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ONE

A few niles south of Sol edad, the Salinas River drops in close to
the hillside bank and runs deep and green. The water is warmtoo,
for it has slipped twi nkling over the yellow sands in the sunlight
bef ore reachi ng the narrow pool. On one side of the river the gol den
foothill slopes curve up to the strong and rocky Gabilan Muntains,
but on the valley side the water is lined with trees- willows fresh
and green with every spring, carrying in their |ower |eaf junctures
the debris of the winter's flooding; and sycanores with nottl ed,
white, recunmbent |inbs and branches that arch over the pool. On the
sandy bank under the trees the |leaves lie deep and so crisp that a
lizard makes a great skittering if he runs anong them Rabbits cone
out of the brush to sit on the sand in the evening, and the danp flats
are covered with the night tracks of 'coons, and with the spread
pads of dogs fromthe ranches, and with the split-wedge tracks of deer
that come to drink in the dark.

There is a path through the willows and anong the sycanores, a
path beaten hard by boys com ng down fromthe ranches to swmin the
deep pool, and beaten hard by tranps who cone wearily down fromthe
hi ghway in the evening to jungle-up near water. In front of the | ow
horizontal |inb of a giant sycampre there is an ash pile made by
many fires; the linmb is worn snooth by men who have sat on it.

Evening of a hot day started the little wind to nmoving anong the
| eaves. The shade clinbed up the hills toward the top. On the sand
banks the rabbits sat as quietly as little gray scul ptured stones. And
then fromthe direction of the state highway came the sound of
footsteps on crisp sycanore | eaves. The rabbits hurried noisel essly
for cover. A stilted heron |abored up into the air and pounded down
river. For a nonent the place was |ifeless, and then two nen energed
fromthe path and cane into the opening by the green pool

They had wal ked in single file down the path, and even in the open
one stayed behind the other. Both were dressed in denimtrousers and
in denimcoats with brass buttons. Both wore bl ack, shapel ess hats and
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both carried tight blanket rolls slung over their shoul ders. The first
man was snall and quick, dark of face, with restless eyes and sharp
strong features. Every part of himwas defined: small, strong hands,
sl ender arms, a thin and bony nose. Behind hi mwal ked his opposite,

a huge nman, shapel ess of face, with large, pale eyes, and wi de,

sl opi ng shoul ders; and he wal ked heavily, dragging his feet a

little, the way a bear drags his paws. His arms did not swing at his
si des, but hung | oosely.

The first man stopped short in the clearing, and the follower nearly
ran over him He took off his hat and wi ped the sweat-band with his
forefinger and snapped the noisture off. Hi s huge conpani on dropped
his bl ankets and flung hinmself down and drank fromthe surface of
the green pool; drank with long gul ps, snorting into the water |ike
a horse. The small man stepped nervously beside him

"Lennie!" he said sharply. "Lennie, for God' sakes don't drink so
much." Lennie continued to snort into the pool. The small man | eaned
over and shook him by the shoulder. "Lennie. You gonna be sick |ike
you was | ast night."

Lenni e di pped his whol e head under, hat and all, and then he sat
up on the bank and his hat dripped down on his blue coat and ran
down his back. "That's good," he said. "You drink sonme, George. You
take a good big drink."” He smled happily.

George unslung his bindle and dropped it gently on the bank. "I
ain't sure it's good water," he said. "Looks kinda scummy."

Lenni e dabbled his big pawin the water and wiggled his fingers so
the water arose in little splashes; rings w dened across the pool to
the other side and canme back again. Lennie watched them go. "Look
George. Look what | done."

George knelt beside the pool and drank from his hand with quick
scoops. "Tastes all right,"” he admtted. "Don't really seemto be
runni ng, though. You never oughta drink water when it ain't running,
Lennie," he said hopelessly. "You'd drink out of a gutter if you was
thirsty." He threw a scoop of water into his face and rubbed it
about with his hand, under his chin and around the back of his neck
Then he replaced his hat, pushed hinself back fromthe river, drew
up his knees and enbraced them Lennie, who had been wat ching,
imtated George exactly. He pushed hi nsel f back, drew up his knees,
enbraced them | ooked over to George to see whether he had it just
right. He pulled his hat down a little nore over his eyes, the way
Ceorge's hat was.

George stared norosely at the water. The rins of his eyes were red
with sun glare. He said angrily, "W could just as well of rode
clear to the ranch if that bastard bus driver knew what he was talkin'
about. 'Jes' a little stretch down the highway,' he says. 'Jes' a
little stretch.' God damm near four mles, that's what it was!

Didn't wanta stop at the ranch gate, that's what. Too God damn |azy to
pull up. Wbhnder he isn't too damn good to stop in Sol edad at all

Ki cks us out and says 'Jes' a little stretch down the road.' | bet

it was nore than four mles. Damm hot day."

Lenni e | ooked timdly over to him "George?"

"Yeah, what ya want?"

"Where we goin', George?"

The little man jerked down the brimof his hat and scowl ed over at
Lennie. "So you forgot that aweady, did you? | gotta tell you
again, do |? Jesus Christ, you're a crazy bastard!"

"I forgot," Lennie said softly. "I tried not to forget. Honest to
God | did, George.”



"OK- OK I'"Il tell ya again. | ain't got nothing to do. M ght
jus' as well spen' all nmy tinme tellin' you things and then you
forget "em and | tell you again."

"Tried and tried," said Lennie, "but it didn't do no good. |
remenber about the rabbits, George."

"The hell with the rabbits. That's all you ever can renmenber is them
rabbits. O K ! Now you listen and this tinme you got to renenber so
we don't get in no trouble. You renenber settin' in that gutter on
Howard Street and watchin' that bl ackboard?"

Lennie's face broke into a delighted smile. "Wy sure, George.
renmenber that... but... what'd we do then? | renenber sone girls
come by and you says... you says..."

"The hell with what | says. You renenber about us goin' in to Miurray
and Ready's, and they give us work cards and bus tickets?"

"Oh, sure, George. | renenber that now." H's hands went quickly into
his side coat pockets. He said gently, "George... | ain't got mine.
I nmusta lost it." He | ooked down at the ground in despair

"You never had none, you crazy bastard. | got both of 'em here.
Think I'd let you carry your own work card?"

Lennie grinned with relief. "I... | thought | put it in my side
pocket." Hi s hand went into the pocket again.

Ceorge | ooked sharply at him "Wat'd you take outa that pocket?"

"Ain'"t a thing in ny pocket," Lennie said cleverly.

"I know there ain't. You got it in your hand. What you got in your
hand- hidin" it?"

"I ain't got nothin', George. Honest."

"Cone on, give it here."

Lennie held his closed hand away from CGeorge's direction. "It's on'y
a nouse, Ceorge."

"A mouse? A |ive nouse?"

"Uh-uh. Jus' a dead nouse, Ceorge. | didn't kill it. Honest! | found
it. I found it dead."

"Gve it here!" said George.

"Aw, |eave nme have it, GCeorge."

"Gve it here!"

Lenni e's cl osed hand slowWy obeyed. George took the nopuse and
threw it across the pool to the other side, anong the brush. "Wat you
want of a dead nouse, anyways?"

"I could pet it with my thunb while we wal ked al ong," said Lennie.

