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Of Mice and Men: Chapter 7


It was late, the moon already high in the night sky, all except for George lie sleeping softly in the bunkhouse. An unfinished game of solitaire, sprawled out across the barn floor.

The barn was lit only by a single red candle on an overturned crate. Next to the candle was an opened red pack of cigarettes and a dirty brass lighter. Fresh hay was scattered around the cold floor, a job unfinished. In the corner of the shadowed barn, a spider clung to its web as it slowly devoured a helpless fly. Curley’s wife lay still, untouched, the sight almost had a natural feeling about it, as though this was all her life was ever to amount to, she lay dead amongst the hay; it was as thought the others had forgotten about her and merely continued with their dreary lives. A rusted shovel leaned against the wall, next to a freshly dug mound of earth, covering Candy’s lifeless dog. Lastly, spread across the floor, was a ragged length of cold consuming rope, with a noose tied in one frayed end.

George crouched before the rope, hunched over almost questioningly, as though judging whether or not this was his best way out of the situation. He was dirty and unshaven; he had yet not bothered to change from his gloomy, threadbare work attire. His hair was greasy and unkempt, his facial hair was long and neglected and his face looked like it had not seen water for many days. His eyes seemed to have sunken in to his head, for they were carrying heavy bags, he resembled a man who had not slept for days on end. He was physically filthy, his hair, his clothes, his face even his fingernails were unclean. 

George reached for his lighter and suddenly Lennie appeared in front of him: “But George, you don’ smoke do ya?” Questioned Lennie 
“I’m a grown man Lennie! I do wha’ I like!” shouted George. Lennie’s voice still remained calm and inquisitive “But George, ma Aunt Clara said that smoking is the devils work, an’ tha’s bad George, you don’ wanna be no devil do ya?” 

“Well maybe I do Lennie! Look a’ me,” Georges tone changed, his head fell in to his hands “I...I mean I already killed ma bes’ friend, bet yo’ Aunt Clara didn’ say nothing’ ‘bout tha’ did she now, ya dumb bastard!”
“Yea’ George, ma Aunt Clara always tol’ me tha’ I gotta listen to wha’ yo’ sayin’”

“Don’ yo’ get it Lennie, I killed yo’, don’ yo’ even car’ Lennie!? Yo’ bes’ friend jus’ put a bullet in yo’ head, don’ yo’ care?”
“Yeah, yeah I do, but George, if yo’ didn’ do it, it wouldda bee’ Curly an’ he had one of them big hurtin’ guns, at least yo’ did it quick George, betta tha’ bleedin’ ta death George.”

“Ain’t you gonna give me hell Lennie?”

“What yo’ mean George?”

“All my life all I ever done was shout at you an’ treat you like a animal, now I gone and killed yo’ don’t you wanna get back at me, don’ yo’ even care Lennie”

“Not really” finished Lennie, then he disappeared again.

“I swear, I swear it” repeated George 

“I’m goin’ crazy, seein’ tha’ big bastard, I know if he weren’t in ma head, he’d be angry as hell.”

George smoked his cigarette then lay down and began to ponder, Suddenly Lennie reappeared and threw him across the barn, “Why ya haf ta go an’ kill me George? Why George! I thought I was yo bes’ friend” George roared
“Be quiet Lennie, ya’ll wake the others up” whispered George

“What are ya talkin’ bout ya dumbass, I ain’t really here, yo jus’ crazy as a bastard” shouted Lennie

“P.Please leave me alone Lennie” Cried George

“why shud I, yo’ never lef’ me alone, yo’ killed me, now yo gonna kill yo’self”

“No, no!” screamed George, tears running down his face

“Oh yeah yo’ are George, ya already kill me, now yo jus’ go kill yo’self an’ go ta hell, wid dem devils ma’ Aunt Clara tol’ me about!”
“If I do it will you leave me alone?” Questioned George

“Yea’ why not” Laughed Lennie

“How then?” asked George

“Don’ be dum’ wid me, you jus’ use that rope, yo’ ha’ there for the past month!”

George reached for his noose, but Lennie handed it to him Laughing, “Do it George!” He screamed.
George tied one end to the rotting beam across the barn roof and he put his head through the other.

The next morning they all heard the screams of Curley’s new wife, coming from the barn, as they all realized what had happened. They buried him next to Lennie and Candy “He woulda wanted it that way” said Slim, a single tear ran down his face.


​​​​​​​​​George looked up, the past few weeks were flashing before his eyes. First Candy and him finding Curley’s wife dead, then him killing Lennie, after that there was Candy’s heart attack when he told him they couldn’t go to the ranch now, finally he saw everybody’s reactions to his death.


George walked through the gates and he saw Lennie and Candy waiting for him, “Hiya” shouted Candy

“C’mon George, we been waitiin’ for ya” Lennie burst out excitedly. 

The three of them, in heaven went to their ranch and Candy talked to George whilst Lennie fed alfalfa to the rabbits and the sun set in the distance. Their dreams had finally come true.

