
George and Lennie 
Side #2 
 
GEORGE. (Refusing to give in from his sullenness, refusing to look at LENNIE.) When I think of 
the swell time I could have without you, I go nuts. I never git no peace! 
 
LENNIE. You want I should go away and leave you alone? 
 
GEORGE. Where the hell could you go? 
 
LENNIE. Well, I could… I could go off in the hills there. Some place I could find a cave. 
 
GEORGE. Yeah, how’d ya eat? You ain’t got sense enough to find nothing to eat. 
 
LENNIE. I’d find things. I don’t need no nice food with ketchup. I’d lay out in the sun and 
nobody would hurt me. And if I found a mouse—why, I could keep it. Wouldn’t nobody take it 
away from me. 
 
GEORGE. (At last looks up.) I been mean, ain’t I? 
 
LENNIE. (Presses his triumph.) If you don’t want me, I can go right in them hills and find a 
cave. I can go away any time. 
 
GEORGE. No. Look! I was just foolin’ ya. ‘Course I want you to stay with me. Trouble with 
mice is you always kill ‘em. (Pauses.) Tell you what I’ll do, Lennie. First chance I get I’ll find 
you a pup.Maybe you wouldn’t kill it. That would be better than mice. You could pet it harder. 
 
LENNIE. (Still avoiding being drawn in.) If you don’t want me, you only gotta say so. I’ll go 
right up on them hills and live by myself. And I won’t get no mice stole from me. 
 
GEORGE. I want you to stay with me. Jesus Christ, somebody’d shoot you for a coyote if you 
was by yourself. Stay with me. Your Aunt Clara wouldn’t like you runnin’ off by yourself, even 
if she is dead. 
 
LENNIE. George? 
 
GEORGE. Huh? 
 
LENNIE. (Craftily.) Tell me—like you done before. 
 
GEORGE. Tell you what? 
 
LENNIE. About the rabbits. 
 
GEORGE. (Near to anger again.) You ain’t gonna put nothing over on me! 
 



LENNIE. (Pleading.) Come on, George… tell me! Please! Like you done before. 
 
GEORGE. You get a kick out of that, don’t you? All right, I’ll tell you. And then we’ll lay out 
our beds and eat our dinner. 
 
LENNIE. Go on, George. (Unrolls his bed and lies on his side, supporting his head on one hand. 
GEORGE lays out his bed, sits crosslegged on it. GEORGE repeats next speech rhythmically, as 
though he had said it many times before.) 
 
GEORGE. Guys like us that work on ranches is the loneliest guys in the world. They ain’t got no 
family. They don’t belong no place. They come to a ranch and work up a stake and then they go 
in to town and blow their stake. And then the first thing you know, they’re poundin’ their tail on 
some other ranch. They ain’t got nothin’ t look ahead to. 
 
LENNIE. (Delightedly.) That’s it, that’s it! Now tell how it is with us. 
 
GEORGE. (Still almost chanting.) With us it ain’t like that. We got a future.We got somebody to 
talk to that gives a damn about us. We don’t have to sit in no barroom blowin’ our jack, just 
because we got no place else to go. If them other guys gets in jail, they can rot for all anybody 
gives a damn. 
 
LENNIE. (Who cannot restrain himself any longer. Bursts into speech.) But not us! And why? 
Because… because I got you to look after me… and you got me to look afer you… and that’s 
why! (He laughs.) Go on, George! 
 
GEORGE. You got it by heart. You can do it yourself. 
 
LENNIE. No, no. I forget some of the stuff. Tell me about how it’s gonna be. 
 
GEORGE. Some other time. 
 
LENNIE. No, tell how it’s gonna be! 
 
GEORGE. Okay. Some day we’re gonna get the jack together and we’re gonna have a little 
house, and a couple of acres and a cow and some pigs and… 
 
LENNIE. (Shouting.) And live off the fat of the land! And have rabbits. Go on, George! Tell 
about what we’re gonna have in the garden. And about the rabbits in the cages. Tell about the 
rain in the winter… and about the stove and how thick the cream is on the milk, you can hardly 
cut it. Tell about that, George! 
 
GEORGE. Why don’t you do it yourself—you know all of it! 
 
LENNIE. It ain’t the same if I tell it. Go on now. How I get to tend the rabbits. 
 



GEORGE. (Resignedly.) Well, we’ll have a big vegetable patch and a rabbit hutch and chickens. 
And when it rains in the winter we’ll just say to hell with goin’ to work. We’ll build up a fire in 
the stove, and set around it and listen to the rain comin’ down on the roof—Nuts! (Begins to eat 
with his knife.)  I ain’t got time for no more. (Falls to eating. Lennie imitates him, spilling a few 
beans from his mouth with every bite. GEORGE, gesturing with knife.) What you gonna say 
tomorrow when the boss asks you questions? 
 
LENNIE. (Stops chewing in the middle of a bite, swallows painfully. His face contorts with 
thought.) I… I ain’t gonna say a word. 
 
GEORGE. Good boy. That’s fine. Say, maybe you’re gettin’ better. I bet I can let you tend the 
rabbits… specially if you remember as good as that! 
 
LENNIE. (Choking with pride.) I can remember, by God! 
 
GEORGE. (As though remembering, point’s knife at LENNIE’s chest.) Lennie, I want you to 
look around here. Think you can remember this place? The ranch is ‘bout a quarter mile up that 
way. Just follow the river and you can get here. 
 
LENNIE. (Looking around carefully.) Sure, I can remember here. Didn’t I remember ‘bout not 
sayin’ a word? 
 
GEORGE. ‘Course you did. Well, look, Lennie, if you just happen to get in trouble, I want you 
to come right here and hide in the brush. 
 
LENNIE. (slowly.) Hide in the brush. 
 
GEORGE. Hide in the brush until I come for you. Think you can remember that? 
 
LENNIE. Sure I can, George. Hide in the brush till you come for me! 
 
GEORGE. But you ain’t gonna get in no trouble. Because if you do I won’t let you tend the 
rabbits. 
 
LENNIE. I won’t get in trouble. I ain’t gonna say a word. 
 
GEORGE. You got it. Anyways, I hope so. (GEORGE stretches out on his blankets. Light dies 
slowly out of the fire until only the faces of the two men can me seen. GEORGE is still eating 
from his can of beans.) It’s gonna be nice sleeping here. Lookin’ up… and the leaves… Don’t 
build up no more fire. We’ll let her die. Jesus, you feel free when you ain’t got a job—if you 
ain’t hungry. (They sit silently a few moments. A night owl is heard far off. From acoss the river 
the sound of a coyote howl and on the heels of a howl all the dogs in the country start to bark.) 
 
LENNIE. (From almost complete darkness.) George? 
 
GEORGE. What do you want? 



 
LENNIE. Let’s have different color rabbits, George. 
 
GEORGE. Sure. Red rabbits and blue rabbits and green rabbits. Millions of ‘em! 
 
LENNIE. Funny ones, George. Like I seen at the fair in Sacramento. 
 
GEORGE. Sure. Furry ones. 
 
LENNIE. ‘Cause I can jus’ as well go away, George, and live in a cave. 
 
GEORGE. (Amiable.) Aw, shut up. 
 
LENNIE. (After long pause.) George? 
 
GEORGE. What is it? 
 
LENNIE. I’m shutting up, George. (Coyote howls again.) 
 