"Well, you ain't petting no nmce while you walk with ne. You
remenber where we're goin' now?"

Lenni e | ooked startled and then in enbarrassnent hid his face

agai nst his knees. "I forgot again."

"Jesus Christ," CGeorge said resignedly. "Well- |ook, we're gonna
work on a ranch like the one we come fromup north."

"Up north?"

"I'n Wed. "

"Ch, sure. | renenber. In Wed."

"That ranch we're goin' to is right down there about a quarter mle.
We're gonna go in an' see the boss. Now, look- I'Il give himthe

work tickets, but you ain't gonna say a word. You jus' stand there and
don't say nothing. If he finds out what a crazy bastard you are, we
won't get no job, but if he sees ya work before he hears ya talk,
we're set. Ya got that?"

"Sure, George. Sure | got it."

"O. K. Now when we go in to see the boss, what you gonna do?"

“I... I..." Lennie thought. His face grew tight wi th thought.



“I... ain't gonna say nothin'. Jus' gonna stan' there."

"Good boy. That's swell. You say that over two, three tinmes so you
sure won't forget it."

Lenni e droned to hinself softly, "I ain't gonna say nothin' ... |
ain't gonna say nothin'... | ain't gonna say nothin'."

"O K ," said George. "An' you ain't gonna do no bad things |ike
you done in Wed, neither."

Lenni e | ooked puzzled. "Like |I done in Wed?"

"Ch, so ya forgot that too, did ya? Well, | ain't gonna rem nd ya,
fear ya do it again."

A light of understanding broke on Lennie's face. "They run us outa
Weed, " he exploded triunmphantly.

"Run us out, hell," said George disgustedly. "W run. They was
| ookin' for us, but they didn't catch us."
Lenni e giggled happily. "I didn't forget that, you bet."

George lay back on the sand and crossed his hands under his head,
and Lennie imtated him raising his head to see whether he was
doing it right. "God, you're a lot of trouble," said George. "I
could get along so easy and so nice if | didn't have you on ny tail.
could live so easy and maybe have a girl."

For a monent Lennie |lay quiet, and then he said hopefully, "W gonna
work on a ranch, GCeorge."

"Awight. You got that. But we're gonna sleep here because | got a
reason."

The day was going fast now. Only the tops of the Gabilan Mountains
flamed with the light of the sun that had gone fromthe valley. A
wat er snake slipped along on the pool, its head held up like a
little periscope. The reeds jerked slightly in the current. Far off
toward the highway a man shouted sonething, and another man shout ed
back. The sycanore linbs rustled under a little wind that died
i mredi ately.

"George- why ain't we goin' on to the ranch and get some supper?
They got supper at the ranch.”

George rolled on his side. "No reason at all for you. | like it
here. Tonorra we're gonna go to work. | seen thrashin' machines on the
way down. That neans we'll be buckin' grain bags, bustin' a gut.
Tonight I'm gonna lay right here and |look up. | like it."

Lenni e got up on his knees and | ooked down at Ceorge. "Ain't we
gonna have no supper?"

"Sure we are, if you gather up sone dead willow sticks. | got
three cans of beans in nmy bindle. You get a fire ready. I'll give
you a nmatch when you get the sticks together. Then we'll heat the
beans and have supper."”

Lennie said, "I like beans with ketchup."

"Well, we ain't got no ketchup. You go get wood. An' don't you
fool around. It'll be dark before long."

Lenni e lunbered to his feet and di sappeared in the brush. George |ay
where he was and whistled softly to hinself. There were sounds of
spl ashings down the river in the direction Lennie had taken. George
st opped whistling and |istened. "Poor bastard," he said softly, and
then went on whistling again.

In a nonent Lenni e cane crashing back through the brush. He
carried one small willow stick in his hand. George sat up.
"Awmight," he said brusquely. "G 'ne that mouse!"

But Lenni e nmade an el aborate pantom ne of innocence. "Wat nouse,
George? | ain't got no mouse."

George held out his hand. "Conme on. Gve it to me. You ain't puttin



not hi ng over."

Lenni e hesitated, backed away, | ooked wildly at the brush line as
t hough he contenplated running for his freedom GCeorge said coldly,
"You gonna give ne that nouse or do |I have to sock you?"

"G ve you what, George?"

"You know God damm well what. | want that nouse."

Lennie reluctantly reached into his pocket. His voice broke a
little. "I don't know why | can't keep it. It ain't nobody's npuse.
| didn't steal it. |I found it lyin' right beside the road."

George's hand remai ned outstretched inperiously. Slowy, like a
terrier who doesn't want to bring a ball to its master, Lennie
approached, drew back, approached again. George snapped his fingers
sharply, and at the sound Lennie laid the nouse in his hand.

"I wasn't doin' nothing bad with it, George. Jus' strokin' it."

George stood up and threw the nouse as far as he could into the
dar keni ng brush, and then he stepped to the pool and washed his hands.
"You crazy fool. Don't you think | could see your feet was wet where
you went acrost the river to get it?" He heard Lennie's whinpering cry
and wheel ed about. "Bl ubberin' like a baby! Jesus Christ! A big guy
like you." Lennie's lip quivered and tears started in his eyes. "Aw,
Lenni e!" George put his hand on Lennie's shoulder. "I ain't takin'
it away jus' for nmeanness. That nouse ain't fresh, Lennie; and
besi des, you've broke it pettin' it. You get another nobuse that's

fresh and I'll let you keep it a little while."
Lenni e sat down on the ground and hung his head dejectedly. "I don't
know where there is no other nmouse. | renenber a | ady used to give 'em

to me- ever' one she got. But that lady ain't here."

George scoffed. "Lady, huh? Don't even renenber who that |ady was.
That was your own Aunt Clara. An' she stopped givin' "emto ya. You
al ways killed "em"”

Lenni e | ooked sadly up at him "They was so little," he said,
apol ogetically. "I'd pet "em and pretty soon they bit ny fingers
and | pinched their heads a little and then they was dead- because
they was so little.

"I wisht we'd get the rabbits pretty soon, George. They ain't so
little. "

"The hell with the rabbits. An' you ain't to be trusted with no live
m ce. Your Aunt Clara give you a rubber nopuse and you woul dn't have
nothing to do with it."

"It wasn't no good to pet," said Lennie.

The flame of the sunset |ifted fromthe nmountai ntops and dusk cane
into the valley, and a half darkness cane in anong the willows and the
sycanores. A big carp rose to the surface of the pool, gulped air
and then sank nysteriously into the dark water again, |eaving w dening
rings on the water. Overhead the | eaves whisked again and little puffs
of willow cotton bl ew down and | anded on the pool's surface.

"You gonna get that wood?" Ceorge demanded. "There's plenty right up
agai nst the back of that sycanore. Floodwater wood. Now you get it."

Lenni e went behind the tree and brought out a litter of dried |eaves
and twigs. He threwthemin a heap on the old ash pile and went back
for nore and nore. It was al nost night now A dove's w ngs whistled
over the water. George walked to the fire pile and lighted the dry
| eaves. The flane cracked up anbong the twigs and fell to work.

George undid his bindle and brought out three cans of beans. He
stood them about the fire, close in against the blaze, but not quite
touchi ng the fl ane.

