To Kill A Mockingbird

Important Quotes

Part One

Chapter One

"They persisted in pleading Not Guilty to first degree murder, so there was nothing much Atticus could do for his clients except be present at their departure, an occasion that was probably the beginning of my father's profound distaste for the practice of criminal law."

"Maycomb was an old town, but it was a tired old town when I first knew it. In the rainy weather the streets turned to red slop; the grass grew on the sidewalks, the court house sagged in the square."

"There was no hurry, for there was nowhere to go, nothing to buy and no money to buy it with, nothing to see outside the boundaries of Maycomb County; but in a time of vague optimism for some of the people; Maycomb County had recently been told that it had nothing to fear but fear itself." 

"Thus we came to know Dill as a pocket Merlin, whose head teemed with eccentric plans, strange longings and quaint fancies."

"The misery of the house began many years before Jem and I were born. The Radley's, welcome anywhere in town, kept to themselves, a predilection unforgivable in Maycomb."

'Inside the house lived a malevolent phantom. People said he existed but Jem and I had never seen him. People said he went out at night when the moon was high, and peeped in windows. When people's azaleas froze in cold snap, it was because he breathed on them. Any stealthy crimes committed in Maycomb were his work."

"Once the town was terrorised by a series of morbid nocturnal events; people's chickens and household pets were found mutilated; although the culprit was Crazy Addie, who eventually drowned himself at Barker's Eddy, people still looked at the Radley place, unwilling to discard their initial suspicions."

"There goes the meanest man God ever blew breath into," murmured Calpurnia, and she spat meditatively into the yard. We looked at her in surprise, for Calpurnia never commented on the ways of white people."

"Boo was six-and-a-half feet tall, judging from his tracks; he dined on raw squirrels and any cats he could catch, that's why his hands were blood stained - if you ate an animal raw, you could never wash the blood off. There was a long jagged scar that ran along his face; what teeth he had were mostly yellow and rotten; his eyes popped, and he drooled most of the time."

"In all his life, Jem never declined a dare."

"I suppose he loved his honour more than his head."

"Jem wanted Dill to know once and for all that he wasn't scared of anything."

Chapter Two

"The class murmured apprehensively, should she prove to harbour her share of peculiarities indigenous to that region."

"By the time Mrs Cat called the drugstore for an order of chocolate malted mice the class was wriggling like a bunch of Catawba worms."

"Now you tell your father not to teach you anymore. It's best to begin reading with a fresh mind. You tell him I'll take over from here and try to undo the damage-"

"I mumbled that I was sorry and retired meditating upon my crime."

"I thought I had made things sufficiently clear. It was clear enough to the rest of us: Walter Cunningham was sitting there lying his head off. He didn't forget his lunch, he didn't have any."
“The Cunninghams never took anything they can’t pay back – no church baskets and no scrip stamps. They never took anything off anybody, they get along with what they have. They don’t have much, but they get along with it.”
"Atticus said professional people were poor because the farmers were poor. As Maycomb County was a farm country, nickels and dimes were hard to come by for doctors and dentists and lawyers. Entailment was only part of Mr Cunningham's vexations. The acres not entailed were mortgaged to the hilt, and the little cash he made went to interest. If he held his mouth right, Mr Cunningham could get a WPA job, but his land would go to ruin if he left it, and he was willing to go hungry to keep his land and vote as he pleased. Mr Cunningham, said Atticus, came from a set breed of men."

Chapter Three

"Hush your mouth. Don't matter who they are, anybody sets foot in this house's yo's comp'ny, and don't you let me catch you remarking other ways like you was so high and mighty! Yo' folks might be better'n the Cunninghams but it don't count for note' the way you're disgracing 'em - if you can't act fit to eat at the table you can just set here and eat in the kitchen!"

"He's a mean one, a hard down mean one. He's liable to start something', and there's some little folks here."

"You never really understand a person until you consider things from his point of view, until you climb into his skin and walk around in it."

“We could not expect her to learn all of Maycomb’s ways in one day.”

"In some circumstances the common folk judiciously allowed them certain privileges by the simple method of becoming blind to some of the Ewell's activities."

"Jem and I were accustomed to our father’s last-will-and-testament diction, and we were at all times free to interrupt Atticus for a translation when it was beyond our understanding."

Chapter Four

"As for me, I knew nothing except what I gathered from Time magazine and reading everything I could lay hands on at home, but as I inched sluggishly along the treadmill of the Maycomb County school system, I could not help receiving the impression that I was being cheated out of something."

"Grown folks don't have hiding places. You reckon we ought to keep 'em, Jem?"

"We'll, Indian-heads - well, they come from the Indians. There real strong magic, they make you have good luck. Not like fried chicken when you're looking for it, but things like long life 'n' good health, 'n' passin' six-weeks tests...these are real valuable to somebody. I'm gonna put 'em in my trunk."

"Don't believe a word he says Dill, Calpurnia says that's nigger talk."

'"I swear Scour, sometimes you act so much like a girl it's mortifyin'"

"Jem's head at times was transparent: he had thought that up to make me understand he wasn't afraid of Radleys in any shape or form, to contrast his own fearless heroism with my cowardice."

"I was not so sure, but Jem told me I was being a girl, that girls always imagined things, that's why other people hated them so, and if I started behaving like one I could just go off and find some to play with."

Chapter Five

"He had asked me earlier in the summer to marry him, then he promptly forgot about it. He staked me out, marked as his property, said I was the only girl he would ever love, then he neglected me."

"Why, one sprig of nut-grass can ruin a whole yard. Look here. When it comes fall this dries up and the wind blows it all over Maycomb County!"

"Sometimes the bible in the hand of one man is worse than a bottle of whiskey in the hands of - oh, your father."
“What I meant was, if Atticus drank until he was drunk he wouldn’t be as hard as some men are at their best. There are just some kind of men who’re so busy worrying about the next world they’ve never learned to live in this one, and you can look down the street and see the results.”
"That is three-fourths coloured folks and one-fourth Stephanie Crawford."

"Atticus Finch is the same in his house as he is on public streets."

"Anyone who's brave enough to go up and touch the house hadn't oughta use a fishin pole, why don't you just knock the front door down?"

Chapter Six

"You don't have to come along, Angel May."

"Scout, I'm telling you for the last time, shut your trap or go home - I declare to The Lord you're gettin more like a girl every day!"

"Mr Radley shot a Negro in his collard patch."

"Shot in the air.  Scared him pale though. Says if anybody sees a white nigger around that's the one. Says he got the other barrel waitin’ for the next sound he hears in that patch, an' next time he won't aim high, be it dog, nigger of - Jem Finch!"

