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REQUIEM 139

else that Willy Loman did not dic in vain. He had a good
dream. It's the only dream you can have—to come out

number-onc man. He fought it out herc, and this is where
I'm gonna win it for him.

8tFF, with a hopeless glance at Happy. bends toward his
mother: Lét's go, Mom.

LiNnpa: U'll be with you in a minute. Go on, Charley. He
hesitates. | want to, just for a minute. T never had a chance
to say good-by.

Charley moves away. followed by Happy. Biff remains a
slight distance up and left of Linda. She sits there, sum-
moning herself. The flute begins, not far away. playing be-
hind her speech.

Linpa: Forgive me, dear. | can't cry. 1 don’t know what it
is. but [ can't cry. 1 don't understand it. Why did you ever
do that? Help me, Willy, I can’t cry. It seems to me that
you're just on another trip. 1 keep expecting you. Willy,
dear, [ can’t cry. Why did you do it? I search and search
and 1 search, and [ can't understand it, Willy. I made the
last payment on the house today. Today, dear. And thereli
be nobody home. A sob rises in her throat. We're free and
clear. Sobbing more fully, released: We're free. Biff comes
slowly toward her. We're free . . . We're free . ..

Bif} lifts her 1o her feet and moves out up right with her in
his arms.’ Linda sobs quietly. Bernard and Charley come
together and follow them. followed by Happy. Only the
music of the flute is left on the darkening stage as over the
house the hard towers of the apartment buildings rise into
sharp focus, and

The Curtain Falls



DEATH OF A SALESMAN 138

LINDA: ] can't understand it.

siFE: There were a lot of nice days. When he’d come home
from a trip; or on Sundays, making the stoop; finishing the
cellar; putting on the new porch; when he built the exira
bathroom: and put up the garage. You know something,
Charley, there's more of him in that front stoop than in all
the sales he ever made.

CHARLEY: Yeah. He was a happy man with a batch of
cement.

LINDA: He was so wonderful with his hands.
BI.FF: He had the wrong dreams. All, all, wrong.
MAPPY, almost ready to fight Bifi: Don’t say that!
piIFr: He never knew who he was.

CHARLEY, stopping Happ)y's movement and reply. To Bifl:
Nobody dast blame this man. You don’t understand: Willy
was a salesman. And for a salesman, there is no rock bot-
tom to the life. He don’t put a boit to a nut, he don't tell
you the law or give you medicine. He's a man way out
there in the blue, riding on a smile and a shoeshine. And
when they start not smiling back—that's an earthquake.
And then you get yourself a couple of spots on your hat.
and you're finished. Nobody dast blame this man. A sales-
man is got to dream, boy. 1t comes with the territory.

sirF: Charley. the man didn’t know who he was.
HAPPY, infuriated: Don’t say that!
siFF: Why don’t you come with me, Happy?

EAPPY: I'm not licked that easily. I'm staying right in this
city, and I'm gonna beat this racket! He looks at Bif], his
chin set. The Loman Brothers!

»iFF: 1 know who 1 am, kid.
warry: All right, boy. I'm gonna show you and everybody



REQUIEM

CHARLEY: It’s getting dark, Linda.
Linda doesn’t react. She stares at the grave.

BIFF: How about it, Mom? Better get some rest, heh?
Theyl be closing the gate soon.

Linda makes no move. Pause.

HAPPY, deeply angered: He had no right to do that. There
was no necessity for it. We would’ve helped him.

CHARLEY, grunting: Hmmm.

BIFF: Come along, Mom.

LINDA: Why didn't anybody come?
CHARLEY: It was a very nice funeral.

LINDA: But where are all the people he knew? Maybe they
blame him.

CHARLEY: Naa. It's a rough world, Linda. They wouldn't
blame him.

LINDA: | can't understand it. At this time especially. First
time in thirty-five years we were just about free and clear.

He only needed a little salary. He was even finished with
the dentist.

CHARLEY: No man only needs a little salary.
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WILLY, uttering a gasp of fear, whirling about as if to quiet
her: Sh! He turns around as if to find his way; sounds.
faces, voices, seem 10 be swarming in upon him and he
flicks at them, crying, Sh! Sh! Suddenly music, faint and
high, stops him. It rises in intensity, almost to an unbear-
able scream. He goes up and down on his toes, and rushes
off around the house. Shhh!

LINDA: Willy?

There is no answer. Linda waits. Biff gets up off hf: bed.
He is still in his clothes. Happy sits up. Biff stands listening.

LINDA, with real fear: Willy, answer me! Willy!

There is the sound of a car starting and moving away at
full speed.

Linpa: No!
BIFF, rushing down the stairs: Pop!