"There's enough beans for four nen,

George said.



Lenni e watched him from over the fire. He said patiently, "I Iike
"emw th ketchup.”

"Well, we ain't got any," George expl oded. "Whatever we ain't got,
that's what you want. God a' mighty, if | was alone | could live so
easy. | could go get a job an' work, an' no trouble. No ness at all
and when the end of the nonth cone | could take ny fifty bucks and
go into town and get whatever | want. Wy, | could stay in a cat house
all night. | could eat any place | want, hotel or any place, and order
any dam thing | could think of. An' | could do all that every damm
month. Get a gallon of whisky, or set in a pool roomand play cards or
shoot pool." Lennie knelt and | ooked over the fire at the angry
George. And Lennie's face was drawn with terror. "An' whatta | got,"
CGeorge went on furiously. "I got you! You can't keep a job and you
| ose ne ever' job | get. Jus' keep ne shovin' all over the country al
the tine. An' that ain't the worst. You get in trouble. You do bad
things and | got to get you out." His voice rose nearly to a shout.
"You crazy son-of-a-bitch. You keep nme in hot water all the tine."

He took on the el aborate manner of little girls when they are

m m cki ng one another. "Jus' wanted to feel that girl's dress- jus
wanted to pet it like it was a nouse- Well, how the hell did she

know you jus' wanted to feel her dress? She jerks back and you hold on
like it was a nouse. She yells and we got to hide in a irrigation
ditch all day with guys lookin' for us, and we got to sneak out in the
dark and get outa the country. Al the tine sonethin' |like that- al
the tinme. I wisht | could put you in a cage with about a mllion

mce an' |let you have fun." His anger |eft himsuddenly. He | ooked
across the fire at Lennie's angui shed face, and then he | ooked
ashanmedly at the fl anes.

It was quite dark now, but the fire lighted the trunks of the
trees and the curving branches overhead. Lennie crawled slowy and
cautiously around the fire until he was close to George. He sat back
on his heels. George turned the bean cans so that another side faced
the fire. He pretended to be unaware of Lennie so close beside him

"George," very softly. No answer. "GCeorge!"

"Whatta you want ?"

"I was only foolin', George. | don't want no ketchup. | wouldn't eat
no ketchup if it was right here beside nme."

"If it was here, you could have sone."

"But | wouldn't eat none, George. |1'd |leave it all for you. You
coul d cover your beans with it and I wouldn't touch none of it."

George still stared norosely at the fire. "Wien | think of the swel
time | could have without you, | go nuts. | never get no peace."

Lennie still knelt. He | ooked off into the darkness across the
river. "George, you want | should go away and | eave you al one?"

"Where the hell could you go?"

"Well, | could. | could go off in the hills there. Sonme place |I'd
nd a cave."

"Yeah? How d you eat? You ain't got sense enough to find nothing
to eat."

"I"'d find things, George. | don't need no nice food with ketchup
I'd lay out in the sun and nobody'd hurt me. An' if | foun' a nouse, |
could keep it. Nobody'd take it away fromne."

George | ooked quickly and searchingly at him "I been nmean, ain't
| ?"

"I'f you don' want me | can go off in the hills an' find a cave.
can go away any tine."

"No- look! | was jus' foolin', Lennie. 'Cause | want you to stay

f



with me. Trouble with mice is you always kill "em" He paused. "Tel
you what 1'Il do, Lennie. First chance | get 1'll give you a pup
Maybe you wouldn't kill it. That'd be better than nmice. And you
could pet it harder.”

Lenni e avoided the bait. He had sensed his advantage. "If you
don't want nme, you only jus' got to say so, and I'Il go off in those
hills right there- right up in those hills and live by nyself. An'
won't get no mce stole fromne."

George said, "I want you to stay with nme, Lennie. Jesus Christ,
sonebody' d shoot you for a coyote if you was by yourself. No, you stay
with me. Your Aunt Clara wouldn't |ike you running off by yourself,
even if she is dead."

Lenni e spoke craftily, "Tell me- |ike you done before."

"Tell you what ?"

"About the rabbits."

George snapped, "You ain't gonna put nothing over on ne."

Lenni e pl eaded, "Cone on, Ceorge. Tell ne. Please, Ceorge. Like
you done before."

"You get a kick outa that, don't you? Awight, 1'Il tell you, and
then we'll eat our supper...."

George's voi ce became deeper. He repeated his words rhythmcally
as though he had said them many tinmes before. "Guys |like us, that work
on ranches, are the loneliest guys in the world. They got no fanbly.
They don't belong no place. They cone to a ranch an' work up a stake
and then they go into town and blow their stake, and the first thing
you know they're poundin' their tail on sone other ranch. They ain't
got nothing to | ook ahead to."

Lenni e was delighted. "That's it- that's it. Nowtell howit is with
us."

George went on. "Wth us it ain't |like that. W got a future. We got
sonebody to talk to that gives a danmm about us. W don't have to sit
in no bar roomblowin' in our jack jus' because we got no place el se
to go. If themother guys gets in jail they can rot for all anybody
gives a dam. But not us."

Lenni e broke in. "But not us! An' why? Because... because | got you
to | ook after ne, and you got me to look after you, and that's
why." He | aughed delightedly. "Go on now, GCeorge!"

"You got it by heart. You can do it yourself."

"No, you. | forget some a' the things. Tell about how it's gonna
be. "

"O K. Soneday- we're gonna get the jack together and we're gonna
have a little house and a couple of acres an' a cow and sone pigs
and-"

"An' live off the fatta the |an', Lenni e shouted. "An' have
rabbits. Go on, George! Tell about what we're gonna have in the
garden and about the rabbits in the cages and about the rain in the
wi nter and the stove, and how thick the creamis on the mlk Iike
you can hardly cut it. Tell about that, George."

"Why'n't you do it yourself? You know all of it.

"No... you tell it. It ain't the sane if | tell
How | get to tend the rabbits."”

"Well," said George, "we'll have a big vegetable patch and a
rabbit hutch and chickens. And when it rains in the winter, we'll just
say the hell with goin' to work, and we'll build up a fire in the
stove and set around it an' listen to the rain comin' down on the
roof- Nuts!" He took out his pocket knife. "I ain't got time for no
nore." He drove his knife through the top of one of the bean cans,

it. Go on... George.



sawed out the top and passed the can to Lennie. Then he opened a
second can. From his side pocket he brought out two spoons and
passed one of themto Lennie.

They sat by the fire and filled their nmouths with beans and chewed
mghtily. A few beans slipped out of the side of Lennie's nouth.
George gestured with his spoon. "What you gonna say tonorrow when
t he boss asks you questions?"

Lenni e stopped chewi ng and swal | owed. Hi s face was concentrated.
“I... | ain't gonna... say a word."

"Good boy! That's fine, Lennie! Maybe you're gettin' better. Wien we
get the coupla acres | can let you tend the rabbits all right.
"Specially if you renenber as good as that."

Lenni e choked with pride. "I can renmenber,"” he said.

George notioned with his spoon again. "Look, Lennie. | want you to
| ook around here. You can renenber this place, can't you? The ranch is
about a quarter mle up that way. Just follow the river?"

"Sure," said Lennie. "I can renenber this. Di'n't | renenber about
not gonna say a word?"

