadahatchet.ShegivemethehatchetandIbrokeupthechiffarobe.Shesaid,'IreckonI'llhaftagiveyouanickel,won'tI?'an'Isaid,'Noma'am,thereain'tnocharge.'ThenIwenthome.Mr.Finch,thatwaswaylastspring,wayoverayearago.""Didyouevergoontheplaceagain?""Yessuh.""When?""Well,Iwentlotsoftimes."JudgeTaylorinstinctivelyreachedforhisgavel,butlethishandfall.Themurmurbelowusdiedwithouthishelp.

　　"Underwhatcircumstances?""Please,suh?""Whydidyougoinsidethefencelotsoftimes?"TomRobinson'sforeheadrelaxed."She'dcallmein,suh.SeemedlikeeverytimeIpassedbyyondershe'dhavesomelittlesomethin'formetodo-choppin'kindlin',totin'waterforher.Shewateredthemredflowerseveryday-""Wereyoupaidforyourservices?""Nosuh,notaftersheofferedmeanickelthefirsttime.Iwasgladtodoit,Mr.Ewelldidn'tseemtohelphernone,andneitherdidthechillun,andIknowedshedidn'thavenonickelstospare.""Whereweretheotherchildren?""Theywasalwaysaround,allovertheplace.They'dwatchmework,someof'em,someof'em'dsetinthewindow.""WouldMissMayellatalktoyou?""Yessir,shetalkedtome."AsTomRobinsongavehistestimony,itcametomethatMayellaEwellmusthavebeentheloneliestpersonintheworld.ShewasevenlonelierthanBooRadley,whohadnotbeenoutofthehouseintwenty-fiveyears.WhenAtticusaskedhadsheanyfriends,sheseemednottoknowwhathemeant,thenshethoughthewasmakingfunofher.Shewasassad,Ithought,aswhatJemcalledamixedchild:

　　whitepeoplewouldn'thaveanythingtodowithherbecauseshelivedamongpigs;Negroeswouldn'thaveanythingtodowithherbecauseshewaswhite.Shecouldn'tlivelikeMr.DolphusRaymond,whopreferredthecompanyofNegroes,becauseshedidn'townariverbankandshewasn'tfromafineoldfamily.Nobodysaid,"That'sjusttheirway,"abouttheEwells.MaycombgavethemChristmasbaskets,welfaremoney,andthebackofitshand.TomRobinsonwasprobablytheonlypersonwhowaseverdecenttoher.Butshesaidhetookadvantageofher,andwhenshestoodupshelookedathimasifheweredirtbeneathherfeet.

　　"Didyouever,"Atticusinterruptedmymeditations,"atanytime,goontheEwellproperty-didyoueversetfootontheEwellpropertywithoutanexpressinvitationfromoneofthem?""Nosuh,Mr.Finch,Ineverdid.Iwouldn'tdothat,suh."Atticussometimessaidthatonewaytotellwhetherawitnesswaslyingortellingthetruthwastolistenratherthanwatch:Iappliedhistest-Tomdenieditthreetimesinonebreath,butquietly,withnohintofwhininginhisvoice,andIfoundmyselfbelievinghiminspiteofhisprotestingtoomuch.HeseemedtobearespectableNegro,andarespectableNegrowouldnevergoupintosomebody'syardofhisownvolition.

　　"Tom,whathappenedtoyouontheeveningofNovembertwenty-firstoflastyear?"Belowus,thespectatorsdrewacollectivebreathandleanedforward.Behindus,theNegroesdidthesame.

　　Tomwasablack-velvetNegro,notshiny,butsoftblackvelvet.

　　Thewhitesofhiseyesshoneinhisface,andwhenhespokewesawflashesofhisteeth.Ifhehadbeenwhole,hewouldhavebeenafinespecimenofaman.

　　"Mr.Finch,"hesaid,"Iwasgoin'homeasusualthatevenin',an'

　　whenIpassedtheEwellplaceMissMayellawereontheporch,likeshesaidshewere.Itseemedrealquietlike,an'Ididn'tquiteknowwhy.

　　Iwasstudyin'why,justpassin'by,whenshesaysformetocomethereandhelpheraminute.Well,Iwentinsidethefencean'

　　lookedaroundforsomekindlin'toworkon,butIdidn'tseenone,andshesays,'Naw,Igotsomethin'foryoutodointhehouse.Th'olddoor'soffitshingesan'fall'scomin'onprettyfast.'Isaidyougotascrewdriver,MissMayella?Shesaidshesho'had.Well,Iwentupthestepsan'shemotionedmetocomeinside,andIwentinthefrontrooman'lookedatthedoor.IsaidMissMayella,thisdoorlookallright.Ipulleditback'nforthandthosehingeswasallright.

　　Thensheshetthedoorinmyface.Mr.Finch,Iwaswonderin'whyitwassoquietlike,an'itcometomethatthereweren'tachileontheplace,notaoneof'em,andIsaidMissMayella,wherethechillun?"Tom'sblackvelvetskinhadbeguntoshine,andheranhishandoverhisface.

　　"Isaywherethechillun?"hecontinued,"an'shesays-shewaslaughin',sortof-shesaystheyallgonetotowntogeticecreams.

　　Shesays,'tookmeaslapyeartosaveseb'mnickels,butIdoneit.

　　Theyallgonetotown.'"Tom'sdiscomfortwasnotfromthehumidity."Whatdidyousaythen,Tom?"askedAtticus.

　　"Isaidsomethin'like,whyMissMayella,that'srightsmarto'youtotreat'em.An'shesaid,'Youthinkso?'Idon'tthinksheunderstoodwhatIwasthinkin'-Imeantitwassmartofhertosavelikethat,an'niceofhertotreatem.""Iunderstandyou,Tom.Goon,"saidAtticus.

　　"Well,IsaidIbestbegoin',Icouldn'tdonothin'forher,an'

　　shesaysohyesIcould,an'Iaskherwhat,andshesaystojuststeponthatchairyonderan'gitthatboxdownfromontopofthechiffarobe.""Notthesamechiffarobeyoubustedup?"askedAtticus.

　　Thewitnesssmiled."Nawsuh,anotherone.Mostastallastheroom.

　　SoIdonewhatshetoldme,an'Iwasjustreachin'whenthenextthingIknowsshe-she'dgrabbedmeroundthelegs,grabbedmeroundth'legs,Mr.Finch.ShescaredmesobadIhoppeddownan'turnedthechairover-thatwastheonlything,onlyfurniture,'sturbedinthatroom,Mr.Finch,whenIleftit.Iswear'foreGod.""Whathappenedafteryouturnedthechairover?"TomRobinsonhadcometoadeadstop.HeglancedatAtticus,thenatthejury,thenatMr.Underwoodsittingacrosstheroom.

　　"Tom,you'resworntotellthewholetruth.Willyoutellit?"Tomranhishandnervouslyoverhismouth.

　　"Whathappenedafterthat?""Answerthequestion,"saidJudgeTaylor.One-thirdofhiscigarhadvanished.

　　"Mr.Finch,Igotdownoffathatchairan'turnedaroundan'shesortajumpedonme.""Jumpedonyou?Violently?""Nosuh,she-shehuggedme.Shehuggedmeroundthewaist."ThistimeJudgeTaylor'sgavelcamedownwithabang,andasitdidtheoverheadlightswentoninthecourtroom.Darknesshadnotcome,buttheafternoonsunhadleftthewindows.JudgeTaylorquicklyrestoredorder.

　　"Thenwhatdidshedo?"Thewitnessswallowedhard."Shereachedupan'kissedme'sideofth'face.Shesayssheneverkissedagrownmanbeforean'shemightaswellkissanigger.Shesayswhatherpapadotoherdon'tcount.

　　Shesays,'Kissmeback,nigger.'IsayMissMayellalemmeoutaherean'triedtorunbutshegotherbacktothedooran'I'dahadtopushher.Ididn'twantaharmher,Mr.Finch,an'Isaylemmepass,butjustwhenIsayitMr.Ewellyonderholleredthroughth'window.""Whatdidhesay?"TomRobinsonswallowedagain,andhiseyeswidened."Somethin'notfittin'tosay-notfittin'forthesefolks'nchilluntohear-""Whatdidhesay,Tom?Youmusttellthejurywhathesaid."TomRobinsonshuthiseyestight."Hesaysyougoddamnwhore,I'llkillya.""Thenwhathappened?""Mr.Finch,Iwasrunnin'sofastIdidn'tknowwhathappened.""Tom,didyourapeMayellaEwell?""Ididnot,suh.""Didyouharmherinanyway?""Ididnot,suh.""Didyouresistheradvances?""Mr.Finch,Itried.Itriedto'thoutbein'uglytoher.Ididn'twantabeugly,Ididn'twantapushherornothin'."Itoccurredtomethatintheirownway,TomRobinson'smannerswereasgoodasAtticus's.Untilmyfatherexplainedittomelater,IdidnotunderstandthesubtletyofTom'spredicament:hewouldnothavedaredstrikeawhitewomanunderanycircumstancesandexpecttolivelong,sohetookthefirstopportunitytorun-asuresignofguilt.

　　"Tom,gobackoncemoretoMr.Ewell,"saidAtticus."Didhesayanythingtoyou?""Notanything,suh.Hemightasaidsomethin',butIweren'tthere-""That'lldo,"Atticuscutinsharply."Whatyoudidhear,whowashetalkingto?""Mr.Finch,heweretalkin'andlookin'atMissMayella.""Thenyouran?""Isho'did,suh.""Whydidyourun?""Iwasscared,suh.""Whywereyouscared?""Mr.Finch,ifyouwasaniggerlikeme,you'dbescared,too."Atticussatdown.Mr.Gilmerwasmakinghiswaytothewitnessstand,butbeforehegotthereMr.LinkDeasrosefromtheaudienceandannounced:

　　"Ijustwantthewholelotofyoutoknowonethingrightnow.

　　Thatboy'sworkedformeeightyearsan'Iain'thadaspecko'troubleoutahim.Notaspeck.""Shutyourmouth,sir!"JudgeTaylorwaswideawakeandroaring.

　　Hewasalsopinkintheface.Hisspeechwasmiraculouslyunimpairedbyhiscigar."LinkDeas,"heyelled,"ifyouhaveanythingyouwanttosayyoucansayitunderoathandatthepropertime,butuntilthenyougetoutofthisroom,youhearme?Getoutofthisroom,sir,youhearme?I'llbedamnedifI'lllistentothiscaseagain!"JudgeTaylorlookeddaggersatAtticus,asifdaringhimtospeak,butAtticushadduckedhisheadandwaslaughingintohislap.IrememberedsomethinghehadsaidaboutJudgeTaylor'sexcathedraremarkssometimesexceedinghisduty,butthatfewlawyerseverdidanythingaboutthem.IlookedatJem,butJemshookhishead."Itain'tlikeoneofthejurymengotupandstartedtalking,"hesaid."Ithinkit'dbedifferentthen.Mr.Linkwasjustdisturbin'thepeaceorsomething."JudgeTaylortoldthereportertoexpungeanythinghehappenedtohavewrittendownafterMr.Finchifyouwereaniggerlikemeyou'dbescaredtoo,andtoldthejurytodisregardtheinterruption.Helookedsuspiciouslydownthemiddleaisleandwaited,Isuppose,forMr.LinkDeastoeffecttotaldeparture.Thenhesaid,"Goahead,Mr.Gilmer.""Youweregiventhirtydaysoncefordisorderlyconduct,Robinson?"askedMr.Gilmer.

　　"Yessuh.""What'dtheniggerlooklikewhenyougotthroughwithhim?""Hebeatme,Mr.Gilmer.""Yes,butyouwereconvicted,weren'tyou?"Atticusraisedhishead."Itwasamisdemeanorandit'sintherecord,Judge."Ithoughthesoundedtired.

　　"Witness'llanswer,though,"saidJudgeTaylor,justaswearily.

　　"Yessuh,Igotthirtydays."IknewthatMr.GilmerwouldsincerelytellthejurythatanyonewhowasconvictedofdisorderlyconductcouldeasilyhavehaditinhishearttotakeadvantageofMayellaEwell,thatwastheonlyreasonhecared.Reasonslikethathelped.

　　"Robinson,you'reprettygoodatbustingupchiffarobesandkindlingwithonehand,aren'tyou?""Yes,suh,Ireckonso.""Strongenoughtochokethebreathoutofawomanandslinghertothefloor?""Ineverdonethat,suh.""Butyouarestrongenoughto?""Ireckonso,suh.""Hadyoureyeonheralongtime,hadn'tyou,boy?""Nosuh,Ineverlookedather.""Thenyouweremightypolitetodoallthatchoppingandhaulingforher,weren'tyou,boy?""Iwasjusttryin'tohelpherout,suh.""Thatwasmightygenerousofyou,youhadchoresathomeafteryourregularwork,didn'tyou?""Yessuh.""Whydidn'tyoudotheminsteadofMissEwell's?""Idone'emboth,suh.""Youmusthavebeenprettybusy.Why?""Whywhat,suh?""Whywereyousoanxioustodothatwoman'schores?"TomRobinsonhesitated,searchingforananswer."Lookedlikeshedidn'thavenobodytohelpher,likeIsays-""WithMr.Ewellandsevenchildrenontheplace,boy?""Well,Isaysitlookedliketheyneverhelphernone-""Youdidallthischoppingandworkfromsheergoodness,boy?""Triedtohelpher,Isays."Mr.Gilmersmiledgrimlyatthejury."You'reamightygoodfellow,itseems-didallthisfornotonepenny?""Yes,suh.Ifeltrightsorryforher,sheseemedtotrymore'ntherestof'em-""Youfeltsorryforher,youfeltsorryforher?"Mr.Gilmerseemedreadytorisetotheceiling.

　　Thewitnessrealizedhismistakeandshifteduncomfortablyinthechair.Butthedamagewasdone.Belowus,nobodylikedTomRobinson'sanswer.Mr.Gilmerpausedalongtimetoletitsinkin.

　　"Nowyouwentbythehouseasusual,lastNovembertwenty-first,"hesaid,"andsheaskedyoutocomeinandbustupachiffarobe?""Nosuh.""Doyoudenythatyouwentbythehouse?""Nosuh-shesaidshehadsomethin'formetodoinsidethehouse-""Shesayssheaskedyoutobustupachiffarobe,isthatright?""Nosuh,itain't.""Thenyousayshe'slying,boy?"Atticuswasonhisfeet,butTomRobinsondidn'tneedhim."Idon'tsayshe'slyin',Mr.Gilmer,Isayshe'smistakeninhermind."Tothenexttenquestions,asMr.GilmerreviewedMayella'sversionofevents,thewitness'ssteadyanswerwasthatshewasmistakeninhermind.

　　"Didn'tMr.Ewellrunyouofftheplace,boy?""Nosuh,Idon'tthinkhedid.""Don'tthink,whatdoyoumean?""ImeanIdidn'tstaylongenoughforhimtorunmeoff.""You'reverycandidaboutthis,whydidyourunsofast?""IsaysIwasscared,suh.""Ifyouhadaclearconscience,whywereyouscared?""LikeIsaysbefore,itweren'tsafeforanyniggertobeina-fixlikethat.""Butyouweren'tinafix-youtestifiedthatyouwereresistingMissEwell.Wereyousoscaredthatshe'dhurtyou,youran,abigbucklikeyou?""Nosuh,I'sscaredI'dbeincourt,justlikeIamnow.""Scaredofarrest,scaredyou'dhavetofaceuptowhatyoudid?""Nosuh,scaredI'dhaftafaceuptowhatIdidn'tdo.""Areyoubeingimpudenttome,boy?""Nosuh,Ididn'tgotobe."ThiswasasmuchasIheardofMr.Gilmer'scross-examination,becauseJemmademetakeDillout.ForsomereasonDillhadstartedcryingandcouldn'tstop;quietlyatfirst,thenhissobswereheardbyseveralpeopleinthebalcony.JemsaidifIdidn'tgowithhimhe'dmakeme,andReverendSykessaidI'dbettergo,soIwent.Dillhadseemedtobeallrightthatday,nothingwrongwithhim,butIguessedhehadn'tfullyrecoveredfromrunningaway.

　　"Ain'tyoufeelinggood?"Iasked,whenwereachedthebottomofthestairs.

　　Dilltriedtopullhimselftogetheraswerandownthesouthsteps.Mr.LinkDeaswasalonelyfigureonthetopstep."Anythinghappenin',Scout?"heaskedaswewentby."Nosir,"Iansweredovermyshoulder."Dillhere,he'ssick.""Comeonoutunderthetrees,"Isaid."Heatgotyou,Iexpect."Wechosethefattestliveoakandwesatunderit.

　　"ItwasjusthimIcouldn'tstand,"Dillsaid.

　　"Who,Tom?""ThatoldMr.Gilmerdoin'himthataway,talkingsohatefultohim-""Dill,that'shisjob.Why,ifwedidn'thaveprosecutors-well,wecouldn'thavedefenseattorneys,Ireckon."Dillexhaledpatiently."Iknowallthat,Scout.Itwasthewayhesaiditmademesick,plainsick.""He'ssupposedtoactthatway,Dill,hewascross-""Hedidn'tactthatwaywhen-""Dill,thosewerehisownwitnesses.""Well,Mr.Finchdidn'tactthatwaytoMayellaandoldmanEwellwhenhecross-examinedthem.Thewaythatmancalledhim'boy'allthetimean'sneeredathim,an'lookedaroundatthejuryeverytimeheanswered-""Well,Dill,afterallhe'sjustaNegro.""Idon'tcareonespeck.Itain'tright,somehowitain'trighttodo'emthatway.Hasn'tanybodygotanybusinesstalkin'likethat-itjustmakesmesick.""That'sjustMr.Gilmer'sway,Dill,hedoes'emallthatway.

　　You'veneverseenhimgetgood'ndownononeyet.Why,when-well,todayMr.Gilmerseemedtomelikehewasn'thalftrying.Theydo'emallthatway,mostlawyers,Imean.""Mr.Finchdoesn't.""He'snotanexample,Dill,he's-"IwastryingtogropeinmymemoryforasharpphraseofMissMaudieAtkinson's.Ihadit:"He'sthesameinthecourtroomasheisonthepublicstreets.""That'snotwhatImean,"saidDill.

　　"Iknowwhatyoumean,boy,"saidavoicebehindus.Wethoughtitcamefromthetree-trunk,butitbelongedtoMr.DolphusRaymond.Hepeeredaroundthetrunkatus."Youaren'tthin-hided,itjustmakesyousick,doesn'tit?"20"Comeonroundhere,son,Igotsomethingthat'llsettleyourstomach."AsMr.DolphusRaymondwasanevilmanIacceptedhisinvitationreluctantly,butIfollowedDill.Somehow,Ididn'tthinkAtticuswouldlikeitifwebecamefriendlywithMr.Raymond,andIknewAuntAlexandrawouldn't.

　　"Here,"hesaid,offeringDillhispapersackwithstrawsinit.

　　"Takeagoodsip,it'llquietenyou."Dillsuckedonthestraws,smiled,andpulledatlength.

　　"Heehee,"saidMr.Raymond,evidentlytakingdelightincorruptingachild.

　　"Dill,youwatchout,now,"Iwarned.

　　Dillreleasedthestrawsandgrinned."Scout,it'snothingbutCoca-Cola."Mr.Raymondsatupagainstthetree-trunk.Hehadbeenlyingonthegrass."Youlittlefolkswon'ttellonmenow,willyou?It'druinmyreputationifyoudid.""Youmeanallyoudrinkinthatsack'sCoca-Cola?JustplainCoca-Cola?""Yesma'am,"Mr.Raymondnodded.Ilikedhissmell:itwasofleather,horses,cottonseed.HeworetheonlyEnglishridingbootsIhadeverseen."That'sallIdrink,mostofthetime.""Thenyoujustpretendyou'rehalf-?Ibegyourpardon,sir,"Icaughtmyself."Ididn'tmeantobe-"Mr.Raymondchuckled,notatalloffended,andItriedtoframeadiscreetquestion:"Whydoyoudolikeyoudo?""Wh-ohyes,youmeanwhydoIpretend?Well,it'sverysimple,"hesaid."Somefolksdon't-likethewayIlive.NowIcouldsaythehellwith'em,Idon'tcareiftheydon'tlikeit.IdosayIdon'tcareiftheydon'tlikeit,rightenough-butIdon'tsaythehellwith'em,see?"DillandIsaid,"Nosir.""Itrytogive'emareason,yousee.Ithelpsfolksiftheycanlatchontoareason.WhenIcometotown,whichisseldom,ifIweavealittleanddrinkoutofthissack,folkscansayDolphusRaymond'sintheclutchesofwhiskey-that'swhyhewon'tchangehisways.Hecan'thelphimself,that'swhyhelivesthewayhedoes.""Thatain'thonest,Mr.Raymond,makingyourselfoutbadder'nyouarealready-""Itain'thonestbutit'smightyhelpfultofolks.Secretly,MissFinch,I'mnotmuchofadrinker,butyouseetheycouldnever,neverunderstandthatIlivelikeIdobecausethat'sthewayIwanttolive."IhadafeelingthatIshouldn'tbeherelisteningtothissinfulmanwhohadmixedchildrenanddidn'tcarewhoknewit,buthewasfascinating.Ihadneverencounteredabeingwhodeliberatelyperpetratedfraudagainsthimself.Butwhyhadheentrusteduswithhisdeepestsecret?Iaskedhimwhy.

　　"Becauseyou'rechildrenandyoucanunderstandit,"hesaid,"andbecauseIheardthatone-"HejerkedhisheadatDill:"Thingshaven'tcaughtupwiththatone'sinstinctyet.Lethimgetalittleolderandhewon'tgetsickandcry.Maybethings'llstrikehimasbeing-notquiteright,say,buthewon'tcry,notwhenhegetsafewyearsonhim.""Cryaboutwhat,Mr.Raymond?"Dill'smalenesswasbeginningtoassertitself.

　　"Cryaboutthesimplehellpeoplegiveotherpeople-withouteventhinking.Cryaboutthehellwhitepeoplegivecoloredfolks,withoutevenstoppingtothinkthatthey'repeople,too.""Atticussayscheatin'acoloredmanistentimesworsethancheatin'awhiteman,"Imuttered."Saysit'stheworstthingyoucando."Mr.Raymondsaid,"Idon'treckonit's-MissJeanLouise,youdon'tknowyourpa'snotarun-of-the-millman,it'lltakeafewyearsforthattosinkin-youhaven'tseenenoughoftheworldyet.Youhaven'tevenseenthistown,butallyougottadoisstepbackinsidethecourthouse."WhichremindedmethatweweremissingnearlyallofMr.Gilmer'scross-examination.Ilookedatthesun,anditwasdroppingfastbehindthestore-topsonthewestsideofthesquare.Betweentwofires,IcouldnotdecidewhichIwantedtojumpinto:Mr.Raymondorthe5thJudicialCircuitCourt."C'mon,Dill,"Isaid."Youallright,now?""Yeah.Gladt'vemetcha,Mr.Raymond,andthanksforthedrink,itwasmightysettlin'."Weracedbacktothecourthouse,upthesteps,uptwoflightsofstairs,andedgedourwayalongthebalconyrail.ReverendSykeshadsavedourseats.

　　Thecourtroomwasstill,andagainIwonderedwherethebabieswere.

　　JudgeTaylor'scigarwasabrownspeckinthecenterofhismouth;Mr.

　　Gilmerwaswritingononeoftheyellowpadsonhistable,tryingtooutdothecourtreporter,whosehandwasjerkingrapidly."Shoot,"Imuttered,"wemissedit."Atticuswashalfwaythroughhisspeechtothejury.Hehadevidentlypulledsomepapersfromhisbriefcasethatrestedbesidehischair,becausetheywereonhistable.TomRobinsonwastoyingwiththem.

　　"…absenceofanycorroborativeevidence,thismanwasindictedonacapitalchargeandisnowontrialforhislife…"IpunchedJem."Howlong'shebeenatit?""He'sjustgoneovertheevidence,"Jemwhispered,"andwe'regonnawin,Scout.Idon'tseehowwecan't.He'sbeenatit'boutfiveminutes.Hemadeitasplainandeasyas-well,asI'daexplainedittoyou.Youcould'veunderstoodit,even.""DidMr.Gilmer-?""Sh-h.Nothingnew,justtheusual.Hushnow."Welookeddownagain.Atticuswasspeakingeasily,withthekindofdetachmentheusedwhenhedictatedaletter.Hewalkedslowlyupanddowninfrontofthejury,andthejuryseemedtobeattentive:

　　theirheadswereup,andtheyfollowedAtticus'sroutewithwhatseemedtobeappreciation.IguessitwasbecauseAtticuswasn'tathunderer.

　　Atticuspaused,thenhedidsomethinghedidn'tordinarilydo.Heunhitchedhiswatchandchainandplacedthemonthetable,saying,"Withthecourt'spermission-"JudgeTaylornodded,andthenAtticusdidsomethingIneversawhimdobeforeorsince,inpublicorinprivate:heunbuttonedhisvest,unbuttonedhiscollar,loosenedhistie,andtookoffhiscoat.Heneverloosenedascrapofhisclothinguntilheundressedatbedtime,andtoJemandme,thiswastheequivalentofhimstandingbeforeusstarknaked.Weexchangedhorrifiedglances.