As the car speeds of], the music crashes down in a frenzy of
sound, which becomes the soft pulsation of a single cello
string. Biff slowly returns to his bedroom. He and Happy
gravely don their jackets. Linda slowly walks out of her
room. The music has developed into a dead march. The
leaves of day are appearing over everything. Charley and
Bernard, somberly dressed, appear and knmock on the
kitchen door. Biff and Happy slowly descend the stairs to
the kitchen as Charley and Bernard enter. All stop a mo-
ment when Linda, in clothes of mourning, bearing a little
bunch of roses, comes through the draped doorway into
the kitchen. She goes to Charley and takes his arm. Now
all move toward the audience, through the wall-line of the
kitchen. At the limit of the apron, Linda lays down the
flowers, kneels, and sits back on her heels. All stare down
at the grave.
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Linda goes into the living-room, then reappears in her bed-
room. Willy moves just outside the kitchen door.

wiLLY: Loves me. Wonderingly: Always loved me. Isn’t
that a remarkable thing? Ben, he’ll worship me for it!

BEN, with promise: It’s dark there, but full of diamonds.
{

wiLLy: Can you imagine that magnificence with twenty
thousand dollars in his pocket?

LINDA, calling from her room: Willy! Come up!

wiLLY, calling into the kitchen: Yes! Yes. Coming! It’s
very smart, you realize that, don’t you, sweetheart? Even
Ben sees it. I gotta go, baby. 'By! 'By! Going over 10 Ben,
almost dancing: Imagine? When the mail comes he’ll be
ahead of Bernard again!

BEN: A perfect proposition all around.

wiLLY: Did you see how he cried to me? Oh, if I could
kiss him, Ben!

BEN: Time, William, time!

wiLLY: Oh, Ben, | always knew one way or another we
were gonna make it, Biff and I!

BEN, looking at his waich: The boat. We'll be late. He
moves slowly off into the darkness.

WILLY, elegiacally, turning to the house: Now when you
kick off, boy, 1 want a scventy-yard boot, and get right
down the ficld under the ball, and when you hit, hit low
and hit bard, because it's important, boy. He swings around
and faces the audience. There's all kinds of important peo-
ple in the stands, and the first thing you know . . . Sud-
denly realizing he is aslone: Ben! Ben, where do 1. .. T He
makes a sudden movement of search. Ben, how do 1. . .?

LINDA, calling: Willy, you coming up?
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that department before the year is up. You'll see, Mom. He
kisses her. .

BEN: The jungle is dark but full of diamonds, Willy.
Willy turns, moves, listening to Ben.

LINpA: Be good. You're both good boys, just act that way,
that’s all.

HAPPY: "Night, Pop. He goes upstairs.
LINDA, to Willy: Come, dear.

BEN, with greater force: One must go in to fetch a diamond
out.

WwWiLLY, to Linda, as he moves slowly along the edge of the
kitchen, toward the door: 1 just want to get settled down,
Linda. Let me sit alone for a little.

LINDA, almost uttering her fear: 1 want you upstairs.

WILLY, laking her in his arms: In a few minutes, Linda. 1
couldn't sleep right now. Go on, you look awful tired. He
kisses her.

BEN: Not like an appointment at all. A diamond is rough
and hard to the touch.

wiLLy: Go on now. I'll be right up.
LINDA: I think this is the only way, Willy.
WwiLLY: Sure, it’s the best thing.

BEN: Best thing!

wiLLY: The only way. Everything is gonna be—go on, kid,
get to bed. You look so tired.

LiNDA: Come right up.
wiLLY: Two minutes.
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ing, Pop. Can’t you understand that? There’s no spite in it
any more. I'm just what | am, that's all.

Biff’s fury has spent itself, and he breaks down, sobbing,
holding on to Wiily. who dumbly fumbles for Biff's face.

WILLY, astonished: What're you doing? What're you doing?
To Linda:‘Why is he crying?

BIFF, crying, broken: Will you let me go, for Christ’s sake?
Will you take that phony dream and burn it before some-
thing happens? Struggling to comsain himself, he pulls away
and moves (o the stairs. I'll go in the morning. Put him—

put him to bed. Exhausted, Biff moves up the stairs to his
room,

WILLY, after a long pause, astonished, elevated: 1sn't that—
isn't that remarkable? Biff —he likes me!

LINDA: He loves you, Willy!
HAPPY, deeply moved: Always did, Pop.

wiLLy: Oh, Biff! Staring wildly: He cried! Cried 1o me. He
is choking with his love, and now cries out his premise:
That boy—that boy is going to be magnificent!

Ben appears in the light just outside the kitchen.
BEN: Yes, outstanding, with twenty thousand behind him.

LINDA, sensing the racing of his mind, fearfully, carefully:
Now come to bed, Willy. It’s all settled now.

WILLY, finding it difficult not to rush out of the house: Yes,
we'll sleep. Come on. Go to sleep, Hap.

BEN: And it does take a great kind of a man to crack the
jungle.
In accents of dread, Ben’s idyllic music starts up.