"' Course you did. Well, look. Lennie- if you jus' happen to get in
trouble |like you al ways done before, | want you to come right here an'

hide in the brush."”
"H de in the brush,"” said Lennie slowy.

"Hide in the brush till I cone for you. Can you renenber that?"
"Sure | can, George. Hide in the brush till you cone."
"But you ain't gonna get in no trouble, because if you do, | won't

et you tend the rabbits." He threw his enpty bean can off into the
brush.

"I won't get in no trouble, George. | ain't gonna say a word."

"O K Bring your bindle over here by the fire. It's gonna be nice
sl eepin' here. Lookin' up, and the |eaves. Don't build up no nore
fire. W'll let her die down."

They made their beds on the sand, and as the blaze dropped from
the fire the sphere of light grew smaller; the curling branches
di sappeared and only a faint glinrer showed where the tree trunks
were. Fromthe darkness Lennie called, "George- you asl eep?”

“No. Whatta you want ?"

"Let's have different color rabbits, George."

"Sure we will," George said sleepily. "Red and bl ue and green
rabbits, Lennie. MIlions of "em"

"Furry ones, George, like | seen in the fair in Sacranento."”

"Sure, furry ones."

"'*'Cause | can jus' as well go away, George, an' live in a cave."

"You can jus' as well go to hell," said George. "Shut up now "

The red |light dinmed on the coals. Up the hill fromthe river a

coyote yanmered, and a dog answered fromthe other side of the stream
The sycanore | eaves whispered in a little night breeze.



FI VE

One end of the great barn was piled high with new hay and over the
pile hung the four-tal oned Jackson fork suspended fromits pulley. The
hay came down like a nountain slope to the other end of the barn
and there was a |l evel place as yet unfilled with the new crop. At
the sides the feeding racks were visible, and between the slats the
heads of horses coul d be seen.

It was Sunday afternoon. The resting horses nibbled the renaining
wi sps of hay, and they stanped their feet and they bit the wood of the
mangers and rattled the halter chains. The afternoon sun sliced in
t hrough the cracks of the barn walls and lay in bright lines on the
hay. There was the buzz of flies in the air, the lazy afternoon
hunm ng.

From out si de cane the clang of horseshoes on the playing peg and the
shouts of nen, playing, encouraging, jeering. But in the barn it was
qui et and humri ng and | azy and warm

Only Lennie was in the barn, and Lennie sat in the hay beside a
packi ng case under a nmanger in the end of the barn that had not been
filled with hay. Lennie sat in the hay and | ooked at a little dead
puppy that lay in front of him Lennie | ooked at it for a long tine,
and then he put out his huge hand and stroked it, stroked it clear
fromone end to the other.

And Lennie said softly to the puppy, "Wy do you got to get
killed? You ain't so little as mice. | didn't bounce you hard." He
bent the pup's head up and | ooked in its face, and he said to it, "Now
maybe George ain't gonna let nme tend no rabbits, if he fin's out you
got killed."

He scooped a little hollow and laid the puppy in it and covered it
over with hay, out of sight; but he continued to stare at the nound he
had made. He said, "This ain't no bad thing like | got to go hide in
the brush. Oh! no. This ain't. I'll tell George |I foun' it dead."

He unburied the puppy and inspected it, and he stroked it from
ears to tail. He went on sorrowfully, "But he'll know. George always
knows. He'll say, 'You done it. Don't try to put nothing over on
me.' An' he'll say, 'Now jus' for that you don't get to tend no
rabbits!""

Suddenly his anger arose. "God damm you," he cried. "Wy do you
got to get killed? You ain't so little as mce." He picked up the
pup and hurled it fromhim He turned his back on it. He sat bent over
hi s knees and he whispered, "Now | won't get to tend the rabbits.

Now he won't let nme." He rocked hinself back and forth in his sorrow.

From out si de cane the clang of horseshoes on the iron stake, and
then a little chorus of cries. Lennie got up and brought the puppy
back and laid it on the hay and sat down. He stroked the pup again
"You wasn't big enough,” he said. "They tol' ne and tol' ne you
wasn't. | di'n"t know you'd get killed so easy.” He worked his fingers
on the pup's linp ear. "Maybe CGeorge won't care,"” he said. "This
here God damm little son-of-a-bitch wasn't nothing to George."

Curley's wife cane around the end of the |last stall. She cane very
quietly, so that Lennie didn't see her. She wore her bright cotton
dress and the mules with the red ostrich feathers. Her face was nade
up and the little sausage curls were all in place. She was quite
near to him before Lennie | ooked up and saw her.

In a panic he shovel ed hay over the puppy with his fingers. He
| ooked sullenly up at her
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She said, "Wat you got there, sonny boy?"

Lennie glared at her. "George says | ain't to have nothing to do
with you- talk to you or nothing."

She | aughed. "George giving you orders about everything?"

Lenni e | ooked down at the hay. "Says | can't tend no rabbits if |
talk to you or anything."

She said quietly, "He's scared Curley'll get mad. Well, Curley got
his armin a sling- an' if Curley gets tough, you can break his
other han'. You didn't put nothing over on ne about gettin' it
caught in no machine."

But Lennie was not to be drawn. "No, sir. | ain't gonna talk to
you or nothing."

She knelt in the hay beside him "Listen," she said. "All the guys
got a horseshoe tenenent goin' on. It's on'y about four o'clock
None of them guys is goin' to |leave that tenenent. Wiy can't | talk to
you? | never get to talk to nobody. | get awful lonely."

Lennie said, "Well, | ain't supposed to talk to you or nothing."

"I get lonely," she said. "You can talk to people, but | can't
talk to nobody but Curley. Else he gets mad. How d you like not to
talk to anybody?"

Lennie said, "Well, | ain't supposed to. George's scared I'll get in
trouble.”

She changed the subject. "Wat you got covered up there?"

Then all of Lennie's woe canme back on him "Jus' ny pup,"” he said
sadly. "Jus' ny little pup.” And he swept the hay fromon top of it.

"Why, he's dead," she cried.

"He was so little," said Lennie. "I was jus' playin' with him.. an'
he made |ike he's gonna bite ne... an' | made like | was gonna smack
him.. an'... an' | done it. An' then he was dead."

She consoled him "Don't you worry none. He was jus' a nutt. You can
get anot her one easy. The whole country is fulla nutts."

"It ain't that so nuch,"” Lennie explained mserably. "CGeorge ain't
gonna let me tend no rabbits now. "

"Why don't he?"

"Well, he said if | done any nore bad things he ain't gonna |l et ne
tend the rabbits."

She noved closer to himand she spoke soothingly. "Don't you worry
about talkin' to me. Listen to the guys yell out there. They got
four dollars bet in that tenement. None of themain't gonna |eave til
it's over."

"If George sees ne talkin' to you he'll give ne hell," Lennie said
cautiously. "He tol' me so."

Her face grew angry. "Wha's the matter with ne?" she cried. "Ain't |
got a right to talk to nobody? Whatta they think | am anyways? You're

a nice guy. | don't know why | can't talk to you. | ain't doin' no
harmto you."

"Well, George says you'll get us in a ness.”

