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picture.  
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Understanding Jim Crow (Setting the Setting)

https://www.facinghistory.org/resource-library/video/understanding-jim-crow-setting-setting


Ideally a patrician, privileged white woman, she served her husband, bending to him in all 
matters; she was maternal, bearing children regularly and caring for them lovingly; she 
possessed great skill in the domestic sphere, running kitchen and nursery, overseeing the 
household in all areas, dispensing medicine, always hospitable. Most important, perhaps, she 
was the moral center of the household, pious, self-effacing, and kind. An expert with the needle, 
she could also play a musical instrument and sing melodies for the family. She was essential to 
the patriarchy, assuring well-brought-up children, a well-run home, and complete comfort for her 
husband. . . .

Following the Civil War, [the] vision of a plantation South took on mythic proportions as 
southerners grew defensive and nostalgic about the Old South. In particular, the southern woman 
of the Old South was presented, through the image of the southern lady, as the ideal of 
nineteenth-century womanhood.

. . . A marble figure on a pedestal, she was static. A more appealing character, in this idealized 
vision of the South, was the southern belle, the younger, unmarried, and hence incomplete 
version of the southern lady . . . .

If trained right, the belle had, by her early teen years, already acquired most of the makings of the 
southern lady: she was beautiful or potentially beautiful, graceful, charming, virtuous, loyal to 
family, submissive to father, in need of men’s protection, yet resourceful and brave when unusual 
circumstances called on her to be. But even in her late teens, she might not yet have perfected 
self- sacrifice and calm self-possession. These characteristics would come, or must come, once 
she married—and marrying was supposed to be her goal in life. 
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The first commandment of the code of the gentleman . . 
. dictated a recognition of the inherent inequality of man 
and the acceptance of the idea that certain men were 
born to lead and that others, the great majority, were 
born to follow and serve. Assured of his own superiority, 
a gentleman was expected at all times to be graceful 
and dignified in his deportment, as well as courteous 
and thoughtful toward all men, regardless of their social 
status. In designing a moral code to complement their 
dignified bearing, Virginia gentlemen, like their English 
counterparts, sought to attain qualities of fortitude, 
temperance, prudence, justice, liberality, and courtesy . 
. .

Observers of manner and conduct agreed that learning 
was an essential quality for a gentleman . . . . Learning 
was an adornment, worn lightly and gracefully, 
which—along with dancing, fencing, hunting, riding, and 
occasionally the playing of a musical 
instrument—combined to produce a complete and 
smoothly functioning social creature . . . 

There was a widespread agreement that the 
gentleman’s primary purpose in following his code was 
to possess and maintain a personal honor that 
commanded the respect of all his peers as well as of all 
those of lower social order. . . .

The gentlemanly code expressed an ideal of character, 
an ideal roughly translated from the English rural gentry 
to southern planters who presided over 
moderate-to-large landholdings cultivated by slave 
labor. . . . As the institution of slavery came to be 
viewed by northerners with increasing moral 
opprobrium in the decades preceding the Civil War, it 
became more essential for southern planters to view 
themselves as refined individuals practicing a humane 
and noble code of conduct. Slavery could thus be 
justified as a paternalistic system that produced twin 
social paragons—the patriarchal planter aristocrat and 
his consort, the exquisitely pure and submissive 
southern lady.



http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=XD9OksGJOTw
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http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Bo3hRq2RnNI


http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=eQ8c7txfn1c


A free bird leaps on the back of the wind 

and floats downstream till the current ends

and dips his wing in the orange suns rays and dares to claim the sky.

But a bird that stalks down his narrow cage

can seldom see through his bars of rage

his wings are clipped and his feet are tied so he opens his throat to sing.

The caged bird sings with a fearful trill of things unknown but longed for still and 

his tune is heard on the distant hill for the caged bird sings of freedom.