HAPPY, Ais arm around Linda: I'm getting married, Pop,
don't forget it. I'm changing everything. I'm goona run
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BiIFF: No! Nobody's hanging himself, Willy! 1 ran down
eleven flights with a pen in my hand today. And suddenly
1 stopped. you hear me? And in the middle of that office
building. do you hear this? I stopped in the middle of that
building and I saw—the sky. I saw the things that I love in
this world. The work and the food and time to sit and
smoke. And | looked at the pen and said to myself, what
the hell am 1 grabbing this for? Why am 1 trying to become
what 1 don't want to be? What am ] doing in an office.
making a contemptuous, begging fool of myself, when
all 1 want is out there, waiting for me the minute 1
say [ know who I am! Why can’t I say that, Willy? He tries
to make Willy face him, but Willy pulls away and moves
1o the left.

WILLY, with hatred, threateningly: The door of your life is
wide open!

BIFF: Pop! I'm a'dime a dozen, and so are you!

WILLY, {urning on him now in an uncontrolled outburst: §
am not a dime a dozen! I am Willy Loman. and you are
Biff Loman!

Bifj starts for Willy, but is blocked by Happy. In his fury.
Bif] seeins on the verge of attacking his father.

BIFF: | am not a leader of men, Willy, and neither are you.
You were never anything but a bard-working drummer
who landed in the ash can like all the rest of them! I'm one
’iollar an hour, illy! [ tried seven states and couldn’t raise
IL'A.bl.le an hour! Do you gather my meaning? I'm not
bringing home any prizes any more, and you're going to
stop waiting for me to bring them home!

WILLY, directly to Bif): You vengeful, spiteful mut!

Biff breaks from Happy. Willy, in fright, starts up the
stalrs. Biff grabs him.

BIFF, af the peak of his fury: Pop, 'm nothing! Pm noth-
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LINDA: Stop it!
wILLY: Spite!
HAPPY, coming down foward Biff: You cut it now!

BIFF, to Happy: The man don't know who we are! The

man is gpnna know! To Willy: We never told the truth for
ten minutes in this house!

HAPPY: We always told the truth!

BIFF, turning on him: You big blow, are you the assistant
buyer? You're one of the two assistants to the assistant,
aren't you?

HAPPY: Well, I'm practically—

BIFF: You're practically full of it! We all are! And I'm
through with it. To Willy: Now hear this, Willy, this is me.

wiLLy: 1 know you!

BirF: You know why [ had no address for three months?
1 stole a suit in Kansas City and 1 was in jail. To Linda,
who is sobbing: Stop crying. I'm through with it.

Linda turns away from them, her hands covering her face.
witLy: 1 suppose that’s my fault!

sirF: [ stole myself out of every good job since high school!
wiLLy: And whose fault is that?

piFF: And | never got anywhere because you blew me so
full of hot air 1 could never stand taking orders from any-
body! That's whose fault it is!

wiLLY: | hear that!
LINDA: Don’t, Biff!

irf: [Us goddam time you heard that! I hud to be boss
biul\otinlwoweeh.mdl'mwmm
wiLLY: Then hang yourselft For spite, hang yourselfl
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WILLY: Spite, spite, is the word of your undoing! And
when you're down and out, remember what did it. When
you're rotting somewhere beside the railroad tracks, re-
member, and don't you dare blame it on me!

BIFF: 'm not blaming it on you!
wiLLy: 1 won't take the rap for this, you hear?

Happy comes down the stairs and stands on the botiom
step. watching.

»iFrF: That's just what 1’'m telling you!

WILLY, sinking into a chair at the table, with full accusa-
tion: You're trying to put a knife in me—don’t think I
don’t know what you're doing!

BIFF: All right, phony! Then let’s lay it on the line. He
whips the rubber tube out of his pocket and puts it on the
table.

HAPPY: YOU crazy—

LNDA: Biff! She moves 10 grab the hose, but Biff holds is
down with his hand.

irF: Leave it there! Don't move it!

WILLY, ot looking at i1: What is that?

aIFF: You know goddam well what that is.
WILLY, caged, wanting 10 escape: | never saw that.

BUFF: You saw it. The mice didn't bring it into the cellar!
w;\aliathkn:ppouedtom,makeaheroauofyou?m
supposed 10 make me sorry for you?

WILLY: Never beard of it.
BirF: There'll be no pity for you, you hear #? No pity’
WILLY, t0 Linda: You hear the spite!

BIFF: No, you're going to hear the truth—what are
and what I am! ) you
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Willy doesn’t respond.

BiFF: People ask where 1 am and what I'm doing, you
don't know, and you don’t care. That way it'll be off your
mind and you can start brightening up again. All right?
That clears it, doesn’t it? Willy is silent, and Bifl goes to

him. You gonna wish me luck, scout? He extends his hand.
What do you say?

LINDA: Shake his hand, Willy.

WILLY, turning to her, seething with hurt: There's no neces-
sily to mention the pen at all, y'’know.

RIFF, gently: I've got no appointment, Dad.
wiLLY, erupting fiercely: He put his arm around . . . ?

BiFF: Dad, you're never going to see what 1 am, so what's
the use of arguing? If 1 strike oil I'll send you a check.
Meantime forget I'm alive.

WILLY, o Linda: Spite, see?

BIFF: Shake hands, Dad.

wiLLY: Not my hand.

