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Of Mice and Men by John Steinbeck 

A few miles south of Soledad, the Salinas River drops in close to the hillside bank and runs 

deep and green. The water is warm too, for it has slipped twinkling over the yellow sands in 

the sunlight before reaching the narrow pool. On one side of the river the golden foothill 

slopes curve up to the strong and rocky Gabilan Mountains, but on the valley side the water 

is lined with trees- willows fresh and green with every spring, carrying in their lower leaf 

junctures the debris of the winter's flooding; and sycamores with mottled, white, 

recumbent limbs 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 among them. 

Rabbits come out of the brush to sit on the sand in the evening, and the damp flats are 

covered with the night tracks of 'coons, and with the spread pads of dogs from the ranches, 

and with the split-wedge tracks 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 to jungle-up near water. In front of the 

low horizontal limb of a giant sycamore there is an ash pile made by many fires; the limb is 

worn smooth by men who have sat on it. 

 

Evening of a hot day started the little wind to moving among the leaves. The shade climbed 

up the hills toward the top. On the sand banks the rabbits sat as quietly as little gray 

sculptured stones. And then from the direction of the state highway came the sound of 

footsteps on crisp sycamore leaves. The rabbits hurried noiselessly for cover. A stilted heron 

labored up into the air and pounded down river. For a moment the place was lifeless, and 

then two men emerged from the path and came into the opening by the green pool. 

 

They had walked in single file down the path, and even in the open one stayed behind the 

other. Both were dressed in denim trousers and in denim coats with brass buttons. Both 

wore black, shapeless hats and both carried tight blanket rolls slung over their shoulders. 

The first man was small and quick, dark of face, with restless eyes and sharp, strong 

features. Every part of him was defined: small, strong hands, slender arms, a thin and bony 

nose. Behind him walked his opposite, a huge man, shapeless of face, with large, pale eyes, 

and wide, sloping shoulders; and he walked heavily, dragging his feet a little, the way a bear 

drags his paws. His arms did not swing at his sides, but hung loosely. 

 

The first man stopped short in the clearing, and the follower nearly ran over him. He took 

off his hat and wiped the sweat-band with his forefinger and snapped the moisture off. His 

huge companion dropped his blankets and flung himself down and drank from the surface 

of the green pool; drank with long gulps, snorting into the water like 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 
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snort into the pool. The small man leaned over and shook him by the shoulder. "Lennie. You 

gonna be sick like you was last night." 

Lennie dipped his whole 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 
some, George. You take a good big drink." He smiled 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."  
 
Lennie dabbled his big paw in the water and wiggled his fingers so the water arose in little 
splashes; rings widened across the pool to the other side and came back again. Lennie 
watched them go. "Look, George. Look what I done."  
 
George knelt beside the pool and drank from his hand with quick scoops. "Tastes all right," 
he admitted. "Don't really seem to be running, 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 himself back from the 
river, drew  up his knees and embraced them. Lennie, who had been watching, imitated 
George exactly. He pushed himself back, drew up his knees, embraced them, looked over to 
George to see whether he had it just right. He pulled his hat down a little more over his 
eyes, the way George's hat was. 
 
Questions: 

1. Read the first part of the source, lines 1 to 5. (4 marks) 

List four things from this part of the source about the Salinas river. 

 

2. Look in detail at this extract, lines 6 to 22 of the source. (8 marks) 

 

How does the writer use language to describe the setting? 

 

You could include the writer’s choice of: 

 words and phrases 

 language features and techniques 

 sentence forms. 

 

3. You now need to think about the whole of the source. (8 marks) 

 

The text is from the opening of a novel. 

 

How has the writer structured the text to interest you as a reader? 

 

You could write about: 



 what the writer focuses your attention on at the beginning 

 how and why the writer changes this focus as the source develops  

 any other structural features that interest you.  

 

4. Focus this part of your answer on the second part of the the source, from line 23, 

the start of paragraph four, to the end. 

 

A student, having read this section of the text, said: “This part of the text, explaining 

what Lennie and George are doing, shows how unequal their relationship is. It makes 

me feel sympathy for Lennie.” 

