OF MICE AND MEN

The descCriptions at the beginning of each sectioh set the scene and
provide detail to the story. They Can easily be paired up for discussion:
Sections 1 and 6 —down by the river — CirCular strucCture of the hovel..
Sections 2 and ¢ - soCial ahd historiCal context of the hovel —The
Depression and racCism.

Sections 3 and 5 - Calm before the storm — preludes to aCts Of violence.

SEE SEPARATE NOTES COMPARING THESE SECTIONS

SECTION 1 (page 1-2) Down by the river

A few miles south of Soledad, the Salinas Rjver drops in Close to
the hillside

bank and runs deep and The water is warm too, for it has slipped
tWinkling over the sahds ih the sunlight before reaching the
harrow poo|.

On one side of the river the golden foothill Slopes Curve up to the strong
and
yOCKy (zabilah Mountains, but oh the valley side the water is lined with
trees—
willows fresh and BXEER with every spring, Carrying in their lower leaf
junctures
the debris of the winter’s flooding; and sycamores with mottled, [fiite,
recumbent limbs and branches that arCh over the pool. Oh the sandy
bank under
the trees the |eaves lie deep ahd SO Crisp that a lizard makes a Sreat
sKittering if
he runs among them. Rabbits come out Of the brush to Sit on the sand in
the
evening, and the damp flats are covered with the hight traCcks of {Coons,
and
with the spread-pads of dogs from the ranches, and with the split-wedge
traCKks of
deer that come to drink in the dark.

There is a path through the willows and among the syCamores, a
path beaten
hard by boys coming down from the ranches to swim in the deep pool,
and
beaten hard by tramps Who come wearily down from the highway in the
evening



t0 juhgle-up hear water. In front of the low horizontal limb Of a Siant
syCamore
there is an ash pile made by many fires; the limb is worh smooth by men
who
have sat on jt.

Evening of a hot day started the little wind t0 moving among the
leaves. The
shade climbed up the hills toward the top. Oh the sand banks the rabbits
satas
quietly as little - SCulptured stones. And then from the direction of
the state
highway Came the sounhd Of footsteps oh Crisp SYCamore leaves. The
rabbits
hurried noiselessly for cover. A stilted heron |abored up into the air and
pounded down river.

SECTION 2 (page 19) The bunkhouse (1)

The bunk house was a long, reCtangular building. Inside, the walls
were
whitewashed and the floor unpainted. In three walls there were small,
square
windows, and in the fourth, a solid door with a wooden latch. Against
the walls
were eight bunks, five of them made up with blankets and the other
three
showing their burlap tiCking. Qver each buhk there was hailed ah apple
box
with the opening forward SO that it made two shelves for the personal
belongings of the ocCupant of the bunk. And these shelves were [0aded
with
little articles, soap ahd talcum powder, razors and those Western
magazines
rahCh men |ove to read and SCOff at and seCretly believe. Anhd there were
medicines on the shelves, and little Vials, combs; and from nails on the
box
sides, a few neckties. Near one wall there was a blaCk Cast-iron stove, its
stovepipe going straight up through the ceiling. Ih the middle of the
room stood



a big square table littered with playing Cards, ahd around it were grouped
boxes
for the players to sit on.

SECTION 3 (page 43) =The bunkhouse (2)

Although there was evening brighthess showing through the
windows of the
bunk house, inside it was dusk. Through the openh door came the thuds
and
OCCasional Clangs of @ horseshoe game, and how and then the sound of
voices
raised ih approval or derision.

Slim and George Came into the darkening buhk house together.
Slitm reached
up over the Card table and turhed on the tin-shaded electricC light.
Instantly the
table was brilliant with light, ahd the Cone of the shade threw its
brighthess
straight downhward, [eavihg the cornhers of the buhk house Still in dusk.
Clitm sat
down on g box and (George took his place opposite.

SECTION ¢ (page 75) Crooks’ room.

Crooks, the Negro stable buck, had his bunk ih the harhess room; a
little shed
that leahed OfF the wall of the barnh. On one side of the little room there
was a
square four-pahed window, and on the other, a harrow plank door
leading into
the barn. Crooks’ bunk was a long box filled with straw, on which his
blankets
were flung. On the wall by the wihdow there were pegs oh which hung
broken
harness in process of being mended; strips Of nhew |eather; and under the
window itself a little bench for leather-working tools, curved knives and
heedles



and balls of linen thread, and a small hanhd riveter. On pegs were also
pieces of
harness, a split Collar with the horsehair Stuffing stiCking out, a broken
hame,
anhd a trace Chainh with its leather covering split. Crooks had his apple box
over
his bunk, and in it a ranhge Of mediCine bottles, both for himself ahd for
the
horses. There were Cans Of saddle soap and a drippy Cah Of tar with its
paint
brush stiCcking over the edge. Anhd sCattered about the £loor were a
humber of
personal possessions; for, being alohe, Crooks could leave his things
about, and
being a stable buCk and a Cripple, he was more permanhent thah the other
men,
ahd he had acCumulated more possessions thah he could Carry on his
back.

Crooks possessed several pairs Of shoes, a pair Of rubber boots, a
big alarm
Clock and a single-barreled shotgun. And he had books, t00; a tattered
dictionary ahd a mauled copy of the California Civil code for 1905. There
were
battered magazines and a few dirty books on a SpecCial shelf over his
bunk. A
pair Of large gold-rimmed specCtacCles hung from a nhail on the wall above
his bed.

SECTION 5 ( page 95) The barn

One end of the great barn was piled high with hew hay and over
the pile hung
the four-talonnd Jackson fork suspended from its pulley. The hay Came
down
like @ mountain slope to the other end Of the barh, and there was a leve|
place as
yet unfilled with the new Crop. At the sides the feeding racks were
visible, and
between the slats the heads of horses could be seen.



It was Sunhday afternoon. The resting horses hibbled the remaining
wisps of
hay, and they stamped their feet and they bit the wood of the manhgers
and
rattled the halter Chains. The afterhoon sun sliced in through the CraCks
Of the
barh walls and lay in bright lines onh the hay. There was the buzz of flies in
the
air, the [azy afternoon humming.

From outside Came the Clang of horseshoes on the plaYing peg ahd
the shouts
Of men, plaYying, encouraging, jeering. But in the barn it was quiet and
humming
and lazy and warm.

SECTION 6 (page 112) Down by the river (2)

The deep BFEBR pool of the Salinas Rjver was still in the late
afternoon.
Already the sun had left the valley to go Climbing up the slopes of the
Gabilan
Mountains, and the hilltops were F88J in the sun. But by the pool among
the
mottled syCamores, a pleasant shade had fallen.

A water shake glided smoothly up the pool, twisting its periscope
head from
side to side; anhd it Swam the length of the pool ahd Came to the |egs Of a
motionless heron that stood in the shallows. A silent head anhd beak
lanced
down and plucked it out by the head, anhd the beak swallowed the little
shake
while its tail waved frantically.

A far rush of wind sounded and a gust drove through the tops of
the trees like
a wave. The sycamore leaves turned up their §ilVigY sides, the BEOWR, dry
leaves
on the ground scudded a few feet. And row oh row Of tiny wind waves
flowed
up the pool’s BfeR surface.
AS quICKly as it had come, the wind died, and the Clearing was quiet
again.



The heroh stood in the shallows, motionless ahd waiting. Anhother little
water
shakke swam up the pool, turhing its periscope head from side to side.