　　Atticusputhishandsinhispockets,andashereturnedtothejury,Isawhisgoldcollarbuttonandthetipsofhispenandpencilwinkinginthelight.

　　"Gentlemen,"hesaid.JemandIagainlookedateachother:

　　Atticusmighthavesaid,"Scout."Hisvoicehadlostitsaridity,itsdetachment,andhewastalkingtothejuryasiftheywerefolksonthepostofficecorner.

　　"Gentlemen,"hewassaying,"Ishallbebrief,butIwouldliketousemyremainingtimewithyoutoremindyouthatthiscaseisnotadifficultone,itrequiresnominutesiftingofcomplicatedfacts,butitdoesrequireyoutobesurebeyondallreasonabledoubtastotheguiltofthedefendant.Tobeginwith,thiscaseshouldneverhavecometotrial.Thiscaseisassimpleasblackandwhite.

　　"ThestatehasnotproducedoneiotaofmedicalevidencetotheeffectthatthecrimeTomRobinsonischargedwithevertookplace.Ithasreliedinsteaduponthetestimonyoftwowitnesseswhoseevidencehasnotonlybeencalledintoseriousquestiononcross-examination,buthasbeenflatlycontradictedbythedefendant.Thedefendantisnotguilty,butsomebodyinthiscourtroomis.

　　"Ihavenothingbutpityinmyheartforthechiefwitnessforthestate,butmypitydoesnotextendsofarastoherputtingaman'slifeatstake,whichshehasdoneinanefforttogetridofherownguilt.

　　"Isayguilt,gentlemen,becauseitwasguiltthatmotivatedher.

　　Shehascommittednocrime,shehasmerelybrokenarigidandtime-honoredcodeofoursociety,acodesoseverethatwhoeverbreaksitishoundedfromourmidstasunfittolivewith.Sheisthevictimofcruelpovertyandignorance,butIcannotpityher:sheiswhite.Sheknewfullwelltheenormityofheroffense,butbecauseherdesireswerestrongerthanthecodeshewasbreaking,shepersistedinbreakingit.Shepersisted,andhersubsequentreactionissomethingthatallofushaveknownatonetimeoranother.Shedidsomethingeverychildhasdone-shetriedtoputtheevidenceofheroffenseawayfromher.Butinthiscaseshewasnochildhidingstolencontraband:shestruckoutathervictim-ofnecessityshemustputhimawayfromher-hemustberemovedfromherpresence,fromthisworld.Shemustdestroytheevidenceofheroffense.

　　"Whatwastheevidenceofheroffense?TomRobinson,ahumanbeing.ShemustputTomRobinsonawayfromher.TomRobinsonwasherdailyreminderofwhatshedid.Whatdidshedo?ShetemptedaNegro.

　　"Shewaswhite,andshetemptedaNegro.Shedidsomethingthatinoursocietyisunspeakable:shekissedablackman.NotanoldUncle,butastrongyoungNegroman.Nocodematteredtoherbeforeshebrokeit,butitcamecrashingdownonherafterwards.

　　"Herfathersawit,andthedefendanthastestifiedastohisremarks.Whatdidherfatherdo?Wedon'tknow,butthereiscircumstantialevidencetoindicatethatMayellaEwellwasbeatensavagelybysomeonewholedalmostexclusivelywithhisleft.WedoknowinpartwhatMr.Ewelldid:hedidwhatanyGod-fearing,persevering,respectablewhitemanwoulddounderthecircumstances-hesworeoutawarrant,nodoubtsigningitwithhislefthand,andTomRobinsonnowsitsbeforeyou,havingtakentheoathwiththeonlygoodhandhepossesses-hisrighthand.

　　"Andsoaquiet,respectable,humbleNegrowhohadtheunmitigatedtemerityto'feelsorry'forawhitewomanhashadtoputhiswordagainsttwowhitepeople's.Ineednotremindyouoftheirappearanceandconductonthestand-yousawthemforyourselves.

　　Thewitnessesforthestate,withtheexceptionofthesheriffofMaycombCounty,havepresentedthemselvestoyougentlemen,tothiscourt,inthecynicalconfidencethattheirtestimonywouldnotbedoubted,confidentthatyougentlemenwouldgoalongwiththemontheassumption-theevilassumption-thatallNegroeslie,thatallNegroesarebasicallyimmoralbeings,thatallNegromenarenottobetrustedaroundourwomen,anassumptiononeassociateswithmindsoftheircaliber.

　　"Which,gentlemen,weknowisinitselfalieasblackasTomRobinson'sskin,alieIdonothavetopointouttoyou.Youknowthetruth,andthetruthisthis:someNegroeslie,someNegroesareimmoral,someNegromenarenottobetrustedaroundwomen-blackorwhite.Butthisisatruththatappliestothehumanraceandtonoparticularraceofmen.Thereisnotapersoninthiscourtroomwhohasnevertoldalie,whohasneverdoneanimmoralthing,andthereisnomanlivingwhohasneverlookeduponawomanwithoutdesire."Atticuspausedandtookouthishandkerchief.Thenhetookoffhisglassesandwipedthem,andwesawanother"first":wehadneverseenhimsweat-hewasoneofthosemenwhosefacesneverperspired,butnowitwasshiningtan.

　　"Onemorething,gentlemen,beforeIquit.ThomasJeffersononcesaidthatallmenarecreatedequal,aphrasethattheYankeesandthedistaffsideoftheExecutivebranchinWashingtonarefondofhurlingatus.Thereisatendencyinthisyearofgrace,1935,forcertainpeopletousethisphraseoutofcontext,tosatisfyallconditions.

　　ThemostridiculousexampleIcanthinkofisthatthepeoplewhorunpubliceducationpromotethestupidandidlealongwiththeindustrious-becauseallmenarecreatedequal,educatorswillgravelytellyou,thechildrenleftbehindsufferterriblefeelingsofinferiority.Weknowallmenarenotcreatedequalinthesensesomepeoplewouldhaveusbelieve-somepeoplearesmarterthanothers,somepeoplehavemoreopportunitybecausethey'rebornwithit,somemenmakemoremoneythanothers,someladiesmakebettercakesthanothers-somepeopleareborngiftedbeyondthenormalscopeofmostmen.

　　"Butthereisonewayinthiscountryinwhichallmenarecreatedequal-thereisonehumaninstitutionthatmakesapaupertheequalofaRockefeller,thestupidmantheequalofanEinstein,andtheignorantmantheequalofanycollegepresident.Thatinstitution,gentlemen,isacourt.ItcanbetheSupremeCourtoftheUnitedStatesorthehumblestJ.P.courtintheland,orthishonorablecourtwhichyouserve.Ourcourtshavetheirfaults,asdoesanyhumaninstitution,butinthiscountryourcourtsarethegreatlevelers,andinourcourtsallmenarecreatedequal.

　　"I'mnoidealisttobelievefirmlyintheintegrityofourcourtsandinthejurysystem-thatisnoidealtome,itisaliving,workingreality.Gentlemen,acourtisnobetterthaneachmanofyousittingbeforemeonthisjury.Acourtisonlyassoundasitsjury,andajuryisonlyassoundasthemenwhomakeitup.Iamconfidentthatyougentlemenwillreviewwithoutpassiontheevidenceyouhaveheard,cometoadecision,andrestorethisdefendanttohisfamily.InthenameofGod,doyourduty."Atticus'svoicehaddropped,andasheturnedawayfromthejuryhesaidsomethingIdidnotcatch.Hesaiditmoretohimselfthantothecourt.IpunchedJem."What'dhesay?""'InthenameofGod,believehim,'Ithinkthat'swhathesaid."DillsuddenlyreachedovermeandtuggedatJem."Lookayonder!"Wefollowedhisfingerwithsinkinghearts.Calpurniawasmakingherwayupthemiddleaisle,walkingstraighttowardAtticus.

　　21ShestoppedshylyattherailingandwaitedtogetJudgeTaylor'sattention.Shewasinafreshapronandshecarriedanenvelopeinherhand.

　　JudgeTaylorsawherandsaid,"It'sCalpurnia,isn'tit?""Yessir,"shesaid."CouldIjustpassthisnotetoMr.Finch,pleasesir?Ithasn'tgotanythingtodowith-withthetrial."JudgeTaylornoddedandAtticustooktheenvelopefromCalpurnia.Heopenedit,readitscontentsandsaid,"Judge,I-thisnoteisfrommysister.Shesaysmychildrenaremissing,haven'tturnedupsincenoon…I…couldyou-""Iknowwheretheyare,Atticus."Mr.Underwoodspokeup."They'rerightupyonderinthecoloredbalcony-beentheresincepreciselyone-eighteenP.M."Ourfatherturnedaroundandlookedup."Jem,comedownfromthere,"hecalled.ThenhesaidsomethingtotheJudgewedidn'thear.WeclimbedacrossReverendSykesandmadeourwaytothestaircase.

　　AtticusandCalpurniametusdownstairs.Calpurnialookedpeeved,butAtticuslookedexhausted.

　　Jemwasjumpinginexcitement."We'vewon,haven'twe?""I'venoidea,"saidAtticusshortly."You'vebeenhereallafternoon?GohomewithCalpurniaandgetyoursupper-andstayhome.""Aw,Atticus,letuscomeback,"pleadedJem."Pleaseletusheartheverdict,pleasesir.""Thejurymightbeoutandbackinaminute,wedon'tknow-"butwecouldtellAtticuswasrelenting."Well,you'vehearditall,soyoumightaswellheartherest.Tellyouwhat,youallcancomebackwhenyou'veeatenyoursupper-eatslowly,now,youwon'tmissanythingimportant-andifthejury'sstillout,youcanwaitwithus.

　　ButIexpectit'llbeoverbeforeyougetback.""Youthinkthey'llacquithimthatfast?"askedJem.

　　Atticusopenedhismouthtoanswer,butshutitandleftus.

　　IprayedthatReverendSykeswouldsaveourseatsforus,butstoppedprayingwhenIrememberedthatpeoplegotupandleftindroveswhenthejurywasout-tonight,they'doverrunthedrugstore,theO.K.Cafeandthehotel,thatis,unlesstheyhadbroughttheirsupperstoo.

　　Calpurniamarchedushome:"-skineveryoneofyoualive,theveryidea,youchildrenlistenin'toallthat!MisterJem,don'tyouknowbetter'ntotakeyourlittlesistertothattrial?MissAlexandra'llabsolutelyhaveastrokeofparalysiswhenshefindsout!Ain'tfittin'forchildrentohear…"Thestreetlightswereon,andweglimpsedCalpurnia'sindignantprofileaswepassedbeneaththem."MisterJem,Ithoughtyouwasgettin'somekindaheadonyourshoulders-theveryidea,she'syourlittlesister!Theveryidea,sir!Yououghtabeperfectlyashamedofyourself-ain'tyougotanysenseatall?"Iwasexhilarated.SomanythingshadhappenedsofastIfeltitwouldtakeyearstosortthemout,andnowherewasCalpurniagivingherpreciousJemdownthecountry-whatnewmarvelswouldtheeveningbring?

　　Jemwaschuckling."Don'tyouwanttohearaboutit,Cal?""Hushyourmouth,sir!Whenyououghtabehangin'yourheadinshameyougoalonglaughin'-"CalpurniarevivedaseriesofrustythreatsthatmovedJemtolittleremorse,andshesailedupthefrontstepswithherclassic,"IfMr.Finchdon'twearyouout,Iwill-getinthathouse,sir!"Jemwentingrinning,andCalpurnianoddedtacitconsenttohavingDillintosupper."YouallcallMissRachelrightnowandtellherwhereyouare,"shetoldhim."She'srundistractedlookin'foryou-youwatchoutshedon'tshipyoubacktoMeridianfirstthinginthemornin'."AuntAlexandrametusandnearlyfaintedwhenCalpurniatoldherwherewewere.IguessithurtherwhenwetoldherAtticussaidwecouldgoback,becauseshedidn'tsayawordduringsupper.Shejustrearrangedfoodonherplate,lookingatitsadlywhileCalpurniaservedJem,Dillandmewithavengeance.Calpurniapouredmilk,dishedoutpotatosaladandham,muttering,"'shamedofyourselves,"invaryingdegreesofintensity."Nowyoualleatslow,"washerfinalcommand.

　　ReverendSykeshadsavedourplaces.Weweresurprisedtofindthatwehadbeengonenearlyanhour,andwereequallysurprisedtofindthecourtroomexactlyaswehadleftit,withminorchanges:

　　thejuryboxwasempty,thedefendantwasgone;JudgeTaylorhadbeengone,buthereappearedaswewereseatingourselves.

　　"Nobody'smoved,hardly,"saidJem.

　　"Theymovedaroundsomewhenthejurywentout,"saidReverendSykes."Themenfolkdowntheregotthewomenfolktheirsuppers,andtheyfedtheirbabies.""Howlonghavetheybeenout?"askedJem.

　　"'boutthirtyminutes.Mr.FinchandMr.Gilmerdidsomemoretalkin',andJudgeTaylorchargedthejury.""Howwashe?"askedJem.

　　"Whatsay?Oh,hedidrightwell.Iain'tcomplainin'onebit-hewasmightyfair-minded.Hesortasaidifyoubelievethis,thenyou'llhavetoreturnoneverdict,butifyoubelievethis,you'llhavetoreturnanotherone.Ithoughthewasleanin'alittletoourside-"ReverendSykesscratchedhishead.

　　Jemsmiled."He'snotsupposedtolean,Reverend,butdon'tfret,we'vewonit,"hesaidwisely."Don'tseehowanyjurycouldconvictonwhatweheard-""Nowdon'tyoubesoconfident,Mr.Jem,Iain'teverseenanyjurydecideinfavorofacoloredmanoverawhiteman…"ButJemtookexceptiontoReverendSykes,andweweresubjectedtoalengthyreviewoftheevidencewithJem'sideasonthelawregardingrape:

　　itwasn'trapeifsheletyou,butshehadtobeeighteen-inAlabama,thatis-andMayellawasnineteen.Apparentlyyouhadtokickandholler,youhadtobeoverpoweredandstompedon,preferablyknockedstonecold.Ifyouwereundereighteen,youdidn'thavetogothroughallthis.

　　"Mr.Jem,"ReverendSykesdemurred,"thisain'tapolitethingforlittleladiestohear…""Aw,shedoesn'tknowwhatwe'retalkin'about,"saidJem."Scout,thisistoooldforyou,ain'tit?""Itmostcertainlyisnot,Iknoweverywordyou'resaying."PerhapsIwastooconvincing,becauseJemhushedandneverdiscussedthesubjectagain.

　　"Whattimeisit,Reverend?"heasked.

　　"Gettin'ontowardeight."IlookeddownandsawAtticusstrollingaroundwithhishandsinhispockets:hemadeatourofthewindows,thenwalkedbytherailingovertothejurybox.Helookedinit,inspectedJudgeTayloronhisthrone,thenwentbacktowherehestarted.Icaughthiseyeandwavedtohim.Heacknowledgedmysalutewithanod,andresumedhistour.

　　Mr.GilmerwasstandingatthewindowstalkingtoMr.Underwood.

　　Bert,thecourtreporter,waschain-smoking:hesatbackwithhisfeetonthetable.

　　Buttheofficersofthecourt,theonespresent-Atticus,Mr.

　　Gilmer,JudgeTaylorsoundasleep,andBert,weretheonlyoneswhosebehaviorseemednormal.Ihadneverseenapackedcourtroomsostill.Sometimesababywouldcryoutfretfully,andachildwouldscurryout,butthegrownpeoplesatasiftheywereinchurch.Inthebalcony,theNegroessatandstoodarounduswithbiblicalpatience.

　　Theoldcourthouseclocksuffereditspreliminarystrainandstruckthehour,eightdeafeningbongsthatshookourbones.

　　WhenitbongedeleventimesIwaspastfeeling:tiredfromfightingsleep,IallowedmyselfashortnapagainstReverendSykes'scomfortablearmandshoulder.Ijerkedawakeandmadeanhonestefforttoremainso,bylookingdownandconcentratingontheheadsbelow:thereweresixteenbaldones,fourteenmenthatcouldpassforredheads,fortyheadsvaryingbetweenbrownandblack,and-IrememberedsomethingJemhadonceexplainedtomewhenhewentthroughabriefperiodofpsychicalresearch:hesaidifenoughpeople-astadiumfull,maybe-weretoconcentrateononething,suchassettingatreeafireinthewoods,thatthetreewouldigniteofitsownaccord.ItoyedwiththeideaofaskingeveryonebelowtoconcentrateonsettingTomRobinsonfree,butthoughtiftheywereastiredasI,itwouldn'twork.

　　Dillwassoundasleep,hisheadonJem'sshoulder,andJemwasquiet.

　　"Ain'titalongtime?"Iaskedhim.

　　"Sureis,Scout,"hesaidhappily.

　　"Well,fromthewayyouputit,it'djusttakefiveminutes."Jemraisedhiseyebrows."Therearethingsyoudon'tunderstand,"hesaid,andIwastoowearytoargue.

　　ButImusthavebeenreasonablyawake,orIwouldnothavereceivedtheimpressionthatwascreepingintome.ItwasnotunlikeoneIhadlastwinter,andIshivered,thoughthenightwashot.ThefeelinggrewuntiltheatmosphereinthecourtroomwasexactlythesameasacoldFebruarymorning,whenthemockingbirdswerestill,andthecarpentershadstoppedhammeringonMissMaudie'snewhouse,andeverywooddoorintheneighborhoodwasshutastightasthedoorsoftheRadleyPlace.Adeserted,waiting,emptystreet,andthecourtroomwaspackedwithpeople.Asteamingsummernightwasnodifferentfromawintermorning.Mr.HeckTate,whohadenteredthecourtroomandwastalkingtoAtticus,mighthavebeenwearinghishighbootsandlumberjacket.Atticushadstoppedhistranquiljourneyandhadputhisfootontothebottomrungofachair;ashelistenedtowhatMr.Tatewassaying,heranhishandslowlyupanddownhisthigh.IexpectedMr.Tatetosayanyminute,"Takehim,Mr.

　　Finch…"ButMr.Tatesaid,"Thiscourtwillcometoorder,"inavoicethatrangwithauthority,andtheheadsbelowusjerkedup.Mr.TatelefttheroomandreturnedwithTomRobinson.HesteeredTomtohisplacebesideAtticus,andstoodthere.JudgeTaylorhadrousedhimselftosuddenalertnessandwassittingupstraight,lookingattheemptyjurybox.

　　Whathappenedafterthathadadreamlikequality:inadreamIsawthejuryreturn,movinglikeunderwaterswimmers,andJudgeTaylor'svoicecamefromfarawayandwastiny.Isawsomethingonlyalawyer'schildcouldbeexpectedtosee,couldbeexpectedtowatchfor,anditwaslikewatchingAtticuswalkintothestreet,raisearifletohisshoulderandpullthetrigger,butwatchingallthetimeknowingthatthegunwasempty.

　　Ajuryneverlooksatadefendantithasconvicted,andwhenthisjurycamein,notoneofthemlookedatTomRobinson.TheforemanhandedapieceofpapertoMr.Tatewhohandedittotheclerkwhohandedittothejudge…Ishutmyeyes.JudgeTaylorwaspollingthejury:"Guilty…guilty…guilty…guilty…"IpeekedatJem:hishandswerewhitefromgrippingthebalconyrail,andhisshouldersjerkedasifeach"guilty"wasaseparatestabbetweenthem.

　　JudgeTaylorwassayingsomething.Hisgavelwasinhisfist,buthewasn'tusingit.Dimly,IsawAtticuspushingpapersfromthetableintohisbriefcase.Hesnappeditshut,wenttothecourtreporterandsaidsomething,noddedtoMr.Gilmer,andthenwenttoTomRobinsonandwhisperedsomethingtohim.AtticusputhishandonTom'sshoulderashewhispered.Atticustookhiscoatoffthebackofhischairandpulleditoverhisshoulder.Thenheleftthecourtroom,butnotbyhisusualexit.Hemusthavewantedtogohometheshortway,becausehewalkedquicklydownthemiddleaisletowardthesouthexit.

　　Ifollowedthetopofhisheadashemadehiswaytothedoor.Hedidnotlookup.

　　Someonewaspunchingme,butIwasreluctanttotakemyeyesfromthepeoplebelowus,andfromtheimageofAtticus'slonelywalkdowntheaisle.

　　"MissJeanLouise?"Ilookedaround.Theywerestanding.Allaroundusandinthebalconyontheoppositewall,theNegroesweregettingtotheirfeet.ReverendSykes'svoicewasasdistantasJudgeTaylor's:

　　"MissJeanLouise,standup.Yourfather'spassin'."22ItwasJem'sturntocry.Hisfacewasstreakedwithangrytearsaswemadeourwaythroughthecheerfulcrowd."Itain'tright,"hemuttered,allthewaytothecornerofthesquarewherewefoundAtticuswaiting.Atticuswasstandingunderthestreetlightlookingasthoughnothinghadhappened:hisvestwasbuttoned,hiscollarandtiewereneatlyinplace,hiswatch-chainglistened,hewashisimpassiveselfagain.

　　"Itain'tright,Atticus,"saidJem.

　　"Noson,it'snotright."Wewalkedhome.

　　AuntAlexandrawaswaitingup.Shewasinherdressinggown,andIcouldhaveswornshehadonhercorsetunderneathit."I'msorry,brother,"shemurmured.HavingneverheardhercallAtticus"brother"before,IstoleaglanceatJem,buthewasnotlistening.

　　HewouldlookupatAtticus,thendownatthefloor,andIwonderedifhethoughtAtticussomehowresponsibleforTomRobinson'sconviction.

　　"Isheallright?"Auntyasked,indicatingJem.

　　"He'llbesopresently,"saidAtticus."Itwasalittletoostrongforhim."Ourfathersighed."I'mgoingtobed,"hesaid."IfIdon'twakeupinthemorning,don'tcallme.""Ididn'tthinkitwiseinthefirstplacetoletthem-""Thisistheirhome,sister,"saidAtticus."We'vemadeitthiswayforthem,theymightaswelllearntocopewithit.""Buttheydon'thavetogotothecourthouseandwallowinit-""It'sjustasmuchMaycombCountyasmissionaryteas.""Atticus-"AuntAlexandra'seyeswereanxious."YouarethelastpersonIthoughtwouldturnbitteroverthis.""I'mnotbitter,justtired.I'mgoingtobed.""Atticus-"saidJembleakly.

　　Heturnedinthedoorway."What,son?""Howcouldtheydoit,howcouldthey?""Idon'tknow,buttheydidit.They'vedoneitbeforeandtheydidittonightandthey'lldoitagainandwhentheydoit-seemsthatonlychildrenweep.Goodnight."Butthingsarealwaysbetterinthemorning.AtticusroseathisusualungodlyhourandwasinthelivingroombehindtheMobileRegisterwhenwestumbledin.Jem'smorningfaceposedthequestionhissleepylipsstruggledtoask.

　　"It'snottimetoworryyet,"Atticusreassuredhim,aswewenttothediningroom."We'renotthroughyet.There'llbeanappeal,youcancountonthat.Graciousalive,Cal,what'sallthis?"Hewasstaringathisbreakfastplate.

　　Calpurniasaid,"TomRobinson'sdaddysentyoualongthischickenthismorning.Ifixedit.""YoutellhimI'mproudtogetit-bettheydon'thavechickenforbreakfastattheWhiteHouse.Whatarethese?""Rolls,"saidCalpurnia."Estelledownatthehotelsent'em."Atticuslookedupather,puzzled,andshesaid,"Youbetterstepouthereandseewhat'sinthekitchen,Mr.Finch."Wefollowedhim.Thekitchentablewasloadedwithenoughfoodtoburythefamily:hunksofsaltpork,tomatoes,beans,evenscuppernongs.Atticusgrinnedwhenhefoundajarofpickledpigs'

　　knuckles."ReckonAunty'llletmeeattheseinthediningroom?"Calpurniasaid,"Thiswasall'roundthebackstepswhenIgotherethismorning.They-they'preciatewhatyoudid,Mr.Finch.They-theyaren'toversteppin'themselves,arethey?"Atticus'seyesfilledwithtears.Hedidnotspeakforamoment.

　　"TellthemI'mverygrateful,"hesaid."Tellthem-tellthemtheymustneverdothisagain.Timesaretoohard…"Heleftthekitchen,wentinthediningroomandexcusedhimselftoAuntAlexandra,putonhishatandwenttotown.

　　WeheardDill'sstepinthehall,soCalpurnialeftAtticus'suneatenbreakfastonthetable.Betweenrabbit-bitesDilltoldusofMissRachel'sreactiontolastnight,whichwas:ifamanlikeAtticusFinchwantstobutthisheadagainstastonewallit'shishead.