"Aw, nuts!" she said. "What kinda harmam 1 doin' to you? Seenms |ike
they ain't none of themcares how !l gotta live. | tell you I ain't
used to livin' like this. | coulda nmade sonethin' of nyself." She said

darkly, "Maybe |I will yet." And then her words tunbled out in a
passi on of communication, as though she hurried before her |istener

could be taken away. "I lived right in Salinas," she said. "Conme there
when | was a kid. Well, a show conme through, an' | nmet one of the
actors. He says | could go with that show. But my ol' [ady woul dn't

I et me. She says because | was on'y fifteen. But the guy says |
coulda. If I'd went, | wouldn't be livin' like this, you bet.”
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Lenni e stroked the pup back and forth. "We gonna have a little
pl ace- an' rabbits,"” he explained.

She went on with her story quickly, before she should be
interrupted. "'Nother time I nmet a guy, an' he was in pitchers. Went
out to the Riverside Dance Palace with him He says he was gonna put
nme in the novies. Says | was a natural. Soon's he got back to
Hol | ywood he was gonna wite to ne about it." She | ooked closely at

Lennie to see whether she was inpressing him "I never got that
letter," she said. "I always thought nmy ol' lady stole it. Well, |
wasn't gonna stay no place where | couldn't get nowhere or nmake
sonmet hing of nyself, an' where they stole your letters, |I ast her if

she stole it, too, an' she says no. So | married Curley. Met him out
to the Riverside Dance Pal ace that sanme night." She demanded, "You
listenin'?"

"Me? Sure.”

"Well, | ain't told this to nobody before. Maybe |I oughten to.
don' like Curley. He ain't a nice fella." And because she had
confided in him she noved closer to Lennie and sat beside him
"Coul da been in the novies, an' had nice clothes- all themnice
clothes like they wear. An' | coulda sat in thembig hotels, an' had
pi tchers took of nme. When they had them previews | coulda went to
them an' spoke in the radio, an' it wouldn'ta cost me a cent
because | was in the pitcher. An' all themnice clothes like they
wear. Because this guy says | was a natural." She | ooked up at Lennie,
and she made a smal|l grand gesture with her arm and hand to show
that she could act. The fingers trailed after her |eading wist, and
her little finger stuck out grandly fromthe rest.

Lenni e sighed deeply. From outside canme the clang of a horseshoe
on netal, and then a chorus of cheers. "Sonmebody nmade a ringer,"
said Curley's wife.

Now the light was lifting as the sun went down, and the sun
streaks clinbed up the wall and fell over the feeding racks and over
t he heads of the horses.

Lenni e said, "Maybe if | took this pup out and throwed hi m away
George woul dn't never know. An' then | could tend the rabbits
wi t hout no trouble."

Curley's wife said angrily, "Don't you think of nothing but
rabbi t s?"

"We gonna have a little place,” Lennie explained patiently. "W
gonna have a house an' a garden and a place for alfalfa, an' that
alfalfa is for the rabbits, an' | take a sack and get it all fulla
alfalfa and then | take it to the rabbits."

She asked, "What mekes you so nuts about rabbits?"

Lennie had to think carefully before he could cone to a
concl usi on. He nmoved cautiously close to her, until he was right
against her. "I like to pet nice things. Once at a fair | seen sonme of
them | ong-hair rabbits. An' they was nice, you bet. Sonetines |'ve
even pet mce, but not when | couldn't get nothing better."

Curley's wife noved away fromhima little. "I think you' re nuts,”
she sai d.

"No | ain't," Lennie explained earnestly. "George says | ain't. |
like to pet nice things with my fingers, sof' things."

She was a little bit reassured. "Well, who don't?" she said.

"Ever' body likes that. | like to feel silk an' velvet. Do you |like
to feel velvet?"

Lenni e chuckl ed with pleasure. "You bet, by God," he cried
happily. "An' | had sonme, too. A lady give ne some, an' that |ady was-

44



my own Aunt Clara. She give it right to ne- 'bout this big a piece.
I wisht |I had that velvet right now " A frown canme over his face. "I

lost it," he said. "I ain't seenit for a long tine."

Curley's wife laughed at him "You're nuts," she said. "But you're a
kinda nice fella. Jus' like a big baby. But a person can see kinda
what you nmean. Wien |I'mdoin' ny hair sonetines | jus' set an'

stroke it 'cause it's so soft." To show how she did it, she ran her
fingers over the top of her head. "Sone people got kinda coarse hair,"
she said conplacently. "Take Curley. His hair is jus' |ike wire. But
mne is soft and fine. 'Course | brush it a lot. That makes it fine.
Here- feel right here."” She took Lennie's hand and put it on her head.
"Feel right aroun' there an' see how soft it is.”

Lennie's big fingers fell to stroking her hair

"Don'"t you nuss it up," she said.

Lennie said, "Oh! That's nice," and he stroked harder. "Oh, that's
nice."

"Look out, now, you'll nuss it." And then she cried angrily, "You
stop it now, you'll ness it all up." She jerked her head sideways, and
Lennie's fingers closed on her hair and hung on. "Let go," she
cried. "You let go!"

Lennie was in a panic. Hs face was contorted. She screaned then
and Lennie's other hand cl osed over her mouth and nose. "Please
don't," he begged. "Oh! Please don't do that. George'll be nad."

She struggled violently under his hands. Her feet battered on the
hay and she withed to be free; and from under Lennie's hand cane a
nmuf fl ed scream ng. Lennie began to cry with fright. "Ch! Pl ease
don't do none of that," he begged. "George gonna say | done a bad
thing. He ain't gonna let nme tend no rabbits.” He noved his hand a
little and her hoarse cry cane out. Then Lennie grew angry. "Now
don't," he said. "I don't want you to yell. You gonna get nme in
trouble jus' like George says you will. Now don't you do that." And
she continued to struggle, and her eyes were wild with terror. He
shook her then, and he was angry with her. "Don't you go yellin',
he said, and he shook her; and her body flopped Iike a fish. And

then she was still, for Lennie had broken her neck
He | ooked down at her, and carefully he renpved his hand from over
her mouth, and she lay still. "I don't want to hurt you," he said

"but George'll be mad if you yell." Wen she didn't answer nor nove he
bent closely over her. He Iifted her armand let it drop. For a nonent

he seened bew | dered. And then he whispered in fright, "I done a bad
thing. | done another bad thing."
He pawed up the hay until it partly covered her

From outside the barn came a cry of nen and the doubl e clang of
shoes on netal. For the first tine Lennie became conscious of the
outside. He crouched down in the hay and listened. "I done a rea
bad thing," he said. "I shouldn't of did that. George'll be nad.

An' ... he said... an' hide in the brush till he cone. He's gonna be
mad. In the brush till he cone. Tha's what he said."” Lennie went

back and | ooked at the dead girl. The puppy lay close to her. Lennie
picked it up. "I'll throw himaway," he said. "It's bad enough like it
is." He put the pup under his coat, and he crept to the barn wal

and peered out between the cracks, toward the horseshoe gane. And then
he crept around the end of the |ast nmanger and di sappeared.

The sun streaks were high on the wall by now, and the |ight was
growi ng soft in the barn. Curley's wife lay on her back, and she was
hal f covered with hay.