"Every night-sound I heard from my cot on the back porch was magnified three-fold; every scratch of feet on the gravel was Boo Radley seeking revenge, every passing Negro laughing in the night was Boo Radley loose and after us; insects splashing against the screen were Boo Radley's insane fingers picking the wire to pieces, the chinaberry trees were malignant, hovering, alive."

"Mr Nathan's gonna find them in the morning, Jem. He knows you lost 'em. When he shows them to Atticus it'll be pretty bad, but that's all to it. Go back to bed."

"I began to feel sick. Going back to that place by himself - I remembered Miss Stephanie: Mr Nathan had the other barrel waiting for the next sound he heard, be it nigger, dog...Jem knew it better than I."

"Look it ain't worth it, Jem. A lickin' hurts but it doesn't last. You'll get your head shot off, Jem. Please..."

"Atticus ain't ever whipped me since I can remember. I wanta keep it that way."

Chapter 7

"As Atticus once advised me to do, I tried to climb into Jem's skin and walk around in it: if I had gone alone to the Radley's at two in the morning, my funeral would have been the next afternoon. So I left ahem at home and tried not to bother him."

"When I came back for my breeches - they were all in a tangle when I was gettin out of 'em, I couldn't get em loose. When I went back hey we're folded across the fence...like they were expecting me...Show you when we get home. They'd been sewed up. Not like a lady sewed 'em, like somethin' I'd try to do. All crooked. It's almost like somebody knew you were coming back for them.”
"Next morning on the way to school he ran ahead of me when he looked up, and I saw him go white."

"Don't you cry, now, Scout...don't cry now, don't you worry' - he muttered at me all the way to school."

"Tree's dying. You plug ‘em with cement when they're sick, you ought to know that, Jem."

"When we went in the house I saw he had been crying; his face was dirty in the right places, but I thought it odd that I had not heard him."

Chapter 8
"Jem had a notion that Atticus thought our activities that night last summer were not solely confined to strip poker."

"My screams brought Atticus out of his bathroom half-shaven. ”The world's endin' Atticus! Please do something - !" I dragged him to the window and pointed.

"Jem, I ain't heard of a nigger snowman."

"I didn't know how you were going to do it, but from now on I'll never worry about what'll become of you, son, you'll always have an idea."

"Jem's ears reddened at Atticus's compliment."

"Jem explained that if he did, the snowman would become muddy and cease to become a snowman."

"Just as the birds know where to go when it rains, I knew when there was trouble in our street."

"We stood watching the street fill with men and cars else fire silently devoured Miss Maudie's home.

"The men of Maycomb, in all degrees of undress, took furniture from Miss Maudie's home to a yard across the street. I saw Atticus carrying Miss Maudie's heavy oak rocking chair, and thought it was sensible of him to save what she valued most."

"That Tom Swift book, it ain't mine, its Dill's..."

"In the heat between our house, Miss Rachel's and Miss Maudie's, the men had long ago shed coats and bathrobes. They worked in pyjama tops and nightshirts stuffed into their pants, but I became aware that I was slowly freezing where I stood."

"Jem tried to keep me warm, but his arm was not enough. I pulled free of it and clutched my shoulders. By dancing a little, I could feel my feet."

"I looked down and found myself clutching a brown woollen blanket I was wearing around my shoulders, squaw-fashion."

"Looks like all of Maycomb was out tonight, in one way or another."

"...Mr Nathan put cement in that tree, Atticus, an' he did it to stop us findin' things - he's crazy, I reckon, like they say, but Atticus, I swear to God he ain't ever harmed us, he ain't ever hurt us, he coulda cut my throat from ear to ear that night but he tried to mend my pants instead...he ain't ever hurt us, Atticus-"

"Boo Radley. You were so busy looking at the fire you didn't know it when he the blanket around you."

"My stomach turned to water and I nearly threw up when Jem held to the blanket and crept towards me."

"We found her in her back yard, gazing at her frozen charred azaleas."

"Miss Maudie's looked around, and the shadow of her old grin crossed her face. "Always wanted a smaller house, Jem Finch. Gives me more yard. Just think, I'll have more room for my azaleas now!"

"Grievin', child? Thought of settin' fire to it a hundred times myself, except they'd lock me up."

"Don't you worry about me, Jean Louise Finch. There are ways of doing things you don't know about. Why, I'll build me a little house and take me a couple of roofers and - gracious, I'll have the finest yard in Alabama. Those Bellingraths'll look plain puny when I get started!"

"A network of tiny lines criss-crossed her palms, brown with dirt and dried blood."

"Why don't you get a coloured man? There was no note of sacrifice in his voice when he added, "Or Scout n' me, we can help you."

Chapter 9

"He had announced it in the school yard the day before that Scout Finch's daddy defended niggers."

"Of course as do. Don't say nigger, Scout. That's common."

"Then why did Cecil say you defended niggers? He made it sound like you were runnin' a sill."

"For a number of reasons. The main one is, if I didn't I couldn't hold my head up in town, I couldn't represent this country in the legislature, I couldn't even tell you or Jem not to do something again."

"Because I could never ask you to mind me again. Scout, simply by the nature of the work, every lawyer gets at least one case in his lifetime that affects him personally. This one's mine, I guess."

"You might hear some ugly talk about it at school, but do one thing for me if you wil: just hold your head high and keep those fists down. No matter what anybody says to you, don't let 'em et your goat. Try fighting with your head for a change...it's a good one, even if it does resist learning."

"Simply because we were licked a hundred years before we started is no reason for us to not try to win."

"This time, we aren't fighting the Yankees, we're fighting our friends. But remember this, no matter how bitter things get, they're still our friends, and this is still our home."

"My folks said your daddy was a disgrace an' that nigger oughta hang from the water tank!"

"I drew a bead on him, remembered what Atticus had said then dropped my fists and walked away, "Scout's a coward!" ringing in my ears. It was the first time I ever walked away from a fight."

"Somehow, if I fought Cecil I would let Atticus down. Atticus so rarely asked Jem and me to do something for him, I could not take being called a coward for him. I felt extremely noble for having remembered, and remained noble for three weeks."

"Aunt Alexandra would have been analogous to Mount Everest: throughout my early life, she was cold and there."

"I was proceeding on the dim theory, aside from the innate attractiveness of such words, that if Atticus discovered I had picked them up in school he wouldn't make me go."

""Sister, I do the best I can with them!" It had something to do with my overalls."
"Aunt Alexandra was fanatical on the subject of my attire. I could not possibly hope to be a lady if I wore breeches: when I said I could nothing in a dress, she said I wasn't supposed to be dog things that required pants."

