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Narrator: The scene: we are in Maycomb Town Hall, in the court room, as the Tom Robinson 
case begins. Tensions are high as witnesses are called to the stand. Pan in on an all-white jury, 
an outraged mob of a town, and a strong, tight-knit, and supportive Black community. We meet 
Scout, Jem, and Reverend Sykes at the balcony as they try to get a handle on the madness 
about to go down. 

Scout: Jem! Are those the Ewells sittin’ down yonder?

Jem: Hush! Mr. Heck Tate’s testifyin’ 

Narrator: Pan in on Mr. Tate, dressed in his business best, sitting forward in the witness chair, 
his hands clasped between his knees, listening attentively to the circuit solicitor. Mr. Gilmer, the 
solicitor, a stranger basically to Maycomb, took the floor with an intensity unlike any other, 
forcing the jury and witnesses alike to pay close attention to detail and the order of the court. 

Mr. Gilmer: In your own words, Mr. Tate…

Mr. Tate: [touching his glasses & speaking to his knees] well…I was called…

Mr. Gilmer: Could you say it to the jury, Mr. Tate? Thank you. Who called you?

Mr. Tate: I was fetched by Bob - by Mr. Bob Ewell yonder, one night - 

Mr. Gilmer: What night, sir? 

Mr. Tate: It was the night of November twenty-first. I was just leaving my office to go home 
when B - Mr. Ewell came in, very excited he was, and said get out to his house quick, some 
nigger’d raped his girl. 

Mr. Gilmer: Did you go? 

Mr. Tate: Certainly. Got in the car and went out as fast as I could. 

Mr. Gilmer: And what did you find? 

Mr. Tate: Found her lying on the floor in the middle of the front room, one on the right as you go 
in. She was pretty well beat up, but I heaved her to her feet and she washed her face in a 
bucket in the corner and said she was all right. I asked who hurt her and she said it was Tom 
Robinson - 

Narrator: Judge Taylor, who had been picking his fingernails, looked up as if expecting an 
objection, but Atticus was quiet. 



Mr. Tate [continuing]: -asked her if he beat her like that, she said yes he had. Asked her if he 
took advantage of her and she said yes he did. So I went down to Robinson’s house and 
brought him back. She identified him as the one, so I took him in. That’s all there was to it. 

Mr. Gilmer: Thank you. 
Judge Taylor: Any questions, Atticus? 

Atticus: Yes. 

Narrator: Pan in on Atticus sitting behind his table, his chair leaning to one side, his legs 
crossed, and one arm resting on the back of the chair. 

Atticus: Did you call a doctor, Sheriff? Did anybody call a doctor? 

Mr. Tate: No, sir. 

Atticus: Didn’t call a doctor? 

Mr. Tate:  No, sir. 

Atticus [with an edge in his voice]: Why not? 

Mr. Tate: Well, I can tell you why I didn’t. It wasn’t necessary, Mr. Finch. She was mighty 
banged up. Something sho’ happened, it was obvious. 

Atticus: But you didn’t call a doctor? While you were there did anyone send for one, fetch one, 
carry her to one?

Judge Taylor [irritated]: He’s answered the question three times, Atticus. He didn’t call a 
doctor. 

Atticus: I just wanted to make sure, Judge…

Narrator: We go back to the balcony for just a moment to see how Atticus’ children are handling 
the trial so far. Jem was clearly uneasy and nervous, gripping the balcony rail with great might. 
He draws in his breath suddenly, catching Dill and Reverend Sykes’ attention. 

Scout: What is it!? 

Crowd (all): Sh-h!!!!!

Atticus: Sheriff, you say she was mighty banged up? In what way? 

Tate: Well…

Atticus: Just describe her injuries, Heck. 

Tate: Well, she was beaten around the head. There was already bruises comin’ on her arms, 
and it happened about thirty minutes before - 



Atticus: How do you know? 

Tate [grinning]: Sorry, that’s what they said. Anyway, she was pretty bruised up when I got 
there, and she had a black eye comin’…
Atticus: Which eye? 

Tate [running his hands through his hair]: Let’s see…

Atticus: Can’t you remember? 