 

To what extent do you agree? 

 

In your response, you could: 

 Consider your own impressions of how unequal the relationship is  

 Evaluate how the writer creates sympathy for Lennie 

 Support your opinions with quotations from the text. (20 marks) 

 

 

 

Lipstick Jungle by Candace Bushnell 

 

September is glorious in Manhattan, and this year was no exception. The temperature was a perfect 

seventy-five degrees, the humidity low, and the sky a cloudless blue. Coming back to the city from a 

restless summer, the weather is always a reminder that spectacular things can happen and that 

greatness is just around the corner. The air buzzes with excitement, and in one day, the city goes 

from sleepy to frenzied. There s the familiar crawl of traffic on Sixth and Park Avenues, the air hums 

with cell phone conversations, and the restaurants are full. For the rest of the country, Labor Day 

marks the end of the summer and the beginning of the school year. But in New York, the real year 

begins a few days later, with that venerable tradition known as Fashion Week. 

 

On Sixth Avenue behind the Public Library, Bryant Park was transformed into a wonderland of white 

tents where dozens of fashion shows would take place. Black carpeted steps led up to French doors, 

and all week, these steps were lined with students and fans hoping to get a glimpse of their favorite 

designers or stars, with Japanese photographers (whom everyone agreed were more polite), with 

paparazzi, with security men with headsets and walkie-talkies, with the young P.R. girls (always in 

black, sporting concerned expressions), and with all manner of well-heeled attendees shouting into 

cell phones for their cars. The curb was lined with black town cars three vehicles deep, as if some 

terribly important state funeral were about to take place. But inside the tents, life was at its most 

glamorous and exciting. 

 



There were always five or six big shows at which attendance was required to secure one’s place in 

the social pecking order (or to simply remind everyone that you still exist), and the very first of these 

events was the Victory Ford show, held at seven p.m. on the first Thursday evening of Fashion Week. 

By six forty-five, the scene inside the tents was one of controlled pandemonium: there were six 

camera crews, a hundred or so photographers, and a throng of fashionistas, socialites, buyers, and 

lesser stars, eagerly awaiting the show with the anticipation of an opening night crowd. A young 

socialite who was cradling a small dachshund in her arms was hit in the back of the head by a video 

camera; someone else’s Jimmy Choo slingback was trod on by one of the P.R. girls who nearly ran 

her over in order to get to someone more important. Those hoping to get a glimpse of a famous 

movie star were thwarted, however, because movie stars (and important political people, like the 

mayor) never went in the front entrance. They were escorted by security to a secret side entrance 

that led to the backstage area. And in this world, where life is a series of increasingly smaller circles 

of exclusivity (or Dante’s circles of hell, depending on how you look at it), hanging out backstage 

before the show began was the only place to be. 

 

In the back corner of this area, hidden behind a rack of clothing, stood Victory Ford herself, 

surreptitiously smoking a cigarette. Victory had quit smoking years ago, but the cigarette was an 

excuse to have a moment to herself. For three minutes, everyone would leave her alone, giving her a 

few seconds to focus and prepare for the next sixty minutes, in which she had to attend to the last-

minute details of the show, schmooze with her celebrity clients, and give several interviews to the 

print and television press. She frowned, taking a drag on the cigarette, wanting to savor this one 

moment of peace. She’d been working eighteen-hour days in the four weeks before the show, and 

yet, this next crucial hour would pass in what felt like a second. She dropped the cigarette butt into a 

half-empty glass of champagne. 

 

She looked at her watch - an elegant stainless-steel Baume & Mercier with a row of tiny diamonds 

along the face - and took a deep breath. It was six-fifty. By eight p.m., when the last model had 

completed her turn on the runway and Victory went out to take her bow, she would know her fate 

for the coming year. She would be either on top of the game; in the middle and surviving; or on the 

bottom, trying to regain her position. She knew she was taking a risk with this show, and she also 

knew she hadn’t had to. Any other designer would have continued along the same lines that had 

made them so successful for the past three years, but Victory couldn’t do that. It was too easy. 