　　"I'dagothertold,"growledDill,gnawingachickenleg,"butshedidn'tlookmuchliketellin'thismorning.Saidshewasuphalfthenightwonderin'whereIwas,saidshe'dahadthesheriffaftermebuthewasatthehearing.""Dill,you'vegottostopgoin'offwithouttellin'her,"saidJem."Itjustaggravatesher."Dillsighedpatiently."ItoldhertillIwasblueinthefacewhereIwasgoin'-she'sjustseein'toomanysnakesinthecloset.Betthatwomandrinksapintforbreakfasteverymorning-knowshedrinkstwoglassesfull.Seenher.""Don'ttalklikethat,Dill,"saidAuntAlexandra."It'snotbecomingtoachild.It's-cynical.""Iain'tcynical,MissAlexandra.Tellin'thetruth'snotcynical,isit?""Thewayyoutellit,itis."Jem'seyesflashedather,buthesaidtoDill,"Let'sgo.Youcantakethatrunnerwithyou."Whenwewenttothefrontporch,MissStephanieCrawfordwasbusytellingittoMissMaudieAtkinsonandMr.Avery.Theylookedaroundatusandwentontalking.Jemmadeaferalnoiseinhisthroat.Iwishedforaweapon.

　　"Ihategrownfolkslookin'atyou,"saidDill."Makesyoufeellikeyou'vedonesomething."MissMaudieyelledforJemFinchtocomethere.

　　Jemgroanedandheavedhimselfupfromtheswing."We'llgowithyou,"Dillsaid.

　　MissStephanie'snosequiveredwithcuriosity.Shewantedtoknowwhoallgaveuspermissiontogotocourt-shedidn'tseeusbutitwasallovertownthismorningthatwewereintheColoredbalcony.

　　DidAtticusputusupthereasasortof-?Wasn'titrightcloseuptherewithallthose-?DidScoutunderstandallthe-?Didn'titmakeusmadtoseeourdaddybeat?

　　"Hush,Stephanie."MissMaudie'sdictionwasdeadly."I'venotgotallthemorningtopassontheporch-JemFinch,Icalledtofindoutifyouandyourcolleaguescaneatsomecake.Gotupatfivetomakeit,soyoubettersayyes.Excuseus,Stephanie.Goodmorning,Mr.Avery."TherewasabigcakeandtwolittleonesonMissMaudie'skitchentable.Thereshouldhavebeenthreelittleones.ItwasnotlikeMissMaudietoforgetDill,andwemusthaveshownit.ButweunderstoodwhenshecutfromthebigcakeandgavetheslicetoJem.

　　Asweate,wesensedthatthiswasMissMaudie'swayofsayingthatasfarasshewasconcerned,nothinghadchanged.Shesatquietlyinakitchenchair,watchingus.

　　Suddenlyshespoke:"Don'tfret,Jem.Thingsareneverasbadastheyseem."Indoors,whenMissMaudiewantedtosaysomethinglengthyshespreadherfingersonherkneesandsettledherbridgework.Thisshedid,andwewaited.

　　"Isimplywanttotellyouthattherearesomemeninthisworldwhowereborntodoourunpleasantjobsforus.Yourfather'soneofthem.""Oh,"saidJem."Well.""Don'tyouohwellme,sir,"MissMaudiereplied,recognizingJem'sfatalisticnoises,"youarenotoldenoughtoappreciatewhatIsaid."Jemwasstaringathishalf-eatencake."It'slikebein'acaterpillarinacocoon,that'swhatitis,"hesaid."Likesomethin'asleepwrappedupinawarmplace.IalwaysthoughtMaycombfolkswerethebestfolksintheworld,leastthat'swhattheyseemedlike.""We'rethesafestfolksintheworld,"saidMissMaudie."We'resorarelycalledontobeChristians,butwhenweare,we'vegotmenlikeAtticustogoforus."Jemgrinnedruefully."Wishtherestofthecountythoughtthat.""You'dbesurprisedhowmanyofusdo.""Who?"Jem'svoicerose."WhointhistowndidonethingtohelpTomRobinson,justwho?""Hiscoloredfriendsforonething,andpeoplelikeus.PeoplelikeJudgeTaylor.PeoplelikeMr.HeckTate.Stopeatingandstartthinking,Jem.DiditeverstrikeyouthatJudgeTaylornamingAtticustodefendthatboywasnoaccident?ThatJudgeTaylormighthavehadhisreasonsfornaminghim?"Thiswasathought.Court-appointeddefenseswereusuallygiventoMaxwellGreen,Maycomb'slatestadditiontothebar,whoneededtheexperience.MaxwellGreenshouldhavehadTomRobinson'scase.

　　"Youthinkaboutthat,"MissMaudiewassaying."Itwasnoaccident.

　　Iwassittin'thereontheporchlastnight,waiting.Iwaitedandwaitedtoseeyouallcomedownthesidewalk,andasIwaitedIthought,AtticusFinchwon'twin,hecan'twin,buthe'stheonlymaninthesepartswhocankeepajuryoutsolonginacaselikethat.AndIthoughttomyself,well,we'remakingastep-it'sjustababy-step,butit'sastep.""'t'sallrighttotalklikethat-can'tanyChristianjudgesan'

　　lawyersmakeupforheathenjuries,"Jemmuttered."Soon'sIgetgrown-""That'ssomethingyou'llhavetotakeupwithyourfather,"MissMaudiesaid.

　　WewentdownMissMaudie'scoolnewstepsintothesunshineandfoundMr.AveryandMissStephanieCrawfordstillatit.TheyhadmoveddownthesidewalkandwerestandinginfrontofMissStephanie'shouse.MissRachelwaswalkingtowardthem.

　　"IthinkI'llbeaclownwhenIgetgrown,"saidDill.

　　JemandIstoppedinourtracks.

　　"Yessir,aclown,"hesaid."Thereain'tonethinginthisworldIcandoaboutfolksexceptlaugh,soI'mgonnajointhecircusandlaughmyheadoff.""Yougotitbackwards,Dill,"saidJem."Clownsaresad,it'sfolksthatlaughatthem.""WellI'mgonnabeanewkindofclown.I'mgonnastandinthemiddleoftheringandlaughatthefolks.Justlookayonder,"hepointed."Everyoneof'emoughtaberidin'broomsticks.AuntRachelalreadydoes."MissStephanieandMissRachelwerewavingwildlyatus,inawaythatdidnotgivethelietoDill'sobservation.

　　"Ohgosh,"breathedJem."Ireckonit'dbeuglynottosee'em."Somethingwaswrong.Mr.Averywasredinthefacefromasneezingspellandnearlyblewusoffthesidewalkwhenwecameup.MissStephaniewastremblingwithexcitement,andMissRachelcaughtDill'sshoulder."Yougetoninthebackyardandstaythere,"shesaid.

　　"There'sdangera'comin'.""'smatter?"Iasked.

　　"Ain'tyouheardyet?It'sallovertown-"AtthatmomentAuntAlexandracametothedoorandcalledus,butshewastoolate.ItwasMissStephanie'spleasuretotellus:thismorningMr.BobEwellstoppedAtticusonthepostofficecorner,spatinhisface,andtoldhimhe'dgethimifittooktherestofhislife.

　　23"IwishBobEwellwouldn'tchewtobacco,"wasallAtticussaidaboutit.

　　AccordingtoMissStephanieCrawford,however,AtticuswasleavingthepostofficewhenMr.Ewellapproachedhim,cursedhim,spatonhim,andthreatenedtokillhim.MissStephanie（who,bythetimeshehadtoldittwicewasthereandhadseenitall-passingbyfromtheJitneyJungle,shewas）-MissStephaniesaidAtticusdidn'tbataneye,justtookouthishandkerchiefandwipedhisfaceandstoodthereandletMr.Ewellcallhimnameswildhorsescouldnotbringhertorepeat.Mr.Ewellwasaveteranofanobscurewar;thatplusAtticus'speacefulreactionprobablypromptedhimtoinquire,"Tooproudtofight,younigger-lovin'bastard?"MissStephaniesaidAtticussaid,"No,tooold,"puthishandsinhispocketsandstrolledon.MissStephaniesaidyouhadtohandittoAtticusFinch,hecouldberightdrysometimes.

　　JemandIdidn'tthinkitentertaining.

　　"Afterall,though,"Isaid,"hewasthedeadestshotinthecountyonetime.Hecould-""Youknowhewouldn'tcarryagun,Scout.Heain'tevengotone-"saidJem."Youknowhedidn'tevenhaveonedownatthejailthatnight.Hetoldmehavin'agunaround'saninvitationtosomebodytoshootyou.""Thisisdifferent,"Isaid."Wecanaskhimtoborrowone."Wedid,andhesaid,"Nonsense."DillwasoftheopinionthatanappealtoAtticus'sbetternaturemightwork:afterall,wewouldstarveifMr.Ewellkilledhim,besidesberaisedexclusivelybyAuntAlexandra,andweallknewthefirstthingshe'ddobeforeAtticuswasunderthegroundgoodwouldbetofireCalpurnia.JemsaiditmightworkifIcriedandflungafit,beingyoungandagirl.Thatdidn'tworkeither.

　　Butwhenhenoticedusdraggingaroundtheneighborhood,noteating,takinglittleinterestinournormalpursuits,Atticusdiscoveredhowdeeplyfrightenedwewere.HetemptedJemwithanewfootballmagazineonenight;whenhesawJemflipthepagesandtossitaside,hesaid,"What'sbotheringyou,son?"Jemcametothepoint:"Mr.Ewell.""Whathashappened?""Nothing'shappened.We'rescaredforyou,andwethinkyououghtadosomethingabouthim."Atticussmiledwryly."Dowhat?Puthimunderapeacebond?""Whenamansayshe'sgonnagetyou,lookslikehemeansit.""Hemeantitwhenhesaidit,"saidAtticus."Jem,seeifyoucanstandinBobEwell'sshoesaminute.Idestroyedhislastshredofcredibilityatthattrial,ifhehadanytobeginwith.Themanhadtohavesomekindofcomeback,hiskindalwaysdoes.SoifspittinginmyfaceandthreateningmesavedMayellaEwelloneextrabeating,that'ssomethingI'llgladlytake.HehadtotakeitoutonsomebodyandI'dratheritbemethanthathousefulofchildrenoutthere.

　　Youunderstand?"Jemnodded.

　　AuntAlexandraenteredtheroomasAtticuswassaying,"Wedon'thaveanythingtofearfromBobEwell,hegotitalloutofhissystemthatmorning.""Iwouldn'tbesosureofthat,Atticus,"shesaid."Hiskind'ddoanythingtopayoffagrudge.Youknowhowthosepeopleare.""WhatonearthcouldEwelldotome,sister?""Somethingfurtive,"AuntAlexandrasaid."Youmaycountonthat.""NobodyhasmuchchancetobefurtiveinMaycomb,"Atticusanswered.

　　Afterthat,wewerenotafraid.Summerwasmeltingaway,andwemadethemostofit.AtticusassuredusthatnothingwouldhappentoTomRobinsonuntilthehighercourtreviewedhiscase,andthatTomhadagoodchanceofgoingfree,oratleastofhavinganewtrial.HewasatEnfieldPrisonFarm,seventymilesawayinChesterCounty.IaskedAtticusifTom'swifeandchildrenwereallowedtovisithim,butAtticussaidno.

　　"Ifheloseshisappeal,"Iaskedoneevening,"what'llhappentohim?""He'llgotothechair,"saidAtticus,"unlesstheGovernorcommuteshissentence.Nottimetoworryyet,Scout.We'vegotagoodchance."JemwassprawledonthesofareadingPopularMechanics.Helookedup."Itain'tright.Hedidn'tkillanybodyevenifhewasguilty.Hedidn'ttakeanybody'slife.""Youknowrape'sacapitaloffenseinAlabama,"saidAtticus.

　　"Yessir,butthejurydidn'thavetogivehimdeath-iftheywantedtotheycould'vegavehimtwentyyears.""Given,"saidAtticus."TomRobinson'sacoloredman,Jem.Nojuryinthispartoftheworld'sgoingtosay,'Wethinkyou'reguilty,butnotvery,'onachargelikethat.Itwaseitherastraightacquittalornothing."Jemwasshakinghishead."Iknowit'snotright,butIcan'tfigureoutwhat'swrong-mayberapeshouldn'tbeacapitaloffense…"Atticusdroppedhisnewspaperbesidehischair.Hesaidhedidn'thaveanyquarrelwiththerapestatute,nonewhatever,buthedidhavedeepmisgivingswhenthestateaskedforandthejurygaveadeathpenaltyonpurelycircumstantialevidence.Heglancedatme,sawIwaslistening,andmadeiteasier."-Imean,beforeamanissentencedtodeathformurder,say,thereshouldbeoneortwoeye-witnesses.Someoneshouldbeabletosay,'Yes,Iwasthereandsawhimpullthetrigger.'""Butlotsoffolkshavebeenhung-hanged-oncircumstantialevidence,"saidJem.

　　"Iknow,andlotsof'emprobablydeservedit,too-butintheabsenceofeye-witnessesthere'salwaysadoubt,sometimesonlytheshadowofadoubt.Thelawsays'reasonabledoubt,'butIthinkadefendant'sentitledtotheshadowofadoubt.There'salwaysthepossibility,nomatterhowimprobable,thathe'sinnocent.""Thenitallgoesbacktothejury,then.Weoughtadoawaywithjuries."Jemwasadamant.

　　Atticustriedhardnottosmilebutcouldn'thelpit."You'reratherhardonus,son.Ithinkmaybetheremightbeabetterway.Changethelaw.Changeitsothatonlyjudgeshavethepoweroffixingthepenaltyincapitalcases.""ThengouptoMontgomeryandchangethelaw.""You'dbesurprisedhowhardthat'dbe.Iwon'tlivetoseethelawchanged,andifyoulivetoseeityou'llbeanoldman."ThiswasnotgoodenoughforJem."Nosir,theyoughtadoawaywithjuries.Hewasn'tguiltyinthefirstplaceandtheysaidhewas.""Ifyouhadbeenonthatjury,son,andelevenotherboyslikeyou,Tomwouldbeafreeman,"saidAtticus."Sofarnothinginyourlifehasinterferedwithyourreasoningprocess.Thosearetwelvereasonablemenineverydaylife,Tom'sjury,butyousawsomethingcomebetweenthemandreason.Yousawthesamethingthatnightinfrontofthejail.Whenthatcrewwentaway,theydidn'tgoasreasonablemen,theywentbecausewewerethere.There'ssomethinginourworldthatmakesmenlosetheirheads-theycouldn'tbefairiftheytried.Inourcourts,whenit'sawhiteman'swordagainstablackman's,thewhitemanalwayswins.They'reugly,butthosearethefactsoflife.""Doesn'tmakeitright,"saidJemstolidly.Hebeathisfistsoftlyonhisknee."Youjustcan'tconvictamanonevidencelikethat-youcan't.""Youcouldn't,buttheycouldanddid.Theolderyougrowthemoreofityou'llsee.Theoneplacewhereamanoughttogetasquaredealisinacourtroom,beheanycoloroftherainbow,butpeoplehaveawayofcarryingtheirresentmentsrightintoajurybox.Asyougrowolder,you'llseewhitemencheatblackmeneverydayofyourlife,butletmetellyousomethinganddon'tyouforgetit-wheneverawhitemandoesthattoablackman,nomatterwhoheis,howrichheis,orhowfineafamilyhecomesfrom,thatwhitemanistrash."Atticuswasspeakingsoquietlyhislastwordcrashedonourears.Ilookedup,andhisfacewasvehement."There'snothingmoresickeningtomethanalow-gradewhitemanwho'lltakeadvantageofaNegro'signorance.Don'tfoolyourselves-it'salladdingupandoneofthesedayswe'regoingtopaythebillforit.Ihopeit'snotinyouchildren'stime."Jemwasscratchinghishead.Suddenlyhiseyeswidened."Atticus,"hesaid,"whydon'tpeoplelikeusandMissMaudieeversitonjuries?

　　YouneverseeanybodyfromMaycombonajury-theyallcomefromoutinthewoods."Atticusleanedbackinhisrocking-chair.ForsomereasonhelookedpleasedwithJem."Iwaswonderingwhenthat'doccurtoyou,"hesaid."Therearelotsofreasons.Foronething,MissMaudiecan'tserveonajurybecauseshe'sawoman-""YoumeanwomeninAlabamacan't-?"Iwasindignant.

　　"Ido.Iguessit'stoprotectourfrailladiesfromsordidcaseslikeTom's.Besides,"Atticusgrinned,"Idoubtifwe'devergetacompletecasetried-theladies'dbeinterruptingtoaskquestions."JemandIlaughed.MissMaudieonajurywouldbeimpressive.IthoughtofoldMrs.Duboseinherwheelchair-"Stopthatrapping,JohnTaylor,Iwanttoaskthismansomething."Perhapsourforefatherswerewise.

　　Atticuswassaying,"Withpeoplelikeus-that'sourshareofthebill.Wegenerallygetthejurieswedeserve.OurstoutMaycombcitizensaren'tinterested,inthefirstplace.Inthesecondplace,they'reafraid.Then,they're-""Afraid,why?"askedJem.

　　"Well,whatif-say,Mr.LinkDeashadtodecidetheamountofdamagestoaward,say,MissMaudie,whenMissRachelranoverherwithacar.Linkwouldn'tlikethethoughtoflosingeitherlady'sbusinessathisstore,wouldhe?SohetellsJudgeTaylorthathecan'tserveonthejurybecausehedoesn'thaveanybodytokeepstoreforhimwhilehe'sgone.SoJudgeTaylorexcuseshim.Sometimesheexcuseshimwrathfully.""What'dmakehimthinkeitheroneof'em'dstoptradingwithhim?"Iasked.

　　Jemsaid,"MissRachelwould,MissMaudiewouldn't.Butajury'svote'ssecret,Atticus."Ourfatherchuckled."You'vemanymoremilestogo,son.Ajury'svote'ssupposedtobesecret.Servingonajuryforcesamantomakeuphismindanddeclarehimselfaboutsomething.Mendon'tliketodothat.Sometimesit'sunpleasant.""Tom'sjurysho'madeupitsmindinahurry,"Jemmuttered.

　　Atticus'sfingerswenttohiswatchpocket."Noitdidn't,"hesaid,moretohimselfthantous."Thatwastheonethingthatmademethink,well,thismaybetheshadowofabeginning.Thatjurytookafewhours.Aninevitableverdict,maybe,butusuallyittakes'emjustafewminutes.Thistime-"hebrokeoffandlookedatus."Youmightliketoknowthattherewasonefellowwhotookconsiderablewearingdown-inthebeginninghewasrarin'foranoutrightacquittal.""Who?"Jemwasastonished.

　　Atticus'seyestwinkled."It'snotformetosay,butI'lltellyouthismuch.HewasoneofyourOldSarumfriends…""OneoftheCunninghams?"Jemyelped."Oneof-Ididn'trecognizeanyof'em…you'rejokin'."HelookedatAtticusfromthecornersofhiseyes.

　　"Oneoftheirconnections.Onahunch,Ididn'tstrikehim.Justonahunch.Could've,butIdidn't.""GollyMoses,"Jemsaidreverently."Oneminutethey'retryin'tokillhimandthenextthey'retryin'toturnhimloose…I'llneverunderstandthosefolksaslongasIlive."Atticussaidyoujusthadtoknow'em.HesaidtheCunninghamshadn'ttakenanythingfromoroffofanybodysincetheymigratedtotheNewWorld.Hesaidtheotherthingaboutthemwas,onceyouearnedtheirrespecttheywereforyoutoothandnail.Atticussaidhehadafeeling,nothingmorethanasuspicion,thattheyleftthejailthatnightwithconsiderablerespectfortheFinches.Thentoo,hesaid,ittookathunderboltplusanotherCunninghamtomakeoneofthemchangehismind."Ifwe'dhadtwoofthatcrowd,we'd'vehadahungjury."Jemsaidslowly,"Youmeanyouactuallyputonthejuryamanwhowantedtokillyouthenightbefore?Howcouldyoutakesucharisk,Atticus,howcouldyou?""Whenyouanalyzeit,therewaslittlerisk.There'snodifferencebetweenonemanwho'sgoingtoconvictandanothermanwho'sgoingtoconvict,isthere?There'safaintdifferencebetweenamanwho'sgoingtoconvictandamanwho'salittledisturbedinhismind,isn'tthere?Hewastheonlyuncertaintyonthewholelist.""WhatkinwasthatmantoMr.WalterCunningham?"Iasked.

　　Atticusrose,stretchedandyawned.Itwasnotevenourbedtime,butweknewhewantedachancetoreadhisnewspaper.Hepickeditup,foldedit,andtappedmyhead."Let'sseenow,"hedronedtohimself."I'vegotit.Doublefirstcousin.""Howcanthatbe?""Twosistersmarriedtwobrothers.That'sallI'lltellyou-youfigureitout."ItorturedmyselfanddecidedthatifImarriedJemandDillhadasisterwhomhemarriedourchildrenwouldbedoublefirstcousins.

　　"Geeminetti,Jem,"Isaid,whenAtticushadgone,"they'refunnyfolks.'dyouhearthat,Aunty?"AuntAlexandrawashookingarugandnotwatchingus,butshewaslistening.Shesatinherchairwithherworkbasketbesideit,herrugspreadacrossherlap.Whyladieshookedwoolenrugsonboilingnightsneverbecamecleartome.

　　"Iheardit,"shesaid.

　　IrememberedthedistantdisastrousoccasionwhenIrushedtoyoungWalterCunningham'sdefense.NowIwasgladI'ddoneit."Soon'sschoolstartsI'mgonnaaskWalterhometodinner,"Iplanned,havingforgottenmyprivateresolvetobeathimupthenexttimeIsawhim."Hecanstayoversometimesafterschool,too.AtticuscoulddrivehimbacktoOldSarum.Maybehecouldspendthenightwithussometime,okay,Jem?""We'llseeaboutthat,"AuntAlexandrasaid,adeclarationthatwithherwasalwaysathreat,neverapromise.Surprised,Iturnedtoher."Whynot,Aunty?They'regoodfolks."Shelookedatmeoverhersewingglasses."JeanLouise,thereisnodoubtinmymindthatthey'regoodfolks.Butthey'renotourkindoffolks."Jemsays,"Shemeansthey'reyappy,Scout.""What'sayap?""Aw,tacky.Theylikefiddlin'andthingslikethat.""WellIdotoo-""Don'tbesilly,JeanLouise,"saidAuntAlexandra."Thethingis,youcanscrubWalterCunninghamtillheshines,youcanputhiminshoesandanewsuit,buthe'llneverbelikeJem.Besides,there'sadrinkingstreakinthatfamilyamilewide.Finchwomenaren'tinterestedinthatsortofpeople.""Aun-ty,"saidJem,"sheain'tnineyet.""Shemayaswelllearnitnow."AuntAlexandrahadspoken.Iwasremindedvividlyofthelasttimeshehadputherfootdown.Ineverknewwhy.ItwaswhenIwasabsorbedwithplanstovisitCalpurnia'shouse-Iwascurious,interested;Iwantedtobeher"company,"toseehowshelived,whoherfriendswere.Imightaswellhavewantedtoseetheothersideofthemoon.Thistimethetacticsweredifferent,butAuntAlexandra'saimwasthesame.Perhapsthiswaswhyshehadcometolivewithus-tohelpuschooseourfriends.IwouldholdheroffaslongasIcould:"Ifthey'regoodfolks,thenwhycan'tIbenicetoWalter?""Ididn'tsaynottobenicetohim.Youshouldbefriendlyandpolitetohim,youshouldbegracioustoeverybody,dear.Butyoudon'thavetoinvitehimhome.""Whatifhewaskintous,Aunty?""Thefactisthatheisnotkintous,butifhewere,myanswerwouldbethesame.""Aunty,"Jemspokeup,"Atticussaysyoucanchooseyourfriendsbutyousho'can'tchooseyourfamily,an'they'restillkintoyounomatterwhetheryouacknowledge'emornot,anditmakesyoulookrightsillywhenyoudon't.""That'syourfatheralloveragain,"saidAuntAlexandra,"andIstillsaythatJeanLouisewillnotinviteWalterCunninghamtothishouse.IfhewereherdoublefirstcousinonceremovedhewouldstillnotbereceivedinthishouseunlesshecomestoseeAtticusonbusiness.Nowthatisthat."ShehadsaidIndeedNot,butthistimeshewouldgiveherreasons:

　　"ButIwanttoplaywithWalter,Aunty,whycan'tI?"Shetookoffherglassesandstaredatme."I'lltellyouwhy,"shesaid."Because-he-is-trash,that'swhyyoucan'tplaywithhim.

　　I'llnothaveyouaroundhim,pickinguphishabitsandlearningLord-knows-what.You'reenoughofaproblemtoyourfatherasitis."Idon'tknowwhatIwouldhavedone,butJemstoppedme.Hecaughtmebytheshoulders,puthisarmaroundme,andledmesobbinginfurytohisbedroom.Atticusheardusandpokedhisheadaroundthedoor.

　　"'sallright,sir,"Jemsaidgruffly,"'snotanything."Atticuswentaway.

　　"Haveachew,Scout."JemdugintohispocketandextractedaTootsieRoll.Ittookafewminutestoworkthecandyintoacomfortablewadinsidemyjaw.

