
7'0 KILL, A MOCKINGBIRD 

A grritar plu~iv a .siml)le 11rclo4y. .lean l.oiri.se oirwv .fir)t?r (lie 
arrilience and i~'ulk.s 11p on/o tlre stnge, irhsorhe~l b y  rlic 
sirrroirndi~tg.~ and her ntemories. When she,fL;el.s ready, .she rurns to 
rhe airtlie~rce mid begitrr to sperrk. 

JEAN LOUISE M1hetl he was nearly thirteen, tny brotller Jein got his ann badly 
broken at the elbow. When it  healed and Jetn's fears of never being 
able to play football were assuaged, he was seldom self-conscious 
about his ir~joiy. His left ann ended up solnewhat shorter than his 
right but he couldn't have cared less, so loi~g as he could pass and 
punt. 

When enough years had gone by to enable us to look back on them, 
we sotnetiines discitssed the events leading to h i s  accident. I 
maintaitl that tlle Ewells started it  all, but Jetn, who was three years 
iny senior, said it  really began earlier that sutniner, wliei~ Dill first 
gave us the idea of making Roo Radley come out. 

I said if he w;tiited to rake a broad view of 111e ti~ing, i f  really beyail 
wit11 Andrew Jackson. If (;e~~eral Jacksori hadri't 1-1111 tlre Creeks up 
the creek, our ancestor Sitnoi~ Fit~cll would never have paddled up 
the Alabama, alrd wliere woiild we be it' lie Iladtl't'? At t l~e  time we 
were far too old to settle au argllment wit11 a fist-fight. so we 
cor~sulted Atticus - who said we were botli right. 

We lived in Maycotnb, Alabama. Jem and 1, our father Atticits, plus 
Calplm~ia, our cook. Maycorr~b was an old town, but i t  was a tired 
old town when I first knew i t .  In rainy weather the streets tutned to 
red slop; grass grew on tile sidewalks and the cotlrthouse sagged in 
the square. Somehow it  was honer then. A black dog suffered on 
a surnrner's day. Men's stiff collars wilted by nine in the morning. 
Ladies bathed before noon, after their three-o'clock naps, and by 
nightfall were like soft teacakes with frostings of sweat and sweet 
talcum. A day was twenty-four hours long but seemed longer. 
7'here was nowhere to go, nothing to buy, no rnoney to buy it with, 
and nothing to see outside the boundaries of Maycomb County. 

Still, Jern and 1 waited for summer with impatience. It was o w  best 
season: it was sleeping on the back screened porch in cots, or hying 
to persuade Atticus to let us sleep in the treehouse. Summer was 
everythit~g good to eat; i t  was a thousand colors in a parched 
landscape. 'The authorities released us early on the last day of 
school that year, and Jein and 1 walked home together. 1 was free 



of the Maycomb County school system at last, but not, apparently, 
of an older brother who in his sudden advancing years had begun to 
think he could tell me what to do. 

(Jem andScoul enter, Scout trying to gel an,ayji.om her  brother:^ 
nagg~tig.) 

JEM Where'd you get that gum? 

SCOUT & JEAN LOUISE (together) 1 found it. 

JEM Don't eat things you find, Scout. 

SCOUT This wasn't on the ground, it was in a tree. 

JEM Sure ... 

SCOUT Well it was! It was sticking out that tree yonder. 

JEM (alarmed) Scout, spit that gum out right now! 

SCOUT I've been chewing it all afternoon and I ain't dead yet. 

JEM (forcejully) Spit it out! (She does.) Don't you know you're not 
supposed to even to71ch the trees near the Radley place? You'll get 
killed if you do. You go gargle right now, you hear me? 

SCOUT Ain't neither. It'll take the taste outa my mouth. (In defiance) I'm 
gonna' go get me some more. (She starts oftoward the tree.) 

JEM (calling ajier her) Scout! Scout, don't! (Sco~it stomps onulard) 
Scout!! (She stop.s In,front (?/'the tree.) Get away from there! 

SCOUT (But she is mesmerized by something she sees in rhe knothole.) 
Jem, look! (She thnrst.~ her hand into the knothole, pziNing out a 
.small, shiny box, wrapped in tin jbil.) 

JEM 

SCOUT 

JEM 

Get away from there! (Scour, suddenly realizing how far she's 
gone, rt~ns back to .Tern.) Give me that! (He grah.s the box and 
drops it on the ground as !f ir  might explode. They srare al it a 
moment. When nothing happens, they both drop to their knees and 
Jem slowly l i f , ~   he lid) Look! Indian heads. Nineteen-six, and this 
one's nineteen-hundred. These are real old. 

(looking back at the tree) Nineteen-hundred. Say - 

Hush a minute, I'm thinkin'. 
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