"Aunt Alexandra's vision of my deportment involved playing with small stoves, tea sets and wearing the Add-A-Pearl necklace she gave me when I was born, furthermore, I should be a ray of sunshine in my father's lonely life."

"I suggested that one could be a ray of sunshine in pants just as well, but Aunty said that one had to behave like a sunbeam, that I was born good but had grown progressively worse every year."

"She hurt my feelings and set my teeth permanently on the edge, but when I asked Atticus about it, he said there were already enough sunbeams in the family and to go about my business, he didn't mind me the way I was."

"Boys don't cook."

"If Uncle Atticus lets you run around with stray dogs that's his own business, like Grandma says, so it ain't your fault. I guess it ain't your fault that Uncle Atticus is a nigger-lover besides, but I here to tell you it certainly does mortify the rest of the family."

"Just what I said. Grandma says it’s bad enough he lets you all run wild, but now he's turned out to be a nigger-lover, we'll never be able to walk the streets of Maycomb again. He ruinin' the family's that what he's doin.""

"You're real nice, Uncle Jack, an' I reckon I still love you even after what you did, but you don't understand children much."

"We'll in the first place you never stopped to gimme a chance to tell Yu my side of it, you just lit right into me. When Jem an' I fuss Atticus doesn't ever just listen to Jem's side of it, he hears mine too..."

"When a child asks you something, answer him, for goodness sake. But don't make a production of it. Children are children, but they can spot an evasion quicker than adults, and evasion simply muddles them."

"Bad language is the stage all children go through, and it dies with time, when they learn they're not attracting attention with it."

"Jack, she minds me as well as she can. Doesn't come up to scratch half the time, but she tries."

"The answer is I know she tries. That's what makes the difference. What bothers me is that she and Jem will have to absorb some ugly things pretty soon. I not worried about Jem keeping his head, but Scout'd just as soon jump on someone as look at him if her pride's at stake."

"It couldn't be worse, Jack, the only thing we've got is a black man's word against the Ewells'. The evidence boils down to you did, I didn't. The jury couldn't possibly be expected to take Tom Robinson's word against the Ewells'".

"But do you think I could face my children otherwise? You know what's going to happen as well as I do, Jack, and I hope and pray I can get Jem and Scout through it without bitterness, and most of all, without catching Maycomb's usual disease."

"Why reasonable people go stark raving mad when anything involving a Negro comes up is something I don't pretend to understand...I just hope that Jem and Scout come to me for their answers instead of listening to the town. I hope they trust me enough."

"But I never figured out how Atticus knew I was listening, and it was not until many yars later that I realised he wanted me to hear every word he said."

Chapter 10

"Atticus was feeble. He was nearly fifty. When Jem and I asked him why he was so old, he said he started late, which we felt reflected upon his abilities and manliness."

"He was much older than the parents of our school contemporaries,, and there was nothing Jem or I could say about him when our classmates said, "My father -"

"Our father didn't do anything. He worked in an office, not in a drugstore. Atticus did not drive a dump-truck for the country, he was not the sheriff, he did not farm, work in a garage, or do anything that could possibly arouse the admiration of anyone."

"Besides that, he wore glasses. He was nearly blind in his left eye...whenever he wanted to see something well, he turned his head and looked from his right eye."

"He did not do anything our schoolmates' fathers did: he never went hunting, he did not play key or fish or drink or smoke. He sat in the living room and read."

"When he gave us our air rifles Atticus wouldn't teach us to shoot. Uncle Jack instructed us in the rudiments thereof; he said Atticus wasn't interested in guns.

"I'd rather you shoot tin cans in the yard, but I know you'll go after birds."

"Shoot all the blue jays you want, if you can hit 'em, but remember it's a sin to kill a mockingbird."

"Mockingbirds don't do one thing but make music for us to enjoy. They don't eat up people's gardens, don't nest in corncribs, they don't do one thing but sing their hearts out for us. That's why it's a sin to kill a mockingbird."

"You and Jem have the benefit of your father's age."

"You'd be surprised. There's life in him yet."

"Well, he can make somebody's will so air-tight can't anyone meddle with it."

"We'll, did you know he's the best checker-player in this town? Why, down at the Landing when we were coming up, Atticus Finch cod beat. Everybody on both sides of the river...it's about time you found out he lets you."

"This modest accomplishment served to make me even more ashamed of him."
"Everybody in town's father was playing, it seemed, except Atticus. Jem said he didn't even want to go, but he was unable to resist football in any form, and he stood gloomily on the sidelines with Atticus and me, watching Cecil Jacob's father make touchdowns for the Baptists."

"She's supposed to go around in the back."

"Jem was paralysed."

"You haven't forgot much, Mr Finch, they say it never leaves you."

"... Mr Tate, grinning at Jem. "Didn't you know your daddy's -" "Hush, Heck," said Atticus.

"Jem suddenly became vaguely articulate: "'d you see him, Scout? 'd see him just standing there?...'n' all of a sudden he just relaxed all over, an' it looked like that harm was art of him...an' he did it so quick, like... I hafta aim for ten minutes 'fore I can hit somethin'..."

"Forgot to tell you the other day that besides playing the jew's harp, Atticus Finch was the deadest shot in Maycomb County in his time."

"That's what I said, Jem Finch. Guess you'll change your tune now. The very idea, didn't you know his nickname was Ol' One-Shot when he was a boy? Why, down at the Landing when he was coming up, if he shot fifteen times and hit fourteen doves he'd complain about wasting ammunition."

"If your father's anything, he's civilised in his heart. Marksmanship's a gift of God, a talent - oh, you have to practice to make it perfect, but shootin's different from playing the piano or the like. I think maybe he out his gun down when he realised that God had given him an unfair advantage over most living things. I guess he decided he wouldn't shoot until he had to, and he had to today."

"Naw, Scout, it’s something you wouldn't understand. Atticus is real old, but I won't care if he couldn't do anything - I wouldn't care if he couldn't do a blessed thing."

"Atticus is a gentleman, just like me!

"I saw that, One-Shot Finch!"

Chapter 11

"If she was on the porch when we passed, we would be raked by her wrathfully gaze, subjected to ruthless interrogation regarding our behaviour, and given a melancholy prediction on what we would amount to when we grew up, which was always nothing.

"We could do nothing to please her."

"Don't say hey to me, you ugly girl! You say good afternoon, Mrs Dubose!"

"Besides being the sassiest, most disrespectful mutts who ever passed her way, we were told that it was quite a pity our father had not remarried after our mother's death."

