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Unequaled praise from everywhere

for a unique bestseller—
Harper Lee’s To K A MocCKINGBIRD

The New York Times: “Marvelous . . . Miss Lee’s
original characters are people to cherish in this
winning first novel.” :

Harper’s Magazine: “A novel of great sweetness, hu-
mor, compassion, and of mystery carefully cus-
tained.”

Boston Herald: “Has pace and power . . . over-
flowing with life.”

The New Yorker: “Skilled, unpretentious and to-
tally ingenuous . . . tough, melodramatic, acute,
funny.”

San Francisco Examiner: “Miss Lee wonderfully
builds the tranquil atmosphere of her Southern
town, and as adroitly causes it to erupt a shocking
lava of emotions.”

(continued on next page)



Mew York Herald Tribune: “Tender and searing . . .
splendid.”

Chicago Tribune: “Of rare excellence . . . 2 novel-
of strong contemporary national significance.”

Time Magarine: “Tactile brilliance . . . has an cdge
that cuts through cant . . . astonishing.”

St. Louis Post Dispatgh® “Exciting and surprising cli-
T SR

Saturday Review Syndicato: “Stands alone as the best
first novel of the year . . . rare, refreshing.”

Los Angeles Times: “Memorable . . . vivid . . . a
gentle, persuasive humor and a glowing goodness.”

Life Magazine: “Remarkable triumph « . Miss Lee
writes with a wry compassion that makes her novel

soar.” _ ~

Minneapolis Tribune: ““Lhe reader will find an im-
mense satisfuction . . . and a desire, ot finishing
it, to start again on page one.”



Dedication: .
for Mr. Lee and Alice -
in consideration of Love & Affection



Lawyers, I suppose, were children once.
: CHARLES LAMB
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:

When he was nearly thi-teen, my' '

brother Jem got his arm badly broken at the elbow. When AL

it heal=d, and Jem’s fears of never being able to play fo.
ball were assuaged, he was seldom self-conscious aboutr . .
his injury. His left arm was somewhat shorter than hig
rigi.t; when he stood or walked, the back of his hand was'
at right angles to his body, his thumb parallel to his

thigh. He couldn’t have cared xess, so long as he eou.ld;,”,

pais and punt. -
_ When enough years had gone by to-enable us to look
back on them, we sometimes discussed the events leading:
to his accident. I maintain that the Ewells started it all,
but Jem, who was four years my senior, sald it started
long before that. He said it began the summer Dill came
to us, when Dill first gave us the idea of making Boo

Radley come out. :

-
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I said if he wanted to take a broad view of the thing,
it really began with Andrew Jacksen. If Ceneral Jack-
cgop hadn't run the Creeks up the creeck, Simon Finch
would never have paddled up the Alabama, and where
would we be if he hadn’t? We were far too old to seitle

/ an argument with a fist-fight, so we consulted Atticus.

Cur father said we were both right. ,

Being Southerners, it was a source of shame to some
members of the family that we had no recorded ances-
tors on either side of the Battle of Hastings. All we had
was Simon Finch, a fur-trapping apothecary from Corn-
wall whose pisty was exceeded only by his stinginess. In
England, Simon was irritated by the persecution of thosa
who called themzelves Methedists at the hands of their
more libers! Lrethren, and as Simon called himself a
Methodist, he worked his way across the Atlantic {o
Phxladelpnm, thence to Jamaica, thence to Mobile, aud
up the Szint Stepheons. Mindful of John Wesley's stric-
tures on the use of many words in buying and selling,
Simon made a pile practicing medicine, but in this pur-
suit he waa unhappy lest he be tempted inte doing what
he knew was not for the glory of God, as the putting on
of gold and costly apparel. So Simon, having f: 3rg0ttay‘
his tescher’s dictum on the possession of human chat
tels, bought three slaves and with their aid established
nomestead on the banks of the Alabama River some foriy
miles above Saint Stepbens. He returnsd to Saint Ste-
phens only once, to find a wife, and with her established
s line that ran high to daughters. Simoen lived to an im-
pressive age and died rich.

