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(Jem runs out of the house with his football.)

Atticus!
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Evening, jem.

Atticus - catch!

Hang on to it, Son, Not tonight,

Atticus, will you be going out for the Methodists? (Articus looks ar
Jem quizzically.) The Methodists challenged the Baptists to a game

of touch football.

theading toward the porch) ‘Afraid I wouldn’t be of much help,
Jem.

Everybody’s father’s playing.

Except yours. I'd break my neck.

{coming out of the house) Evening, Mr. Finch.
Evening, Cal.

Every other father...

I'm too old for that sort of thing, son. (He goes inside.}

(turning away with anger, but careful that his father doesn’t hear)
You're too old for anything!

What's going on out here?

Jem wants Atticus to play football and Atticus says he's too old.
He's old and feeble. He's nearly fifty.

(tartlv) 1 don't call fifty very old.

And doesn’t do anything.

He can make somebody's will so airtight can't anybody meddle with
it.

Shoot...
Well, what do you want him to do?

Drive a dump truck for the county; run for sheriff;, work in a garage
- somethin! Other fathers go hunting, piay poker and fish.
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