BIFF: |1 was hoping not to go this way.

wiLLY: Well, this is the way you're going. Good-by.

Biff looks at him a moment, then turns sharply and goes 10
the stairs.

WILLY, stops him with: May you rot in hell if you leave
this house!

BIFF, turning: Exactly what is it that you want from me?

wiLLY: | want you to know, on the train, in the mountains,
in the valleys, wherever you go, that you cut down your
life for spite!

»rrF: No, no.
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WwWILLY: You're not going to sce Oliver tomorrow?
BIFF: I've got no appointment, Dad.

wiLLy: He put his arm around you, and you've got no
appointment?

BIFF. Pop, get this now, will you? Everytime I've left ir's
been a fight that sent me out of here. Today | realized
something about myself and 1 tried to explain it to you and
I—I think I'm just oot smart enough to make any sense
out of it for you. To hell with whose fault it is or anything
like that. He takes Willy's arm. Let's just wrap it up, heh?
Come on in, we'll tell Mom. He gently tries 10 pull Willy
to left.

WILLY, frozen. immobile, with guilt in his voice: No, 1
don’t want to see her.

BIFF: Come on! He pulls again. and Willy tries to pull
away.
WILLY, highly neryous: No, no, | don't want to see her.

BIFF, rries to look into Willy's face. as if to find the answer
there: Why don’t you want to see her?

WILLY, more harshly now: Don't bother me, will you?

BIFF: What do you mean, you don't want to see her? You
don’t want them calling you yellow, do you? This isn’t your
fault; it's me, I'm a bum. Now come inside! Willy strains to
get away. Did you hear what | said to you?

Willy pulls away and quickly goes by himself into the
house. Bif} joliows.

LINDA, fo Willy: Did you plant, dear?

BIFF, at the door. 10 Linda: All right, we had it out. I'm
going and I'm not writing any more.

LINDA, going to Willy in the kitchen: 1 think that’s the best
way, dear. "Cause there’s no use drawing it out, you'll just
never gel along.
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WILLY, suddenly fearful: No, that would be terrible.
BEN: Yes. And a damned fool.

wiLLY: No, no, he mustn't, | won't have that! He is broken
and desperate.

s8eN: He'll hate you, William.
The gay music of the Boys s heard.

wiLLY: Oh, Ben, how-do we get back to all the great times?
Used to be so full of light. and comradeship, the sleigh-
riding in winter, and the ruddiness on his cheeks. And al-
ways some kind of good news coming up, always something
nice coming up ahead. And pever even let me carry the
valises in the house, and simonizing, simonizing that little
red car! Why. why can’t 1 give him something and not
have him hate me?

BEN: Let me think about 1t. He glances at his watch. I still
have a little time. Remarkable proposition, but you've got
to be sure you're not making a fool of yourself.

Ben drifts of] upstage and goes out of sight. Biff comes
down from the left.

WILLY. suddenly conscious of Biff, turns and looks up at
him, then begins picking up the packoges of seeds in con-
fusion: Where the hell is that seed? Indignanitly: You can't
sec nothing out here! They boxed in the whole goddam
neighborhood!

BIFF: There are people all around here. Don't you realize
that?

wiLLY: I'm busy. Don’t bother me.

BIFP, taking the hoe from Willy: Tm saying good-by to
you, Pop. Willy looks as him, silent, unable to move. I'm
not coming back any more.
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proposition. Now look, Ben, 1 want you to go through the
ins and outs of this thing with me. I've got nobody to talk
to, Ben, and the woman has suffered, you hear me?

BEN, standing still. considering: What's the proposition?

wiLLY: It's twenty thousand dollars on the barrelhead.
Guaranteed, gilt-edged, you understand?

BEN: You don’'t want to make a fool of yoursell. They
might not hongr the policy.

wiLLy: How can they dare refuse? Didn't 1 work like a
coolie to mcet every premium on the nose? And now they
don’t pay off? Impossible!

BEN: It's called a cowardly thing, William.

wiLLy: Why? Does it take more guts to stand here the res
of my life ringing up a zero?

BEN, yielding: That's a poimt, William. He moves, thinking
turns. And twenty thousand—that is something one ca
feel with the hand, it is there.

WILLY, now assured, with rising power: Oh, Ben, that's th

whole.beauty of it! I see it like a diamond, shining in th

dark, hard and rough, that 1 can pick up and touch in m°

hand. Not like—like an appointment! This would not b
another damned-fool appointment, Ben, and it changes al
the aspects. Because he thinks I'm nothing, see, and so bc
spites me. But the funeral— Straightening up: Ben, that
funeral will be massive! They'll come from Maine, Massa-
chusetts, Vermont, New Hampshire! All the old-timers with
the strange license plates—that boy will be thunder-struck,
Ben, because he never realized—3 am known! Rhode Is-
land, New York, New Jersey-—1 am known, Ben, and he'll
sec it with his eyes once and for all. He'll see what 1 am,
Ben! He's in for a shock, that boy!

BEN, coming down to the edge of the garden: He'll call
you a coward.
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LINDA: Get out of here!