　　Jemwasrearrangingtheobjectsonhisdresser.Hishairstuckupbehindanddowninfront,andIwonderedifitwouldeverlooklikeaman's-maybeifheshaveditoffandstartedover,hishairwouldgrowbackneatlyinplace.Hiseyebrowswerebecomingheavier,andInoticedanewslimnessabouthisbody.Hewasgrowingtaller.

　　Whenhelookedaround,hemusthavethoughtIwouldstartcryingagain,forhesaid,"Showyousomethingifyouwon'ttellanybody."Isaidwhat.Heunbuttonedhisshirt,grinningshyly.

　　"Wellwhat?""Wellcan'tyouseeit?""Wellno.""Wellit'shair.""Where?""There.Rightthere."Hehadbeenacomforttome,soIsaiditlookedlovely,butIdidn'tseeanything."It'srealnice,Jem.""Undermyarms,too,"hesaid."Goin'outforfootballnextyear.

　　Scout,don'tletAuntyaggravateyou."ItseemedonlyyesterdaythathewastellingmenottoaggravateAunty.

　　"Youknowshe'snotusedtogirls,"saidJem,"leastways,notgirlslikeyou.She'stryingtomakeyoualady.Can'tyoutakeupsewin'orsomethin'?""Hellno.Shedoesn'tlikeme,that'sallthereistoit,andIdon'tcare.Itwashercallin'WalterCunninghamtrashthatgotmegoin',Jem,notwhatshesaidaboutbeingaproblemtoAtticus.Wegotthatallstraightonetime,IaskedhimifIwasaproblemandhesaidnotmuchofone,atmostonethathecouldalwaysfigureout,andnottoworrymyheadasecondaboutbotherin'him.Naw,itwasWalter-thatboy'snottrash,Jem.Heain'tliketheEwells."Jemkickedoffhisshoesandswunghisfeettothebed.Heproppedhimselfagainstapillowandswitchedonthereadinglight."Youknowsomething,Scout?I'vegotitallfiguredout,now.I'vethoughtaboutitalotlatelyandI'vegotitfiguredout.There'sfourkindsoffolksintheworld.There'stheordinarykindlikeusandtheneighbors,there'sthekindliketheCunninghamsoutinthewoods,thekindliketheEwellsdownatthedump,andtheNegroes.""WhatabouttheChinese,andtheCajunsdownyonderinBaldwinCounty?""ImeaninMaycombCounty.Thethingaboutitis,ourkindoffolksdon'tliketheCunninghams,theCunninghamsdon'tliketheEwells,andtheEwellshateanddespisethecoloredfolks."ItoldJemifthatwasso,thenwhydidn'tTom'sjury,madeupoffolksliketheCunninghams,acquitTomtospitetheEwells?"Jemwavedmyquestionawayasbeinginfantile.

　　"Youknow,"hesaid,"I'veseenAtticuspathisfootwhenthere'sfiddlin'ontheradio,andhelovespotliquorbetter'nanymanIeversaw-""ThenthatmakesusliketheCunninghams,"Isaid."Ican'tseewhyAunty-""No,lemmefinish-itdoes,butwe'restilldifferentsomehow.

　　AtticussaidonetimethereasonAunty'ssohippedonthefamilyisbecauseallwe'vegot'sbackgroundandnotadimetoournames.""WellJem,Idon'tknow-AtticustoldmeonetimethatmostofthisOldFamilystuff'sfoolishnessbecauseeverybody'sfamily'sjustasoldaseverybodyelse's.IsaiddidthatincludethecoloredfolksandEnglishmenandhesaidyes.""Backgrounddoesn'tmeanOldFamily,"saidJem."Ithinkit'showlongyourfamily'sbeenreadin'andwritin'.Scout,I'vestudiedthisrealhardandthat'stheonlyreasonIcanthinkof.SomewherealongwhentheFincheswereinEgyptoneof'emmusthavelearnedahieroglyphicortwoandhetaughthisboy."Jemlaughed."ImagineAuntybeingproudhergreat-grandaddycouldreadan'write-ladiespickfunnythingstobeproudof.""WellI'mgladhecould,orwho'dataughtAtticusandthem,andifAtticuscouldn'tread,youandme'dbeinafix.Idon'tthinkthat'swhatbackgroundis,Jem.""Wellthen,howdoyouexplainwhytheCunninghamsaredifferent?

　　Mr.Waltercanhardlysignhisname,I'veseenhim.We'vejustbeenreadin'andwritin'longer'ntheyhave.""No,everybody'sgottalearn,nobody'sbornknowin'.ThatWalter'sassmartashecanbe,hejustgetsheldbacksometimesbecausehehastostayoutandhelphisdaddy.Nothin'swrongwithhim.Naw,Jem,Ithinkthere'sjustonekindoffolks.Folks."Jemturnedaroundandpunchedhispillow.Whenhesettledbackhisfacewascloudy.Hewasgoingintooneofhisdeclines,andIgrewwary.Hisbrowscametogether;hismouthbecameathinline.Hewassilentforawhile.

　　"That'swhatIthought,too,"hesaidatlast,"whenIwasyourage.

　　Ifthere'sjustonekindoffolks,whycan'ttheygetalongwitheachother?Ifthey'reallalike,whydotheygooutoftheirwaytodespiseeachother?Scout,IthinkI'mbeginningtounderstandsomething.IthinkI'mbeginningtounderstandwhyBooRadley'sstayedshutupinthehouseallthistime…it'sbecausehewantstostayinside."24Calpurniaworeherstiffeststarchedapron.Shecarriedatrayofcharlotte.Shebackeduptotheswingingdoorandpressedgently.Iadmiredtheeaseandgracewithwhichshehandledheavyloadsofdaintythings.SodidAuntAlexandra,Iguess,becauseshehadletCalpurniaservetoday.

　　AugustwasonthebrinkofSeptember.DillwouldbeleavingforMeridiantomorrow;todayhewasoffwithJematBarker'sEddy.JemhaddiscoveredwithangryamazementthatnobodyhadeverbotheredtoteachDillhowtoswim,askillJemconsiderednecessaryaswalking.Theyhadspenttwoafternoonsatthecreek,theysaidtheyweregoinginnakedandIcouldn'tcome,soIdividedthelonelyhoursbetweenCalpurniaandMissMaudie.

　　TodayAuntAlexandraandhermissionarycirclewerefightingthegoodfightalloverthehouse.Fromthekitchen,IheardMrs.GraceMerriweathergivingareportinthelivingroomonthesqualidlivesoftheMrunas,itsoundedliketome.Theyputthewomenoutinhutswhentheirtimecame,whateverthatwas;theyhadnosenseoffamily-Iknewthat'ddistressAunty-theysubjectedchildrentoterribleordealswhentheywerethirteen;theywerecrawlingwithyawsandearworms,theychewedupandspatoutthebarkofatreeintoacommunalpotandthengotdrunkonit.

　　Immediatelythereafter,theladiesadjournedforrefreshments.

　　Ididn'tknowwhethertogointothediningroomorstayout.AuntAlexandratoldmetojointhemforrefreshments;itwasnotnecessarythatIattendthebusinesspartofthemeeting,shesaidit'dboreme.IwaswearingmypinkSundaydress,shoes,andapetticoat,andreflectedthatifIspilledanythingCalpurniawouldhavetowashmydressagainfortomorrow.Thishadbeenabusydayforher.Idecidedtostayout.

　　"CanIhelpyou,Cal?"Iasked,wishingtobeofsomeservice.

　　Calpurniapausedinthedoorway."Youbestillasamouseinthatcorner,"shesaid,"an'youcanhelpmeloadupthetrayswhenIcomeback."Thegentlehumofladies'voicesgrewlouderassheopenedthedoor:

　　"Why,Alexandra,Ineversawsuchcharlotte…justlovely…Inevercangetmycrustlikethis,nevercan…who'd'vethoughtoflittledewberrytarts…Calpurnia?…who'dathoughtit…anybodytellyouthatthepreacher'swife's…nooo,wellsheis,andthatotheronenotwalkin'yet…"Theybecamequiet,andIknewtheyhadallbeenserved.Calpurniareturnedandputmymother'sheavysilverpitcheronatray."Thiscoffeepitcher'sacuriosity,"shemurmured,"theydon'tmake'emthesedays.""CanIcarryitin?""Ifyoubecarefulanddon'tdropit.SetitdownattheendofthetablebyMissAlexandra.Downtherebythecups'nthings.She'sgonnapour."ItriedpressingmybehindagainstthedoorasCalpurniahaddone,butthedoordidn'tbudge.Grinning,shehelditopenforme."Carefulnow,it'sheavy.Don'tlookatitandyouwon'tspillit."Myjourneywassuccessful:AuntAlexandrasmiledbrilliantly.

　　"Staywithus,JeanLouise,"shesaid.Thiswasapartofhercampaigntoteachmetobealady.

　　Itwascustomaryforeverycirclehostesstoinviteherneighborsinforrefreshments,betheyBaptistsorPresbyterians,whichaccountedforthepresenceofMissRachel（soberasajudge），MissMaudieandMissStephanieCrawford.Rathernervous,ItookaseatbesideMissMaudieandwonderedwhyladiesputontheirhatstogoacrossthestreet.Ladiesinbunchesalwaysfilledmewithvagueapprehensionandafirmdesiretobeelsewhere,butthisfeelingwaswhatAuntAlexandracalledbeing"spoiled."Theladieswerecoolinfragilepastelprints:mostofthemwereheavilypowderedbutunrouged;theonlylipstickintheroomwasTangeeNatural.CutexNaturalsparkledontheirfingernails,butsomeoftheyoungerladiesworeRose.Theysmelledheavenly.Isatquietly,havingconqueredmyhandsbytightlygrippingthearmsofthechair,andwaitedforsomeonetospeaktome.

　　MissMaudie'sgoldbridgeworktwinkled."You'remightydressedup,MissJeanLouise,"shesaid,"Whereareyourbritchestoday?""Undermydress."Ihadn'tmeanttobefunny,buttheladieslaughed.MycheeksgrewhotasIrealizedmymistake,butMissMaudielookedgravelydownatme.SheneverlaughedatmeunlessImeanttobefunny.

　　Inthesuddensilencethatfollowed,MissStephanieCrawfordcalledfromacrosstheroom,"Whatchagoingtobewhenyougrowup,JeanLouise?Alawyer?""Nome,Ihadn'tthoughtaboutit…"Ianswered,gratefulthatMissStephaniewaskindenoughtochangethesubject.HurriedlyIbeganchoosingmyvocation.Nurse?Aviator?"Well…""Whyshoot,Ithoughtyouwantedtobealawyer,you'vealreadycommencedgoingtocourt."Theladieslaughedagain."ThatStephanie'sacard,"somebodysaid.MissStephaniewasencouragedtopursuethesubject:"Don'tyouwanttogrowuptobealawyer?"MissMaudie'shandtouchedmineandIansweredmildlyenough,"Nome,justalady."MissStephanieeyedmesuspiciously,decidedthatImeantnoimpertinence,andcontentedherselfwith,"Well,youwon'tgetveryfaruntilyoustartwearingdressesmoreoften."MissMaudie'shandclosedtightlyonmine,andIsaidnothing.Itswarmthwasenough.

　　Mrs.GraceMerriweathersatonmyleft,andIfeltitwouldbepolitetotalktoher.Mr.Merriweather,afaithfulMethodistunderduress,apparentlysawnothingpersonalinsinging,"AmazingGrace,howsweetthesound,thatsavedawretchlikeme…"ItwasthegeneralopinionofMaycomb,however,thatMrs.Merriweatherhadsoberedhimupandmadeareasonablyusefulcitizenofhim.ForcertainlyMrs.MerriweatherwasthemostdevoutladyinMaycomb.Isearchedforatopicofinteresttoher."Whatdidyouallstudythisafternoon?"Iasked.

　　"Ohchild,thosepoorMrunas,"shesaid,andwasoff.Fewotherquestionswouldbenecessary.

　　Mrs.Merriweather'slargebrowneyesalwaysfilledwithtearswhensheconsideredtheoppressed."LivinginthatjunglewithnobodybutJ.GrimesEverett,"shesaid."Notawhiteperson'llgonear'embutthatsaintlyJ.GrimesEverett."Mrs.Merriweatherplayedhervoicelikeanorgan;everywordshesaidreceiveditsfullmeasure:"Thepoverty…thedarkness…theimmorality-nobodybutJ.GrimesEverettknows.Youknow,whenthechurchgavemethattriptothecampgroundsJ.GrimesEverettsaidtome-""Washethere,ma'am?Ithought-""Homeonleave.J.GrimesEverettsaidtome,hesaid,'Mrs.

　　Merriweather,youhavenoconception,noconceptionofwhatwearefightingoverthere.'That'swhathesaidtome.""Yesma'am.""Isaidtohim,'Mr.Everett,'Isaid,'theladiesoftheMaycombAlabamaMethodistEpiscopalChurchSoutharebehindyouonehundredpercent.'That'swhatIsaidtohim.Andyouknow,rightthenandthereImadeapledgeinmyheart.Isaidtomyself,whenIgohomeI'mgoingtogiveacourseontheMrunasandbringJ.GrimesEverett'smessagetoMaycombandthat'sjustwhatI'mdoing.""Yesma'am."WhenMrs.Merriweathershookherhead,herblackcurlsjiggled.

　　"JeanLouise,"shesaid,"youareafortunategirl.YouliveinaChristianhomewithChristianfolksinaChristiantown.OutthereinJ.GrimesEverett'slandthere'snothingbutsinandsqualor.""Yesma'am.""Sinandsqualor-whatwasthat,Gertrude?"Mrs.Merriweatherturnedonherchimesfortheladysittingbesideher."Ohthat.Well,Ialwayssayforgiveandforget,forgiveandforget.ThingthatchurchoughttodoishelpherleadaChristianlifeforthosechildrenfromhereonout.Someofthemenoughttogooutthereandtellthatpreachertoencourageher.""Excuseme,Mrs.Merriweather,"Iinterrupted,"areyoualltalkingaboutMayellaEwell?""May-?No,child.Thatdarky'swife.Tom'swife,Tom-""Robinson,ma'am."Mrs.Merriweatherturnedbacktoherneighbor."There'sonethingItrulybelieve,Gertrude,"shecontinued,"butsomepeoplejustdon'tseeitmyway.Ifwejustletthemknowweforgive'em,thatwe'veforgottenit,thenthiswholething'llblowover.""Ah-Mrs.Merriweather,"Iinterruptedoncemore,"what'llblowover?"Again,sheturnedtome.Mrs.Merriweatherwasoneofthosechildlessadultswhofinditnecessarytoassumeadifferenttoneofvoicewhenspeakingtochildren."Nothing,JeanLouise,"shesaid,instatelylargo,"thecooksandfieldhandsarejustdissatisfied,butthey'resettlingdownnow-theygrumbledallnextdayafterthattrial."Mrs.MerriweatherfacedMrs.Farrow:"Gertrude,Itellyouthere'snothingmoredistractingthanasulkydarky.Theirmouthsgodowntohere.Justruinsyourdaytohaveoneof'eminthekitchen.YouknowwhatIsaidtomySophy,Gertrude?Isaid,'Sophy,'Isaid,'yousimplyarenotbeingaChristiantoday.JesusChristneverwentaroundgrumblingandcomplaining,'andyouknow,itdidhergood.

　　Shetookhereyesoffthatfloorandsaid,'Nome,MizMerriweather,Jesusneverwentaroundgrumblin'.'Itellyou,Gertrude,youneveroughttoletanopportunitygobytowitnessfortheLord."IwasremindedoftheancientlittleorganinthechapelatFinch'sLanding.WhenIwasverysmall,andifIhadbeenverygoodduringtheday,Atticuswouldletmepumpitsbellowswhilehepickedoutatunewithonefinger.Thelastnotewouldlingeraslongastherewasairtosustainit.Mrs.Merriweatherhadrunoutofair,Ijudged,andwasreplenishinghersupplywhileMrs.Farrowcomposedherselftospeak.

　　Mrs.Farrowwasasplendidlybuiltwomanwithpaleeyesandnarrowfeet.Shehadafreshpermanentwave,andherhairwasamassoftightgrayringlets.ShewasthesecondmostdevoutladyinMaycomb.Shehadacurioushabitofprefacingeverythingshesaidwithasoftsibilantsound.

　　"S-s-sGrace,"shesaid,"it'sjustlikeIwastellingBrotherHutsontheotherday.'S-s-sBrotherHutson,'Isaid,'lookslikewe'refightingalosingbattle,alosingbattle.'Isaid,'S-s-sitdoesn'tmatterto'emonebit.Wecaneducate'emtillwe'reblueintheface,wecantrytillwedroptomakeChristiansoutof'em,butthere'snoladysafeinherbedthesenights.'Hesaidtome,'Mrs.

　　Farrow,Idon'tknowwhatwe'recomingtodownhere.'S-s-sItoldhimthatwascertainlyafact."Mrs.Merriweathernoddedwisely.Hervoicesoaredovertheclinkofcoffeecupsandthesoftbovinesoundsoftheladiesmunchingtheirdainties."Gertrude,"shesaid,"Itellyoutherearesomegoodbutmisguidedpeopleinthistown.Good,butmisguided.Folksinthistownwhothinkthey'redoingright,Imean.Nowfarbeitfrommetosaywho,butsomeof'eminthistownthoughttheyweredoingtherightthingawhileback,butalltheydidwasstir'emup.That'salltheydid.Might'velookedliketherightthingtodoatthetime,I'msureIdon'tknow,I'mnotreadinthatfield,butsulky…dissatisfied…ItellyouifmySophy'dkeptitupanotherdayI'dhavelethergo.It'sneverenteredthatwoolofhersthattheonlyreasonIkeepherisbecausethisdepression'sonandsheneedsherdollarandaquartereveryweekshecangetit.""Hisfooddoesn'tstickgoingdown,doesit?"MissMaudiesaidit.Twotightlineshadappearedatthecornersofhermouth.Shehadbeensittingsilentlybesideme,hercoffeecupbalancedononeknee.Ihadlostthethreadofconversationlongago,whentheyquittalkingaboutTomRobinson'swife,andhadcontentedmyselfwiththinkingofFinch'sLandingandtheriver.

　　AuntAlexandrahadgotitbackwards:thebusinesspartofthemeetingwasblood-curdling,thesocialhourwasdreary.

　　"Maudie,I'msureIdon'tknowwhatyoumean,"saidMrs.

　　Merriweather.

　　"I'msureyoudo,"MissMaudiesaidshortly.

　　Shesaidnomore.WhenMissMaudiewasangryherbrevitywasicy.

　　Somethinghadmadeherdeeplyangry,andhergrayeyeswereascoldashervoice.Mrs.Merriweatherreddened,glancedatme,andlookedaway.

　　IcouldnotseeMrs.Farrow.

　　AuntAlexandragotupfromthetableandswiftlypassedmorerefreshments,neatlyengagingMrs.MerriweatherandMrs.Gatesinbriskconversation.WhenshehadthemwellontheroadwithMrs.

　　Perkins,AuntAlexandrasteppedback.ShegaveMissMaudiealookofpuregratitude,andIwonderedattheworldofwomen.MissMaudieandAuntAlexandrahadneverbeenespeciallyclose,andherewasAuntysilentlythankingherforsomething.Forwhat,Iknewnot.IwascontenttolearnthatAuntAlexandracouldbepiercedsufficientlytofeelgratitudeforhelpgiven.Therewasnodoubtaboutit,Imustsoonenterthisworld,whereonitssurfacefragrantladiesrockedslowly,fannedgently,anddrankcoolwater.

　　ButIwasmoreathomeinmyfather'sworld.PeoplelikeMr.HeckTatedidnottrapyouwithinnocentquestionstomakefunofyou;evenJemwasnothighlycriticalunlessyousaidsomethingstupid.Ladiesseemedtoliveinfainthorrorofmen,seemedunwillingtoapprovewholeheartedlyofthem.ButIlikedthem.Therewassomethingaboutthem,nomatterhowmuchtheycussedanddrankandgambledandchewed;nomatterhowundelectabletheywere,therewassomethingaboutthemthatIinstinctivelyliked…theyweren't-"Hypocrites,Mrs.Perkins,bornhypocrites,"Mrs.Merriweatherwassaying."Atleastwedon'thavethatsinonourshouldersdownhere.

　　Peopleupthereset'emfree,butyoudon'tsee'emsettin'atthetablewith'em.Atleastwedon'thavethedeceittosayto'emyesyou'reasgoodaswearebutstayawayfromus.Downherewejustsayyouliveyourwayandwe'llliveours.Ithinkthatwoman,thatMrs.Roosevelt'slosthermind-justplainlosthermindcomingdowntoBirminghamandtryin'tositwith'em.IfIwastheMayorofBirminghamI'd-"Well,neitherofuswastheMayorofBirmingham,butIwishedIwastheGovernorofAlabamaforoneday:I'dletTomRobinsongosoquicktheMissionarySocietywouldn'thavetimetocatchitsbreath.

　　CalpurniawastellingMissRachel'scooktheotherdayhowbadTomwastakingthingsandshedidn'tstoptalkingwhenIcameintothekitchen.Shesaidtherewasn'tathingAtticuscoulddotomakebeingshutupeasierforhim,thatthelastthinghesaidtoAtticusbeforetheytookhimdowntotheprisoncampwas,"Good-bye,Mr.

　　Finch,thereain'tnothin'youcandonow,sothereain'tnousetryin'."CalpurniasaidAtticustoldherthatthedaytheytookTomtoprisonhejustgaveuphope.ShesaidAtticustriedtoexplainthingstohim,andthathemustdohisbestnottolosehopebecauseAtticuswasdoinghisbesttogethimfree.MissRachel'scookaskedCalpurniawhydidn'tAtticusjustsayyes,you'llgofree,andleaveitatthat-seemedlikethat'dbeabigcomforttoTom.Calpurniasaid,"Becauseyouain'tfamiliarwiththelaw.Firstthingyoulearnwhenyou'reinalawin'familyisthatthereain'tanydefiniteanswerstoanything.Mr.Finchcouldn'tsaysomethin'ssowhenhedoesn'tknowforsureit'sso."ThefrontdoorslammedandIheardAtticus'sfootstepsinthehall.AutomaticallyIwonderedwhattimeitwas.Notnearlytimeforhimtobehome,andonMissionarySocietydaysheusuallystayeddowntownuntilblackdark.

　　Hestoppedinthedoorway.Hishatwasinhishand,andhisfacewaswhite.

　　"Excuseme,ladies,"hesaid."Gorightaheadwithyourmeeting,don'tletmedisturbyou.Alexandra,couldyoucometothekitchenaminute?IwanttoborrowCalpurniaforawhile."Hedidn'tgothroughthediningroom,butwentdownthebackhallwayandenteredthekitchenfromthereardoor.AuntAlexandraandImethim.ThediningroomdooropenedagainandMissMaudiejoinedus.

　　Calpurniahadhalfrisenfromherchair.

　　"Cal,"Atticussaid,"IwantyoutogowithmeouttoHelenRobinson'shouse-""What'sthematter?"AuntAlexandraasked,alarmedbythelookonmyfather'sface.

　　"Tom'sdead."AuntAlexandraputherhandstohermouth.

　　"Theyshothim,"saidAtticus."Hewasrunning.Itwasduringtheirexerciseperiod.Theysaidhejustbrokeintoablindravingchargeatthefenceandstartedclimbingover.Rightinfrontofthem-""Didn'ttheytrytostophim?Didn'ttheygivehimanywarning?"AuntAlexandra'svoiceshook.

　　"Ohyes,theguardscalledtohimtostop.Theyfiredafewshotsintheair,thentokill.Theygothimjustashewentoverthefence.

　　Theysaidifhe'dhadtwogoodarmshe'dhavemadeit,hewasmovingthatfast.Seventeenbulletholesinhim.Theydidn'thavetoshoothimthatmuch.Cal,IwantyoutocomeoutwithmeandhelpmetellHelen.""Yessir,"shemurmured,fumblingatherapron.MissMaudiewenttoCalpurniaanduntiedit.

　　"Thisisthelaststraw,Atticus,"AuntAlexandrasaid.

　　"Dependsonhowyoulookatit,"hesaid."WhatwasoneNegro,moreorless,amongtwohundredof'em?Hewasn'tTomtothem,hewasanescapingprisoner."Atticusleanedagainsttherefrigerator,pusheduphisglasses,andrubbedhiseyes."Wehadsuchagoodchance,"hesaid."ItoldhimwhatIthought,butIcouldn'tintruthsaythatwehadmorethanagoodchance.IguessTomwastiredofwhitemen'schancesandpreferredtotakehisown.Ready,Cal?""Yessir,Mr.Finch.""Thenlet'sgo."AuntAlexandrasatdowninCalpurnia'schairandputherhandstoherface.Shesatquitestill;shewassoquietIwonderedifshewouldfaint.IheardMissMaudiebreathingasifshehadjustclimbedthesteps,andinthediningroomtheladieschatteredhappily.

　　IthoughtAuntAlexandrawascrying,butwhenshetookherhandsawayfromherface,shewasnot.Shelookedweary.Shespoke,andhervoicewasflat.

　　"Ican'tsayIapproveofeverythinghedoes,Maudie,buthe'smybrother,andIjustwanttoknowwhenthiswilleverend."Hervoicerose:"Ittearshimtopieces.Hedoesn'tshowitmuch,butittearshimtopieces.I'veseenhimwhen-whatelsedotheywantfromhim,Maudie,whatelse?""Whatdoeswhowant,Alexandra?"MissMaudieasked.

