EXERPTS FROM TO KILL A MOCKINGBIRD

Jem

When he was nearly thirteen, my brother Jem got his arm badly broken
at the elbow. When it healed, and Jem’s fears of never being able to play
football were assuaged, he was seldom self-conscious about his injury.
His left arm was somewhat shorter than his right; 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 less, so long as he could
pass 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. | maintain that
the Ewells started it all, but Jem, who was four years my senior, said 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.

(Lee, 2006, p. 1)

Calpurnia

We lived on the main residential street in town—Atticus, Jem, and |, plus
Calpurnia our cook. Jem and | found our father satisfactory: he played
with us, read to us, and treated us with courteous detachment.

Calpurnia was something else again. She was all angles and bones; she
was nearsighted; she squinted; her hand was wide as a bed slat and
twice as hard. She was always ordering me out of the kitchen, asking me
why | couldn’t behave as well as Jem when she knew he was older, and
calling me home when | wasn’t ready to come. Our battles were epic
and one-sided. Calpurnia always won, mainly because Atticus always
took her side. She had been with us ever since Jem was born, and | had
felt her tyrannical presence as long as | could remember.

(Lee, 2006, p. 4)
Dill

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 buttoned to his shirt,
his hair was snow white and stuck to his head like duckfluff; he was a
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year my senior but | 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, | asked Dill where his father was: “You ain’t said
anything about him.”

(Lee, 2006, p. 6)

Source: Lee, H. (2006). To Kill a Mockingbird. New York: Harper Perennial Modern Classics.
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