It was customary for the men in the family to remain
on Simon’s homestead, Finch’s Landing, and make their
living from cotton. The place was self-zufficient: modest
in comparisca with the empires around it, the T.and-
ing nevertheless produced everything required to sustain

i life except ice, wheat flour, and articles of elothing, sup-
| plied by river-boats from Mobile.
~ Simon would have regarded with impotent fury the
disturbance between the North and the South, as it left
- his descendants stripped of everything but their land,
vet the tradition of living on the land remained un-
broken until well into the twentieth century, when my
father, Atticus Finch, went to Montgomery to read law,
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and his younger brother went to Boston to study medi-
cine. Their sister Alexandra was the Finch who remained
at the Landing: she married a taciturn man who spent
most of his time lying in a hammock by the river won-
dering f his trot-lines were full.

When my father was admitted to the bar, he returned
to Maycomb and began his practice. Maycomb, some
twenty miles east of Finch’s Landing, was the county
seat of Maycomb County. Atticus’s office in the court-
house conteined little move than a hat rack, a spittoon, a
checkerboard and an unsullied Code of Alabama. His first
two clients were the last two persons hanged in the May-
comb County jail. Atticus had urged them to accept the

" state’s generosity in allowing them to plead Guilty to
sccond-degree murder and escape with their lives, but
they were Haverfords, in Maycomb County a name synon-
ymous with jackass. The Haverfords had dispatched
Maycomb’s leading blacksmith in a misunderstanding
arising from the alleged wrongful detention of & mare,
were imprudent enough to do it in the presence of three
witnesses, and insisted that the-son-cf-a-bitch-had-it-
coming-to-him was a good enough defense for auybody.
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 oc-
casion that was probably the beginning of my father’s
profound distaste for the practice of criminal law.

During his first five years in Maycomb, Atticus
practiced economy more than anything; for several years
thereafter he invested his earnings in his brother’s edu-

. cation. John Hale Finch was ten years younger than my
father, and chose to study medicine at a time when cot-

- toz was not worth growing; but after getting Uncle Jack
started, Atticus derived & reasonable income from the
law, He liked Maycomb, he was Maycomb County boru
and bred; he knew his people, they knew him, and be-
cause of Simon Finch’s industry, Atticus was related by
blood or marriageé to nearly every family in the town.

Maycomb was an old town, but it was a tired old town
when I first knew it. In rainy weather the streets turned
to red slop; grass grew on the sidewalks, the courthouse
sagged in the'square. Somehow, it was hotter then: *
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8 black dog suffered on a summer’s day, bony muic

hitched to Ioover carts flicked flies in the swe ltermg

- shade of the live ozks on the square. Men’s stiff coliars

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.

FPeople moved slowly then.. They ambled across the
square, shuffled in and out of the stores around it, tock
their time about everything. A day was twenty-four
hours long but-seemed longer. There was no hurry, for
there was nowhere to go, nothing ic buy and no money
to buy it with, nothing to see outside the boundaries of
Mayecomb County. But it was a time of vague optimism
for some of the people: Maycomb County had recently
been told that it had nothmg to fear but fear itself.
© Wae lived on the main residential street in town—Atti-
cus; Jern and I, plus Calpurma our cook. Jem and I found
our father satisfactory: he played with us, read to us,

: and treated us with courteous detachment,

© always ordering me out of the kitcnen, asking me wh
: -couldn’t behave as well a8 Jem when she kmew he w:s
" older, and calllng' me home when I wasn’t ready fo come.
. Our battles were epic and one-sided. Calpurnis always

: Calpurnia wes something else again. She was all angles

. and bores; she was nearsighted; she squinted; her

hand was wide ag a hed slat and twice as hard. She wa

2

‘.,'won mainly because Atticus slways took her side. She

had been with us ever since Jem was born, and I had feli
her tyrannical presence as Iong as I could remember.
- Our mother disd when I was two, so I never felt her

' abeence. She was s Graham from Montgomery; Atticus

“mist her when he was first elected to the state legisla-
: gure. He was middle-aged then, she was fifteen years his

 §unior. Jem was the product of their first year of mar-

i plagn: four years later I was born, and two years later

s

pur wother died from a sudden heart attack. They said

- it ran in her family. I did not miss her, but I think Jem

did. He remembered her clearly, and sometimes in the
middle of a game he would sigh at length, then go off

. 'and play by himself behind the car-house. When he was
~ like that, T knew betier than to bother him.

