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(running out of the house} Atticus!

(Mrs. Dubose has come out on her porch.)

Where are you two going at this time of day? Playing hooky, 1
suppose. I'l just call up the principal and tell him!

(as they pass) Aw, it's summer, Mrs. Dubose.

Listen to me when I'm talking to you. Doesn't your daddy teach
you to respect old people. You come back here, Jeremy Finch.

{Atticus eniers carrying a briefcase and a newspaper.)
(under his breath to Atticus) Atticus...

I you aren’t sent to the reform school before next week, my name’s
not Dubose!

(herding the children toward Mrs. Dubose) Good evening, Mrs.
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Ah. Good evening, Mr. Finch,

{(Jem and Scout hide behind Atticus ' back.)
My, you look like a picture this evening.

(whispering to Scout) He didn't say a picture of what. (Auticus
wacks Jem lightly with his newspaper.)

My goodness gracious, look at your flowers. Did you ever see
anything more beautiful?

Oh, I don't think they're as nice as Jast vear.
Oh, I can't agree with you.

(whispering to Scout) No matter what she says, don't answer her
back - there's a Confederate pistol under her shawl.

I think your vard is going to be the showplace of the town this
summer. Well, grand seeing you Mrs. Dubose. (furning to Jem
and offering his arm to Scout) Jeremy.. Jean Lowse.. shall we?
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