Tonight she hoped to show the industry a new side to her talents, a new way to look at how women 

might dress. She was, she thought wryly, either a hero or a fool. 

 

1. Read lines 1-8. List four things from this part of the source about Manhattan. (4 marks) 
 

2. Look in detail at this extract from lines 9 to 16 of the source:  
How does the writer use language here to describe the people at Fashion Week?  

 

You could include the writer’s choice of:  

 words and phrases  

 language features and techniques  

 sentence forms.  



(8 marks) 

 

3. You now need to think about the whole of the source. (8 marks) 

  

The text is from the opening of a novel. How has the writer structured the text to interest 

you as a reader? 

  

You could write about: 

 what the writer focuses your attention on at the beginning 

 how and why the writer changes this focus as the source develops  

 any other structural features that interest you.  
(8 marks) 

 

4. Focus this part of your answer on the second part of the source, from line 16, the start of 

paragraph three, to the end. 

  

A student, having read this section of the text, said: “This part of the text, describing the 

scene at Fashion Week, shows how unpleasant it is. It makes me question the first line.” 

  

To what extent do you agree? 

  

In your response, you could: 

• Consider your own impressions of the scene is 
• Evaluate how the writer creates an unpleasant atmosphere 
• Support your opinions with quotations from the text.  

(20 marks) 

 

Ireland by Frank Delaney 

Wonderfully, it was the boy who saw him first. He glanced out of his bedroom window, then looked 

again and harder -- and dared to hope. No, it was not a trick of the light; a tall figure in a ragged 

black coat and a ruined old hat was walking down the darkening hillside; and he was heading toward 

the house. 

 

The stranger's face was chalk-white with exhaustion, and he stumbled on the rough ground, his 

hands held out before him like a sleepwalker's. He looked like a scarecrow deserting his post. High 

grasses soaked his cracked boots and drenched his coat hems. A mist like a silver veil floated above 



the ground, broke at his knees, and reassembled itself in his wake. In this twilight fog, mysterious 

shapes appeared and dematerialized, so that the pale walker was never sure he had seen merely the 

branches of trees or the arms of mythic dancers come to greet him. Closer in, the dark shadows of 

the tree trunks twisted into harsh and threatening faces. 

 

Across the fields he saw the yellow glow of lamplight in the window of a house, and he raised his 

eyes to the sky in some kind of thanks. With no fog on high, the early stars glinted like grains of salt. 

He became aware of cattle nearby, not yet taken indoors in this mild winter. Many lay curled on the 

grass where they chewed the cud. As he passed, one or two lurched to their feet in alarm and 

lumbered off. 

And in the house ahead, the boy, nine years old and blond as hay, raced downstairs, calling wildly to 

his father. 

 

The stranger's bones hurt, and his lungs ached almost beyond endurance. Hunger intensified his 

troubles; he'd eaten one meal in three days. The calm light in the window ahead pulled him forward 

in hope. If he held their attention, he might get bed and board for a week -- and maybe more. In the 

days of the High King at Tara, a storyteller stayed seven days and seven nights. Did they know that? 

Nobody knew anything anymore. 

 

With luck, though, the child in this house would help. Children want stories, and the parents might 

stretch their hospitality, fired by the delight in the boy's eyes. Unlike last night's billet; high up on a 

hill farm, he had slept in a loft above the cows, where the east wind got at his bones. The ignorant 

people there, who had no use for stories, gave him no food and closed their fireside to him. It 

happened more and more. 

 

But this house would surely prove better; and it was, after all, Halloween, the great time of the year 

for telling stories, the time of All Souls', when the dead had permission to rise from their graves and 

prowl the land. 

 

Over the last few hundred yards the fog dispersed into flitters and wisps. At the house, a small white 

gate opened from the lane into a country garden, which in summer would shine with bunched roses 

and morning glories and tresses of sweet pea. The tall man in the black coat rapped twice on a brass 

knocker. Immediately, the husband of the house opened the door. 

"Aha!" 

The stranger and the householder exchanged a solid handshake, eye to eye. Behind his father, the 

boy waited in the hallway, jigging from foot to foot. 