Tate [pointing to an invisible person five inches in front of him]: Her…left.

Atticus: Wait a minute, Sheriff…was it her left facing you or her left looking the same way you 
were? 

Tate: Oh, yes, that’d make it her right. It was her right eye, Mr. Finch. I remember now, she was 
bunged up on that side of her face…

Narrator: Mr. Tate blinks again, hard, as if something had been made plain to him, suddenly. 
Then he turns his head to meet Tom Robinson’s, and as if by instinct, Tom Robinson raises his 
head. 

Atticus: Sheriff, please repeat what you said. 

Tate: It was her right eye, I said.

Atticus: No…

Narrator: Atticus walks to the court reporter’s desk and bends down to the furiously scribbling 
hand. It stops, flips back the pad…

Court Reporter: ‘Mr. Finch. I remember now she was bunged up on that side of the face.’

Atticus [looking up at Tate]: Which side again, Heck? 

Tate: The right side, Mr. Finch, but she had more bruises - you wanta hear about ‘em?

Atticus [hesitantly]: Yes…what were her other injuries? 

Narrator: Atticus looks back at Tom Robinson, as if to say “this isn’t what we agreed to here…”

Tate: Her arms were bruised, and she showed me her neck. There were definite finger marks 
on her gullet -

Atticus: All around her throat? At the back of her neck? 

Tate: I’d say they were all around, Mr. Finch. 



Atticus: You would?

Tate: Yes, sir, she had a small throat, anybody could’ve reached around it with - 

Atticus [dryly]: Just answer the question yes or no, please, Sheriff. 
Narrator: Atticus sits down, nods to the solicitor, who then shakes his head at Judge Taylor, 
who then nods to Mr. Tate, who rises stiffly and steps down from the witness stand. The crowd 
grows fidgety and talkative, turning to whisper to their neighbors. The overall consensus is that 
this case is nowhere near as thunderous and exciting as they all hoped and prayed it would be. 
No one had screamed at each other yet, or argued disrespectfully - there was no DRAMA! The 
people of Maycomb are deeply disappointed

Solicitor: Robert E. Lee Ewell! 

Narrator: The little chicken-like man that is Bob Ewell rises and struts to the stand, the back of 
his neck reddening at the sound of his name. His face continues to redden as he takes the 
stand, as well as his oath. 

Ewell [crowing]: So help me G-d…

Gilmer: Mr. Robert Ewell? 

Ewell: That’s m’name, cap’n. 

Gilmer [feeling sorry for Ewell]: Are you the father of Mayella Ewell? 

Ewell: Well, if I ain’t I can’t do nothing about it now, her ma’s dead. 

Narrator: Ewell has caught Judge Taylor’s attention; he now looks upon the witness with a 
certain kindness…

Taylor: Are you the father of Mayella Ewell?

Narrator: The crowd grows pin-drop silent…

Taylor [with good will]: This is the first time you’ve ever been in court? I don’t recall ever 
seeing you here. Well, let’s get something straight. There will be no more inappropriate, 
obscene speculations made on any subject by anybody in this courtroom as long as I’m sitting 
here. Do you understand? 

Narrator: Mr. Ewell nods, Judge Taylor sighs, and the crowd is on the very edge of their seats…

Taylor: All right, Mr. Gilmer? 

Gilmer: Thank you, sir. Mr. Ewell, would you tell us in your own words what happened on the 
evening of November 21st, please? 



Ewell: Well, the night of November twenty-one, I was comin’ in from the woods with a load 
o’kindlin’ and just as I got to the fence I heard Mayella screamin’ like a stuck hog inside the 
house- 

Gilmer: What time was it, Mr. Ewell? 

Ewell: Just ‘fore sundown. Well, I was sayin’ Mayella was screamin’ fit to beat Jesus - 

Gilmer: Yes? She was screaming? 

Ewell [confused]: Well, Mayella was raisin’ this holy racket so I dropped m’load and run as fast 
as I could but I run into th’ fence, but when I got distangled I run up to th’ window and I seen - 

Narrator: Mr. Ewell’s face grows scarlet red. He stands up and points his finger at Tom 
Robinson, forcefully and angrily. 

