
Of Mice and Men: Chapter 5 Close Reading 

Directions: Read the following two passages and annotate your thoughts, ideas, 

and/or questions as you read.  

 

She went on with her story quickly, before she could be interrupted. “’Nother time I met 

a guy, an’ he was in pitchers. Went out to the Riverside Dance Palace with him. He says 

he was gonna put me in the movies. Says I was a natural. Soon’s he got back to 

Hollywood he was gonna write to me about it.” She looked closely at Lennie to see 

whether she was impressing him. “I never got that letter,” she said. “I always thought 

my ol’ lady stole it. Well, I wasn’t gonna stay no place where I couldn’t get nowhere or 

make something of myself, an’ where they stole your letters, I ast her if she stole it, too, 

an’ she says no. So I married Curley. Met him out to the Riverside Dance Palace that 

same night.” She demanded, “You listenin’?”  

“Me? Sure.”  

“Well, I ain’t told this to nobody before. Maybe I oughten to. I don’ like Curley. 

He ain’t a nice fella.” 

 

 

 

Lennie went back and looked at the dead girl. The puppy lay close to her. Lennie picked 

it up. “I’ll throw him away,” he said. “It’s bad enough like it is.” He put the pup under 

his coat, and he crept to the barn wall and peered out between the cracks, toward the 

horseshoe game. And then he crept around the end of the last manger and disappeared.  

The sun streaks were high on the wall by now, and the light was growing soft in 

the barn…Curley’s wife lay with a half-covering of yellow hay. And the meanness and 

the plannings and the discontent and the ache for attention were all gone from her face. 

She was very pretty and simple, and her face was sweet and young. 