"God save all here," said the stranger; he hunched his shoulders nervously. 

Over the years, his voice had grown deep and rotund. His manner and speech had an unusual 

formality, with trace elements of stately English from an earlier century and a hint of classical 



learning. Consequently, his language rang generally more colorful than the speech of the people he 

met every day. 

The man of the house smiled and stood aside. 

"Come in. You brought clear skies to us." 

"With your permission, I'll bring clear thoughts too." 

"Your coat is wet -- let me take it." 

The man extended a cold, bony hand to the boy peeking around his father's waist. 

"A fine boy. God save you too, ma'am!" called the Storyteller to the woman of the house. 

 

She looked irked, and he guessed that he, this stringy, unwashed man, with skin like canvas, would 

disrupt her rigorous household; nonetheless she set a place for him while her husband, pleased and 

comfortable, poured the visitor a drink. 

 

The boy watched the stranger attacking the food like a tired hound. He sensed that the man's 

hunger fought with the man's decorum. Nobody spoke because the newcomer seemed too famished 

to be interrupted. The boy examined the man's face, saw the long, thin scar, wondered if he had 

been in a knife fight, perhaps with a sailor on some foreign quayside. 

 

And the sodden boots -- in his mind he saw the stranger fording streams, climbing out of gullies, 

traversing slopes of limestone shale on his endless travels across the country. Did he have a dog? 

Seemingly not, which was a pity, since a dog could have sat guard by the fire at night. Did the man 

ever sleep in caves? They said that bears and wolves had long been extinct in Ireland -- but had 

they? 

 

Questions: 

 

1. Read lines 1 -6. List four things from this part of the source about the stranger. (4 marks) 
 

2. Look in detail at this extract from lines 6 to 15 of the source:  
 

How does the writer use language here to describe the setting?  You could include the 

writer’s choice of:  

 words and phrases  

 language features and techniques  

 sentence forms 
(8 marks) 

 



3. You now need to think about the whole of the source. (8 marks) 

  

The text is from the opening of a novel. How has the writer structured the text to interest 

you as a reader? 

  

You could write about: 

 what the writer focuses your attention on at the beginning 

 how and why the writer changes this focus as the source develops  

 any other structural features that interest you.  
(8 marks) 

 

4. Focus this part of your answer on the second part of the source, from line 16, the start of 

paragraph three, to the end. 

 

A student, having read this section of the text, said: “This part of the text, focussing on the 

stranger, shows how mysterious he is. It makes me curious about his past.” 

  

To what extent do you agree? 

  

In your response, you could: 

• Consider your own impressions of the stranger 
• Evaluate how the writer creates these impressions 
• Support your opinions with quotations from the text.  

(20 marks) 

 

 

Ireland by Frank Delaney 

Wonderfully, it was the boy who saw him first. He glanced out of his bedroom window, then looked 

again and harder -- and dared to hope. No, it was not a trick of the light; a tall figure in a ragged 

black coat and a ruined old hat was walking down the darkening hillside; and he was heading toward 

the house. 

 

The stranger's face was chalk-white with exhaustion, and he stumbled on the rough ground, his 

hands held out before him like a sleepwalker's. He looked like a scarecrow deserting his post. High 

grasses soaked his cracked boots and drenched his coat hems. A mist like a silver veil floated above 

the ground, broke at his knees, and reassembled itself in his wake. In this twilight fog, mysterious 

shapes appeared and dematerialized, so that the pale walker was never sure he had seen merely the 



branches of trees or the arms of mythic dancers come to greet him. Closer in, the dark shadows of 

the tree trunks twisted into harsh and threatening faces. 

 

Across the fields he saw the yellow glow of lamplight in the window of a house, and he raised his 

eyes to the sky in some kind of thanks. With no fog on high, the early stars glinted like grains of salt. 

He became aware of cattle nearby, not yet taken indoors in this mild winter. Many lay curled on the 

grass where they chewed the cud. As he passed, one or two lurched to their feet in alarm and 

lumbered off. 

And in the house ahead, the boy, nine years old and blond as hay, raced downstairs, calling wildly to 

his father. 