"Easy does it son, she's an old lady and she's ill. You just hold your head high and be a gentleman. Whatever she says to you, it's your job not to let her make you mad."

"I never heard Atticus say like a picture of what. He would tell her the court-house news, and would say he hoped with all his heart she'd have a good day tomorrow. He would return his hat to his head, swing me to his shoulders in her very presence, and we would go home in the twilight."

"It was in times like these when I thought my father, who hated guns, and had never been to any wars, was the bravest man who ever lived."

"And you-" she pointed an arthritic finger at me - "what are you doing in those overalls? You should be in a dress and camisole, young lady! You'll grow up waiting at tables if somebody doesn't change your ways - a Finch waiting on tables at the O.K. Café - hah!"

"Not only a Finch waiting on tables but one in the courthouse lawing for niggers!"

"Your father's no better than the niggers and trash he works for!"

"Scout, when summer comes you’ll have to keep your head about far worse things...it's not fair for you and Jem, I know that, but sometimes we have to make the best of things, and the way we conduct ourselves when the chips are down..."

"This case, Tom Robinson's case, is something that goes to the essence of a man’s conscience - Scout, I couldn't go to church and worship God if I didn't try to help that man."

"Well, most folks seem to think they're right and you're wrong."

"They're certainly entitled to think that, and they're entitled to full respect for their opinions, but before I can live with other folks I've got to live with myself. The one thing that doesn't abide by majority rule is a person's conscience."

"Scout, nigger-lover is just one of the terms that don't mean anything - like snot-nose. its hard to explain - ignorant, trashy people use it when they think somebody's fairing Negroes over and above themselves. It's slipped into usage with some people like ourselves, when they want a common, ugly term to label somebody."

"I certainly am. I do my best to love everybody...I'm hard out, sometimes - baby, it’s never an insult to be called what somebody thinks is a bad name. It just shows you how poor that person is, it doesn't hurt you."

"Mrs Dubose was a morphine addict. She took it as a painkiller for year. The doctor put her on it. She'd have spent the rest of her life on it and died without so much agony, but she was too contrary -"

"She said she was going to leave this world beholden to nothing and nobody. Jem, when you're as sick as she was, it’s all right to take anything to make it easier, but it wasn't all right for her. She said she meant to break herself of it before she died, and that's what she did."

"I wanted you to see something about her - I wanted you to see what real courage is, instead of getting the idea that courage is a man with a gun in his hand, it’s when you know you're licked before you begin but you begin anyway and y see it then no matter what."

"Mrs Dubose won, all ninety-eight pounds of her. According to her views, she died beholden to nothing and nobody. She was the bravest person I ever knew."

Part Two

Chapter 12

"Overnight, it seemed, Jem had acquired an alien set of values and was trying to impose them on me: several times he went as far as telling me what to do."

"It's time you started bein' a girl and acting right!"

"Baby, I can't help it if Mister Jem's growing up. He's gonna want to be off to himself a lot now, doin' whatever boys do, so you just come right on the kitchen when you feel lonesome. We'll find lots of things to do in here."

"She seemed glad to see me when I appeared in the kitchen, and by watching her I began to think there was some skill involved in being a girl."

"With him, life was routine. Without him, life was unbearable."

"It showed Atticus barefooted and in short pants, chained to a desk: he was diligently writing on a slate while some frivolous looking girls yelled, "Yoo-hoo!" at him."

"He spends his time doin' things that wouldn't get done if nobody did 'em."

"It was an ancient paint-peeled frame building."
"I want to know why you'd bringin' white chillun to nigger church."

"You ain't got no business bringin' white chillun here - they got our church, we got our'n.  It is our church, ain't it, Miss Cal?"

"First Purchase was unceiled and unpainted within. Along its walls unlighted kerosene lamps hung on brass brackets; pine benches served as pews. Behind the rough oak pulpit as faded pink silk banner proclaimed God is Love, the church's only decoration except a rotogravure print of Hunt's The Light of the World. There was no sign of piano, organ, hymn-books, church programmes - the familiar ecclesiastical impediments we saw every Sunday. It was dim inside, with a damp coolness slowly dispelled by the gathering congregation. At each seat was a cheap cardboard fan bearing a garish Garden of Gethsemanem, courtesy Tyndal's Hardware Co. (You-name-it-we-sell-it)."

"Helen's got three little 'uns and she can't go out to work -"

"To tell you the truth, Miss Jean Louise, Helen's finding it hard work to get work these days...when its picking time, I think Mr Link Deas'll take her."

"It's because of what folks say Tom's done. Folks aren't anxious to - to have anything to do with any of his family."

"Well, if everybody in Maycomb knows what kind of folks the Ewells are they'd be glad to hire Helen."

"That Calpurnia led a modest double life never dawned on me. The idea that she had a separate existence outside our household was a novel one, to say nothing of her having command of two languages."

"Suppose you and Scout talk coloured-folks talk at home - it'd be out of place, wouldn't it? Now what if I talked white-folks' talk at church, and with my neighbours? They'd think I was puttin’ on airs to beat Moses."

"It's not necessary to tell all you know. It's not lady-like - in the second place, folks don't like to have somebody around knowin' more than they do. It aggravates 'em. You're not gonna change any of them by talkin' right, they've got to want to learn themselves, and when they don't want to learn there's nothing you can do but keep your mouth shut or talk their language."

Chapter 13

""Put my bag in the front bedroom, Calpurnia," was the first thing Aunt Alexandra said."

"Maycomb welcomed her. Miss Maudie Atkinson baked a Lane cake so loaded with shinny that it made me tight; Miss Stephanie Crawford had long visits with Aunt Alexandra, consisting mostly of Miss Stephanie shaking her head and saying "Uh uh uh". Miss Rachel next door had Aunty over for coffee in the afternoons, and Mr Nathan Radley went so far as to come up in the front yard and say he was glad to have her."

"Aunt Alexandra was the last of her kind: she had river-boat, boarding-school manners; let any moral come along and she would uphold it; she was born in the objective case, she was an incurable gossip."

"Aunt Alexandra, in underlining of young Sam Merriweather's suicide, said it was caused by a morbid streak in the family. Let a sixteen-year-old girl giggle in the choir and Aunty would say, "It's just goes to show you, all the Penfield women are flighty.' Everybody in Maycomb, it seemed, had a Streak: a Drinking Streak, a Gambling Streak, a Mean Streak, a Funny Streak."