“Waen I was almost six and Jem was nearly tén, our
i0 ' ‘



summertims boundaries (thhm calling distance of
Cealpurnia) were Mrs. Hervy Lafayette Dubose’s house
two doors to the north of us, and the Radley Place
three doors to the south. We were never tempted to break
. them. The Radley Place was inhabited by an unknown
entity the mere description of whom was enough {o make
us behave for days on end: ¥rs, Dubose was plain hell.

That was the summer Dill came o us. ‘

Early one morning as we were beginning our days
play in the back yard. Jem and I heard something next
door in Miss Rachel Haverford’s collard paich. We
wen? to the wire fence to sce if there was a puppy-—HMiss
Rachel’s rat terrier was expecting—instead we found
somecne sitting looking “at us. Sitting down, be wasn’t
much higher than the collards. We stared at him until
he spoke:

“Hey ”

*Hey yourself,” said Jem pleasantly.

“I’'m Charles Baker Harris ” he gaid. “I can vead.”

“So what?” I said.

*“1 just thought you’d like fo know I can read, Ym. gob
anything needs readin’ ¥ can do it. . . .,”

“How old are you,” asked Jer, “fourﬂand ~a-half?”?

“Goin’ on seven.”

“Shooi no wonder, then,” said Jem, jerking his thumb
at me. “Scout yonder’s been resdin’ ever since she was
born, and she ain’t even sicrted to school yet. You look
right puny for goin’ on.saven.”

“I'm little but I'm old,” he said.

Jem brushed his hair back t¢ get & better look., “Why
don’t you come over, Charies Baker Harris?” he said.
“Lord, whbat & name.”

18 not any funnier’n yours. Aunt Rachel says your
name’s Jevemy Atticus Finch.”

Jem .scowled. “P’m big encugh fo fit mine” he gaid,
“Your name’s longer'n you are. Bet it’s a foot loages”
g “Folks call me Dill,” gaid Dill, struggling under the.

fence.

“Do better if youn go over it instead of under it,” 1 snid,
“Where'd you come from?”’

Dill was from Meridian, Missisaippi, wos spending t @
summer with his aunt, Miss Rachel, and would bs spenais
ing every sumumer in Maycomb from now on. His family
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.as from Maycomb County originally, his mother worked
for a photographer in Meridian, had entered his picture
in a Beautiful Child contest and won five dollars. She
gave the money to Dill, who went to the picture show
twenty times on it. -

“Don’t have any picture shows here, except Jesus ones
in the courthouse sometimes,” said Jem. “Ever see any-
thing good?”

' Dill had seen Dracula, a revelation that moved Jem to
eye him with the beginning of respect. “Tell it to us,” he
said. .

Dill was a curiosity. He wore blue linen shorts that
buttored to his shirt, his hair was snow white sud stuck
to his head like duckfluff; he was a year my senior but I
towered over him. As he told us the old tale his blue eyes
would lighten and darken; his laugh was sudden and
happy; he habitually pulled at a cowlick in the center of
his forehead.

‘When Dill reduced Dracula to dust, and Jem said the
show sounded better than the book, I asked Dill where his
father was: “You ain’t said anything about him.”

“I haven’t got one.”

*“Is he dead?”

llNo . . -”

“Then if he’s not dead you’ve got one, haven’t you?”

Dill blushed and Jem told me to hush, a sure sign
that Dill had been studied and found acceptable. There-
after the summer passed in routine contentment. Rou-
tine contentment was: improving our treehouse that
rested between giant twin chinaberry trees in the back
yard, fussing, running through our list of dramas based
on the works of Oliver Optie, Victor Appleton, and Edgar
Rice Burroughs. In this matter we were lucky to have
Dill. He played tha character parts formerly thrust upon
me—-the ape in Tarzen, Mr. Crabiree in The Rover Boys,
Mr. Damon in Tom Swift. Thus we came to know Dill as a
pocket Merlin, whose head teemed with eccentric plans,

- strange longings, and quaint fancies.

But by the end of August our repertoire was vapid
from countless reproductions, and it was then that Dill
gave us the idea of making Beo Radley come out.