The free bird thinks of another breeze

and the trade winds soft through the sighing trees

and the fat worms waiting on a dawn-bright lawn and he names the sky his own.

But a caged bird stands on the grave of dreams

his shadow shouts on a nightmare scream

his wings are clipped and his feet are tied so he opens his throat to sing.

The caged bird sings with a fearful trill of things unknown but longed for still and 

his tune is heard on the distant hill for the caged bird sings of freedom. 
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● Who Were the Scottsboro Boys?

● Recreation of Broadway's Scottsboro Boys Coming in 2020

● How To Kill a Mockingbird Reflects the Real Civil Rights Movement

● Alabama Pardons 3 ‘Scottsboro Boys’ After 80 Years

● How the Central Park Five Expose the Fundamental Injustice in our 

Legal System

https://www.pbs.org/wgbh/americanexperience/features/scottsboro-boys-who-were-the-boys/
https://apnews.com/5d9c09f1c756490d856d356aec4a1b64
https://time.com/3928162/mockingbird-civil-rights-movement/
https://www.nytimes.com/2013/11/22/us/with-last-3-pardons-alabama-hopes-to-put-infamous-scottsboro-boys-case-to-rest.html
https://www.washingtonpost.com/outlook/2019/06/12/how-central-park-five-expose-fundamental-injustice-our-legal-system/
https://www.washingtonpost.com/outlook/2019/06/12/how-central-park-five-expose-fundamental-injustice-our-legal-system/
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=TmsYLmqx3wg
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Atticus: To begin with, this case should never have come to trial.  The State has not produced one iota 

of medical evidence that the crime Tom Robinson is charged with ever took place.  It has relied instead 

up on the testimony of two witnesses whose evidence has not only been called into serious question on 

cross examination, but has been flatly contradicted by the defendant.  Now there is the circumstantial 

evidence to indicate that Mayella Ewell was beaten savagely by someone who led, almost exclusively, 

with his left.  And Tom Robinson now sits before you, having taken “The Oath” with the only good hand 

he possesses – his right.

I have nothing but pity in my heart for the Chief Witness for the State.  She is the victim of cruel poverty 

and ignorance.  But, my pity does not extend so far as to her putting a man’s life at stake, which she has 

done in an effort to get rid of her own guilt.  Now I say “guilt” gentlemen, because it was guilt that 

motivated her.  She’s committed no crime.  She has merely broken a rigid and time-honoured code of 

our society, a code so severe that whoever breaks it is hounded from our midst as unfit to live with.  She 



must destroy the evidence of her offense.  But, what was the evidence of her offense? Tom Robinson, a 

human being.  She must put Tom Robinson away from her.  Tom Robinson was to her a daily reminder 

of what she did.

 

Now what did she do? She tempted a negro.  She was white and she temped a negro.  She did 

something that in our society is unspeakable: She kissed a black man.  Not an old uncle, but a strong, 

young, negro man.  No code mattered to her before she broke it, but it came crashing down on her 

afterwards.

 

The witnesses for the State, with the exception of the sheriff of Lincoln County, have presented 

themselves to you gentlemen-to this Court- in the cynical confidence that their testimony would not be 

doubted; confident that you gentlemen would go along with them on the assumption, the evil 

assumption, that all negroes lie; all negroes are basically immoral beings; all negro men are not to be 

trusted around our women, an assumption that one associates with minds of their caliber, and which is in 

itself, gentlemen, a lie – which I do not need to point out to you.

 

And so, a quiet, humble, respectable negro, who has had the unmitigated TEMERITY to feel sorry for a 

white woman, has had to put his word again two white peoples.  The defendant is not guilty.  But 

somebody in this courtroom is.

Now, gentlemen, in this county our courts are the great levelers.  In our courts, all men are created 

equal.  I’m no idealist to believe firmly in the integrity of our courts and of our jury system.  That’s no 

ideal to me.  That is a living, working reality!
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http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tNxrnOC_WTs