It was very quiet in the barn, and the quiet of the afternoon was on
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the ranch. Even the clang of the pitched shoes, even the voices of the
men in the gane, seenmed to grow nore quiet. The air in the barn was
dusky in advance of the outside day. A pigeon flew in through the open
hay door and circled and flew out again. Around the |ast stall canme

a shepherd bitch, lean and long, with heavy, hangi ng dugs. Hal fway

to the packi ng box where the puppies were she caught the dead scent of
Curley's wife, and the hair arose along her spine. She whinpered and
cringed to the packing box, and junped in anpng the puppies.

Curley's wife lay with a half-covering of yellow hay. And the
meanness and t he plannings and the discontent and the ache for
attention were all gone from her face. She was very pretty and sinple,
and her face was sweet and young. Now her rouged cheeks and her
reddened |i ps made her seem alive and sl eeping very lightly. The
curls, tiny little sausages, were spread on the hay behind her head,
and her lips were parted.

As happens sonetines, a nonent settled and hovered and remai ned
for much nore than a nmonment. And sound stopped and novenent stopped
for much, much nore than a nonent.

Then gradually tinme awakened agai n and noved sl uggi shly on. The
horses stanped on the other side of the feeding racks and the halter
chains clinked. Qutside, the men's voices becane | ouder and clearer

From around the end of the last stall old Candy's voice cane.
"Lennie," he called. "Ch, Lennie! You in here? | been figuring sone
nore. Tell you what we can do, Lennie." O d Candy appeared around

the end of the last stall. "Oh, Lennie!" he called again; and then
he stopped, and his body stiffened. He rubbed his snooth wrist on
his white stubble whiskers. "I di'n't know you was here," he said to

Curley's wife.

When she didn't answer, he stepped nearer. "You oughten to sleep out
here,” he said disapprovingly; and then he was beside her and- "Onh,
Jesus Christ!" He | ooked about hel pl essly, and he rubbed his beard.
And then he junped up and went quickly out of the barn.

But the barn was alive now. The horses stanped and snorted, and they
chewed the straw of their bedding and they clashed the chains of their
halters. In a nonment Candy canme back, and George was with him

George said, "What was it you wanted to see nme about ?"

Candy pointed at Curley's wife. George stared. "What's the matter
with her?" he asked. He stepped closer, and then he echoed Candy's
words. "Oh, Jesus Christ!" He was down on his knees beside her. He put
hi s hand over her heart. And finally, when he stood up, slowy and
stiffly, his face was as hard and tight as wood, and his eyes were
har d.

Candy said, "Wat done it?"

George | ooked coldly at him "Ain't you got any idear?" he asked.
And Candy was silent. "I should of knew," George said hopelessly. "I
guess maybe way back in ny head |I did."

Candy asked, "What we gonna do now, George? What we gonna do now?"

George was a long tine in answering. "Guess... we gotta tel
the... guys. | guess we gotta get "iman' lock "imup. W can't |et
"imget away. Wiy, the poor bastard'd starve." And he tried to
reassure hinself. "Maybe they'll lock "imup an' be nice to 'im"

But Candy said excitedly, "W oughta let '"imget away. You don't
know that Curley. Curley gon'ta wanta get 'imlynched. Curley'll get
"imkilled."

George watched Candy's lips. "Yeah," he said at last, "that's right,
Curley will. An" the other guys will." And he | ooked back at
Curley's wife.
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Now Candy spoke his greatest fear. "You an' ne can get that little
pl ace, can't we, George? You an' me can go there an' live nice,
can't we, George? Can't we?"

Bef ore George answered, Candy dropped his head and | ooked down at
the hay. He knew.

George said softly, "-1 think I knowed fromthe very first. |
think I know d we'd never do her. He usta like to hear about it so
much | got to thinking maybe we woul d."

"Then- it's all off?" Candy asked sulkily.

George didn't answer his question. Ceorge said, "I'll work ny
nonth an" I'Il take nmy fifty bucks an' 1'll stay all night in sone
| ousy cat house. Or I'Il set in sone poolroomtill ever'body goes
home. An' then I'll conme back an' work another nmonth an' I'll have

fifty bucks nore."

Candy said, "He's such a nice fella. | didn' think he'd do nothing
like this."

George still stared at Curley's wife. "Lennie never done it in
nmeanness," he said. "All the time he done bad things, but he never
done one of 'em nean." He straightened up and | ooked back at Candy.
"Now | isten. We gotta tell the guys. They got to bring himin, I
guess. They ain't no way out. Maybe they won't hurt 'im" He said

sharply, "I ain't gonna let "emhurt Lennie. Now you |isten. The
guys might think I was in on it. I'mgonna go in the bunkhouse. Then
in a mnute you cone out and tell the guys about her, and I'I|l cone

al ong and make like |I never seen her. WIIl you do that? So the guys
won't think | was in on it?"

Candy said, "Sure, George. Sure |I'll do that."
"O K Gve ne a couple mnutes then, and you cone runnin' out an'
tell like you jus' found her. |I'm going now " Ceorge turned and went

qui ckly out of the barn.

a d Candy watched hi mgo. He | ooked hel pl essly back at Curley's
wi fe, and gradually his sorrow and his anger grew into words. "You God
damm tranp", he said viciously. "You done it, di'n't you? | s'pose
you're glad. Ever'body knowed you'd ness things up. You wasn't no
good. You ain't no good now, you lousy tart." He sniveled, and his

voi ce shook. "I could of hoed in the garden and washed di shes for them
guys." He paused, and then went on in a singsong. And he repeated

the old words: "If they was a circus or a baseball game... we would of
went to her... jus' said '"ta hell with work,' an' went to her. Never
ast nobody's say so. An' they'd of been a pig and chickens... an' in
the winter... the little fat stove... an' the rain comn'... an' us

jes' settin' there." His eyes blinded with tears and he turned and
went weakly out of the barn, and he rubbed his bristly whiskers with
his wist stunp.

Qutside the noise of the gane stopped. There was a rise of voices in
question, a drum of running feet and the nen burst into the barn. Slim
and Carlson and young Wit and Curley, and Crooks keeping back out
of attention range. Candy cane after them and |ast of all cane
CGeorge. George had put on his blue denimcoat and buttoned it, and his
bl ack hat was pulled down | ow over his eyes. The nen raced around
the last stall. Their eyes found Curley's wife in the gl oom they
st opped and stood still and | ooked.

Then Slimwent quietly over to her, and he felt her wist. One
| ean finger touched her cheek, and then his hand went under her
slightly tw sted neck and his fingers explored her neck. When he stood
up the nen crowmded near and the spell was broken

Curl ey canme suddenly to life. "I know who done it,

he cri ed.
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"That big son-of-a-bitch done it. | know he done it. Wy- ever'body
el se was out there playin' horseshoes."” He worked hinmself into a fury.

"I"mgonna get him I'mgoing for my shotgun. I'Il kill the big
son-of -a-bitch nyself. 1'Il shoot "imin the guts. Cone on, you guys."
He ran furiously out of the barn. Carlson said, "I'll get ny Luger,"
and he ran out too.

Slimturned quietly to George. "I guess Lennie done it, al
right," he said. "Her neck's bust. Lennie coulda did that."

George didn't answer, but he nodded slowy. H's hat was so far
down on his forehead that his eyes were covered.

Slimwent on, "Maybe like that time in Wed you was tellin' about.”