 

The stranger's bones hurt, and his lungs ached almost beyond endurance. Hunger intensified his 

troubles; he'd eaten one meal in three days. The calm light in the window ahead pulled him forward 

in hope. If he held their attention, he might get bed and board for a week -- and maybe more. In the 

days of the High King at Tara, a storyteller stayed seven days and seven nights. Did they know that? 

Nobody knew anything anymore. 

 

With luck, though, the child in this house would help. Children want stories, and the parents might 

stretch their hospitality, fired by the delight in the boy's eyes. Unlike last night's billet; high up on a 

hill farm, he had slept in a loft above the cows, where the east wind got at his bones. The ignorant 

people there, who had no use for stories, gave him no food and closed their fireside to him. It 

happened more and more. 

 

But this house would surely prove better; and it was, after all, Halloween, the great time of the year 

for telling stories, the time of All Souls', when the dead had permission to rise from their graves and 

prowl the land. 

 

Over the last few hundred yards the fog dispersed into flitters and wisps. At the house, a small white 

gate opened from the lane into a country garden, which in summer would shine with bunched roses 

and morning glories and tresses of sweet pea. The tall man in the black coat rapped twice on a brass 

knocker. Immediately, the husband of the house opened the door. 

"Aha!" 

The stranger and the householder exchanged a solid handshake, eye to eye. Behind his father, the 

boy waited in the hallway, jigging from foot to foot. 

"God save all here," said the stranger; he hunched his shoulders nervously. 

Over the years, his voice had grown deep and rotund. His manner and speech had an unusual 

formality, with trace elements of stately English from an earlier century and a hint of classical 

learning. Consequently, his language rang generally more colorful than the speech of the people he 

met every day. 



The man of the house smiled and stood aside. 

"Come in. You brought clear skies to us." 

"With your permission, I'll bring clear thoughts too." 

"Your coat is wet -- let me take it." 

The man extended a cold, bony hand to the boy peeking around his father's waist. 

"A fine boy. God save you too, ma'am!" called the Storyteller to the woman of the house. 

 

She looked irked, and he guessed that he, this stringy, unwashed man, with skin like canvas, would 

disrupt her rigorous household; nonetheless she set a place for him while her husband, pleased and 

comfortable, poured the visitor a drink. 

 

The boy watched the stranger attacking the food like a tired hound. He sensed that the man's 

hunger fought with the man's decorum. Nobody spoke because the newcomer seemed too famished 

to be interrupted. The boy examined the man's face, saw the long, thin scar, wondered if he had 

been in a knife fight, perhaps with a sailor on some foreign quayside. 

 

And the sodden boots -- in his mind he saw the stranger fording streams, climbing out of gullies, 

traversing slopes of limestone shale on his endless travels across the country. Did he have a dog? 

Seemingly not, which was a pity, since a dog could have sat guard by the fire at night. Did the man 

ever sleep in caves? They said that bears and wolves had long been extinct in Ireland -- but had 

they? 

 

Questions: 

 

1. Read lines 1 -6. List four things from this part of the source about the stranger. (4 marks) 
 

2. Look in detail at this extract from lines 6 to 15 of the source:  
 

How does the writer use language here to describe the setting?  You could include the 

writer’s choice of:  

 words and phrases  

 language features and techniques  

 sentence forms 
(8 marks) 

 

3. You now need to think about the whole of the source. (8 marks) 

  



The text is from the opening of a novel. How has the writer structured the text to interest 

you as a reader? 

  

You could write about: 

 what the writer focuses your attention on at the beginning 

 how and why the writer changes this focus as the source develops  

 any other structural features that interest you.  
(8 marks) 

 

4. Focus this part of your answer on the second part of the source, from line 16, the start of 

paragraph three, to the end. 

 

A student, having read this section of the text, said: “This part of the text, focussing on the 

stranger, shows how mysterious he is. It makes me curious about his past.” 

  

To what extent do you agree? 

  

In your response, you could: 

• Consider your own impressions of the stranger 
• Evaluate how the writer creates these impressions 
• Support your opinions with quotations from the text.  

(20 marks) 

 