　　"Imeanthistown.They'reperfectlywillingtolethimdowhatthey'retooafraidtodothemselves-itmightlose'emanickel.

　　They'reperfectlywillingtolethimwreckhishealthdoingwhatthey'reafraidtodo,they're-""Bequiet,they'llhearyou,"saidMissMaudie."Haveyoueverthoughtofitthisway,Alexandra?WhetherMaycombknowsitornot,we'repayingthehighesttributewecanpayaman.Wetrusthimtodoright.It'sthatsimple.""Who?"AuntAlexandraneverknewshewasechoinghertwelve-year-oldnephew.

　　"ThehandfulofpeopleinthistownwhosaythatfairplayisnotmarkedWhiteOnly;thehandfulofpeoplewhosayafairtrialisforeverybody,notjustus;thehandfulofpeoplewithenoughhumilitytothink,whentheylookataNegro,therebutfortheLord'skindnessaml."MissMaudie'soldcrispnesswasreturning:"Thehandfulofpeopleinthistownwithbackground,that'swhotheyare."HadIbeenattentive,IwouldhavehadanotherscraptoaddtoJem'sdefinitionofbackground,butIfoundmyselfshakingandcouldn'tstop.IhadseenEnfieldPrisonFarm,andAtticushadpointedouttheexerciseyardtome.Itwasthesizeofafootballfield.

　　"Stopthatshaking,"commandedMissMaudie,andIstopped."Getup,Alexandra,we'veleft'emlongenough."AuntAlexandraroseandsmoothedthevariouswhaleboneridgesalongherhips.Shetookherhandkerchieffromherbeltandwipedhernose.Shepattedherhairandsaid,"DoIshowit?""Notasign,"saidMissMaudie."Areyoutogetheragain,JeanLouise?""Yesma'am.""Thenlet'sjointheladies,"shesaidgrimly.

　　TheirvoicesswelledwhenMissMaudieopenedthedoortothediningroom.AuntAlexandrawasaheadofme,andIsawherheadgoupasshewentthroughthedoor.

　　"Oh,Mrs.Perkins,"shesaid,"youneedsomemorecoffee.Letmegetit.""Calpurnia'sonanerrandforafewminutes,Grace,"saidMissMaudie."Letmepassyousomemoreofthosedewberrytarts.'dyouhearwhatthatcousinofminedidtheotherday,theonewholikestogofishing?…"Andsotheywent,downtherowoflaughingwomen,aroundthediningroom,refillingcoffeecups,dishingoutgoodiesasthoughtheironlyregretwasthetemporarydomesticdisasteroflosingCalpurnia.

　　Thegentlehumbeganagain."Yessir,Mrs.Perkins,thatJ.GrimesEverettisamartyredsaint,he…neededtogetmarriedsotheyran…tothebeautyparloreverySaturdayafternoon…soonasthesungoesdown.Hegoestobedwiththe…chickens,acratefullofsickchickens,Fredsaysthat'swhatstarteditall.Fredsays…"AuntAlexandralookedacrosstheroomatmeandsmiled.Shelookedatatrayofcookiesonthetableandnoddedatthem.IcarefullypickedupthetrayandwatchedmyselfwalktoMrs.Merriweather.

　　Withmybestcompanymanners,Iaskedherifshewouldhavesome.

　　Afterall,ifAuntycouldbealadyatatimelikethis,socouldI.

　　25"Don'tdothat,Scout.Sethimoutonthebacksteps.""Jem,areyoucrazy?…""Isaidsethimoutonthebacksteps."Sighing,Iscoopedupthesmallcreature,placedhimonthebottomstepandwentbacktomycot.Septemberhadcome,butnotatraceofcoolweatherwithit,andwewerestillsleepingonthebackscreenporch.Lightningbugswerestillabout,thenightcrawlersandflyinginsectsthatbeatagainstthescreenthesummerlonghadnotgonewherevertheygowhenautumncomes.

　　Aroly-polyhadfoundhiswayinsidethehouse;Ireasonedthatthetinyvarminthadcrawledupthestepsandunderthedoor.IwasputtingmybookonthefloorbesidemycotwhenIsawhim.Thecreaturesarenomorethananinchlong,andwhenyoutouchthemtheyrollthemselvesintoatightgrayball.

　　Ilayonmystomach,reacheddownandpokedhim.Herolledup.Then,feelingsafe,Isuppose,heslowlyunrolled.HetraveledafewinchesonhishundredlegsandItouchedhimagain.Herolledup.

　　Feelingsleepy,Idecidedtoendthings.MyhandwasgoingdownonhimwhenJemspoke.

　　Jemwasscowling.Itwasprobablyapartofthestagehewasgoingthrough,andIwishedhewouldhurryupandgetthroughit.Hewascertainlynevercrueltoanimals,butIhadneverknownhischaritytoembracetheinsectworld.

　　"Whycouldn'tImashhim?"Iasked.

　　"Becausetheydon'tbotheryou,"Jemansweredinthedarkness.Hehadturnedouthisreadinglight.

　　"Reckonyou'reatthestagenowwhereyoudon'tkillfliesandmosquitoesnow,Ireckon,"Isaid."Lemmeknowwhenyouchangeyourmind.Tellyouonething,though,Iain'tgonnasitaroundandnotscratcharedbug.""Awdryup,"heanswereddrowsily.

　　Jemwastheonewhowasgettingmorelikeagirleveryday,notI.

　　Comfortable,Ilayonmybackandwaitedforsleep,andwhilewaitingIthoughtofDill.Hehadleftusthefirstofthemonthwithfirmassurancesthathewouldreturntheminuteschoolwasout-heguessedhisfolkshadgotthegeneralideathathelikedtospendhissummersinMaycomb.MissRacheltookuswiththeminthetaxitoMaycombJunction,andDillwavedtousfromthetrainwindowuntilhewasoutofsight.Hewasnotoutofmind:Imissedhim.Thelasttwodaysofhistimewithus,Jemhadtaughthimtoswim-Taughthimtoswim.Iwaswideawake,rememberingwhatDillhadtoldme.

　　Barker'sEddyisattheendofadirtroadofftheMeridianhighwayaboutamilefromtown.Itiseasytocatcharidedownthehighwayonacottonwagonorfromapassingmotorist,andtheshortwalktothecreekiseasy,buttheprospectofwalkingallthewaybackhomeatdusk,whenthetrafficislight,istiresome,andswimmersarecarefulnottostaytoolate.

　　AccordingtoDill,heandJemhadjustcometothehighwaywhentheysawAtticusdrivingtowardthem.Helookedlikehehadnotseenthem,sotheybothwaved.Atticusfinallysloweddown;whentheycaughtupwithhimhesaid,"You'dbettercatcharideback.Iwon'tbegoinghomeforawhile."Calpurniawasinthebackseat.

　　Jemprotested,thenpleaded,andAtticussaid,"Allright,youcancomewithusifyoustayinthecar."OnthewaytoTomRobinson's,Atticustoldthemwhathadhappened.

　　Theyturnedoffthehighway,rodeslowlybythedumpandpasttheEwellresidence,downthenarrowlanetotheNegrocabins.DillsaidacrowdofblackchildrenwereplayingmarblesinTom'sfrontyard.

　　Atticusparkedthecarandgotout.Calpurniafollowedhimthroughthefrontgate.

　　Dillheardhimaskoneofthechildren,"Where'syourmother,Sam?"andheardSamsay,"ShedownatSisStevens's,Mr.Finch.Wantmerunfetchher?"DillsaidAtticuslookeduncertain,thenhesaidyes,andSamscamperedoff."Goonwithyourgame,boys,"Atticussaidtothechildren.

　　AlittlegirlcametothecabindoorandstoodlookingatAtticus.

　　Dillsaidherhairwasawadoftinystiffpigtails,eachendinginabrightbow.Shegrinnedfromeartoearandwalkedtowardourfather,butshewastoosmalltonavigatethesteps.DillsaidAtticuswenttoher,tookoffhishat,andofferedherhisfinger.Shegrabbeditandheeasedherdownthesteps.ThenhegavehertoCalpurnia.

　　Samwastrottingbehindhismotherwhentheycameup.DillsaidHelensaid,"'evenin',Mr.Finch,won'tyouhaveaseat?"Butshedidn'tsayanymore.NeitherdidAtticus.

　　"Scout,"saidDill,"shejustfelldowninthedirt.Justfelldowninthedirt,likeagiantwithabigfootjustcamealongandsteppedonher.Justump-"Dill'sfatfoothittheground."Likeyou'dsteponanant."DillsaidCalpurniaandAtticusliftedHelentoherfeetandhalfcarried,halfwalkedhertothecabin.Theystayedinsidealongtime,andAtticuscameoutalone.Whentheydrovebackbythedump,someoftheEwellsholleredatthem,butDilldidn'tcatchwhattheysaid.

　　MaycombwasinterestedbythenewsofTom'sdeathforperhapstwodays;twodayswasenoughfortheinformationtospreadthroughthecounty."Didyouhearabout?…No?Well,theysayhewasrunnin'fittobeatlightnin'…"ToMaycomb,Tom'sdeathwastypical.Typicalofaniggertocutandrun.Typicalofanigger'smentalitytohavenoplan,nothoughtforthefuture,justrunblindfirstchancehesaw.

　　Funnything,AtticusFinchmight'vegothimoffscotfree,butwait-?Hellno.Youknowhowtheyare.Easycome,easygo.Justshowsyou,thatRobinsonboywaslegallymarried,theysayhekepthimselfclean,wenttochurchandallthat,butwhenitcomesdowntothelinetheveneer'smightythin.Niggeralwayscomesoutin'em.

　　Afewmoredetails,enablingthelistenertorepeathisversioninturn,thennothingtotalkaboutuntilTheMaycombTribuneappearedthefollowingThursday.TherewasabriefobituaryintheColoredNews,buttherewasalsoaneditorial.

　　Mr.B.B.Underwoodwasathismostbitter,andhecouldn'thavecaredlesswhocanceledadvertisingandsubscriptions.（ButMaycombdidn'tplaythatway:Mr.Underwoodcouldhollertillhesweatedandwritewhateverhewantedto,he'dstillgethisadvertisingandsubscriptions.Ifhewantedtomakeafoolofhimselfinhispaperthatwashisbusiness.）Mr.Underwooddidn'ttalkaboutmiscarriagesofjustice,hewaswritingsochildrencouldunderstand.Mr.Underwoodsimplyfigureditwasasintokillcripples,betheystanding,sitting,orescaping.HelikenedTom'sdeathtothesenselessslaughterofsongbirdsbyhuntersandchildren,andMaycombthoughthewastryingtowriteaneditorialpoeticalenoughtobereprintedinTheMontgomeryAdvertiser.

　　Howcouldthisbeso,Iwondered,asIreadMr.Underwood'seditorial.Senselesskilling-Tomhadbeengivendueprocessoflawtothedayofhisdeath;hehadbeentriedopenlyandconvictedbytwelvegoodmenandtrue;myfatherhadfoughtforhimalltheway.ThenMr.Underwood'smeaningbecameclear:AtticushadusedeverytoolavailabletofreementosaveTomRobinson,butinthesecretcourtsofmen'sheartsAtticushadnocase.TomwasadeadmantheminuteMayellaEwellopenedhermouthandscreamed.

　　ThenameEwellgavemeaqueasyfeeling.MaycombhadlostnotimeingettingMr.Ewell'sviewsonTom'sdemiseandpassingthemalongthroughthatEnglishChannelofgossip,MissStephanieCrawford.

　　MissStephanietoldAuntAlexandrainJem'spresence（"Ohfoot,he'soldenoughtolisten."）thatMr.Ewellsaiditmadeonedownandabouttwomoretogo.Jemtoldmenottobeafraid,Mr.Ewellwasmorehotgasthananything.JemalsotoldmethatifIbreathedawordtoAtticus,ifinanywayIletAtticusknowIknew,Jemwouldpersonallyneverspeaktomeagain.

　　26Schoolstarted,andsodidourdailytripspasttheRadleyPlace.

　　Jemwasintheseventhgradeandwenttohighschool,beyondthegrammar-schoolbuilding;Iwasnowinthethirdgrade,andourroutinesweresodifferentIonlywalkedtoschoolwithJeminthemorningsandsawhimatmealtimes.Hewentoutforfootball,butwastooslenderandtooyoungyettodoanythingbutcarrytheteamwaterbuckets.Thishedidwithenthusiasm;mostafternoonshewasseldomhomebeforedark.

　　TheRadleyPlacehadceasedtoterrifyme,butitwasnolessgloomy,nolesschillyunderitsgreatoaks,andnolessuninviting.

　　Mr.NathanRadleycouldstillbeseenonaclearday,walkingtoandfromtown;weknewBoowasthere,forthesameoldreason-nobody'dseenhimcarriedoutyet.Isometimesfeltatwingeofremorse,whenpassingbytheoldplace,ateverhavingtakenpartinwhatmusthavebeensheertormenttoArthurRadley-whatreasonablereclusewantschildrenpeepingthroughhisshutters,deliveringgreetingsontheendofafishing-pole,wanderinginhiscollardsatnight?

　　AndyetIremembered.TwoIndian-headpennies,chewinggum,soapdolls,arustymedal,abrokenwatchandchain.Jemmusthaveputthemawaysomewhere.Istoppedandlookedatthetreeoneafternoon:thetrunkwasswellingarounditscementpatch.Thepatchitselfwasturningyellow.

　　Wehadalmostseenhimacoupleoftimes,agoodenoughscoreforanybody.

　　ButIstilllookedforhimeachtimeIwentby.Maybesomedaywewouldseehim.Iimaginedhowitwouldbe:whenithappened,he'djustbesittingintheswingwhenIcamealong."Hidydo,Mr.Arthur,"Iwouldsay,asifIhadsaiditeveryafternoonofmylife."Evening,JeanLouise,"hewouldsay,asifhehadsaiditeveryafternoonofmylife,"rightprettyspellwe'rehaving,isn'tit?""Yessir,rightpretty,"Iwouldsay,andgoon.

　　Itwasonlyafantasy.Wewouldneverseehim.HeprobablydidgooutwhenthemoonwasdownandgazeuponMissStephanieCrawford.

　　I'dhavepickedsomebodyelsetolookat,butthatwashisbusiness.

　　Hewouldnevergazeatus.

　　"Youaren'tstartingthatagain,areyou?"saidAtticusonenight,whenIexpressedastraydesirejusttohaveonegoodlookatBooRadleybeforeIdied."Ifyouare,I'lltellyourightnow:stopit.

　　I'mtoooldtogochasingyouofftheRadleyproperty.Besides,it'sdangerous.Youmightgetshot.YouknowMr.Nathanshootsateveryshadowhesees,evenshadowsthatleavesize-fourbarefootprints.Youwereluckynottobekilled."Ihushedthenandthere.AtthesametimeImarveledatAtticus.

　　Thiswasthefirsthehadletusknowheknewalotmoreaboutsomethingthanwethoughtheknew.Andithadhappenedyearsago.

　　No,onlylastsummer-no,summerbeforelast,when…timewasplayingtricksonme.ImustremembertoaskJem.

　　Somanythingshadhappenedtous,BooRadleywastheleastofourfears.Atticussaidhedidn'tseehowanythingelsecouldhappen,thatthingshadawayofsettlingdown,andafterenoughtimepassedpeoplewouldforgetthatTomRobinson'sexistencewaseverbroughttotheirattention.

　　PerhapsAtticuswasright,buttheeventsofthesummerhungoveruslikesmokeinaclosedroom.TheadultsinMaycombneverdiscussedthecasewithJemandme;itseemedthattheydiscusseditwiththeirchildren,andtheirattitudemusthavebeenthatneitherofuscouldhelphavingAtticusforaparent,sotheirchildrenmustbenicetousinspiteofhim.Thechildrenwouldneverhavethoughtthatupforthemselves:hadourclassmatesbeenlefttotheirowndevices,JemandIwouldhavehadseveralswift,satisfyingfist-fightsapieceandendedthematterforgood.Asitwas,wewerecompelledtoholdourheadshighandbe,respectively,agentlemanandalady.Inaway,itwasliketheeraofMrs.HenryLafayetteDubose,withoutallheryelling.Therewasoneoddthing,though,thatIneverunderstood:

　　inspiteofAtticus'sshortcomingsasaparent,peoplewerecontenttore-electhimtothestatelegislaturethatyear,asusual,withoutopposition.Icametotheconclusionthatpeoplewerejustpeculiar,Iwithdrewfromthem,andneverthoughtaboutthemuntilIwasforcedto.

　　Iwasforcedtoonedayinschool.Onceaweek,wehadaCurrentEventsperiod.Eachchildwassupposedtoclipanitemfromanewspaper,absorbitscontents,andrevealthemtotheclass.Thispracticeallegedlyovercameavarietyofevils:standinginfrontofhisfellowsencouragedgoodpostureandgaveachildpoise;deliveringashorttalkmadehimword-conscious;learninghiscurrenteventstrengthenedhismemory;beingsingledoutmadehimmorethaneveranxioustoreturntotheGroup.

　　Theideawasprofound,butasusual,inMaycombitdidn'tworkverywell.Inthefirstplace,fewruralchildrenhadaccesstonewspapers,sotheburdenofCurrentEventswasbornebythetownchildren,convincingthebuschildrenmoredeeplythatthetownchildrengotalltheattentionanyway.Theruralchildrenwhocould,usuallybroughtclippingsfromwhattheycalledTheGritPaper,apublicationspuriousintheeyesofMissGates,ourteacher.WhyshefrownedwhenachildrecitedfromTheGritPaperIneverknew,butinsomewayitwasassociatedwithlikingfiddling,eatingsyrupybiscuitsforlunch,beingaholy-roller,singingSweetlySingstheDonkeyandpronouncingitdunkey,allofwhichthestatepaidteacherstodiscourage.

　　Evenso,notmanyofthechildrenknewwhataCurrentEventwas.

　　LittleChuckLittle,ahundredyearsoldinhisknowledgeofcowsandtheirhabits,washalfwaythroughanUncleNatchellstorywhenMissGatesstoppedhim:"Charles,thatisnotacurrentevent.Thatisanadvertisement."CecilJacobsknewwhatonewas,though.Whenhisturncame,hewenttothefrontoftheroomandbegan,"OldHitler-""AdolfHitler,Cecil,"saidMissGates."OneneverbeginswithOldanybody.""Yesma'am,"hesaid."OldAdolfHitlerhasbeenprosecutin'the-""PersecutingCecil…""Nome,MissGates,itsayshere-wellanyway,oldAdolfHitlerhasbeenaftertheJewsandhe'sputtin''eminprisonsandhe'stakingawayalltheirpropertyandhewon'tletanyof'emoutofthecountryandhe'swashin'allthefeeble-mindedand-""Washingthefeeble-minded?""Yesma'am,MissGates,Ireckontheydon'thavesenseenoughtowashthemselves,Idon'treckonanidiotcouldkeephisselfclean.

　　Wellanyway,Hitler'sstartedaprogramtoroundupallthehalf-Jewstooandhewantstoregister'emincasetheymightwantacausehimanytroubleandIthinkthisisabadthingandthat'smycurrentevent.""Verygood,Cecil,"saidMissGates.Puffing,Cecilreturnedtohisseat.

　　Ahandwentupinthebackoftheroom."Howcanhedothat?""Whodowhat?"askedMissGatespatiently.

　　"ImeanhowcanHitlerjustputalotoffolksinapenlikethat,lookslikethegovamint'dstophim,"saidtheownerofthehand.

　　"Hitleristhegovernment,"saidMissGates,andseizinganopportunitytomakeeducationdynamic,shewenttotheblackboard.SheprintedDEMOCRACYinlargeletters."Democracy,"shesaid."Doesanybodyhaveadefinition?""Us,"somebodysaid.

　　Iraisedmyhand,rememberinganoldcampaignsloganAtticushadoncetoldmeabout.

　　"Whatdoyouthinkitmeans,JeanLouise?""'Equalrightsforall,specialprivilegesfornone,'"Iquoted.

　　"Verygood,JeanLouise,verygood,"MissGatessmiled.InfrontofDEMOCRACY,sheprintedWEAREA."Nowclass,sayitalltogether,'Weareademocracy.'"Wesaidit.ThenMissGatessaid,"That'sthedifferencebetweenAmericaandGermany.WeareademocracyandGermanyisadictatorship.

　　Dictator-ship,"shesaid."Overherewedon'tbelieveinpersecutinganybody.Persecutioncomesfrompeoplewhoareprejudiced.Prejudice,"sheenunciatedcarefully."TherearenobetterpeopleintheworldthantheJews,andwhyHitlerdoesn'tthinksoisamysterytome."Aninquiringsoulinthemiddleoftheroomsaid,"Whydon'ttheyliketheJews,youreckon,MissGates?""Idon'tknow,Henry.Theycontributetoeverysocietytheylivein,andmostofall,theyareadeeplyreligiouspeople.Hitler'stryingtodoawaywithreligion,somaybehedoesn'tlikethemforthatreason."Cecilspokeup."WellIdon'tknowforcertain,"hesaid,"they'resupposedtochangemoneyorsomethin',butthatain'tnocausetopersecute'em.They'rewhite,ain'tthey?"MissGatessaid,"Whenyougettohighschool,Cecil,you'lllearnthattheJewshavebeenpersecutedsincethebeginningofhistory,evendrivenoutoftheirowncountry.It'soneofthemostterriblestoriesinhistory.Timeforarithmetic,children."AsIhadneverlikedarithmetic,Ispenttheperiodlookingoutthewindow.TheonlytimeIeversawAtticusscowlwaswhenElmerDaviswouldgiveusthelatestonHitler.Atticuswouldsnapofftheradioandsay,"Hmp!"IaskedhimoncewhyhewasimpatientwithHitlerandAtticussaid,"Becausehe'samaniac."Thiswouldnotdo,Imused,astheclassproceededwithitssums.

　　OnemaniacandmillionsofGermanfolks.Lookedtomelikethey'dshutHitlerinapeninsteadoflettinghimshutthemup.Therewassomethingelsewrong-Iwouldaskmyfatheraboutit.

　　Idid,andhesaidhecouldnotpossiblyanswermyquestionbecausehedidn'tknowtheanswer.

　　"Butit'sokaytohateHitler?""Itisnot,"hesaid."It'snotokaytohateanybody.""Atticus,"Isaid,"there'ssomethin'Idon'tunderstand.MissGatessaiditwasawful,Hitlerdoin'likehedoes,shegotrealredinthefaceaboutit-""Ishouldthinkshewould.""But-""Yes?""Nothing,sir."Iwentaway,notsurethatIcouldexplaintoAtticuswhatwasonmymind,notsurethatIcouldclarifywhatwasonlyafeeling.PerhapsJemcouldprovidetheanswer.JemunderstoodschoolthingsbetterthanAtticus.

　　Jemwaswornoutfromaday'swater-carrying.Therewereatleasttwelvebananapeelsonthefloorbyhisbed,surroundinganemptymilkbottle."Whatchastuffin'for?"Iasked.

　　"CoachsaysifIcangaintwenty-fivepoundsbyyearafternextIcanplay,"hesaid."Thisisthequickestway.""Ifyoudon'tthrowitallup.Jem,"Isaid,"Iwantaaskyousomethin'.""Shoot."Heputdownhisbookandstretchedhislegs.

　　"MissGatesisanicelady,ain'tshe?""Whysure,"saidJem."IlikedherwhenIwasinherroom.""ShehatesHitleralot…""What'swrongwiththat?""Well,shewentontodayabouthowbaditwashimtreatin'theJewslikethat.Jem,it'snotrighttopersecuteanybody,isit?Imeanhavemeanthoughtsaboutanybody,even,isit?""Graciousno,Scout.What'seatin'you?""Well,comingoutofthecourthousethatnightMissGateswas-shewasgoin'downthestepsinfrontofus,youmustanotseenher-shewastalkingwithMissStephanieCrawford.Iheardhersayit'stimesomebodytaught'emalesson,theyweregettin'wayabovethemselves,an'thenextthingtheythinktheycandoismarryus.

　　Jem,howcanyouhateHitlersobadan'thenturnaroundandbeuglyaboutfolksrightathome-"Jemwassuddenlyfurious.Heleapedoffthebed,grabbedmebythecollarandshookme."Ineverwantahearaboutthatcourthouseagain,ever,ever,youhearme?Youhearme?Don'tyoueversayonewordtomeaboutitagain,youhear?Nowgoon!"Iwastoosurprisedtocry.IcreptfromJem'sroomandshutthedoorsoftly,lestunduenoisesethimoffagain.Suddenlytired,IwantedAtticus.Hewasinthelivingroom,andIwenttohimandtriedtogetinhislap.

　　Atticussmiled."You'regettingsobignow,I'lljusthavetoholdapartofyou."Heheldmeclose."Scout,"hesaidsoftly,"don'tletJemgetyoudown.He'shavingaroughtimethesedays.Iheardyoubackthere."AtticussaidthatJemwastryinghardtoforgetsomething,butwhathewasreallydoingwasstoringitawayforawhile,untilenoughtimepassed.Thenhewouldbeabletothinkaboutitandsortthingsout.Whenhewasabletothinkaboutit,Jemwouldbehimselfagain.