Ewell: - I seen that black nigger yonder ruttin’ on my Mayella! 

Taylor: hammers gavel angrily and repeatedly to restore the order in the court…

Narrator: Atticus tries to conference with Taylor over the noise, as Mr. Heck Tate stands in the 
middle aisle quelling the packed courtroom. Behind us, we hear angry muffled groans from the 
colored folks up in the balcony. 

Reverend Sykes [leaning across Dill & Scout, pulling at Jem’s elbow]: Mr. Jem, you better 
take Miss Jean Louise home. Mr. Jem, you hear me? 

Jem [turning his head]: Scout, go home. Dill, you’n’Scout go home. 

Narrator: Jem scowls furiously at Scout, making it clear that it’s time for her to go before things 
turn uglier than they already are. Realizing that she is not budging even a little, he turns back to 
Reverend Sykes. 

Jem: I think it’s okay, Reverend, she doesn’t understand it. 

Scout [deeply offended]: I most certainly do, I c’n understand anything you can! 

Jem: Aw hush. [turning to Reverend Sykes] She doesn’t understand it, Reverend. She ain’t nine 
yet. 

Reverend Sykes: Mr. Finch, you know you all are here? This ain’t fit for Miss Jean Louise or 
you boys either. 

Jem [shaking his head]: He can’t see us this far away. It’s all right, Reverend. 

Narrator: We are brought back to the action on the floor as Judge Taylor bangs his gavel once 
more, drawing attention back to Mr. Ewell sitting smugly in the witness chair, surveying the 
crowd. 



Taylor [sternly]: There has been a request, that this courtroom be cleared of spectators, or at 
least of women and children, a request that will be denied for the time being. People generally 
see what they look for, and hear what they listen for, and they have the right to subject their 
children to it, but I can assure you of one thing: you will receive what you see and hear in 
silence or you will leave this courtroom, but you won’t leave it until the whole boiling of you 
come before me on contempt charges. Mr. Ewell, you will keep your testimony within the 
confines of Christian English usage, if that is possible. Proceed, Mr. Gilmer. 

Gilmer [exchanging glances with Atticus]: Mr. Ewell did you see the defendant having sexual 
intercourse with your daughter? 

Ewell: Yes, I did. 

Narrator: The crowd grows pin-drop silent once more. Tom Robinson mutters something, and 
Atticus responds with something that makes him silent once more. 

Gilmer: You say you were at the window? 

Ewell: Yes sir. 

Gilmer: How far is it from the ground? 

Ewell: ‘bout three foot. 

Gilmer: Did you have a clear view of the room? 

Ewell: Yes sir. 

Gilmer: How did the room look? 

Ewell: Well, it was slung about, like there was a fight. 

Gilmer: What did you do when you saw the defendant? 

Ewell: Well, I run around the house to get in, but he run out the front door just ahead of me. I 
sawed who he was all right. I was too distracted about Mayella to run after’m. I run in the house 
and she was lyin’ on the floor squallin’ - 

Gilmer: Then what did you do? 

Ewell: Why, I run for Tate quick as I could. I snowed who it was, all right, lived down yonder in 
that nigger-nest, passed the house every day. Jedge, I’ve asked this county for fifteen years to 
learn out that nest down yonder, they’re dangerous to live around ‘sides ‘devaluin my property - 

Gilmer [hurriedly]: Thank you, Mr. Ewell. 

Narrator: Mr. Ewell makes a speedy descent from the stand and runs directly into Atticus, who 
has risen to question him. Judge Taylor graciously permits the court to laugh. 



Atticus [light-heartedly]: Just a minute, sir. Could I ask you a question or two? 

Ewell: backs into the witness chair, settles himself, and regards Atticus with arrogant suspicion. 

Atticus: Mr. Ewell, folks were doing a lot of running that night. Let’s see, you say you ran into 
the house, you ran to the window, you ran inside, you ran to Mayella, you ran for Mr. Tate. Did 
you, during all this running, run for a doctor? 

Ewell: Wadn’t  no need to. I seen what happened. 

Atticus: But there’s one thing I don’t understand. Weren’t you concerned with Mayella’s 
condition? 

