Name Date Hour

Jem shook his head. "He's sick Cal. Something's wrong with him."

"What's he doin’, trying to catch his tail?"

"No, he's doin' like this."

Jem gulped like a goldfish, hunched his shoulders and twitched his torso.
"He's goin' like that, only not like he means to."

Calpurnia rinsed her hands and followed Jem into the yard. "I don't see any
dog," she said.

She followed us beyond the Radley Place and looked where Jem pointed. Tim
Johnson was not more than a speck in the distance, but he was closer to us. He
walked erratically, as if his right legs were shorter than his left legs. He reminded
me of a car stuck in a sandbed.

"He's gone lopsided," said Jem.

Calpurnia stared, then grabbed us by the shoulders and ran us home. She
shut the wood door behind us, went to the telephone and shouted, "Gimme Mr.
Finch's office!"

"Mr. Finch!" she shouted. "This is Cal. I swear to God there's a mad dog
down the street a piece--he's comin' this way, yes sir, he's --Mr. Finch, I declare he
is-- old Tim Johnson, yes sir...yessir...yes--"

She hung up and shook her head when we tried to ask her what Atticus had
said. She rattled the telephone hook and said, "Miss Eula May--now ma'am, I'm

through talking to Mr. Finch, please don't connect me no more--listen, Miss Eula