BIFF . [ gotta talk to the boss, Mom. Where is be”
LINDA: You're not going near him. Get out of this house’

BIFF. with absolute assurance, determination: No. We're
gonna have an abrupt conversation, him and me.

LINDA: You're not talking to him!

Hammering 1s heard from outside the house, off righi. Biff
turns toward the noise |

LINDA. suddenlv pleading: Will you please leave him alone?
8IFF: What's he doing out there”

LINDA: He's planting the garden'

BIFF, quietlv: Now? Oh, my God!

Biff moves outside. Linda following. The light dics down on
them and comes up on the center o} the apron as Willy
walks into it. He 1s carrving a flashlight a hoe, and a hand-
fut of seed packets. He raps the top of the hoe sharply to
fix it frmly. and then moves 1o the lefi. measuring off the
distance with his joot. He holds the flashlight to look at the
seed packeis, reading of) the instructions. He s in the blue
ot night

wiLLy Carrots . . . quaner-inch apart. Rows one-foot
rows. He measures it off. One foot. He puts down a pack-
age and measures off. Beets. He puts down another package
and measures again. Lettuce. He reads the package. puts it
down. One foot— He breaks of} as Ben appears at the right
and moves slowly down 10 him. What a proposition. ts, ts.
Terrific, terrific. ‘Cause she’s suflered, Ben, the woman has
suffered. You understand ge? A man can’t go out the way
he came in. Ben. a man has got to add up to something.
You can't, you can't— Ben moves toward him as though
to interrupt. You gotta consider. now. Don't answer 8o
quick. Remember. it’s a guaranteed twenty-thousand-dollar
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LINDA. Did you have to go to women tonight? You and
your lousy rotten whores!

Bif) re-enters the kitchen.

HarrY: Mom, all we did was follow Biff around trying to
cheer him up! To Biff: Boy, what a night you gave me!

Linpa: Get out of here, both of you, and don't come back'
[ don’t want you tormenting him any more. Go on now,
ger your things together! To Biff: You can sleep in his
apartment. She starts to pick up the flowers and stops her-
self. Pick up this stuff, I'm not your maid any more. Pick
it up, you bum, you!

Happy turns his back to her in refusal. Bif] slowly moves
over and gets down on his knees. picking up the flowers.

LINDA: You're a pair of animals! Not one, not another liv-
ing soul would have had the cruelty to walk out on that
man in a restaurant!

BIFF, not looking gt her: 1s that what he said?

LiNnpa: He didn’t bave to say anything. He was 80 humili-
ated he nearly limped when he came n.

HAPPY: But, Mom, he had a great time with us—

BIFF, cutting him off violently: Shut up'

Without another word, Happy goes upstairs.

LINDA. You! You diin't even go in to see if he was all right!

BIFF, still on the floor in front of Linda, the flowers in his
hand: with self-loathing: No. Didnt. Didn’t do a damned
thing. How do you like that, heh? Left him babbling in 8
toilet.

LinDA: You louse. You . . .

s1Fr: Now you hit it on the nose! He gets up, throws the
flowers in the wastebasket. The scum of the earth, and
you're looking at him'
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backing 1o the right. and now Linda is in full view in the
doorway to the living-room_ 1s he sleeping?

LINDA: Where were you”

HAPPY, trying to laugh it off: We met two girls, Mom, very
fine types. Here, we brought you some flowers. Offering
them 1o her: Past them in your room, Ma.

She knocks them to the floor at Biff's feet. He has now
come inside and closed the door behind him. She stares at
Bif}. silent. :

HAPPY: Now what'd you do that for? Mom, 1 want you to
have some flowers—

LINDA, cutting Happy off. violently so Bifi: Don’t you care
whether he lives or dies?

HAPPY. going to the stairs. Come upstairs, Biff.

&8IFF. with a flare of disgusi, to Happy: Go away from me'
To Linda: What do you mean, lives or dies? Nobody's dv-
ing around here. pal.

LINDA: Get out of my sight! Get out of here!
BIFF: | wanna see the boss
LINDA: You're not going acar him!

BIFF: Where s he? He moves into the living-room and
Linda follows.

LINDA, shouting after Biff You invite him for dinper. He
looks forward to it all day—>Biff appears in his parents’
bedroom, looks around. and exits—and then you desert
him there. There's no stranger you'd do that to!

HAPPY: Why? He had a swell time with us. Listen, when
I~—Linda comes back into the kitchen—desert him 1 hope
1 don’t outlive the day'

UINDA: Get out of here!

HAPPY: Now look. Mom
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STANLEY: Oh, no, youdon't have to . . .

witLY: Here—here's some more, 1 don't need it any more.
After a slight pause: Tell me—is there a seed siore in the
neighborhood?

STANLEY: Seeds? You mean like to plant?

As Willy turns. Stanley slips the money back into his jacket
pocket.

wiLLy: Yes. Carrots, peas . . .