Agai n Geor ge nodded.

Slimsighed. "Well, | guess we got to get him Were you think he
m ght of went?"

It seened to take George sone tine to free his words. "He- would
of went south," he said. "W cone fromnorth so he would of went
south.”

"I guess we gotta get 'im" Slimrepeated.

George stepped close. "Couldn' we nmaybe bring himin an' they'l
 ock himup? He's nuts, SIim He never done this to be nean."”

Slim nodded. "We might,” he said. "If we could keep Curley in, we
m ght. But Curley's gonna want to shoot 'im Curley's still mad
about his hand. An' s'pose they lock himup an' strap himdown and put
himin a cage. That ain't no good, George."

"I know," said George, "I know. "

Carlson came running in. "The bastard's stole ny Luger," he shouted.
"It ain't in my bag." Curley followed him and Curley carried a
shotgun in his good hand. Curley was cold now.

"All right, you guys,"” he said. "The nigger's got a shotgun. You
take it, Carlson. When you see 'um don't give 'imno chance. Shoot
for his guts. That'll double '"im over."

Whit said excitedly, "I ain't got a gun."

Curley said, "You go in Sol edad an' get a cop. Get Al WIlts, he's
deputy sheriff. Le's go now " He turned suspiciously on Ceorge.
“You're conmin' with us, fella."

"Yeah," said George. "I'll conme. But listen, Curley. The poor
bastard's nuts. Don't shoot 'im He di'n't know what he was doin'."

"Don't shoot "inP" Curley cried. "He got Carlson's Luger. 'Course
we'll shoot "im™

Ceorge said weakly, "Maybe Carlson |lost his gun.”

"I seen it this norning," said Carlson. "No, it's been took."

Slimstood | ooking down at Curley's wife. He said, "Curley- maybe
you better stay here with your wife."

Curley's face reddened. "lI'mgoin'," he said. "I'm gonna shoot the
guts outa that big bastard nyself, even if | only got one hand. |I'm
gonna get 'im"

Slimturned to Candy. "You stay here with her then, Candy. The
rest of us better get goin' ."

They noved away. George stopped a nonent beside Candy and they
both | ooked down at the dead girl until Curley called, "You George!
You stick with us so we don't think you had nothin' to do with this."

George noved slowy after them and his feet dragged heavily.

And when they were gone, Candy squatted down in the hay and
wat ched the face of Curley's wife. "Poor bastard," he said softly.

The sound of the nen grew fainter. The barn was darkening
gradually and, in their stalls, the horses shifted their feet and

rattled the halter chains. Od Candy |lay down in the hay and covered 48



his eyes with his arm
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SI X

The deep green pool of the Salinas River was still in the late
afternoon. Already the sun had left the valley to go clinmbing up the
sl opes of the Gabilan Mountains, and the hilltops were rosy in the
sun. But by the pool anpng the nottled sycanores, a pl easant shade had
fallen.

A wat er snake glided smoothly up the pool, twisting its periscope
head fromside to side; and it swamthe |ength of the pool and cane to
the legs of a notionless heron that stood in the shallows. A silent
head and beak |anced down and plucked it out by the head, and the beak
swal lowed the little snake while its tail waved frantically.

A far rush of w nd sounded and a gust drove through the tops of
the trees |ike a wave. The sycanobre | eaves turned up their silver
sides, the brown, dry | eaves on the ground scudded a few feet. And row
on row of tiny wind waves flowed up the pool's green surface.

As quickly as it had cone, the wind died, and the clearing was quiet
again. The heron stood in the shallows, notionless and waiting.
Another little water snake swam up the pool, turning its periscope
head from side to side.

Suddenly Lenni e appeared out of the brush, and he canme as silently
as a creeping bear noves. The heron pounded the air with its w ngs,
jacked itself clear of the water and flew off down river. The little
snake slid in anong the reeds at the pool's side.

Lennie cane quietly to the pool's edge. He knelt down and drank
barely touching his lips to the water. When a little bird skittered
over the dry |l eaves behind him his head jerked up and he strained
toward the sound with eyes and ears until he saw the bird, and then he
dropped his head and drank again

VWhen he was finished, he sat down on the bank, with his side to
the pool, so that he could watch the trail's entrance. He enbraced his
knees and laid his chin down on his knees.

The light clinbed on out of the valley, and as it went, the tops
of the nountains seened to blaze with increasing brightness.

Lennie said softly, "I di'n't forget, you bet, God dam. Hide in the
brush an' wait for George." He pulled his hat down | ow over his
eyes. "George gonna give nme hell," he said. "George gonna w sh he
was al one an' not have me botherin' him" He turned his head and

| ooked at the bright nmountain tops. "I can go right off there an' find
a cave," he said. And he continued sadly, "-an' never have no ketchup-
but I won't care. |If George don't want ne... |'Il go away. I'll go
away. "

And then fromout of Lennie's head there came a little fat old
woman. She wore thick bull's-eye glasses and she wore a huge gi ngham
apron with pockets, and she was starched and cl ean. She stood in front
of Lennie and put her hands on her hips, and she frowned
di sapprovingly at him

And when she spoke, it was in Lennie's voice. "I tol' you an' tol'
you," she said. "I tol' you, 'Mn' George because he's such a nice
fella an' good to you.' But you don't never take no care. You do bad
t hi ngs."

And Lenni e answered her, "I tried, Aunt Clara, ma'am | tried and

tried. I couldn't help it."
"You never give a thought to George," she went on in Lennie's voice.
"He been doin' nice things for you alla time. When he got a piece of
pie you al ways got half or nmore'n half. An' if they was any ketchup, 50



why he'd give it all to you."

"I know," said Lennie mserably. "I tried, Aunt Clara, nma'am |
tried and tried."

She interrupted him "All the tinme he coulda had such a good tinme if
it wasn't for you. He woulda took his pay an' raised hell in a whore
house, and he coulda set in a pool rooman' played snooker. But he got
to take care of you."

Lenni e noaned with grief. "I know, Aunt Clara, ma'am 1'Ill go
right off inthe hills an" I'Il fin'" a cave an' I'Il live there so
won't be no nore trouble to CGeorge."

"You jus' say that," she said sharply. "You re always sayin' that,
an' you know sonofabitching well you ain't never gonna do it. You'l
jus' stick around an' stew the b'Jesus outa George all the tine."

Lennie said, "I mght jus' as well go away. George ain't gonna |et
me tend no rabbits now "

Aunt Clara was gone, and from out of Lennie's head there canme a
gigantic rabbit. It sat on its haunches in front of him and it
waggled its ears and crinkled its nose at him And it spoke in
Lenni e's voi ce too.

"Tend rabbits,” it said scornfully. "You crazy bastard. You ain't
fit to lick the boots of no rabbit. You' d forget "emand let 'em go
hungry. That's what you'd do. An' then what woul d George think?"

"I would not forget," Lennie said |oudly.

"The hell you wouldn'," said the rabbit. "You ain't worth a
greased jack-pin to ramyou into hell. Christ knows George done
ever'thing he could to jack you outa the sewer, but it don't do no
good. I|If you think George gonna let you tend rabbits, you're even
crazier'n usual. He ain't. He's gonna beat hell outa you with a stick
that's what he's gonna do."