"Somewhere, I had receive the impression that Fine Folks were people who did the best they could with the sense they had, but Aunt Alexandra was of the opinion obliquely expressed, that the longer a family had been squatting on one patch of land the finer it was."

"Although Maycomb was ignored during the War Between the States, Reconstruction rule and economic ruin forced the town to grow. It grew inward. New people so rarely settled there, the same families married the same families until the members of the community looked faintly alike."

"There was indeed a caste system in Maycomb, but to my mind it worked this way: the older citizens, the present generation of people who had lived side by side for years and years, were utterly predictable to one another: they took for granted attitudes, character shading, even gestures, as having been repeated in each generation and refined by time."

"Thus the dicta No Crawford Minds his Own Business, Every Third Merriweather Is Morbid, The Truth Is Not in the Delafields, All the Bufords Walk Like That, were simply guides to daily living; never take a cheque from a Delafield without a discreet call to the bank, Miss Maudie Atkinson's shoulder stoops because she was a Buford, it Mrs Grace Merriweather sips gin out of Lydia E. Pinkham bottles it's nothing unusual - her mother did the same."

 "Your aunt has asked me to try and impress in you and Jean Louise that you are not from run-of-the-mill people, that you are the product of several generations' gentle breeding, and that you should try to live up to your name. She asked me to tell you you must try to behave like the little lady and gentleman that you are. She wants to talk to you about the family and what it's meant to Maycomb County through the years, so you'll have some idea of who you are, so you might be moved to behave accordingly."

"I know now what he was trying to do, but Atticus was only a man. It takes a woman to do that kind of work." 

Chapter 14

"Alexandra, Calpurnia's not leaving this house until she wants to. You may think otherwise, but I couldn't have got along without her all these years. She's a faithful member of this family and you simply have to accept things as they are. Besides, sister, I don't want you working your head off for us - you've no reason to do that. We still need Cal as much as we ever did."

"Besides, I don't think the children've suffered one bit from her having brought them up. If anything she's been harder on them in some ways than a mother would have been...she's never let them get away with anything, she's never indulged them in a way most coloured nurses do. She tried to bring the, up according to her lights, and Calpurnia's lights are pretty good - and another thing, the children love her."

""You ought to let your mother know where you are," said Jem.”You oughta let her know you're here...""

"Dill's eyes flickered at Jem, and Jem looked at the floor. Then he rose and broke the remaining code if our childhood."

"Jem was standing in a corner of the room, looking like the traitor he was. "Dill, I had to tell him," he said. "You can't run three hundred miles off without your mother knowin'. We left him without a word."

"As Dill explained, I found myself wondering what life would be if Jem were different, even from what he was now; what I would do if Atticus did not feel the necessity of my presence, help and advice. Why, he couldn't get along a day without me. Even Calpurnia couldn't get along unless I was there. They needed me."

Chapter 15 

"In Maycomb, grown men stood outside in the front heard for two reasons: death and politics."

 "Dill asked if I'd like to have a poke about Boo Radley. I said I didn't think it would be nice to bother him, and spent the rest of the afternoon filling Dill in on the last winter's events."

"A flash of plain fear was going out of his eyes, but returned when Dill and Jem wriggled into the light."

"As Atticus's fists went to his hips, so did Jem's, and as they faced each other I could see little resemblance between the: Jem's soft brown hair and eyes, his oval face and snug-fitting ears were our mother's, contrasting oddly with Atticus's greeting black hair and square cut features, but they were somehow alike. Mutual defiance made them alike."

"He's in my grade and he does right well. He's a good boy, a real nice boy. We brought him home for dinner one time. Maybe he told you about me, I beat him up one time but he was real nice about it. Tell him hey for me, won't you?"

"Well, Atticus, I was saying to Mr Cunningham that entailments are bad an' all that, but you said not to worry, it takes a long time sometimes...that you ally's ride it out together..."

Chapter 16

"I don't think that's a good habit, Atticus. It encourages them. You know how they talk among themselves. Everything that happens in this town's out to the Quarters before sundown."

"I don't know of any law that says they can't talk. Maybe if we didn't give them so much to talk about they'd be quiet."

"Mr Cunningham's basically a good man, he just had blind folks along with the rest of us."

"...you'll understand mobs a little better when you're older, a mob's always made up of people, no matter what. Mr Cunningham was part of a mob last night, but he was still a man. Every mob in every Southern town is always made up of people you know – doesn’t say much for them, does it?"

"That proves something - that a gang of wild animals can be stopped, simply because they're still human."

"Hmp, maybe we need a police force of children...you children last night made Walter Cunningham stand in my shoes for a minute."

"I am not. 't's morbid, watching a poor devil on trial for his life. Look at all those folks, it's like a Roman Carnival."

"It was a gala occasion. There was no room at the public hitching rail for another animal; mules and wagons were parked under every available tree. The court house square was covered with picnic parties sitting on newspapers, washing down biscuit and syrup with warm milk from fruit jars. Some people were gnawing on cold chicken and cold fried pork chops. The more affluent chased their food with drugstore Coca-Cola in bulb-shaped soda glasses. Greasy-faced children popped the whip through the crowd, and babies lunched at their mother’s breasts. In a far corner of the square, the Negroes sat quietly in the sun, dining on sardines, crackers, and the more vivid flavours of Nehi Cola.”
"He's got a Coca-Cola battle full of whisky in there. That's so's not to upset the ladies.

"Half-white, half-coloured. You've seen 'em, Scout. You know that red-kinky-headed one that delivers for the drugstore. He's half white. They're real sad."

"They don't belong anywhere. Coloured folks won't have them because they're half-white; white folks won't have 'em 'cause they're coloured, so they're just in-betweens, don't belong anywhere."

"But around here once you have a drop of Negro blood, that makes you all black."

"They waited patiently at the doors behind the white families."

"Yeah, but Atticus aims to defend him. That's what I don't like about it."

"The court appointed Atticus to defend him. Atticus aimed to defend him. That's what they didn't like about it. It was confusing."

Chapter 17
"No economics fluctuations changed their status - people like the Ewells lived as guests of the county in prosperity as well as in the depths of a depression. No truant officers could keep their numerous offspring in school; no public health officer could free them from congenital defects, various worms, and the diseases indigenous to filthy surroundings."

"One corner of the yard, though, bewildered Maycomb. Against the fence, in a line, were six chipped-enamel slop jars holding brilliant white germaniums, cared for as tenderly as if they belonged to Miss Maudie Atkinson, had Miss Maudie deigned to permit a germanium in her premises. People said they were Mayella Ewell's"

"People generally see what they look for, and hear what they listen for..."