　　27Thingsdidsettledown,afterafashion,asAtticussaidtheywould.

　　BythemiddleofOctober,onlytwosmallthingsoutoftheordinaryhappenedtotwoMaycombcitizens.No,therewerethreethings,andtheydidnotdirectlyconcernus-theFinches-butinawaytheydid.

　　ThefirstthingwasthatMr.BobEwellacquiredandlostajobinamatterofdaysandprobablymadehimselfuniqueintheannalsofthenineteen-thirties:hewastheonlymanIeverheardofwhowasfiredfromtheWPAforlaziness.Isupposehisbriefburstoffamebroughtonabrieferburstofindustry,buthisjoblastedonlyaslongashisnotoriety:Mr.EwellfoundhimselfasforgottenasTomRobinson.

　　Thereafter,heresumedhisregularweeklyappearancesatthewelfareofficeforhischeck,andreceiveditwithnograceamidobscuremutteringsthatthebastardswhothoughttheyranthistownwouldn'tpermitanhonestmantomakealiving.RuthJones,thewelfarelady,saidMr.EwellopenlyaccusedAtticusofgettinghisjob.ShewasupsetenoughtowalkdowntoAtticus'sofficeandtellhimaboutit.

　　AtticustoldMissRuthnottofret,thatifBobEwellwantedtodiscussAtticus's"getting"hisjob,heknewthewaytotheoffice.

　　ThesecondthinghappenedtoJudgeTaylor.JudgeTaylorwasnotaSunday-nightchurchgoer:Mrs.Taylorwas.JudgeTaylorsavoredhisSundaynighthouraloneinhisbighouse,andchurchtimefoundhimholedupinhisstudyreadingthewritingsofBobTaylor（nokin,butthejudgewouldhavebeenproudtoclaimit）。OneSundaynight,lostinfruitymetaphorsandfloriddiction,JudgeTaylor'sattentionwaswrenchedfromthepagebyanirritatingscratchingnoise."Hush,"hesaidtoAnnTaylor,hisfatnondescriptdog.Thenherealizedhewasspeakingtoanemptyroom;thescratchingnoisewascomingfromtherearofthehouse.JudgeTaylorclumpedtothebackporchtoletAnnoutandfoundthescreendoorswingingopen.Ashadowonthecornerofthehousecaughthiseye,andthatwasallhesawofhisvisitor.Mrs.Taylorcamehomefromchurchtofindherhusbandinhischair,lostinthewritingsofBobTaylor,withashotgunacrosshislap.

　　ThethirdthinghappenedtoHelenRobinson,Tom'swidow.IfMr.

　　EwellwasasforgottenasTomRobinson,TomRobinsonwasasforgottenasBooRadley.ButTomwasnotforgottenbyhisemployer,Mr.LinkDeas.Mr.LinkDeasmadeajobforHelen.Hedidn'treallyneedher,buthesaidhefeltrightbadaboutthewaythingsturnedout.IneverknewwhotookcareofherchildrenwhileHelenwasaway.CalpurniasaiditwashardonHelen,becauseshehadtowalknearlyamileoutofherwaytoavoidtheEwells,who,accordingtoHelen,"chunkedather"thefirsttimeshetriedtousethepublicroad.Mr.LinkDeaseventuallyreceivedtheimpressionthatHelenwascomingtoworkeachmorningfromthewrongdirection,anddraggedthereasonoutofher."Justletitbe,Mr.Link,pleasesuh,"Helenbegged."ThehellIwill,"saidMr.Link.Hetoldhertocomebyhisstorethatafternoonbeforesheleft.Shedid,andMr.Linkclosedhisstore,puthishatfirmlyonhishead,andwalkedHelenhome.Hewalkedhertheshortway,bytheEwells'.Onhiswayback,Mr.Linkstoppedatthecrazygate.

　　"Ewell?"hecalled."IsayEwell!"Thewindows,normallypackedwithchildren,wereempty.

　　"Iknoweverylastoneofyou'sintherea-layin'onthefloor!

　　Nowhearme,BobEwell:ifIhearonemorepeepoutamygirlHelenaboutnotbein'abletowalkthisroadI'llhaveyouinjailbeforesundown!"Mr.Linkspatinthedustandwalkedhome.

　　Helenwenttoworknextmorningandusedthepublicroad.Nobodychunkedather,butwhenshewasafewyardsbeyondtheEwellhouse,shelookedaroundandsawMr.Ewellwalkingbehindher.Sheturnedandwalkedon,andMr.EwellkeptthesamedistancebehindheruntilshereachedMr.LinkDeas'shouse.Allthewaytothehouse,Helensaid,sheheardasoftvoicebehindher,crooningfoulwords.Thoroughlyfrightened,shetelephonedMr.Linkathisstore,whichwasnottoofarfromhishouse.AsMr.LinkcameoutofhisstorehesawMr.Ewellleaningonthefence.Mr.Ewellsaid,"Don'tyoulookatme,LinkDeas,likeIwasdirt.Iain'tjumpedyour-""Firstthingyoucando,Ewell,isgetyourstinkin'carcassoffmyproperty.You'releanin'onitan'Ican'taffordfreshpaintforit.SecondthingyoucandoisstayawayfrommycookorI'llhaveyouupforassault-""Iain'ttouchedher,LinkDeas,andain'tabouttogowithnonigger!""Youdon'thavetotouchher,allyouhavetodoismakeherafraid,an'ifassaultain'tenoughtokeepyoulockedupawhile,I'llgetyouinontheLadies'Law,sogetoutamysight!Ifyoudon'tthinkImeanit,justbotherthatgirlagain!"Mr.Ewellevidentlythoughthemeantit,forHelenreportednofurthertrouble.

　　"Idon'tlikeit,Atticus,Idon'tlikeitatall,"wasAuntAlexandra'sassessmentoftheseevents."Thatmanseemstohaveapermanentrunninggrudgeagainsteverybodyconnectedwiththatcase.Iknowhowthatkindareaboutpayingoffgrudges,butIdon'tunderstandwhyheshouldharborone-hehadhiswayincourt,didn'the?""IthinkIunderstand,"saidAtticus."ItmightbebecauseheknowsinhisheartthatveryfewpeopleinMaycombreallybelievedhisandMayella'syarns.Hethoughthe'dbeahero,butallhegotforhispainwas…was,okay,we'llconvictthisNegrobutgetbacktoyourdump.He'shadhisflingwithabouteverybodynow,soheoughttobesatisfied.He'llsettledownwhentheweatherchanges.""ButwhyshouldhetrytoburgleJohnTaylor'shouse?Heobviouslydidn'tknowJohnwashomeorhewouldn't'vetried.OnlylightsJohnshowsonSundaynightsareonthefrontporchandbackinhisden…""Youdon'tknowifBobEwellcutthatscreen,youdon'tknowwhodidit,"saidAtticus."ButIcanguess.IprovedhimaliarbutJohnmadehimlooklikeafool.AllthetimeEwellwasonthestandIcouldn'tdarelookatJohnandkeepastraightface.Johnlookedathimasifhewereathree-leggedchickenorasquareegg.Don'ttellmejudgesdon'ttrytoprejudicejuries,"Atticuschuckled.

　　BytheendofOctober,ourliveshadbecomethefamiliarroutineofschool,play,study.Jemseemedtohaveputoutofhismindwhateveritwashewantedtoforget,andourclassmatesmercifullyletusforgetourfather'seccentricities.CecilJacobsaskedmeonetimeifAtticuswasaRadical.WhenIaskedAtticus,AtticuswassoamusedIwasratherannoyed,buthesaidhewasn'tlaughingatme.

　　Hesaid,"YoutellCecilI'maboutasradicalasCottonTomHeflin."AuntAlexandrawasthriving.MissMaudiemusthavesilencedthewholemissionarysocietyatoneblow,forAuntyagainruledthatroost.Herrefreshmentsgrewevenmoredelicious.IlearnedmoreaboutthepoorMrunas'sociallifefromlisteningtoMrs.Merriweather:theyhadsolittlesenseoffamilythatthewholetribewasonebigfamily.

　　Achildhadasmanyfathersasthereweremeninthecommunity,asmanymothersastherewerewomen.J.GrimesEverettwasdoinghisutmosttochangethisstateofaffairs,anddesperatelyneededourprayers.

　　Maycombwasitselfagain.Preciselythesameaslastyearandtheyearbeforethat,withonlytwominorchanges.Firstly,peoplehadremovedfromtheirstorewindowsandautomobilesthestickersthatsaidNRA-WEDOOURPART.IaskedAtticuswhy,andhesaiditwasbecausetheNationalRecoveryActwasdead.Iaskedwhokilledit:

　　hesaidnineoldmen.

　　ThesecondchangeinMaycombsincelastyearwasnotoneofnationalsignificance.Untilthen,HalloweeninMaycombwasacompletelyunorganizedaffair.Eachchilddidwhathewantedtodo,withassistancefromotherchildreniftherewasanythingtobemoved,suchasplacingalightbuggyontopoftheliverystable.Butparentsthoughtthingswenttoofarlastyear,whenthepeaceofMissTuttiandMissFruttiwasshattered.

　　MissesTuttiandFruttiBarberweremaidenladies,sisters,wholivedtogetherintheonlyMaycombresidenceboastingacellar.TheBarberladieswererumoredtobeRepublicans,havingmigratedfromClanton,Alabama,in1911.Theirwayswerestrangetous,andwhytheywantedacellarnobodyknew,buttheywantedoneandtheydugone,andtheyspenttherestoftheirliveschasinggenerationsofchildrenoutofit.

　　MissesTuttiandFrutti（theirnameswereSarahandFrances），asidefromtheirYankeeways,werebothdeaf.MissTuttidenieditandlivedinaworldofsilence,butMissFrutti,notabouttomissanything,employedaneartrumpetsoenormousthatJemdeclareditwasaloudspeakerfromoneofthosedogVictrolas.

　　WiththesefactsinmindandHalloweenathand,somewickedchildrenhadwaiteduntiltheMissesBarberwerethoroughlyasleep,slippedintotheirlivingroom（nobodybuttheRadleyslockedupatnight），stealthilymadeawaywitheverystickoffurnituretherein,andhiditinthecellar.Idenyhavingtakenpartinsuchathing.

　　"Iheard'em!"wasthecrythatawoketheMissesBarber'sneighborsatdawnnextmorning."Heard'emdriveatruckuptothedoor!Stompedaroundlikehorses.They'reinNewOrleansbynow!"MissTuttiwassurethosetravelingfursellerswhocamethroughtowntwodaysagohadpurloinedtheirfurniture."Da-rktheywere,"shesaid."Syrians."Mr.HeckTatewassummoned.Hesurveyedtheareaandsaidhethoughtitwasalocaljob.MissFruttisaidshe'dknowaMaycombvoiceanywhere,andtherewerenoMaycombvoicesinthatparlorlastnight-rollingtheirr'salloverherpremises,theywere.Nothinglessthanthebloodhoundsmustbeusedtolocatetheirfurniture,MissTuttiinsisted,soMr.Tatewasobligedtogotenmilesouttheroad,roundupthecountyhounds,andputthemonthetrail.

　　Mr.TatestartedthemoffattheMissesBarber'sfrontsteps,butalltheydidwasrunaroundtothebackofthehouseandhowlatthecellardoor.WhenMr.Tatesettheminmotionthreetimes,hefinallyguessedthetruth.Bynoontimethatday,therewasnotabarefootedchildtobeseeninMaycombandnobodytookoffhisshoesuntilthehoundswerereturned.

　　SotheMaycombladiessaidthingswouldbedifferentthisyear.

　　Thehigh-schoolauditoriumwouldbeopen,therewouldbeapageantforthegrown-ups;apple-bobbing,taffy-pulling,pinningthetailonthedonkeyforthechildren.Therewouldalsobeaprizeoftwenty-fivecentsforthebestHalloweencostume,createdbythewearer.

　　JemandIbothgroaned.Notthatwe'deverdoneanything,itwastheprincipleofthething.JemconsideredhimselftoooldforHalloweenanyway;hesaidhewouldn'tbecaughtanywherenearthehighschoolatsomethinglikethat.Ohwell,Ithought,Atticuswouldtakeme.

　　Isoonlearned,however,thatmyserviceswouldberequiredonstagethatevening.Mrs.GraceMerriweatherhadcomposedanoriginalpageantentitledMaycombCounty:AdAstraPerAspera,andIwastobeaham.

　　Shethoughtitwouldbeadorableifsomeofthechildrenwerecostumedtorepresentthecounty'sagriculturalproducts:CecilJacobswouldbedresseduptolooklikeacow;AgnesBoonewouldmakealovelybutterbean,anotherchildwouldbeapeanut,andondownthelineuntilMrs.Merriweather'simaginationandthesupplyofchildrenwereexhausted.

　　Ouronlyduties,asfarasIcouldgatherfromourtworehearsals,weretoenterfromstageleftasMrs.Merriweather（notonlytheauthor,butthenarrator）identifiedus.Whenshecalledout,"Pork,"thatwasmycue.Thentheassembledcompanywouldsing,"MaycombCounty,MaycombCounty,wewillayebetruetothee,"asthegrandfinale,andMrs.Merriweatherwouldmountthestagewiththestateflag.

　　Mycostumewasnotmuchofaproblem.Mrs.Crenshaw,thelocalseamstress,hadasmuchimaginationasMrs.Merriweather.Mrs.

　　Crenshawtooksomechickenwireandbentitintotheshapeofacuredham.Thisshecoveredwithbrowncloth,andpaintedittoresembletheoriginal.Icouldduckunderandsomeonewouldpullthecontraptiondownovermyhead.Itcamealmosttomyknees.Mrs.

　　Crenshawthoughtfullylefttwopeepholesforme.Shedidafinejob.

　　JemsaidIlookedexactlylikeahamwithlegs.Therewereseveraldiscomforts,though:itwashot,itwasaclosefit;ifmynoseitchedIcouldn'tscratch,andonceinsideIcouldnotgetoutofitalone.

　　WhenHalloweencame,Iassumedthatthewholefamilywouldbepresenttowatchmeperform,butIwasdisappointed.Atticussaidastactfullyashecouldthathejustdidn'tthinkhecouldstandapageanttonight,hewasallin.HehadbeeninMontgomeryforaweekandhadcomehomelatethatafternoon.HethoughtJemmightescortmeifIaskedhim.

　　AuntAlexandrasaidshejusthadtogettobedearly,she'dbeendecoratingthestageallafternoonandwaswornout-shestoppedshortinthemiddleofhersentence.Sheclosedhermouth,thenopenedittosaysomething,butnowordscame.

　　"'smatter,Aunty?"Iasked.

　　"Ohnothing,nothing,"shesaid,"somebodyjustwalkedovermygrave."Sheputawayfromherwhateveritwasthatgaveherapinprickofapprehension,andsuggestedthatIgivethefamilyapreviewinthelivingroom.SoJemsqueezedmeintomycostume,stoodatthelivingroomdoor,calledout"Po-ork,"exactlyasMrs.Merriweatherwouldhavedone,andImarchedin.AtticusandAuntAlexandraweredelighted.

　　IrepeatedmypartforCalpurniainthekitchenandshesaidIwaswonderful.IwantedtogoacrossthestreettoshowMissMaudie,butJemsaidshe'dprobablybeatthepageantanyway.

　　Afterthat,itdidn'tmatterwhethertheywentornot.Jemsaidhewouldtakeme.Thusbeganourlongestjourneytogether.

　　28TheweatherwasunusuallywarmforthelastdayofOctober.Wedidn'tevenneedjackets.Thewindwasgrowingstronger,andJemsaiditmightberainingbeforewegothome.Therewasnomoon.

　　ThestreetlightonthecornercastsharpshadowsontheRadleyhouse.IheardJemlaughsoftly."Betnobodybothersthemtonight,"hesaid.Jemwascarryingmyhamcostume,ratherawkwardly,asitwashardtohold.Ithoughtitgallantofhimtodoso.

　　"Itisascaryplacethough,ain'tit?"Isaid."Boodoesn'tmeananybodyanyharm,butI'mrightgladyou'realong.""YouknowAtticuswouldn'tletyougototheschoolhousebyyourself,"Jemsaid.

　　"Don'tseewhy,it'sjustaroundthecornerandacrosstheyard.""Thatyard'samightylongplaceforlittlegirlstocrossatnight,"Jemteased."Ain'tyouscaredofhaints?"Welaughed.Haints,HotSteams,incantations,secretsigns,hadvanishedwithouryearsasmistwithsunrise."Whatwasthatoldthing,"Jemsaid,"Angelbright,life-in-death;getofftheroad,don'tsuckmybreath.""Cutitout,now,"Isaid.WewereinfrontoftheRadleyPlace.

　　Jemsaid,"Boomustnotbeathome.Listen."Highaboveusinthedarknessasolitarymockerpouredouthisrepertoireinblissfulunawarenessofwhosetreehesatin,plungingfromtheshrillkee,keeofthesunflowerbirdtotheirasciblequa-ackofabluejay,tothesadlamentofPoorWill,PoorWill,PoorWill.

　　WeturnedthecornerandItrippedonarootgrowingintheroad.

　　Jemtriedtohelpme,butallhedidwasdropmycostumeinthedust.Ididn'tfall,though,andsoonwewereonourwayagain.

　　Weturnedofftheroadandenteredtheschoolyard.Itwaspitchblack.

　　"Howdoyouknowwherewe'reat,Jem?"Iasked,whenwehadgoneafewsteps.

　　"Icantellwe'reunderthebigoakbecausewe'repassin'throughacoolspot.Carefulnow,anddon'tfallagain."Wehadslowedtoacautiousgait,andwerefeelingourwayforwardsoasnottobumpintothetree.Thetreewasasingleandancientoak;twochildrencouldnotreacharounditstrunkandtouchhands.Itwasfarawayfromteachers,theirspies,andcuriousneighbors:itwasneartheRadleylot,buttheRadleyswerenotcurious.Asmallpatchofearthbeneathitsbrancheswaspackedhardfrommanyfightsandfurtivecrapgames.

　　Thelightsinthehighschoolauditoriumwereblazinginthedistance,buttheyblindedus,ifanything."Don'tlookahead,Scout,"Jemsaid."Lookatthegroundandyouwon'tfall.""Youshouldhavebroughttheflashlight,Jem.""Didn'tknowitwasthisdark.Didn'tlooklikeit'dbethisdarkearlierintheevening.Socloudy,that'swhy.It'llholdoffawhile,though."Someoneleapedatus.

　　"Godalmighty!"Jemyelled.

　　Acircleoflightburstinourfaces,andCecilJacobsjumpedingleebehindit."Ha-a-a,gotcha!"heshrieked."Thoughtyou'dbecomin'alongthisway!""Whatareyoudoin'wayoutherebyyourself,boy?Ain'tyouscaredofBooRadley?"Cecilhadriddensafelytotheauditoriumwithhisparents,hadn'tseenus,thenhadventureddownthisfarbecauseheknewgoodandwellwe'dbecomingalong.HethoughtMr.Finch'dbewithus,though.

　　"Shucks,ain'tmuchbutaroundthecorner,"saidJem."Who'sscaredtogoaroundthecorner?"WehadtoadmitthatCecilwasprettygood,though.Hehadgivenusafright,andhecouldtellitallovertheschoolhouse,thatwashisprivilege.

　　"Say,"Isaid,"ain'tyouacowtonight?Where'syourcostume?""It'supbehindthestage,"hesaid."Mrs.Merriweathersaysthepageantain'tcomin'onforawhile.Youcanputyoursbackofthestagebymine,Scout,andwecangowiththerestof'em."Thiswasanexcellentidea,Jemthought.HealsothoughtitagoodthingthatCecilandIwouldbetogether.Thisway,Jemwouldbelefttogowithpeoplehisownage.

　　Whenwereachedtheauditorium,thewholetownwasthereexceptAtticusandtheladieswornoutfromdecorating,andtheusualoutcastsandshut-ins.Mostofthecounty,itseemed,wasthere:thehallwasteemingwithslicked-upcountrypeople.Thehighschoolbuildinghadawidedownstairshallway;peoplemilledaroundboothsthathadbeeninstalledalongeachside.

　　"OhJem.Iforgotmymoney,"Isighed,whenIsawthem.

　　"Atticusdidn't,"Jemsaid."Here'sthirtycents,youcandosixthings.Seeyoulateron.""Okay,"Isaid,quitecontentwiththirtycentsandCecil.IwentwithCecildowntothefrontoftheauditorium,throughadoorononeside,andbackstage.Igotridofmyhamcostumeanddepartedinahurry,forMrs.Merriweatherwasstandingatalecterninfrontofthefirstrowofseatsmakinglast-minute,frenziedchangesinthescript.

　　"Howmuchmoneyyougot?"IaskedCecil.Cecilhadthirtycents,too,whichmadeuseven.WesquanderedourfirstnickelsontheHouseofHorrors,whichscaredusnotatall;weenteredtheblackseventh-graderoomandwereledaroundbythetemporaryghoulinresidenceandweremadetotouchseveralobjectsallegedtobecomponentpartsofahumanbeing."Here'shiseyes,"weweretoldwhenwetouchedtwopeeledgrapesonasaucer."Here'shisheart,"whichfeltlikerawliver."Thesearehisinnards,"andourhandswerethrustintoaplateofcoldspaghetti.

　　CecilandIvisitedseveralbooths.WeeachboughtasackofMrs.

　　JudgeTaylor'shomemadedivinity.Iwantedtobobforapples,butCecilsaiditwasn'tsanitary.Hismothersaidhemightcatchsomethingfromeverybody'sheadshavingbeeninthesametub."Ain'tanythingaroundtownnowtocatch,"Iprotested.ButCecilsaidhismothersaiditwasunsanitarytoeatafterfolks.IlateraskedAuntAlexandraaboutthis,andshesaidpeoplewhoheldsuchviewswereusuallyclimbers.

　　WewereabouttopurchaseabloboftaffywhenMrs.Merriweather'srunnersappearedandtoldustogobackstage,itwastimetogetready.Theauditoriumwasfillingwithpeople;theMaycombCountyHighSchoolbandhadassembledinfrontbelowthestage;thestagefootlightswereonandtheredvelvetcurtainrippledandbillowedfromthescurryinggoingonbehindit.

　　Backstage,CecilandIfoundthenarrowhallwayteemingwithpeople:

　　adultsinhomemadethree-cornerhats,Confederatecaps,Spanish-AmericanWarhats,andWorldWarhelmets.Childrendressedasvariousagriculturalenterprisescrowdedaroundtheonesmallwindow.

　　"Somebody'smashedmycostume,"Iwailedindismay.Mrs.

　　Merriweathergallopedtome,reshapedthechickenwire,andthrustmeinside.

　　"Youallrightinthere,Scout?"askedCecil."Yousoundsofaroff,likeyouwasontheothersideofahill.""Youdon'tsoundanynearer,"Isaid.

　　Thebandplayedthenationalanthem,andweheardtheaudiencerise.

　　Thenthebassdrumsounded.Mrs.Merriweather,stationedbehindherlecternbesidetheband,said:"MaycombCountyAdAstraPerAspera."Thebassdrumboomedagain."Thatmeans,"saidMrs.Merriweather,translatingfortherusticelements,"fromthemudtothestars."Sheadded,unnecessarily,itseemedtome,"Apageant.""Reckontheywouldn'tknowwhatitwasifshedidn'ttell'em,"whisperedCecil,whowasimmediatelyshushed.

　　"Thewholetownknowsit,"Ibreathed.

　　"Butthecountryfolks'vecomein,"Cecilsaid.

　　"Bequietbackthere,"aman'svoiceordered,andweweresilent.

　　ThebassdrumwentboomwitheverysentenceMrs.Merriweatheruttered.ShechantedmournfullyaboutMaycombCountybeingolderthanthestate,thatitwasapartoftheMississippiandAlabamaTerritories,thatthefirstwhitemantosetfootinthevirginforestswastheProbateJudge'sgreat-grandfatherfivetimesremoved,whowasneverheardofagain.ThencamethefearlessColonelMaycomb,forwhomthecountywasnamed.

　　AndrewJacksonappointedhimtoapositionofauthority,andColonelMaycomb'smisplacedself-confidenceandslendersenseofdirectionbroughtdisastertoallwhorodewithhimintheCreekIndianWars.

　　ColonelMaycombperseveredinhiseffortstomaketheregionsafefordemocracy,buthisfirstcampaignwashislast.Hisorders,relayedtohimbyafriendlyIndianrunner,weretomovesouth.

　　Afterconsultingatreetoascertainfromitslichenwhichwaywassouth,andtakingnolipfromthesubordinateswhoventuredtocorrecthim,ColonelMaycombsetoutonapurposefuljourneytorouttheenemyandentangledhistroopssofarnorthwestintheforestprimevalthattheywereeventuallyrescuedbysettlersmovinginland.

　　Mrs.Merriweathergaveathirty-minutedescriptionofColonelMaycomb'sexploits.IdiscoveredthatifIbentmykneesIcouldtuckthemundermycostumeandmoreorlesssit.Isatdown,listenedtoMrs.Merriweather'sdroneandthebassdrum'sboomandwassoonfastasleep.