STANLEY: Well, there's hardware stores on Sixth Avenue,
but it may be too late now.

wiLLY, anxiously: Oh, I'd better hurry. I've got to get some
seeds. He starts off to the right. P've got to get some seeds.
right away. Nothing’s planted. 1 don’t have a thing in the

ground.

Willy hurries oui as the light goes down. Sianley moves
over 1o the right after him. watches him of]. The other
waiter has been staring at Willy.

STANLEY, t0 the waiter: Well, whatta you looking at?

The waiter picks up the chairs and moves off righi. Stanle)
takes the table and follows him. The light fades on this
area. There is a long pause. the sound of the flute coming
over. The light gradually rises on the kitchen, which is
empty. Happy appears at the door of the house. followed
by Biff. Happy is carrying a large bunch of long-stemmed
roses. He enters the kitchen, looks around for Linda. Not
seeing her, he turns 10 BifJ, who is just outside the house
door, and makes a gesiure with his hands, indicating “Not
here, 1 guess.” He looks imo the living-room and freezes.
Inside. Linda, unseen. is seated. Willy's coat on Rer lap.
She rises ominously and quletly and moves toward Happy.
who backs up into the kitchen. afraid.

uarry: Hey, what're you doing up? Linda says nothing buf
moves toward him implacably. Where's Pop? He keeps
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BIFF: You—you gave ber Mama’s stockings! His rears
break through and he rises to go.

WILLY. grabbing for Bifl: 1 gave you an order!
siFF: Don’t touch me, you—Iliar!
wiLLY: Apologize for that!

BIFF: You fake! You phony little fake! You fake! Over-
come, he turns quickly and weeping fully goes out with
his suitcase. Willy is left on the floor on his knees.

witLy: | gave you an order! Biff, come back here or 'l
beat you! Come back here! U'll whip you!

Stanley comes quickly in from the right and stands in front
of Willy.

wiLLY, shouts ar Stanler | gave you an order . .

'STANLEY: Hey. let’s pich it up, pick it up. Mr. Loman. He
helps Willy to his feet. Your boys left with the chippies.
They said they’ll see you home.

A second waiter watches some distance away.
WwILLY: But we were supposed to have dinner together.
Music is heard. Willy's themne.

STANLEY: Can you make it?

wiLLY: I'll—sure, | can make it. Suddenly concerned about
his clothes: Do 1—I look all right?

STANLEY: Sure, you look all right. He flicks a speck off
Willy's lapel.

wiLLY: Here—here's a dollar.
STANLEY: Oh, your son paid me. It's all right.

WILLY, putting it in Stanley's hand: No, take it. You're s
good boy.
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8IFF: Football.

THE WOMAN, angry. humiliated: That’s me too. G'night.
She snatches her clothes from Willy, and walks out.

WILLY, after a pause: Well, better get going. 1 want to get
to the school first thing in the morning. Get my suits out of
the closet. I'll get my valise. Biff doesn’t move. What's the
matter? Bif] remains motionless, tears falling. She’s a buyer.
Buys for J. H. Simmons. She lives down the hall—they're
painting. You don't imagine— He breaks off. After a pause:
Now listen, pal, she's just a buyer. She sees merchandise in
her room and they have to keep it looking just so . . . Pause.
Assuming command: Al right, get my suits. Biff doesn't
move. Now stop crying and do as | say. 1 gave you an or-
der. Biff, 1 gave you an order! Is that what you do when 1
give you an order? How darc you cry! Putting his arm
around Bifi: Now look, Biff. when you grow up you'll un-
derstand about these things. You musin't—you mustn't
overemphasize a thing like this. I'll see Birnbaum first thing
in the morming.

BIFF: Never mind.

WILLY, gefting down beside Biff: Never mind! He's going
to give you those points. I'll see to it.

BIFF: He wouldn't listen to you.

wiLLY: He certainly will listen to me. You need those
points for the U. of Virginia.

BIFF: I'm not going there.

wiLLY: Heh? Jf 1 can’t get him to change that mark you'll
make it up in summer school. You've got all summer to—

BIFF, his weeping breaking from him: Dad . . .
WILLY, infected by i1: Oh, my boy . . .
BIFF: Dad . ..

WILLY: She's nothing to me, Bifl. | was lonely, 1 was ter-
ribly lonely.
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BIFF: Somebody got in your bathroom!
WwILLY: No, it's the next room, there's a party—

THE WOMAN, enters, laughing. She lisps this: Can I come in?
There’s something in the bathtub, Willy, and it's moving!

Willy looks at Bif], who is staring open-mouthed and horri-
fied at The Woman.

wiLLY: Ah—you better go back to your room. They must
be finished painting by now. They’re painting her room 30
I let her take a shower here. Go back, go back . . . He
pushes her.

THE WOMAN, resisting: But I've got to get dressed, Willy, |
can't—

wiLLY: Get out of here! Go back, go back . . . Suddenly
striving for the ordinary: This is Miss Francis, Bifl, she’s a

_buyer. They're painting her room. Go back, Miss Francis,
go back . . .

THE WOMAN: But my clothes, I cant go out naked in the
hall!

WILLY, pushing her offstage: Get outa here! Go back, go
back!