Chapter 18

"I got somethin' to say an' then I ain't gonna say no more. That nigger yonder took advantage of me, an' if you fine fancy gentlemen don't wanta do nothin' about it then youre all stinkin' cowards, stinkin' cowards, the lot of you. Your fancy airs don't come to nothin' your ma'amin' and Miss Mayellarin' don't come to nothin', Mr Finch-"

Chapter 19

"Mr Finch, I tried. I tried 'thout bein' ugly to her. I didn't wanta be ugly, I didn't want to push her or nothin'"

"It occurred to me that in their own way, Tom Robinson's manners were as good as Atticus's."

"Mr Finch, if you was a nigger like me, you'd be scared, too."

"Robinson, you're pretty good at busting up chiffarobes and kindling with one hand, aren't you?"

"Had your eye on her a long time, hadn't you, boy?"

"Then you were mighty polite to do all that chopping and hauling for you, weren't you, boy?"

"But the damage was done. Below us, nobody liked Tom Robinson's answer."

"Like I says before, it weren't safe for any nigger to be in a - fix like that."

"Are you being impudent to me, boy?"

"For some reason, Dill had started crying and couldn't stop; quietly at first, then his sobs were heard by several people in the balcony."

"That old Mr Gilmer doin' him thataway, talking so hateful to him."

"I know all that, Scout. It was the way he said it made me sick, plain sick."

"Well, Mr Finch didn't act that way to Mayella and old man Ewell when he cross-examined them. The way that man called him "boy" all the time and sneered at him, an' looked around at the jury every time he answered-"

"I don't care one speck. It ain't right, somehow it ain't right to do 'e, that way. Hasn't anybody got any business talkin' like that - it just makes me sick."

Chapter 20

"As Mr Dolphus Raymond was an evil man I accepted his invitation reluctantly, but I followed Dill."

"Wh - oh yes, you mean why do I pretend? Well, it's very simple. Some folks don't  - like the way I live. Now I could say the hell with 'em, I don't care if they don't like it, right enough - but I don't say the hell with 'em see?"

"It helps folk if they can latch on to a reason. When I come out of town, which is seldom, if I weave a little and drink out of this sack, folks can say Dolphus Raymond is in the clutches of whisky - that's why he won't change his ways. He can't help himself, that's why he lives the way he does."

"It ain't honest but its mighty helpful to folks. Secretly, Miss Finch, I'm not much of a drinker, but you see they could never, never understand that I live like I do because that's the way I want to live."

"Cry about the simple hell people give other people - without even thinking. Cry about the hell white people give coloured folks, without even stopping to think that they're people too."

"Atticus says cheatin' a coloured man is ten times worse than cheatin' a white man. Says its the worst thing you can do."

"I don't reckon it's - Miss Jean Louise, you don't know your pa's not a run-of-the-mill man, it'll take a few years for that to sink in - you haven't even seen this town, but all you gotta do is step back inside the court house."

"Gentlemen, I shall be brief, but i would like to use my remaining time with you to remind you that this case is not a difficult one, it requires no minute sifting of complicated facts, but it does require you to be sure beyond all reasonable doubt as to the guilt of the defendant. To begin with, this case should have never have come to trial. This case is as simple as black and white. The state has not produced one iota of medical evidence to the effect that the crime Tom Robinson is charged with ever took place. It has relied instead upon the testimony of two witnesses whose evidence has not only been called into serious question on cross-examination, but has been flatly contradicted by the defendant. The defendant is not guilty, but somebody in this courtroom is. I have nothing but pity in my heart for the chief witness for the state, but my pity does not extend so far as to her putting a man's life at stake, which she has done in an effort to get rid of her own guilt. I say guilt, gentlemen, because it was guilt that motivated her. She has committed no crime, she has merely broken A rigid and time-honoured code of society, a code so severe that whoever breaks it is hounded from our midst as unfit to live with. She is the victim of cruel poverty and ignorance, but i cannot pity her: she is white. She knew full well the enormity of her offence, but because her desires were stronger than the code she was breaking, she persisted in breaking it. She persisted, and her subsequent reaction is something that all of us have known at one time or another. She did something every child has done--she tried to put the evidence of her offence away from her. But in this case she was no child hiding stolen contraband: she struck out at her victim--of necessity she must put him away from her--he must be removed from her presence, from this world. She must destroy the evidence of her offence. What was the evidence of her offence? Tom Robinson, a human being. She must put Tom Robinson away from her. Tom Robinson was her daily reminder of what she did. What did she do? She tempted a Negro. She was white, and she tempted a Negro. She did something that in our society is unspeakable: she kissed a black man. Not an old Uncle, but a strong young Negro man. No code mattered to her before she broke it, but it came crashing down on her afterwards. Her father saw it, and the defendant has testified to his remarks. What did her father do? We don't know, but there is circumstantial evidence to indicate that Mayella Ewell was beaten savagely by someone who led almost exclusively with his left. We do know in part what Mr. Ewell did: he did what and God-fearing, persevering, respectable white man would do under the circumstances--he swore out a warrant, no doubt signing it with his left hand, and Tom Robinson now sits before you, having taken the oath with the only good hand he possesses--his right hand. And so a quiet, respectable, humble Negro who had the unmitigated temerity to 'feel sorry' for a white woman who has put his word against two white people's. I need not remind you of their appearance and conduct on the stand--you saw them for yourselves. The witnesses for the state, with the exception of the sheriff of Maycomb County, have presented themselves to you gentlemen, to this court, in the cynical confidence that their testimony would not be doubted, confident that you gentlemen would go along with them on the assumption--the evil assumption--that all Negroes lie, that all Negroes are basically immoral beings, that all Negro men are not to be trusted around our women, an assumption one associates with minds of their calibre. Which, gentlemen, we know is in itself a lie as black as Tom Robinson's skin, a lie I do not have to point out to you. You know the truth, and the truth is this: some Negroes lie, some Negroes are immoral, some Negro men are not to be trusted around women--black or white. But this is a truth that applies to the human race and to no particular race of men. There is not a person in this courtroom who has never told a lie, who has never done an immoral thing, and there is no man living who has never looked upon a woman without desire. One more thing, gentlemen, before I quit. Thomas Jefferson once said that all men are created equal, a phrase that the Yankees and the distaff side of the Executive branch in Washington are fond of hurling at us. There is a tendency in this year of grace, 1935, for certain people to use this phrase out of context, to satisfy all conditions. The most ridiculous example I can think of is that the people who run public education promote the stupid and idle along with the industrious--because all men are created equal, educators will gravely tell you, the children left behind suffer terrible feelings of inferiority. We know all men are not created equal in the sense some people would have us believe--some people are smarter than others, some people have more opportunity because they're born with it, some men make more money than others, some ladies make better cakes than others--some people are born gifted beyond the normal scope of most men. But there is one way in this country in which all men are created equal--there is one human institution that makes a pauper the equal of a Rockefeller, the stupid man the equal of an Einstein, and the ignorant man the equal of any college president. That institution, gentlemen, is a court. It can be the Supreme Court of the United States or the humblest J.P. court in the land, or this honourable court which you serve. Our courts have their faults, as does any human institution, but in this country our courts are the great levellers, and in our courts all men are created equal. I'm no idealist to believe firmly in the integrity of our courts and in the jury system--that is no ideal to me, it is a living, working reality. Gentlemen, a court is no better than each man of you sitting before me on this jury. A court is only as sound as its jury, and a jury is only as sound as the men who make it up. I am confident that you gentlemen will review without passion the evidence you have heard, come to a decision, and restore the defendant to his family. In the name of God, do your duty."