　　TheysaidlaterthatMrs.Merriweatherwasputtingherallintothegrandfinale,thatshehadcrooned,"Po-ork,"withaconfidencebornofpinetreesandbutterbeansenteringoncue.Shewaitedafewseconds,thencalled,"Po-ork?"Whennothingmaterialized,sheyelled,"Pork!"Imusthaveheardherinmysleep,orthebandplayingDixiewokeme,butitwaswhenMrs.MerriweathertriumphantlymountedthestagewiththestateflagthatIchosetomakemyentrance.Choseisincorrect:IthoughtI'dbettercatchupwiththerestofthem.

　　TheytoldmelaterthatJudgeTaylorwentoutbehindtheauditoriumandstoodthereslappinghiskneessohardMrs.Taylorbroughthimaglassofwaterandoneofhispills.

　　Mrs.Merriweatherseemedtohaveahit,everybodywascheeringso,butshecaughtmebackstageandtoldmeIhadruinedherpageant.

　　Shemademefeelawful,butwhenJemcametofetchmehewassympathetic.Hesaidhecouldn'tseemycostumemuchfromwherehewassitting.HowhecouldtellIwasfeelingbadundermycostumeIdon'tknow,buthesaidIdidallright,Ijustcameinalittlelate,thatwasall.JemwasbecomingalmostasgoodasAtticusatmakingyoufeelrightwhenthingswentwrong.Almost-notevenJemcouldmakemegothroughthatcrowd,andheconsentedtowaitbackstagewithmeuntiltheaudienceleft.

　　"Youwantatakeitoff,Scout?"heasked.

　　"Naw,I'lljustkeepiton,"Isaid.Icouldhidemymortificationunderit.

　　"Youallwantaridehome?"someoneasked.

　　"Nosir,thankyou,"IheardJemsay."It'sjustalittlewalk.""Becarefulofhaints,"thevoicesaid."Betterstill,tellthehaintstobecarefulofScout.""Therearen'tmanyfolksleftnow,"Jemtoldme."Let'sgo."Wewentthroughtheauditoriumtothehallway,thendownthesteps.Itwasstillblackdark.Theremainingcarswereparkedontheothersideofthebuilding,andtheirheadlightswerelittlehelp.

　　"Ifsomeof'emweregoin'inourdirectionwecouldseebetter,"saidJem."HereScout,letmeholdontoyour-hock.Youmightloseyourbalance.""Icanseeallright.""Yeah,butyoumightloseyourbalance."Ifeltaslightpressureonmyhead,andassumedthatJemhadgrabbedthatendoftheham."Yougotme?""Uhhuh."Webegancrossingtheblackschoolyard,strainingtoseeourfeet.

　　"Jem,"Isaid,"Iforgotmyshoes,they'rebackbehindthestage.""Welllet'sgoget'em."Butasweturnedaroundtheauditoriumlightswentoff."Youcanget'emtomorrow,"hesaid.

　　"Buttomorrow'sSunday,"Iprotested,asJemturnedmehomeward.

　　"YoucangettheJanitortoletyouin…Scout?""Hm?""Nothing."Jemhadn'tstartedthatinalongtime.Iwonderedwhathewasthinking.He'dtellmewhenhewantedto,probablywhenwegothome.Ifelthisfingerspressthetopofmycostume,toohard,itseemed.Ishookmyhead."Jem,youdon'thafta-""Hushaminute,Scout,"hesaid,pinchingme.

　　Wewalkedalongsilently."Minute'sup,"Isaid."Whatchathinkin'

　　about?"Iturnedtolookathim,buthisoutlinewasbarelyvisible.

　　"ThoughtIheardsomething,"hesaid."Stopaminute."Westopped.

　　"Hearanything?"heasked.

　　"No."Wehadnotgonefivepacesbeforehemademestopagain.

　　"Jem,areyoutryin'toscareme?YouknowI'mtooold-""Bequiet,"hesaid,andIknewhewasnotjoking.

　　Thenightwasstill.Icouldhearhisbreathcomingeasilybesideme.Occasionallytherewasasuddenbreezethathitmybarelegs,butitwasallthatremainedofapromisedwindynight.Thiswasthestillnessbeforeathunderstorm.Welistened.

　　"Heardanolddogjustthen,"Isaid.

　　"It'snotthat,"Jemanswered."Ihearitwhenwe'rewalkin'

　　along,butwhenwestopIdon'thearit.""Youhearmycostumerustlin'.Aw,it'sjustHalloweengotyou…"IsaiditmoretoconvincemyselfthanJem,forsureenough,aswebeganwalking,Iheardwhathewastalkingabout.Itwasnotmycostume.

　　"It'sjustoldCecil,"saidJempresently."Hewon'tgetusagain.

　　Let'sdon'tlethimthinkwe'rehurrying."Weslowedtoacrawl.IaskedJemhowCecilcouldfollowusinthisdark,lookedtomelikehe'dbumpintousfrombehind.

　　"Icanseeyou,Scout,"Jemsaid.

　　"How?Ican'tseeyou.""Yourfatstreaksareshowin'.Mrs.Crenshawpainted'emwithsomeofthatshinystuffsothey'dshowupunderthefootlights.Icanseeyouprettywell,an'IexpectCecilcanseeyouwellenoughtokeephisdistance."IwouldshowCecilthatweknewhewasbehindusandwewerereadyforhim."CecilJacobsisabigwethe-en!"Iyelledsuddenly,turningaround.

　　Westopped.Therewasnoacknowledgementsavehe-enbouncingoffthedistantschoolhousewall.

　　"I'llgethim,"saidJem."He-y!"Hay-e-hay-e-hay-ey,answeredtheschoolhousewall.ItwasunlikeCeciltoholdoutforsolong;oncehepulledajokehe'drepeatittimeandagain.Weshouldhavebeenleaptatalready.Jemsignaledformetostopagain.

　　Hesaidsoftly,"Scout,canyoutakethatthingoff?""Ithinkso,butIain'tgotanythingonunderitmuch.""I'vegotyourdresshere.""Ican'tgetitoninthedark.""Okay,"hesaid,"nevermind.""Jem,areyouafraid?""No.Thinkwe'realmosttothetreenow.Fewyardsfromthat,an'

　　we'llbetotheroad.Wecanseethestreetlightthen."Jemwastalkinginanunhurried,flattonelessvoice.IwonderedhowlonghewouldtrytokeeptheCecilmythgoing.

　　"Youreckonweoughtasing,Jem?""No.Berealquietagain,Scout."Wehadnotincreasedourpace.JemknewaswellasIthatitwasdifficulttowalkfastwithoutstumpingatoe,trippingonstones,andotherinconveniences,andIwasbarefooted.Maybeitwasthewindrustlingthetrees.Buttherewasn'tanywindandthereweren'tanytreesexceptthebigoak.

　　Ourcompanyshuffledanddraggedhisfeet,asifwearingheavyshoes.Whoeveritwasworethickcottonpants;whatIthoughtweretreesrustlingwasthesoftswishofcottononcotton,wheek,wheek,witheverystep.

　　IfeltthesandgocoldundermyfeetandIknewwewerenearthebigoak.Jempressedmyhead.Westoppedandlistened.

　　Shuffle-foothadnotstoppedwithusthistime.Histrousersswishedsoftlyandsteadily.Thentheystopped.Hewasrunning,runningtowarduswithnochild'ssteps.

　　"Run,Scout!Run!Run!"Jemscreamed.

　　Itookonegiantstepandfoundmyselfreeling:myarmsuseless,inthedark,Icouldnotkeepmybalance.

　　"Jem,Jem,helpme,Jem!"Somethingcrushedthechickenwirearoundme.MetalrippedonmetalandIfelltothegroundandrolledasfarasIcould,flounderingtoescapemywireprison.Fromsomewherenearbycamescuffling,kickingsounds,soundsofshoesandfleshscrapingdirtandroots.SomeonerolledagainstmeandIfeltJem.Hewasuplikelightningandpullingmewithhimbut,thoughmyheadandshoulderswerefree,Iwassoentangledwedidn'tgetveryfar.

　　WewerenearlytotheroadwhenIfeltJem'shandleaveme,felthimjerkbackwardstotheground.Morescuffling,andtherecameadullcrunchingsoundandJemscreamed.

　　IraninthedirectionofJem'sscreamandsankintoaflabbymalestomach.Itsownersaid,"Uff!"andtriedtocatchmyarms,buttheyweretightlypinioned.Hisstomachwassoftbuthisarmswerelikesteel.Heslowlysqueezedthebreathoutofme.Icouldnotmove.

　　Suddenlyhewasjerkedbackwardsandflungontheground,almostcarryingmewithhim.Ithought,Jem'sup.

　　One'smindworksveryslowlyattimes.Stunned,Istoodtheredumbly.Thescufflingnoisesweredying;someonewheezedandthenightwasstillagain.

　　Stillbutforamanbreathingheavily,breathingheavilyandstaggering.Ithoughthewenttothetreeandleanedagainstit.Hecoughedviolently,asobbing,bone-shakingcough.

　　"Jem?"Therewasnoanswerbuttheman'sheavybreathing.

　　"Jem?"Jemdidn'tanswer.

　　Themanbeganmovingaround,asifsearchingforsomething.Iheardhimgroanandpullsomethingheavyalongtheground.Itwasslowlycomingtomethattherewerenowfourpeopleunderthetree.

　　"Atticus…？"Themanwaswalkingheavilyandunsteadilytowardtheroad.

　　IwenttowhereIthoughthehadbeenandfeltfranticallyalongtheground,reachingoutwithmytoes.PresentlyItouchedsomeone.

　　"Jem?"Mytoestouchedtrousers,abeltbuckle,buttons,somethingIcouldnotidentify,acollar,andaface.ApricklystubbleonthefacetoldmeitwasnotJem's.Ismelledstalewhiskey.

　　ImademywayalonginwhatIthoughtwasthedirectionoftheroad.

　　Iwasnotsure,becauseIhadbeenturnedaroundsomanytimes.ButIfounditandlookeddowntothestreetlight.Amanwaspassingunderit.Themanwaswalkingwiththestaccatostepsofsomeonecarryingaloadtooheavyforhim.Hewasgoingaroundthecorner.

　　HewascarryingJem.Jem'sarmwasdanglingcrazilyinfrontofhim.

　　BythetimeIreachedthecornerthemanwascrossingourfrontyard.LightfromourfrontdoorframedAtticusforaninstant;herandownthesteps,andtogether,heandthemantookJeminside.

　　Iwasatthefrontdoorwhentheyweregoingdownthehall.AuntAlexandrawasrunningtomeetme."CallDr.Reynolds!"Atticus'svoicecamesharplyfromJem'sroom."Where'sScout?""Heresheis,"AuntAlexandracalled,pullingmealongwithhertothetelephone.Shetuggedatmeanxiously."I'mallright,Aunty,"Isaid,"youbettercall."Shepulledthereceiverfromthehookandsaid,"EulaMay,getDr.

　　Reynolds,quick!""Agnes,isyourfatherhome?OhGod,whereishe?Pleasetellhimtocomeoverhereassoonashecomesin.Please,it'surgent!"TherewasnoneedforAuntAlexandratoidentifyherself,peopleinMaycombkneweachother'svoices.

　　AtticuscameoutofJem'sroom.ThemomentAuntAlexandrabroketheconnection,Atticustookthereceiverfromher.Herattledthehook,thensaid,"EulaMay,getmethesheriff,please.""Heck?AtticusFinch.Someone'sbeenaftermychildren.Jem'shurt.Betweenhereandtheschoolhouse.Ican'tleavemyboy.Runoutthereforme,please,andseeifhe'sstillaround.Doubtifyou'llfindhimnow,butI'dliketoseehimifyoudo.Gottogonow.

　　Thanks,Heck.""Atticus,isJemdead?""No,Scout.Lookafterher,sister,"hecalled,ashewentdownthehall.

　　AuntAlexandra'sfingerstrembledassheunwoundthecrushedfabricandwirefromaroundme."Areyouallright,darling?"sheaskedoverandoverassheworkedmefree.

　　Itwasarelieftobeout.Myarmswerebeginningtotingle,andtheywereredwithsmallhexagonalmarks.Irubbedthem,andtheyfeltbetter.

　　"Aunty,isJemdead?""No-no,darling,he'sunconscious.Wewon'tknowhowbadlyhe'shurtuntilDr.Reynoldsgetshere.JeanLouise,whathappened?""Idon'tknow."Sheleftitatthat.Shebroughtmesomethingtoputon,andhadIthoughtaboutitthen,Iwouldhaveneverletherforgetit:inherdistraction,Auntybroughtmemyoveralls."Puttheseon,darling,"shesaid,handingmethegarmentsshemostdespised.

　　SherushedbacktoJem'sroom,thencametomeinthehall.Shepattedmevaguely,andwentbacktoJem'sroom.

　　Acarstoppedinfrontofthehouse.IknewDr.Reynolds'sstepalmostaswellasmyfather's.HehadbroughtJemandmeintotheworld,hadledusthrougheverychildhooddiseaseknowntomanincludingthetimeJemfelloutofthetreehouse,andhehadneverlostourfriendship.Dr.Reynoldssaidifwehadbeenboil-pronethingswouldhavebeendifferent,butwedoubtedit.

　　Hecameinthedoorandsaid,"GoodLord."Hewalkedtowardme,said,"You'restillstanding,"andchangedhiscourse.Hekneweveryroominthehouse.HealsoknewthatifIwasinbadshape,sowasJem.

　　AftertenforeversDr.Reynoldsreturned."IsJemdead?"Iasked.

　　"Farfromit,"hesaid,squattingdowntome."He'sgotabumpontheheadjustlikeyours,andabrokenarm.Scout,lookthatway-no,don'tturnyourhead,rollyoureyes.Nowlookoveryonder.He'sgotabadbreak,sofarasIcantellnowit'sintheelbow.Likesomebodytriedtowringhisarmoff…Nowlookatme.""Thenhe'snotdead?""No-o!"Dr.Reynoldsgottohisfeet."Wecan'tdomuchtonight,"hesaid,"excepttrytomakehimascomfortableaswecan.We'llhavetoX-rayhisarm-lookslikehe'llbewearinghisarm'wayoutbyhissideforawhile.Don'tworry,though,he'llbeasgoodasnew.

　　Boyshisagebounce."Whilehewastalking,Dr.Reynoldshadbeenlookingkeenlyatme,lightlyfingeringthebumpthatwascomingonmyforehead."Youdon'tfeelbrokeanywhere,doyou?"Dr.Reynolds'ssmalljokemademesmile."Thenyoudon'tthinkhe'sdead,then?"Heputonhishat."NowImaybewrong,ofcourse,butIthinkhe'sveryalive.Showsallthesymptomsofit.Gohavealookathim,andwhenIcomebackwe'llgettogetheranddecide."Dr.Reynolds'sstepwasyoungandbrisk.Mr.HeckTate'swasnot.

　　Hisheavybootspunishedtheporchandheopenedthedoorawkwardly,buthesaidthesamethingDr.Reynoldssaidwhenhecamein."Youallright,Scout?"headded.

　　"Yessir,I'mgoin'intoseeJem.Atticus'n'them'sinthere.""I'llgowithyou,"saidMr.Tate.

　　AuntAlexandrahadshadedJem'sreadinglightwithatowel,andhisroomwasdim.Jemwaslyingonhisback.Therewasanuglymarkalongonesideofhisface.Hisleftarmlayoutfromhisbody;hiselbowwasbentslightly,butinthewrongdirection.Jemwasfrowning.

　　"Jem…？"Atticusspoke."Hecan'thearyou,Scout,he'soutlikealight.

　　Hewascomingaround,butDr.Reynoldsputhimoutagain.""Yessir."Iretreated.Jem'sroomwaslargeandsquare.AuntAlexandrawassittinginarocking-chairbythefireplace.ThemanwhobroughtJeminwasstandinginacorner,leaningagainstthewall.

　　HewassomecountrymanIdidnotknow.Hehadprobablybeenatthepageant,andwasinthevicinitywhenithappened.Hemusthaveheardourscreamsandcomerunning.

　　AtticuswasstandingbyJem'sbed.

　　Mr.HeckTatestoodinthedoorway.Hishatwasinhishand,andaflashlightbulgedfromhispantspocket.Hewasinhisworkingclothes.

　　"Comein,Heck,"saidAtticus."Didyoufindanything?Ican'tconceiveofanyonelow-downenoughtodoathinglikethis,butIhopeyoufoundhim."Mr.Tatesniffed.Heglancedsharplyatthemaninthecorner,noddedtohim,thenlookedaroundtheroom-atJem,atAuntAlexandra,thenatAtticus.

　　"Sitdown,Mr.Finch,"hesaidpleasantly.

　　Atticussaid,"Let'sallsitdown.Havethatchair,Heck.I'llgetanotheronefromthelivingroom."Mr.TatesatinJem'sdeskchair.HewaiteduntilAtticusreturnedandsettledhimself.IwonderedwhyAtticushadnotbroughtachairforthemaninthecorner,butAtticusknewthewaysofcountrypeoplefarbetterthanI.Someofhisruralclientswouldparktheirlong-earedsteedsunderthechinaberrytreesinthebackyard,andAtticuswouldoftenkeepappointmentsonthebacksteps.Thisonewasprobablymorecomfortablewherehewas.

　　"Mr.Finch,"saidMr.Tate,"tellyouwhatIfound.Ifoundalittlegirl'sdress-it'soutthereinmycar.Thatyourdress,Scout?""Yessir,ifit'sapinkonewithsmockin',"Isaid.Mr.Tatewasbehavingasifhewereonthewitnessstand.Helikedtotellthingshisownway,untrammeledbystateordefense,andsometimesittookhimawhile.

　　"Ifoundsomefunny-lookingpiecesofmuddy-coloredcloth-""That'sm'costume,Mr.Tate."Mr.Tateranhishandsdownhisthighs.HerubbedhisleftarmandinvestigatedJem'smantelpiece,thenheseemedtobeinterestedinthefireplace.Hisfingerssoughthislongnose.

　　"Whatisit,Heck?"saidAtticus.

　　Mr.Tatefoundhisneckandrubbedit."BobEwell'slyin'onthegroundunderthattreedownyonderwithakitchenknifestuckupunderhisribs.He'sdead,Mr.Finch."29AuntAlexandragotupandreachedforthemantelpiece.Mr.Taterose,butshedeclinedassistance.Foronceinhislife,Atticus'sinstinctivecourtesyfailedhim:hesatwherehewas.

　　Somehow,IcouldthinkofnothingbutMr.BobEwellsayinghe'dgetAtticusifittookhimtherestofhislife.Mr.Ewellalmostgothim,anditwasthelastthinghedid.

　　"Areyousure?"Atticussaidbleakly.

　　"He'sdeadallright,"saidMr.Tate."He'sgoodanddead.Hewon'thurtthesechildrenagain.""Ididn'tmeanthat."Atticusseemedtobetalkinginhissleep.Hisagewasbeginningtoshow,hisonesignofinnerturmoil,thestronglineofhisjawmeltedalittle,onebecameawareoftelltalecreasesformingunderhisears,onenoticednothisjet-blackhairbutthegraypatchesgrowingathistemples.

　　"Hadn'twebettergotothelivingroom?"AuntAlexandrasaidatlast.

　　"Ifyoudon'tmind,"saidMr.Tate,"I'dratherusstayinhereifitwon'thurtJemany.IwanttohavealookathisinjurieswhileScout…tellsusaboutit.""IsitallrightifIleave?"sheasked."I'mjustonepersontoomanyinhere.I'llbeinmyroomifyouwantme,Atticus."AuntAlexandrawenttothedoor,butshestoppedandturned."Atticus,Ihadafeelingaboutthistonight-I-thisismyfault,"shebegan.

　　"Ishouldhave-"Mr.Tatehelduphishand."Yougoahead,MissAlexandra,Iknowit'sbeenashocktoyou.Anddon'tyoufretyourselfaboutanything-why,ifwefollowedourfeelingsallthetimewe'dbelikecatschasin'theirtails.MissScout,seeifyoucantelluswhathappened,whileit'sstillfreshinyourmind.Youthinkyoucan?

　　Didyouseehimfollowingyou?"IwenttoAtticusandfelthisarmsgoaroundme.Iburiedmyheadinhislap."Westartedhome.IsaidJem,I'veforgotm'shoes.

　　Soon'swestartedbackfor'emthelightswentout.JemsaidIcouldget'emtomorrow…""Scout,raiseupsoMr.Tatecanhearyou,"Atticussaid.Icrawledintohislap.

　　"ThenJemsaidhushaminute.Ithoughthewasthinkin'-healwayswantsyoutohushsohecanthink-thenhesaidheheardsomethin'.WethoughtitwasCecil.""Cecil?""CecilJacobs.Hescaredusoncetonight,an'wethoughtitwashimagain.Hehadonasheet.Theygaveaquarterforthebestcostume,Idon'tknowwhowonit-""WherewereyouwhenyouthoughtitwasCecil?""Justalittlepiecefromtheschoolhouse.Iyelledsomethin'athim-""Youyelled,what?""CecilJacobsisabigfathen,Ithink.Wedidn'thearnothin'-thenJemyelledhelloorsomethin'loudenoughtowakethedead-""Justaminute,Scout,"saidMr.Tate."Mr.Finch,didyouhearthem?"Atticussaidhedidn't.Hehadtheradioon.AuntAlexandrahadhersgoinginherbedroom.Herememberedbecauseshetoldhimtoturnhisdownabitsoshecouldhearhers.Atticussmiled."Ialwaysplayaradiotooloud.""Iwonderiftheneighborsheardanything…"saidMr.Tate.

　　"Idoubtit,Heck.Mostofthemlistentotheirradiosorgotobedwiththechickens.MaudieAtkinsonmayhavebeenup,butIdoubtit.""Goahead,Scout,"Mr.Tatesaid.

　　"Well,afterJemyelledwewalkedon.Mr.Tate,IwasshutupinmycostumebutIcouldhearitmyself,then.Footsteps,Imean.Theywalkedwhenwewalkedandstoppedwhenwestopped.JemsaidhecouldseemebecauseMrs.Crenshawputsomekindofshinypaintonmycostume.Iwasaham.""How'sthat?"askedMr.Tate,startled.

　　AtticusdescribedmyroletoMr.Tate,plustheconstructionofmygarment."Youshouldhaveseenherwhenshecamein,"hesaid,"itwascrushedtoapulp."Mr.Taterubbedhischin."Iwonderedwhyhehadthosemarksonhim,Hissleeveswereperforatedwithlittleholes.Therewereoneortwolittlepuncturemarksonhisarmstomatchtheholes.Letmeseethatthingifyouwill,sir."Atticusfetchedtheremainsofmycostume.Mr.Tateturneditoverandbentitaroundtogetanideaofitsformershape."Thisthingprobablysavedherlife,"hesaid."Look."Hepointedwithalongforefinger.Ashinycleanlinestoodoutonthedullwire."BobEwellmeantbusiness,"Mr.Tatemuttered.

　　"Hewasoutofhismind,"saidAtticus.

　　"Don'tliketocontradictyou,Mr.Finch-wasn'tcrazy,meanashell.Low-downskunkwithenoughliquorinhimtomakehimbraveenoughtokillchildren.He'dneverhavemetyoufacetoface."Atticusshookhishead."Ican'tconceiveofamanwho'd-""Mr.Finch,there'sjustsomekindofmenyouhavetoshootbeforeyoucansayhidyto'em.Eventhen,theyain'tworththebulletittakestoshoot'em.Ewell'asoneof'em."Atticussaid,"Ithoughthegotitalloutofhimthedayhethreatenedme.Evenifhehadn't,Ithoughthe'dcomeafterme.""Hehadgutsenoughtopesterapoorcoloredwoman,hehadgutsenoughtopesterJudgeTaylorwhenhethoughtthehousewasempty,sodoyouthinkhe'dametyoutoyourfaceindaylight?"Mr.Tatesighed."We'dbettergeton.Scout,youheardhimbehindyou-""Yessir.Whenwegotunderthetree-""How'dyouknowyouwereunderthetree,youcouldn'tseethunderoutthere.""Iwasbarefooted,andJemsaystheground'salwayscoolerunderatree.""We'llhavetomakehimadeputy,goahead.""Thenallofasuddensomethin'grabbedmean'mashedmycostume…thinkIduckedontheground…heardatusslin'underthetreesortof…theywerebammin'againstthetrunk,soundedlike.

　　Jemfoundmeandstartedpullin'metowardtheroad.Some-Mr.Ewellyankedhimdown,Ireckon.Theytussledsomemoreandthentherewasthisfunnynoise-Jemhollered…"Istopped.ThatwasJem'sarm.

　　"Anyway,JemholleredandIdidn'thearhimanymorean'thenextthing-Mr.Ewellwastryin'tosqueezemetodeath,Ireckon…thensomebodyyankedMr.Ewelldown.Jemmusthavegotup,Iguess.

　　That'sallIknow…""Andthen?"Mr.Tatewaslookingatmesharply.