Biff slowly sits down on his suitcase as the argument con-
tinues offstage.

THE wWOMAN: Where's my stockings? You promised me
stockings. Willy!

wiLLY: | have no stockings here!

THE WOMAN: You had two boxes of size nine sheers for
me, and | want them!

wiLLY: Here, for God’s sake, will you get outa here!

THE WOMAN, enters holding a box of stockings: 1 just hope
there's nobody in the hall. That's all 1 hope. To Biff: Are
you football or baseball?
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wiLLY: You mean to say Bernard wouldn't give you the
answers?
siEE: He did, he tried, but 1 only got a sixty-one.
wiLLY: And they wouldn’t give you four points?

BIFF: Birnbaum refused absolutely. 1 begged him, Pop, but
he won't give me those points. You gotta talk to him be-
fore they close the school. Because if he saw the kind of
man you are, and you just talked to him in your way, I'm
sure he'd come through for me. The class came right be-
fore practice, sce. and 1 didn’t go enough. Would you talk
10 him? He'd like you, Pop. You know the way you could

talk.
WILLY: You're on. We'll drive right back.
sifF: Oh, Dad, good work! I'm sure he’ll change it for you!

wiLLY: Go downstairs and tell the clerk I'm checkin’ out.
Go right down.

BIFF: Yes, sir! Sge, the reason he hates me, Pop—one day
he was late for class so 1 got up at the blackboard and
imitated him. 1 crossed my eyes and talked with a lithp.

wiLLY, laughing: You did? The kids like it?
BiFF: They nearly died laughing!
wiLLY: Yeah? What'd you do?

8iFF: The thquare root of thixthy twee is . . . Willy bursts
out laughing; Bifl joins him. And in the middle of it be
walked in!

Willy laughs and The Woman joins in offstage.
WILLY, without hesitation: Hurry dowostairs and—
BIFF: Somebody in there?

wiLLY: No, that was next door.

The Woman laughs offstage.
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WILLY, Ais terror rising: It's a mistake.
THE WOMAN: Then tell him to go away!

wiLLY: There’s nobody there.

THE WOMAN: It's getting on my nerves, Willy. There’s
somebody standing out there and it's getting on my nerves!

WILLY, pushing her away from him: All right, stay in the
bathroom here, and don't come out. 1 think there’s a law in
Massachusetts about {t, so don’t come out. It may be that
new room clerk. He looked very mean. So don’t come out.
1t’s a mistake, there’s no fire.

The knocking is heard again. He takes a few steps away
from her, and she vanishes into the wing. The light follows
him, and now he is facing Young Biff, who carries a suit-
case. Bif] steps toward him. The music is gone.

BIFF: Why didn't you answer?
wiLLY: Biff! What are you doing in Boston?

BIFF: Why didn’t you answer? I've been knocking for five
minutes, 1 called you on the phone—

wiLLy: ] just heard you. 1 was in the bathroom and had
the door shut. Did anything happen home?

®IFF: Dad—1 let you down.
wiLLY: What do you mean?
BIFF: Dad . ..

wiLLY: Biffo, what's this about? Putting his arm around
Biff: Come on, let’s go downstairs and get you a malted.

BIFF: Dad, I Alunked math.
wiLLY: Not for the term?
arrr: The term. | haven't got enough credits to graduate.
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we'll catch Biff. and, honey, we're going to paint this town'
Stanley. where's the check! Hey, Stanley!

They exit. Stanley looks toward left.

STANLEY. calling to Happy indignantly: Mr. Loman! Mr.
Loman!

Stanley picks up a chair and follows them off. Knocking is
heard off left. The Woman enters, laughing. Willy follows
her. She is in a black slip; he is buttoning his shirt. Raw.
sensuous music accompanies their speech.

wiLLy: Will you stop laughing? Will you stop?

THE WOMAN: Aren’t you going to answer the door? He'll
wake the whole hotel.

wiILLY: I'm not expecting anybody.

THE WOMAN: Whyn't you have another drink. honey, and
stop being so damn self-centered?

wiLLY: I'm so lonely.

THE WOMAN: You know you ruined me, Willy? From now
on. whenever you come to the office, I'll see that you go
right through to the buyers. No waiting at my desk any
more. Willy. You ruined me.

wiLLY: That's nice of you to say that.

THE woMAN: Gee, you are self-centered! Why so sad? You
are the saddest, self-centeredest soul | ever did see-saw. She
laughs. He kisses her. Come on inside, drummer boy. It's
silly to be dressing in the middle of the night. As knocking
is heard: Aren’t you going to answer the door?

wiLLY: They're knocking on the wrong door.

THE WOMAN: But | felt the knocking. And he heard us
talking in here. Maybe the hotel's on fire!
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HAPPY: Well, girls. what's the prt-sgnm? We're wasting time.
Come on, Biff. Gather round. Where would you like to go?

BIFF: Why don't you do something for him?

HAPPY: Me!

sIFF: Don't you give a damn for him, Hap?