Chapter 21

"He's not supposed to lean, Reverend, but don't fret, we've won it. Don't see how any jury could convict on what we heard."

"Now don't you be so confident, Mr Jem, I ain't ever seen any jury decide in favour of a coloured man over a white man..."

"I saw something could be expected to see, could be expected to watch for, and it was like watching Atticus walk into the street, raise a rifle to his shoulder and pull the trigger, but watching all the time knowing that the gun was empty."

Chapter 22

It was Jem's turn to cry. His face was streaked with angry tears as we made our way through the cheerful crowd."

"I don't know, but they did it. They've done it before and they did it tonight and they'll do it again and when they do it - seems that only children weep."

"I just want to tell you that there are some men in this world who were born to do unpleasant jobs for us. Your father's one of them."

"We're the safest folks in the world. We're so rarely called on to be Christians, but when we are, we've got men like Atticus to go for us."
"I waited and waited to see you all come down the sidewalk, an as I waited I thought, Atticus Finch won't win, he can't win, but he's the only man in these parts who can keep a jury out so long in a case like that. And I thought to myself, well, we're making a step - it's just a baby-step, but it's a step."

Chapter 23

"According to Miss Stephanie Crawford, however, Atticus was leaving the post office when Mr Ewell approached him, cursed him, spat on him, and threatened to kill him."

"Atticus didn't bat an eye, just took out his handkerchief and wide his face and stood there and let Mr Ewell call him names wild horses could not bring her to repeat."

"Jem, see if you can stand in Bob Ewell's shoes for a minute. I destroyed his last shred of credibility at that trial, if he had any to begin with. The man had to have some kind of comeback, his kind always does. So if spitting in my face and threatening me saved Mayella Ewell one extra beating, that's something I'll gladly take. He had to take it out on somebody and I'd rather it be me than that houseful of children there, you understand?"

"Tom Robinson's a coloured man. No jury in this part of the world's going to say, "We think you're guilty, but not very." It was either straight acquittal or nothing."

"So far nothing in your life has interfered with your reasoning process. Those are twelve reasonable men in everyday life, Tom's jury, but you saw something come between the, and reason. You saw the same thing that night in front of the jail. When that crew went away, they didn't go as reasonable men, they went because we were there. There's something in our world that makes men lose their heads - they couldn't be fair if they tried. In our courts, when it’s a white man's word against a black man's, the white man always wins. They're ugly, but those are the facts of life."

"The older you grow the more of it you'll see. The one place where a man ought to get a square deal is in a court-room, be he any colour of the rainbow, but people have their way of carrying their resentments right into the jury box. As you grow older, you'll see white men cheat black men every day of your life, but let me tell you something and don't you forget it - whenever a white man does that to a black man, no matter who he is, how rich he is, or how fine a family he comes from, that white man is trash."

"There's nothing more sickening to me than a low-grade white man who'll take advantage of a Negro's ignorance. Don't fool yourselves, it's all adding up, and one of these days we’re going to pay the bill for it. I hope it's not in your children's time."

"Serving on a jury forces a man to make up his mind and declare himself about something. Men don't like to do that. Sometimes it's unpleasant."

"Golly Moses, one moment they're tryin' to kill him and the next they're tryin' to turn him lose...I'll never understand those folks for as long as I live."

"The thing is, you can scrub Walter Cunningham till he shines, you can put him in shoes and a new suit, but he'll never be like Jem. Besides, there's a drinking streak in that family a mile wide. Finch women aren't interested in that sort of people."

"It was her callin' Walter Cunningham trash that got me goin', Jem, not what she said about me being a problem to Atticus. We got that all straight one time, I asked him if I was a problem and he said not much of one, at most one that he could figure out, and not a to worry my head a second about botherin' him. Naw, it was Walter - that boy's not trash, Jem, he ain't like the Ewells."

"There's four kinds of folks in this world. There's the ordinary kind like us and the neighbours, there’s the kind like the Cunninghams out in the woods, the kind like the Ewells down at the dump, and the Negroes."

"No, lemme finish - it does, but we're still different somehow. Atticus said one time the reason Auntie's so hipped on the family is because all we've got is background and not a dime to our names."

"Atticus told me one time that most of this Old Family stuff's foolishness because everybody's family's just as old as everybody's else's. I said did that include coloured folks and Englishmen and he said yes."

"No, everybody's gotta learn, nobody's born knowin'. That Walter's as smart as he can be, he just gets held back sometimes because he has to stay out and help his daddy. Nothing's wrong with him. Naw, Jem, I think there's just one kind of folks. Folks."

"That's what I thought too, when I was your age. If there's just one kind of folks, JY can't they get along with each other? If they're all alike, why do they go out of their way to despise each other? Scout, I think I'm beginning to understand something. I think I'm beginning to understand why Boo Radley's stayed shut up in the house all this time...it's because he wants to stay inside."

Chapter 24

"Well, I always say forgive and forget, forgive and forget. Thing that church ought to do is help her lead a Christian life for the children from here on out. Some of the men ought to go there and tell that preacher to encourage her."

"There one thing I truly believe, Gertrude, but some people just don't see it my way. If we just let them know we forgive 'em, that we've forgotten it, then the whole thing'll blow over."

"We can educate them till we're blue in the face, we can try till we drop to make Christians out of 'em but there's no lady safe in her bed these days."

"I was content to learn that Aunt Alexandra could be pierced sufficiently to feel gratitude for he given. There was no doubt about it, I must soon enter this world, where in its surface fragrant ladies rocked slowly, fanned gently, and drank cool water."

