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mice the class was wriggling like a bucketful of catawba
worms. Miss Caroline seemed unaware that the ragged,
denim-shirted and floursack-skirted first grade, most of
whom had chopped cotton and fed hogs. frorrll thfa time
they were able to walk, were immune to imaginative lit-
erature. Miss Caroline came to the end of the story and
said, “Oh, my, wasn’t that nice?”

Then she went to the blackboard and printed the al-

phabet in enormous square capitals, turned to the class
and asked, “Does anybody know what these are? o Y
Everybody did; most of the first grade had failed it

last year.

I suppose she chose me because she knew my name, E
as I read the alphabet a faint line appeared between rlner‘ 5
eyebrows, and after making me read most of My First

Reader and the stock-market quotations fron‘_n The Mo
bile Register aloud, she discovered thz}t I was lltf:rate an
looked at me with more than faint distaste. Miss Caro
line told me to tell my father not to teach me any more
i interfere with my reading. :
: vrgl“lézich me?” 1 said in surprise. “He hasn_‘t taught mi
anything, Miss Caroline. Atticusf ain’t go:t time Fo teac
me anything,” T added, when Miss Caroline smiled ant

shook her head. “Why, he’s so tired at night he just sits

in the livingroom and reads.” oo
“If he didn’t teach you, who did? Miss Caro

asked good-naturedly. “gomebody did. You weren’t
reading The Mobile Register” :
“Jem says 1 was. He read in a book where,I
Bullfinch instead of a Finch. Jem says my name S
Jean Louise Bullfinch, that T got swapped when
born and I'm really a—" :
Miss Caroline apparently thought T was lyin .
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not let our imaginations run away with us, dear,” she said.
“Now you tell your father not to teach you any more. 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—"

“Ma’am?”

“Your father does not know how to teach. You can
have a seat now.”

I mumbled that 1 was sorry and retired meditating
upon my crime. I never deliberately learned to read, but
somehow I had been wallowing illicitly in the daily pa-
pers. In the long hours of church—was it then I learned?
I could not remember not being able to read hymns. Now
that I was compelled to think about it, reading was some-
thing that just came to me, as learning to fasten the seat
of my union suit without looking around, or achieving
two bows from a snarl of shoelaces. I could not remem-

ber when the lines above Atticus’s moving finger sepa-
rated into words, but I had stared at them all the evenings
in my memory, listening to the news of the day, Bills to
Be Enacted into Laws, the diaries of Lorenzo Dow—
anything Atticus happened to be reading when I crawled
into his lap every night. Until I feared I would lose it, I
~never loved to read. One does not love breathing.

- I knew I had annoyed Miss Caroline, so I let well

nough alone and stared out the window until recess
hen Jem cut me from the covey of first-graders in the
oolyard. He asked how I was getting along. I told

- “If I didn’t have to stay I'd leave. Jem, that damn lady
ays Atticus’s been teaching me to read and for him to
top it—"

‘Don’t worry, Scout,” Jem comforted me. “Our
acher says Miss Caroline’s introducing a new way of




