May, can you call Miss Rachel and Miss Stephanie Crawford and whoever's got a
phone on the street and tell 'em a mad dog's comin'? Please, ma'am!"

Calpurnia listened. "I know it's February, Miss Eula May, but | know a mad
dog when I see one. Please Ma'am hurry!"

Calpurnia asked Jem, "Radley's got a phone?"

Jem looked in the book and said no. "They won't come out anyway, Cal."

"I don't care, I'm gonna tell 'em."

She ran to the front porch, Jem and I at her heels. "You stay in that house!"
she yelled.

Calpurnia's message had been received by the neighborhood. Every wood
door within our range of vision was closed tight. We saw no trace of Tim Johnson.
We watched Calpurnia running toward the Radley Place, holding her skirt and apron
above her knees. She went up to the front steps and banged on the door. She got no
answer, and she shouted, "Mr. Nathan, Mr. Arthur, mad dog's comin'! Mad dog's
comin'!"

"She's supposed to go around in back," I said.
Jem shook his head. "Don't make any difference now, " he said.

Calpurnia pounded on the door in vain. No one acknowledged her warning;

no one seemed to have heard it.



