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Well, Heck - I guess the thing to do - Jem's a minor, of course. It'l]
come before county court.
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What will Mr. Finch?
Of course 1t's clear-cut self-defense.
Mr. Finch, do you think Jem killed Bob Ewell?

They were struggling in the dark. He probably got hold of Ewell's
knife.

Your boy never stabbed him, Bob Ewell fell on his own knife. He
killed himself.

Thank you for trying to cover up for us Heck, but I won't have it.
I say Bob Ewell fell on his knife.
Heck, [ won't have Jem growing up with this hanging over his head.

God damn it, I'm not thinking of Jem! Mr. Finch, I hate to fight
you when you're like this. You've been under a strain no man
should ever have to go through. Why you ain't in the bed from it [
don't know, but 1 do kniow that for once you haven't been able to put
two and two together, and we've got to settle this tonight because
tomorrow'll be too late. Now you can't tell me that a twelve year
old boy with a broken arm is strong enough to kill a grown man in
the dark. It couldn't happen. But there was somebody else out
there, big enough and strong enough to kill him.

Heck...

This isn't your decision, Mr. Finch, if's all mine. If's my decision
and my responsibility and there's not much you can do about it.
There's a black man dead for no reason, and now the man
responsible for it is dead. So let the dead bury the dead, this time
Mr. Finch. I never heard tell it's against the law for a citizen to do
his utmost to prevent a crime from being committed, which is
exactly what Boo Radley did. Now maybe you'll say it's my duty
to tell the town all about it and not hush it up. Well, you know
what'll happen then. All the ladies in Maycomb, including my wife,
would be knocking on his door bringing angel food cakes. To my
way of thinking, takin’ one man who's done you and this town a
great service, and dragging him with his shy ways into the limelight
- to me, that’s a sin. And I'm not about fo have it on my head. 1
may not be much, Mr. Finch, but I'm still sheriff of Maycomb
County, and Bob Ewell fell on his knife. Good night, sir. (He
hesitates a moment, then furns and feaves.)


Nomura
Cross-Out

Nomura
Cross-Out