　　"Somebodywasstaggerin'aroundandpantin'and-coughingfittodie.IthoughtitwasJematfirst,butitdidn'tsoundlikehim,soIwentlookin'forJemontheground.IthoughtAtticushadcometohelpusandhadgotworeout-""Whowasit?""Whythereheis,Mr.Tate,hecantellyouhisname."AsIsaidit,Ihalfpointedtothemaninthecorner,butbroughtmyarmdownquicklylestAtticusreprimandmeforpointing.Itwasimpolitetopoint.

　　Hewasstillleaningagainstthewall.HehadbeenleaningagainstthewallwhenIcameintotheroom,hisarmsfoldedacrosshischest.AsIpointedhebroughthisarmsdownandpressedthepalmsofhishandsagainstthewall.Theywerewhitehands,sicklywhitehandsthathadneverseenthesun,sowhitetheystoodoutgarishlyagainstthedullcreamwallinthedimlightofJem'sroom.

　　Ilookedfromhishandstohissand-stainedkhakipants;myeyestraveleduphisthinframetohistorndenimshirt.Hisfacewasaswhiteashishands,butforashadowonhisjuttingchin.Hischeekswerethintohollowness;hismouthwaswide;therewereshallow,almostdelicateindentationsathistemples,andhisgrayeyesweresocolorlessIthoughthewasblind.Hishairwasdeadandthin,almostfeatheryontopofhishead.

　　WhenIpointedtohimhispalmsslippedslightly,leavinggreasysweatstreaksonthewall,andhehookedhisthumbsinhisbelt.Astrangesmallspasmshookhim,asifheheardfingernailsscrapeslate,butasIgazedathiminwonderthetensionslowlydrainedfromhisface.Hislipspartedintoatimidsmile,andourneighbor'simageblurredwithmysuddentears.

　　"Hey,Boo,"Isaid.

　　30"Mr.Arthur,honey,"saidAtticus,gentlycorrectingme."JeanLouise,thisisMr.ArthurRadley.Ibelievehealreadyknowsyou."IfAtticuscouldblandlyintroducemetoBooRadleyatatimelikethis,well-thatwasAtticus.

　　BoosawmeruninstinctivelytothebedwhereJemwassleeping,forthesameshysmilecreptacrosshisface.Hotwithembarrassment,ItriedtocoverupbycoveringJemup.

　　"Ah-ah,don'ttouchhim,"Atticussaid.

　　Mr.HeckTatesatlookingintentlyatBoothroughhishorn-rimmedglasses.HewasabouttospeakwhenDr.Reynoldscamedownthehall.

　　"Everybodyout,"hesaid,ashecameinthedoor."Evenin',Arthur,didn'tnoticeyouthefirsttimeIwashere."Dr.Reynolds'svoicewasasbreezyashisstep,asthoughhehadsaiditeveryeveningofhislife,anannouncementthatastoundedmeevenmorethanbeinginthesameroomwithBooRadley.Ofcourse…evenBooRadleygotsicksometimes,Ithought.ButontheotherhandIwasn'tsure.

　　Dr.Reynoldswascarryingabigpackagewrappedinnewspaper.HeputitdownonJem'sdeskandtookoffhiscoat."You'requitesatisfiedhe'salive,now?TellyouhowIknew.WhenItriedtoexaminehimhekickedme.Hadtoputhimoutgoodandpropertotouchhim.Soscat,"hesaidtome.

　　"Er-"saidAtticus,glancingatBoo."Heck,let'sgooutonthefrontporch.Thereareplentyofchairsoutthere,andit'sstillwarmenough."IwonderedwhyAtticuswasinvitingustothefrontporchinsteadofthelivingroom,thenIunderstood.Thelivingroomlightswereawfullystrong.

　　Wefiledout,firstMr.Tate-Atticuswaswaitingatthedoorforhimtogoaheadofhim.ThenhechangedhismindandfollowedMr.

　　Tate.

　　Peoplehaveahabitofdoingeverydaythingsevenundertheoddestconditions.Iwasnoexception:"Comealong,Mr.Arthur,"Iheardmyselfsaying,"youdon'tknowthehouserealwell.I'lljusttakeyoutotheporch,sir."Helookeddownatmeandnodded.

　　Iledhimthroughthehallandpastthelivingroom.

　　"Won'tyouhaveaseat,Mr.Arthur?Thisrocking-chair'sniceandcomfortable."Mysmallfantasyabouthimwasaliveagain:hewouldbesittingontheporch…rightprettyspellwe'rehaving,isn'tit,Mr.Arthur?

　　Yes,arightprettyspell.Feelingslightlyunreal,IledhimtothechairfarthestfromAtticusandMr.Tate.Itwasindeepshadow.Boowouldfeelmorecomfortableinthedark.

　　Atticuswassittingintheswing,andMr.Tatewasinachairnexttohim.Thelightfromthelivingroomwindowswasstrongonthem.IsatbesideBoo.

　　"Well,Heck,"Atticuswassaying,"Iguessthethingtodo-goodLord,I'mlosingmymemory…"Atticuspusheduphisglassesandpressedhisfingerstohiseyes."Jem'snotquitethirteen…no,he'salreadythirteen-Ican'tremember.Anyway,it'llcomebeforecountycourt-""Whatwill,Mr.Finch?"Mr.Tateuncrossedhislegsandleanedforward.

　　"Ofcourseitwasclear-cutselfdefense,butI'llhavetogototheofficeandhuntup-""Mr.Finch,doyouthinkJemkilledBobEwell?Doyouthinkthat?""YouheardwhatScoutsaid,there'snodoubtaboutit.ShesaidJemgotupandyankedhimoffher-heprobablygotholdofEwell'sknifesomehowinthedark…we'llfindouttomorrow.""Mis-terFinch,holdon,"saidMr.Tate."JemneverstabbedBobEwell."Atticuswassilentforamoment.HelookedatMr.Tateasifheappreciatedwhathesaid.ButAtticusshookhishead.

　　"Heck,it'smightykindofyouandIknowyou'redoingitfromthatgoodheartofyours,butdon'tstartanythinglikethat."Mr.Tategotupandwenttotheedgeoftheporch.Hespatintotheshrubbery,thenthrusthishandsintohishippocketsandfacedAtticus."Likewhat?"hesaid.

　　"I'msorryifIspokesharply,Heck,"Atticussaidsimply,"butnobody'shushingthisup.Idon'tlivethatway.""Nobody'sgonnahushanythingup,Mr.Finch."Mr.Tate'svoicewasquiet,buthisbootswereplantedsosolidlyontheporchfloorboardsitseemedthattheygrewthere.Acuriouscontest,thenatureofwhicheludedme,wasdevelopingbetweenmyfatherandthesheriff.

　　ItwasAtticus'sturntogetupandgototheedgeoftheporch.

　　Hesaid,"H'rm,"andspatdrylyintotheyard.HeputhishandsinhispocketsandfacedMr.Tate.

　　"Heck,youhaven'tsaidit,butIknowwhatyou'rethinking.Thankyouforit.JeanLouise-"heturnedtome."YousaidJemyankedMr.

　　Ewelloffyou?""Yessir,that'swhatIthought…I-""Seethere,Heck?Thankyoufromthebottomofmyheart,butIdon'twantmyboystartingoutwithsomethinglikethisoverhishead.

　　Bestwaytocleartheairistohaveitalloutintheopen.Letthecountycomeandbringsandwiches.Idon'twanthimgrowingupwithawhisperabouthim,Idon'twantanybodysaying,'JemFinch…hisdaddypaidaminttogethimoutofthat.'Soonerwegetthisoverwiththebetter.""Mr.Finch,"Mr.Tatesaidstolidly,"BobEwellfellonhisknife.

　　Hekilledhimself."Atticuswalkedtothecorneroftheporch.Helookedatthewisteriavine.Inhisownway,Ithought,eachwasasstubbornastheother.

　　Iwonderedwhowouldgiveinfirst.Atticus'sstubbornnesswasquietandrarelyevident,butinsomewayshewasassetastheCunninghams.

　　Mr.Tate'swasunschooledandblunt,butitwasequaltomyfather's.

　　"Heck,"Atticus'sbackwasturned."Ifthisthing'shushedupit'llbeasimpledenialtoJemofthewayI'vetriedtoraisehim.

　　SometimesIthinkI'matotalfailureasaparent,butI'mallthey'vegot.BeforeJemlooksatanyoneelsehelooksatme,andI'vetriedtolivesoIcanlooksquarelybackathim…ifIconnivedatsomethinglikethis,franklyIcouldn'tmeethiseye,andthedayIcan'tdothatI'llknowI'velosthim.Idon'twanttolosehimandScout,becausethey'reallI'vegot.""Mr.Finch."Mr.Tatewasstillplantedtothefloorboards."BobEwellfellonhisknife.Icanproveit."Atticuswheeledaround.Hishandsdugintohispockets."Heck,can'tyoueventrytoseeitmyway?You'vegotchildrenofyourown,butI'molderthanyou.WhenminearegrownI'llbeanoldmanifI'mstillaround,butrightnowI'm-iftheydon'ttrustmetheywon'ttrustanybody.JemandScoutknowwhathappened.Iftheyhearofmesayingdowntownsomethingdifferenthappened-Heck,Iwon'thavethemanymore.Ican'tliveonewayintownandanotherwayinmyhome."Mr.Taterockedonhisheelsandsaidpatiently,"He'dflungJemdown,hestumbledoverarootunderthattreeand-look,Icanshowyou."Mr.Tatereachedinhissidepocketandwithdrewalongswitchbladeknife.Ashedidso,Dr.Reynoldscametothedoor."Theson-deceased'sunderthattree,doctor,justinsidetheschoolyard.

　　Gotaflashlight?Betterhavethisone.""Icaneasearoundandturnmycarlightson,"saidDr.Reynolds,buthetookMr.Tate'sflashlight."Jem'sallright.Hewon'twakeuptonight,Ihope,sodon'tworry.Thattheknifethatkilledhim,Heck?""Nosir,stillinhim.Lookedlikeakitchenknifefromthehandle.Kenoughtabetherewiththehearsebynow,doctor,'night."Mr.Tateflickedopentheknife."Itwaslikethis,"hesaid.Heheldtheknifeandpretendedtostumble;asheleanedforwardhisleftarmwentdowninfrontofhim."Seethere?Stabbedhimselfthroughthatsoftstuffbetweenhisribs.Hiswholeweightdroveitin."Mr.Tateclosedtheknifeandjammeditbackinhispocket."Scoutiseightyearsold,"hesaid."Shewastooscaredtoknowexactlywhatwenton.""You'dbesurprised,"Atticussaidgrimly.

　　"I'mnotsayin'shemadeitup,I'msayin'shewastooscaredtoknowexactlywhathappened.Itwasmightydarkoutthere,blackasink.'dtakesomebodymightyusedtothedarktomakeacompetentwitness…""Iwon'thaveit,"Atticussaidsoftly.

　　"Goddamnit,I'mnotthinkingofJem!"Mr.Tate'sboothitthefloorboardssohardthelightsinMissMaudie'sbedroomwenton.MissStephanieCrawford'slightswenton.

　　AtticusandMr.Tatelookedacrossthestreet,thenateachother.

　　Theywaited.

　　WhenMr.Tatespokeagainhisvoicewasbarelyaudible."Mr.

　　Finch,Ihatetofightyouwhenyou'relikethis.You'vebeenunderastraintonightnomanshouldeverhavetogothrough.Whyyouain'tinthebedfromitIdon'tknow,butIdoknowthatforonceyouhaven'tbeenabletoputtwoandtwotogether,andwe'vegottosettlethistonightbecausetomorrow'llbetoolate.BobEwell'sgotakitchenknifeinhiscraw."Mr.TateaddedthatAtticuswasn'tgoingtostandthereandmaintainthatanyboyJem'ssizewithabustedarmhadfightenoughleftinhimtotackleandkillagrownmaninthepitchdark.

　　"Heck,"saidAtticusabruptly,"thatwasaswitchbladeyouwerewaving.Where'dyougetit?""Tookitoffadrunkman,"Mr.Tateansweredcoolly.

　　Iwastryingtoremember.Mr.Ewellwasonme…thenhewentdown…Jemmusthavegottenup.AtleastIthought…"Heck?""IsaidItookitoffadrunkmandowntowntonight.Ewellprobablyfoundthatkitchenknifeinthedumpsomewhere.Honeditdownandbidedhistime…justbidedhistime."Atticusmadehiswaytotheswingandsatdown.Hishandsdangledlimplybetweenhisknees.Hewaslookingatthefloor.Hehadmovedwiththesameslownessthatnightinfrontofthejail,whenIthoughtittookhimforevertofoldhisnewspaperandtossitinhischair.

　　Mr.Tateclumpedsoftlyaroundtheporch."Itain'tyourdecision,Mr.Finch,it'sallmine.It'smydecisionandmyresponsibility.

　　Foronce,ifyoudon'tseeitmyway,there'snotmuchyoucandoaboutit.Ifyouwantatry,I'llcallyoualiartoyourface.YourboyneverstabbedBobEwell,"hesaidslowly,"didn'tcomenearamileofitandnowyouknowit.Allhewantedtodowasgethimandhissistersafelyhome."Mr.Tatestoppedpacing.HestoppedinfrontofAtticus,andhisbackwastous."I'mnotaverygoodman,sir,butIamsheriffofMaycombCounty.Livedinthistownallmylifean'I'mgoin'onforty-threeyearsold.Knoweverythingthat'shappenedheresincebeforeIwasborn.There'sablackboydeadfornoreason,andthemanresponsibleforit'sdead.Letthedeadburythedeadthistime,Mr.

　　Finch.Letthedeadburythedead."Mr.Tatewenttotheswingandpickeduphishat.ItwaslyingbesideAtticus.Mr.Tatepushedbackhishairandputhishaton.

　　"Ineverheardtellthatit'sagainstthelawforacitizentodohisutmosttopreventacrimefrombeingcommitted,whichisexactlywhathedid,butmaybeyou'llsayit'smydutytotellthetownallaboutitandnothushitup.Knowwhat'dhappenthen?AlltheladiesinMaycombincludin'mywife'dbeknockingonhisdoorbringingangelfoodcakes.Tomywayofthinkin',Mr.Finch,takingtheonemanwho'sdoneyouandthistownagreatservicean'draggin'himwithhisshywaysintothelimelight-tome,that'sasin.It'sasinandI'mnotabouttohaveitonmyhead.Ifitwasanyotherman,it'dbedifferent.Butnotthisman,Mr.Finch."Mr.Tatewastryingtodigaholeinthefloorwiththetoeofhisboot.Hepulledhisnose,thenhemassagedhisleftarm."Imaynotbemuch,Mr.Finch,butI'mstillsheriffofMaycombCountyandBobEwellfellonhisknife.Goodnight,sir."Mr.Tatestampedofftheporchandstrodeacrossthefrontyard.Hiscardoorslammedandhedroveaway.

　　Atticussatlookingatthefloorforalongtime.Finallyheraisedhishead."Scout,"hesaid,"Mr.Ewellfellonhisknife.Canyoupossiblyunderstand?"Atticuslookedlikeheneededcheeringup.Irantohimandhuggedhimandkissedhimwithallmymight."Yessir,Iunderstand,"Ireassuredhim."Mr.Tatewasright."Atticusdisengagedhimselfandlookedatme."Whatdoyoumean?""Well,it'dbesortoflikeshootin'amockingbird,wouldn'tit?"Atticusputhisfaceinmyhairandrubbedit.Whenhegotupandwalkedacrosstheporchintotheshadows,hisyouthfulstephadreturned.Beforehewentinsidethehouse,hestoppedinfrontofBooRadley."Thankyouformychildren,Arthur,"hesaid.

　　31WhenBooRadleyshuffledtohisfeet,lightfromthelivingroomwindowsglistenedonhisforehead.Everymovehemadewasuncertain,asifhewerenotsurehishandsandfeetcouldmakepropercontactwiththethingshetouched.Hecoughedhisdreadfulralingcough,andwassoshakenhehadtositdownagain.Hishandsearchedforhishippocket,andhepulledoutahandkerchief.Hecoughedintoit,thenhewipedhisforehead.

　　Havingbeensoaccustomedtohisabsence,Ifounditincrediblethathehadbeensittingbesidemeallthistime,present.Hehadnotmadeasound.

　　Oncemore,hegottohisfeet.Heturnedtomeandnoddedtowardthefrontdoor.

　　"You'dliketosaygoodnighttoJem,wouldn'tyou,Mr.Arthur?Comerightin."Iledhimdownthehall.AuntAlexandrawassittingbyJem'sbed.

　　"Comein,Arthur,"shesaid."He'sstillasleep.Dr.Reynoldsgavehimaheavysedative.JeanLouise,isyourfatherinthelivingroom?""Yesma'am,Ithinkso.""I'lljustgospeaktohimaminute.Dr.Reynoldsleftsome…"hervoicetrailedaway.

　　Boohaddriftedtoacorneroftheroom,wherehestoodwithhischinup,peeringfromadistanceatJem.Itookhimbythehand,ahandsurprisinglywarmforitswhiteness.Ituggedhimalittle,andheallowedmetoleadhimtoJem'sbed.

　　Dr.Reynoldshadmadeatent-likearrangementoverJem'sarm,tokeepthecoveroff,Iguess,andBooleanedforwardandlookedoverit.Anexpressionoftimidcuriositywasonhisface,asthoughhehadneverseenaboybefore.Hismouthwasslightlyopen,andhelookedatJemfromheadtofoot.Boo'shandcameup,butheletitdroptohisside.

　　"Youcanpethim,Mr.Arthur,he'sasleep.Youcouldn'tifhewasawake,though,hewouldn'tletyou…"Ifoundmyselfexplaining.

　　"Goahead."Boo'shandhoveredoverJem'shead.

　　"Goon,sir,he'sasleep."HishandcamedownlightlyonJem'shair.

　　IwasbeginningtolearnhisbodyEnglish.Hishandtightenedonmineandheindicatedthathewantedtoleave.

　　Iledhimtothefrontporch,wherehisuneasystepshalted.Hewasstillholdingmyhandandhegavenosignoflettingmego.

　　"Willyoutakemehome?"Healmostwhisperedit,inthevoiceofachildafraidofthedark.

　　Iputmyfootonthetopstepandstopped.Iwouldleadhimthroughourhouse,butIwouldneverleadhimhome.

　　"Mr.Arthur,bendyourarmdownhere,likethat.That'sright,sir."Islippedmyhandintothecrookofhisarm.

　　Hehadtostoopalittletoaccommodateme,butifMissStephanieCrawfordwaswatchingfromherupstairswindow,shewouldseeArthurRadleyescortingmedownthesidewalk,asanygentlemanwoulddo.

　　Wecametothestreetlightonthecorner,andIwonderedhowmanytimesDillhadstoodtherehuggingthefatpole,watching,waiting,hoping.IwonderedhowmanytimesJemandIhadmadethisjourney,butIenteredtheRadleyfrontgateforthesecondtimeinmylife.BooandIwalkedupthestepstotheporch.Hisfingersfoundthefrontdoorknob.Hegentlyreleasedmyhand,openedthedoor,wentinside,andshutthedoorbehindhim.Ineversawhimagain.

　　Neighborsbringfoodwithdeathandflowerswithsicknessandlittlethingsinbetween.Boowasourneighbor.Hegaveustwosoapdolls,abrokenwatchandchain,apairofgood-luckpennies,andourlives.Butneighborsgiveinreturn.Weneverputbackintothetreewhatwetookoutofit:wehadgivenhimnothing,anditmademesad.

　　Iturnedtogohome.Streetlightswinkeddownthestreetallthewaytotown.Ihadneverseenourneighborhoodfromthisangle.

　　TherewereMissMaudie's,MissStephanie's-therewasourhouse,Icouldseetheporchswing-MissRachel'shousewasbeyondus,plainlyvisible.IcouldevenseeMrs.Dubose's.

　　Ilookedbehindme.Totheleftofthebrowndoorwasalongshutteredwindow.Iwalkedtoit,stoodinfrontofit,andturnedaround.Indaylight,Ithought,youcouldseetothepostofficecorner.

　　Daylight…inmymind,thenightfaded.Itwasdaytimeandtheneighborhoodwasbusy.MissStephanieCrawfordcrossedthestreettotellthelatesttoMissRachel.MissMaudiebentoverherazaleas.

　　Itwassummertime,andtwochildrenscampereddownthesidewalktowardamanapproachinginthedistance.Themanwaved,andthechildrenracedeachothertohim.

　　Itwasstillsummertime,andthechildrencamecloser.Aboytrudgeddownthesidewalkdraggingafishingpolebehindhim.Amanstoodwaitingwithhishandsonhiships.Summertime,andhischildrenplayedinthefrontyardwiththeirfriend,enactingastrangelittledramaoftheirowninvention.

　　Itwasfall,andhischildrenfoughtonthesidewalkinfrontofMrs.Dubose's.Theboyhelpedhissistertoherfeet,andtheymadetheirwayhome.Fall,andhischildrentrottedtoandfroaroundthecorner,theday'swoesandtriumphsontheirfaces.Theystoppedatanoaktree,delighted,puzzled,apprehensive.

　　Winter,andhischildrenshiveredatthefrontgate,silhouettedagainstablazinghouse.Winter,andamanwalkedintothestreet,droppedhisglasses,andshotadog.

　　Summer,andhewatchedhischildren'sheartbreak.Autumnagain,andBoo'schildrenneededhim.

　　Atticuswasright.Onetimehesaidyouneverreallyknowamanuntilyoustandinhisshoesandwalkaroundinthem.JuststandingontheRadleyporchwasenough.

　　Thestreetlightswerefuzzyfromthefinerainthatwasfalling.AsImademywayhome,Ifeltveryold,butwhenIlookedatthetipofmynoseIcouldseefinemistybeads,butlookingcross-eyedmademedizzysoIquit.AsImademywayhome,IthoughtwhatathingtotellJemtomorrow.He'dbesomadhemissedithewouldn'tspeaktomefordays.AsImademywayhome,IthoughtJemandIwouldgetgrownbuttherewasn'tmuchelseleftforustolearn,exceptpossiblyalgebra.

　　Iranupthestepsandintothehouse.AuntAlexandrahadgonetobed,andAtticus'sroomwasdark.IwouldseeifJemmightbereviving.AtticuswasinJem'sroom,sittingbyhisbed.Hewasreadingabook.

　　"IsJemawakeyet?""Sleepingpeacefully.Hewon'tbeawakeuntilmorning.""Oh.Areyousittin'upwithhim?""Justforanhourorso.Gotobed,Scout.You'vehadalongday.""Well,IthinkI'llstaywithyouforawhile.""Suityourself,"saidAtticus.Itmusthavebeenaftermidnight,andIwaspuzzledbyhisamiableacquiescence.HewasshrewderthanI,however:themomentIsatdownIbegantofeelsleepy.

　　"Whatchareadin'?"Iasked.

　　Atticusturnedthebookover."SomethingofJem's.CalledTheGrayGhost."Iwassuddenlyawake."Why'dyougetthatone?""Honey,Idon'tknow.Justpickeditup.OneofthefewthingsIhaven'tread,"hesaidpointedly.

　　"Readitoutloud,please,Atticus.It'srealscary.""No,"hesaid."You'vehadenoughscaringforawhile.Thisistoo-""Atticus,Iwasn'tscared."Heraisedhiseyebrows,andIprotested:"LeastwaysnottillIstartedtellingMr.Tateaboutit.Jemwasn'tscared.Askedhimandhesaidhewasn't.Besides,nothin'srealscaryexceptinbooks."Atticusopenedhismouthtosaysomething,butshutitagain.Hetookhisthumbfromthemiddleofthebookandturnedbacktothefirstpage.Imovedoverandleanedmyheadagainsthisknee.

　　"H'rm,"hesaid."TheGrayGhost,bySeckataryHawkins.ChapterOne…"Iwilledmyselftostayawake,buttherainwassosoftandtheroomwassowarmandhisvoicewassodeepandhiskneewassosnugthatIslept.

　　Secondslater,itseemed,hisshoewasgentlynudgingmyribs.Heliftedmetomyfeetandwalkedmetomyroom."Heardeverywordyousaid,"Imuttered."…wasn'tsleepatall,'saboutashipan'

　　Three-FingeredFred'n'Stoner'sBoy…"Heunhookedmyoveralls,leanedmeagainsthim,andpulledthemoff.

　　Heheldmeupwithonehandandreachedformypajamaswiththeother.

　　"Yeah,an'theyallthoughtitwasStoner'sBoymessin'uptheirclubhousean'throwin'inkalloveritan'…"Heguidedmetothebedandsatmedown.Heliftedmylegsandputmeunderthecover.

　　"An'theychasedhim'n'nevercouldcatchhim'causetheydidn'tknowwhathelookedlike,an'Atticus,whentheyfinallysawhim,whyhehadn'tdoneanyofthosethings…Atticus,hewasrealnice…"Hishandswereundermychin,pullingupthecover,tuckingitaroundme.

　　"Mostpeopleare,Scout,whenyoufinallyseethem."HeturnedoutthelightandwentintoJem'sroom.Hewouldbethereallnight,andhewouldbetherewhenJemwakedupinthemorning.

　　THEEND