Ewell: I most positively was. I seen who done it. 

Atticus: No, I mean her physical condition. Did you not think the nature of her injuries 
warranted immediate medical attention? 

Ewell: What?

Atticus: Didn’t you think she should have had a doctor, immediately? 

Ewell: I never thought of it. I’s never called a doctor to any of mine’n my life. If I had, It woulda 
costed me five dollars. ‘sthat all? 

Atticus: Not quite. Mr. Ewell, you heard the sheriff’s testimony, didn’t you? 

Ewell: How’s that/ 

Atticus: You were in the courtroom when Mr. Heck Tate was on the stand, weren’t you? You 
heard everything he said, didn’t you? 

Ewell [hesitantly]: …Yes…

Atticus: Do you agree with his description of Mayella’s injuries? Mr. Tate testified that her right 
eye was blackened, that she was beaten around the - 

Ewell: Oh yeah, I hold with everything Tate said. 

Atticus [mildly]: You do? I just want to make sure. 

Narrator: He consults with the court reporter, who entertains the courtroom with the ridiculous 
nature of Tate’s testimony…

Court Reporter: ‘which eye her left oh yes that’d make it her right eye Mr. Finch I remember 
now she was bunged…up on that side of the face Sheriff please repeat what you said it was her 
right eye I said-‘



Atticus: Thank you, Bert. You heard it again, Mr. Ewell. Do you have anything to add to it? Do 
you agree with the sheriff? 

Ewell: I hold with Tate. Her eye was blackened and she was mighty beat up. 

Atticus: Mr. Ewell, can you read and write? 

Gilmer: Objection! Can’t see what witness’ literacy has to do with the case, 
irrelevant’n’immaterial. 

Atticus: Judge, if you’ll allow the question plus another one you’ll soon see. 

Taylor: Alright, let’s see. But make sure we see, Atticus. Overruled. 

Atticus: I’ll repeat the question. Can you read and write? 

Ewell: I most positively can. 

Atticus: Will you write your name and show us? 

Ewell: I most positively will. How do you think I sign my relief checks? 

Narrator: Atticus reaches into the inside pocket of his coat and draws out an envelope. He then 
reaches into his vest pocket and unclips his fountain pen. He methodically and leisurely moves 
and turns so that he is in fully view of the jury.  He unscrews the fountain pen cap, and places it 
gently on the table. He shakes the pen a bit, and then hands it along with the envelope to the 
witness. 

Atticus: Would you write your name of us? Clearly now, so the jury can see you do it. 

Narrator: The jury is watching him closely, along with Judge Taylor and Mr. Gilmer. 

Ewell: What’s so interestin’? 

Taylor: You’re left-handed, Mr. Ewell. 

Ewell [angrily]: I don’t see what my being left-handed has to do with it. I am a Christ-fearin’ 
man’n’ Atticus Finch’s takin’ advantage of me all the time with ‘is trickin’ ways! I told y’all what 
happened’n’ I’ll say it again’n’again if I gotta. 

Narrator: Nothing Atticus asked him after that shook his story, that he’d looked through the 
window, then ran the nigger off, then ran for the sheriff. Atticus finally dismissed him.

Gilmer: About your writing with your left hand, are you ambidextrous, Mr. Ewell? 

Ewell [angry, glaring at the defense table]: I most positively am not, I can use one hand good 
as the other. One hand good as the other. 

Narrator: Up in the balcony, Jem seemed to be having a quiet fit, pounding on the table. 



Jem: We’ve got him! 

Scout: I don’t think so. Atticus was trying to show that Mr. Ewell could’ve beaten up Mayella. If 
her right eye was blacked and she was beaten mostly on the right side of the face, it would tend 
to show that a left-handed person did it. Sherlock Holmes and Jim Finch would agree. But Tom 
Robinson could easily be left-handed, too. Like Mr. Heck Tate, I imagined a person facing me, 
went through a swift mental pantomime, and concluded that he might have held her with his 
right hand and pounded her with his left. I looked down at him. His back was to us, but I could 
see his broad shoulders and bull-thick neck. He could easily have done it. He could easily have 
done it. 

Ajourned. 