"But I was more at home in my father's world. People like Mr Heck Tate did not trap you with innocent questions to make fun of you; even Jem was not highly critical unless you said something stupid. Ladies seemed to live in faint horror of men, seemed unwilling to approve wholeheartedly of them. But I liked them. There was something about them, no matter how much they cussed and drank and gambled and chewed; no matter how undetectable they were, there was something about them I instinctively liked...they weren't -"

“Hypocrites, Mrs Perkins, born hypocrites. At least we don’t have that sin on our shoulders down here. People up there set ‘em free, but you don’t see ‘em sittin’ the table with em’. At least we don’t have the deceit to say to ‘em yes you’re as good as we are but stay away from us. Down here we just say you’ll live your way and we’ll live ours. I think that woman, that Mrs Roosevelt’s lost her mind – just plain lost her mind coming down to Birmington and tryin’ to sit with ‘em…”

"Goodbye, Mr Finch, there ain't nothin' you can do now, so there ain't no use tryin'."

"Seventeen bullet holes in him. They didn't have to shoot him that much."

"The handful of people in this town who say that fair play is not marked White Only; the handful of people who say a fair trial is for everybody, not just us; the handful of people with enough humility to think, when they look at a Negro, there but for the Lord's kindness am I. The handful of people in this town with background, that's who they are."

"Aunt Alexandra rose and smoothed the various whale-bone ridges along her hips. She took a handkerchief from her belt and wiped her nose. She patted her hair and said, "do I show it?"

"Aunt Alexandra was ahead of me, and I saw her head go up as she went through the door."

"After all, if Aunty could be a lady at a time like this, so could I."

Chapter 25

"Because they don't bother you."

"To Maycomb, Tom's death was typical. Typical of a nigger to cut and run. Typical of a nigger's mentality to have no plan, no thought for future, just run blind first chance he saw."

"Mr Underwood simply figured it was a sin to kill cripples, be they standing, sitting or escaping. He likened Tom's death to the senseless slaughter of songbirds by hunters and children and Maycomb thought he was trying to write an editorial poetical enough to be reprinted in the Montgomery Advisor."

"How could this be so, I wondered, as I read Mr Underwood's editorial. Senseless killing - Tom had been given due process of law to the day of his death; he had been tried openly and convicted by twelve good men and true; my father had fought for him all the way. Then Mr Underwood's meaning became clear: Atticus had used every tool available to free men to save Tom Robinson, but in the secret courts of men's heart Atticus had no case. Tom was a dead man the minute Mayella Ewell opened her mouth and screamed."

Chapter 26

"I sometimes felt a twinge of remorse, when passing by the old place, at ever having taken part in what must have been sheer torment to Arthur Radley - what reasonable recluse wants children peeping through his shutters, delivering greetings on the end of a fishing pole, wandering in his collards at night?"

"This was the first time he had let us know he knew a lot more about something then we thought he knew."

“Over here, we don’t believe in persecuting anybody. Persecution comes from people who are prejudiced. Pre-ju-dice. There are no better people in the world than the Jews, and why Hitler doesn’t think so is a mystery to me.”

“Well, coming out of the court-house that night Miss Gates was – she was goin’ down the front steps in front of us, you musta not seen her – she was talking with Miss Stephanie Crawford. I heard her say it’s time somebody taught /em a lesson, they were getting way above themselves, an’ the next thing they think they can do is marry us. Jem, how can you hate Hitler so bad an’ then turn around and be ugly to folks right at home - ?” 

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

"Low-down skunk with enough liquor in him to make him brave enough to kill children. He'd never have met you face to face."

"Mr Finch, there's just some kind of men you have to shoot before you can say hide to 'e. even then, they ain't worth the bullet it takes to shoot 'em. Ewell's one of 'em."

"He had guts enough to pester a poor coloured woman, he had guts enough to pester Judge Taylor when he thought the house was empty, so do you think he'd a met you to your face in daylight?"

"His lips parted into a timid smile, and our neighbour's image blurred with my sudden tears."

Chapter 30

"It was in deep shadow. Boo would feel more comfortable in the dark."

"I'm sorry if I spoke sharply, Heck, but nobody's hushing this up. I don't live that way."

"Thank you from the bottom of my heart, but I don't want my boy starting out with something like this over his head. Best way to clear the air is to have it all out in the open."

"I don't want him growing up with a whisper about him. I don't want anybody saying, "Jem Finch...his daddy paid a mint to get him out of that.""

"Atticus's stubbornness was quiet and rarely evident, but in some ways he was as set as the Cunninghams. Mr Tate's was unschooled and blunt, but it was equal to my father's."

"Heck, if this thing's hushed up it'll be a simple denial to Jem of the way I've tried to raise him. Sometimes I think I'm a total failure as a parent, but I'm all they've got. Before James looks at anyone else he looks at me, and I've tried to live so that I can look squarely back at him... If I connived at something like this, frankly I couldn't meet his eye, and the day I can't to that I'll know I've lost him. I don't want to lose him and Scout, because they've all I got."

"There's a black boy dead for no reason, and the man responsible for is dead. Let the dead bury the dead this time, Mr Finch, let the dead bury the dead."

"I never heard tell that it's against the law for a citizen to do his utmost to prevent a crime from being committed, which is exactly what he did, but maybe you'll say it's my duty to tell the town about it and not hush it up. Know what'll happen then? All the ladies in Maycomb includin' my wife'd be knocking on his door bringing angel food cakes. To my way of thinkin', Mr Finch, taking the man who's done you and this town a fpgreat service an' draggin' him with his shy ways into the limelight - to me, that's a sin. It's a sin and I'm not about to have it on my head. If it was any other man it'd be different. But not this man, Mr Finch."

"Well, it'd be sort of like shootin' a mockingbird, wouldn't it?"

Chapter 31

"He had to stoop a little to accommodate me, but if Miss Stephanie Crawford was watching from her upstairs window, she would see Arthur Radley escorting me down the sidewalk, as any gentleman would do."

"Neighbours bring food with death and flowers with sickness and little things in between. Boo was our neighbour. He gave us two soap dolls, a broken watch and chain, a pair of good-luck pennies, and our lives. But neighbours give in return. We never put back into the tree what we took out of it: we had given him  
"Atticus was right. One time he said you never really know a man until you stand in his shoes and walks around in them. Just standing on the Radley porch was enough."

"An' they chased him around 'n' never could catch him 'cause they didn't know how he looked like, an' Atticus, when they finally saw him, why he hadn't done any of those things...Atticus, he was real nice..."

"Most people are, Scout, when you finally see them."