Now Lennie retorted belligerently, "He ain't neither. CGeorge won't
do nothing like that. 1've knew George since- | forget when- and he
ain't never raised his han' to me with a stick. He's nice to ne. He
ain't gonna be nean."

"Well, he's sick of you," said the rabbit. "He's gonna beat hel
outa you an' then go away an' | eave you."

"He won't," Lennie cried frantically. "He won't do nothing Iike
that. |I know Ceorge. Me an' himtravel s together."

But the rabbit repeated softly over and over, "He gonna |eave you,
ya crazy bastard. He gonna | eave ya all alone. He gonna | eave ya,
crazy bastard.”

Lenni e put his hands over his ears. "He ain't, | tell ya he
ain't." And he cried, "Oh! George- Ceorge- Ceorge!"

George cane quietly out of the brush and the rabbit scuttled back
into Lennie's brain.

George said quietly, "What the hell you yellin'" about?"

Lenni e got up on his knees. "You ain't gonna | eave ne, are ya,
George? | know you ain't."

George cane stiffly near and sat down beside him "No."

"I knowed it," Lennie cried. "You ain't that kind."

George was silent.

Lenni e said, "George."

"Yeah?"

"I done another bad thing."

"It don't make no difference,
agai n.

Only the topnost ridges were in the sun now. The shadow in the
val l ey was blue and soft. Fromthe di stance cane the sound of nen ST

George said, and he fell silent



shouting to one another. George turned his head and listened to the
shout s.

Lenni e said, "George."

"Yeah?"

"Ain't you gonna give ne hell?"

"G ve ya hell?"

"Sure, |ike you always done before. Like, '"If | di'n't have you
I'd take ny fifty bucks-'"

"Jesus Christ, Lennie! You can't renmenber nothing that happens,
but you remenmber ever' word | say."

"Well, ain't you gonna say it?"
George shook hinself. He said woodenly, "If | was alone |I could |ive
so easy." His voice was nonotonous, had no enphasis. "I could get a

job an' not have no ness." He stopped.
"Go on," said Lennie. "An' when the enda the nonth come-"
"An' when the end of the nonth came | could take ny fifty bucks
' go to a... cat house..." He stopped again.
Lenni e | ooked eagerly at him "Go on, George. Ain't you gonna give
me no nore hell?"
"No," said George

an

"Well, | can go away," said Lennie. "I'Il go right off in the
hills an' find a cave if you don' want ne."
George shook hinself again. "No," he said. "I want you to stay

with me here."
Lennie said craftily- "Tell me |ike you done before."
"Tell you what ?"
"' Bout the other guys an' about us."
George said, "CGQuys like us got no fanmbly. They nake a little stake

an' then they blow it in. They ain't got nobody in the worl' that
gives a hoot in hell about 'em™
"But not us," Lennie cried happily. "Tell about us now. "
George was quiet for a nonent. "But not us," he said.
"Because--"

"Because | got you an'-"

“An' | got you. W got each other, that's what, that gives a hoot in
hel | about us," Lennie cried in triunph.

The little evening breeze blew over the clearing and the | eaves
rustled and the wi nd waves flowed up the green pool. And the shouts of
men sounded again, this tinme much closer than before.

Ceorge took off his hat. He said shakily, "Take off your hat,

Lennie. The air feels fine."

Lenni e renoved his hat dutifully and laid it on the ground in
front of him The shadow in the valley was bluer, and the evening cane
fast. On the wind the sound of crashing in the brush came to them

Lennie said, "Tell howit's gonna be."

George had been listening to the distant sounds. For a nonent he was
busi nessli ke. "Look acrost the river, Lennie, an' 1'Il tell you so you
can al nost see it."

Lenni e turned his head and | ooked off across the pool and up the
dar keni ng sl opes of the Gabilans. "W gonna get a little place,"
George began. He reached in his side pocket and brought out
Carlson's Luger; he snapped off the safety, and the hand and gun | ay
on the ground behind Lennie's back. He | ooked at the back of
Lenni e's head, at the place where the spine and skull were joined.

A man's voice called fromup the river, and another man answered

"CGo on," said Lennie.

George raised the gun and his hand shook, and he dropped his hand to
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t he ground again.
"CGCo on," said Lennie. "How s it gonna be. We gonna get a little

pl ace. ™
"We'Il have a cow," said George. "An' we'll have maybe a pig an’
chickens... an' down the flat we'll have a... little piece alfalfa-"

"For the rabbits," Lennie shouted.
"For the rabbits," George repeated.
"And | get to tend the rabbits."

“An' you get to tend the rabbits."

Lenni e giggled with happiness. "An' live on the fatta the lan'."
"Yes."

Lenni e turned his head.

"No, Lennie. Look down there acrost the river, |ike you can al nost

see the place."

Lenni e obeyed him George | ooked down at the gun

There were crashing footsteps in the brush now. George turned and
| ooked toward them

"Go on, Ceorge. \Wen we gonna do it?"

"CGonna do it soon."

"Me an' you."

"You... an' ne. Ever'body gonna be nice to you. Ain't gonna be no
nmore troubl e. Nobody gonna hurt nobody nor steal from'em"

Lennie said, "I thought you was mad at ne, GCeorge."

"No," said George. "No, Lennie. | ain't mad. | never been mad, an'

ain't now That's a thing | want ya to know. "

The voices canme close now. George raised the gun and |listened to the
voi ces.

Lenni e begged, "Le's do it now Le's get that place now "

"Sure, right now. | gotta. W gotta."

And George raised the gun and steadied it, and he brought the muzzle
of it close to the back of Lennie's head. The hand shook violently,
but his face set and his hand steadied. He pulled the trigger. The
crash of the shot rolled up the hills and rolled down again. Lennie
jarred, and then settled slowy forward to the sand, and he |ay
Wi t hout quiveri ng.

George shivered and | ooked at the gun, and then he threw it from
him back up on the bank, near the pile of old ashes.

The brush seened filled with cries and with the sound of running
feet. Slims voice shouted. "George. \Were you at, George?”

But George sat stiffly on the bank and | ooked at his right hand that
had thrown the gun away. The group burst into the clearing, and Curl ey
was ahead. He saw Lennie lying on the sand. "Got him by God." He went
over and | ooked down at Lennie, and then he | ooked back at George.
"Right in the back of the head," he said softly.

Slimcane directly to George and sat down beside him sat very close
to him "Never you mnd," said SIlim "A guy got to sometinmes."

But Carl son was standi ng over George. "How d you do it?" he asked.

"I just done it," George said tiredly.

"Did he have ny gun?”

"Yeah. He had your gun."

"An' you got it away fromhimand you took it an' you killed hinP"

"Yeah. Tha's how." George's voice was al nost a whisper. He | ooked
steadily at his right hand that had held the gun.

Slimtw tched George's el bow. "Come on, George. Me an' you'll go
in an' get a drink."

George let hinmself be helped to his feet. "Yeah, a drink."

Slimsaid, "You hadda, George. | swear you hadda. Conme on with
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me.

He l ed George into the entrance of the trai

hi ghway.
Curl ey and Carlson | ooked after them And Carlson said, "Now what
the hell ya suppose is eatin' themtwo guys?”

THE END

and up toward the
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