The Radley Place fascinated Dill. In spite of our warn-
ings and explanations it drew him as the moon draws
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water, but drew him no nearer than the light-pole on
the corner, & safe distance from the Radiey gate. There
he would stand, his arm around the fat pole, staring and
wondering. :

" The Radley Place jutted into a sharp curve beyond our
house. Walking south, one faced its porch; the aidewalk
turned and ran beside the lot. The house was low, was
once white with & deep front porch and green shutiers,
but had long ago darkened %o the color of the slate-gray
vard around it. Rain-rotted shingles drooped over the
eaves of the veranda: uak trees levt the sun away. The
remains of a picket drunkenly guarded the front yacd—
a “swept” yard that was never swepi— re johnsow
grass and rabbit-tobacco grew in sbundan

Inside the house lived a maleveolent phantom People
said he existed, but Jem and [ had never seen him. Voo
ple said he went out at aight when the moon was down,
and peeped in windows. When peopie’s azsleas froze in a
cold snap, it was because he had breathed on them. Any
steaithy small erimes committed in Maycomb wers his
work. Once the town was terrorized by a series of mor-
bid nocturnal events: people’s chickens and househoid
pets were found mutilated; aithough the euiprit was
Crazy Addis, who eventually drovmed himself in Barker’s
Eddy, people still looked at the Radley Place, unwilling
to discard their initial suspicions. &4 Negro would not
pass the Radley Place at night, he would cut across to
the sidewalk opposite and whistle as he walked. The
Maycomb school grounds adjoined the back of the Rad-
ley lot; from the Radley chickenyard tall pecan trees
shook their fruit into the schoolyard, but the nuts iay
untouched by the children: Radley pecarns would kill
vou. A baseball hit into the Radley yard was a lost ball
and no questions asked.

The misery of that house began many years before Jem
‘and I were born. The Radizys, welcome anywhere in
town, kept to themselves, a predilection unforgivable in

Maycomb, They did not go to church, Maycomb’s prin-
cipal recreation, but worshiped st home; Mrs. Radley
zeldom if ever crossed the atreet for a mid-morning cof-
fee break with her neighbors, and certainly never joined
a missionary eircle. Mr. Radley walked to town at eleven-
thirty every morning and came baek promptly at twelve,
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sometimes carrying a brown paper bag that the neigh-
borhood assumed contained the family groceries. I never
knew how old Mr. Radley made his living—Jem said he
“bought . cotton,” a polite term for doing nothing—but .
Mr. Radley and his wife had lived there with their twe :
zons as long as anybody could remember. :

The shutters and doors of the Radley house were closed
on Sundays, another thing alien to Maycomb’s ways:
closed doors meant illness and cold weather only. Of all
days Sunday was the day for formal afternocon visiting:
ladies wore corsets, men wore coats, children wore
shoes. But to climb the Radley front steps and call,
“He-y,” of a Sunday afternoon was something their
neighbors never did.  The Radley house had no screen
doors. I once asked Atticus if it ever had any; Atticus
said yes, but before I was born.

According to nelghborhood legend, when the younger
Radley boy was in his teens he became acquainted with
some of the Cunninghams from Old Sarum, an enormous
and confusing tribe domiciled in the northern part of the
county, and they formed the nearest thing to a gang ever
seen in Maycomb. They did little, but enough to be dis-.
cussed by the town and publicly warned from three pul-
pits: they hung around the barbershop; they rode the
bus t: Abbottsville on Sundays and went to the picture
show; they attended dances at the county’s riverside
gambling hell, the Dew-Drop Inn & Fishing Camp; they
experimented with stumphole whiskey. Nobody in May-
comb had nerve enough to tell Mr. Radley that his boy
was in with the wrong crowd. .

One night, in an exceszive spurt of high ’'spirits, the
boys backed around the square in a borrowed flivver, re-
sisted arrest by Maycomb’s ancient beadle, Mr. Conner,
and locked him in the courthouse outhouse. The town
decided something had to be done; Mr. Conner said he
' knew who each and every one of them was, and he was
bound and determined they wouldn’t get away with it,
s0 the boys came before the probate judge on charges of
discrderly conduct, disturbing the peace, assault and
battery, and using abusive and profane language in the
presence and hearing of a female. The judge asked Mr.
Conner why he included the last charge; Mr. Conner said
they cussed 30 loud he was sure every lady in Maycomb
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