HAPPY: What're you talking about? I’'m the one who—

BIFF: | sense it, you don’t give a good goddam about him.
He takes the rolled-up hose from his pocket and puts it on
the table in front of Happy. Look what I found in the cel-
lar. for Christ’s sake. How can you bear to let it go on?

HAPPY: Me? Who goes away? Who runs off and—

BIFF: Yeah, but he doesn’t mean anything to you You
could help him—I cant! Don’t you understand what I'm
talking about? He's going to kill himself. don’t you know
that?

HAPPY: Don't 1 know it! Me!

BtFF: Hap, help him! Jesus . . help him . . Help me.
help me. I can’t bear to look at his face! Ready o0 weep. he
hurrics out. up righs.

HAPPY. starting after him. Where are you going?
MISS FORSYTHE : What's he so mad about?
HarPY: Come on, girls. we'll catch up with bum.

MISS FORSYTHE, as Happy pushes her out: Say, 1 don't like
that temper of his!

HAPPY: He's just a little overstrung, be'll be all right!

WILLY, off lef1. as The Woman laughs: Don't answer! Don't
answer'

LETTA: Don't you want to tell your father—
HAPPY: No. that's not my father. He's just a guy. Come on,
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siFt No, but | been m front of them! The girls laugh
This 1s my father.

LETTA. Isn’t he cute? Sit down with us, Pop
HAPPY: Sit him down, Biff'

BIFF. going to him: Come on, slugger. drink us under the
table. To hell with it! Come on, sit down. pal.

On Biff's lasi insistence, Willy is about 10 sit.

THE WOMAN, now urgently: Willy, are you going to answer
the door!

The Woman's call pulls Willv back. He starts right. be-
Juddled

BiFF: Hey, where are you going?

wiLLyY: Open the door.

BIFF: The door?

wiLLY. The washroom . . . the door .. where's the door?
BIFF, leading Willy to the left: Just go straight down.

Willy moves lefs.

THE WoMAN: Willy, Willy, are you going to get up, get up.
get up, get up?
Willy exits lefs.

LETTA: | think it’s sweet you bring your daddy along.
Miss PORSYTHE: Oh, be isn't really your father!

BIFF, af left, turning 1o her resentfully: Miss FPorsythe, you've
just seen a prince walk by. A fine, troubled prince. A bard-
working, unappreciated prince. A pal, you understand? A
good companion. Always for his boys.

LETTA: That's 5o sweet.
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thuoﬂicenfterwhall'ddonetohim?Aleathom
couldn’t have dragged me back to Bill Oliver!

WILLY: Then why'd you go?

®IFF: Why did 1 go? Why did 1 go! Look at you! Look at
what’s become of you!

Off lef1. The Woman laughs.

wiLLy: Biff. you're going to go to that junch tomorrow,
or— !

8IFF: | can’t go. I’ve got no appointment!
HarPY: Biff, for . . .!

WILLY: Are you spiting me?

BIFF: Don't take il that way! Goddammit!

WILLY, strikes Biff and falters away from the 1able: You
rotten little louse! Are you spiting me?

THE WOMAN: Somecone’s at the door, Willy!
BIFF: I'm no good, can't you see what | am?

HAPPY, separating them: Hey, you're in a restaunn!! NW.
_cut it out, both of you' The girls enter. Hello, girls. sit
down.

The Woman laughs, off Ieft.
MISS FORSYTHE: | guess we might as well. This is Letta.
THE WOMAN: Willy, are you going to wake up?

BIFF, ignoring Willy: How're ya, miss, sit down. What do
you drink?

MISS PORSYTHE : Letta might oot be able to stay long.

LETTA: | gotta get up very early tomorrow. 1 got jury duty.
I'm 50 excited! Were you fellows ever on a jury?
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talked to his partner, and he came to me . . . I'm going to
be all right, you hear? Dad, listen to me, he said it was just
a question of the amount!

wiLy: Thenyou . . . got it?

RAPPY: He's gonna be terrific, Pop!

WILLY, trying to stand: Then you got it, haven't you? You
got it! You got it!

-BIFF, agonized, hoilds Willy down: No, no. Look, Pop. I'm
supposed to have lunch with them tomorrow. 'm just tell-
ing you ithis so you'lt know that 1 can still make an impres-
sion, Pop. And I'll make good somewhere, but | can't go
tomotrow, see?

wiLLY: Why not? You simply—

siFF: But the pen, Pop!

wiLLY: You give it to him and tell him it was an oversight!
HAPPY: Sure, have lunch tomorrow!

BiFF: | can't say that—

wiLLY: You were doing a crosswood puzzle and acciden-
tally used his pen!

»IFF: Listen, kid, I took those balls years ago, now [ walk
in with his fountain pen? That clinches it, don't you see? |
can't face him like that! I'll iry elsewhere.

PAGE'S VOICE: Paging Mr. Loman!

wiLLY: Don't you want to be anything?

wary: Pop, how can | go back?

wiLLY: You don't want to be anything, is that what's be-
hind it?

saFr, mow angry at Willy jor not crediting his sympathy:
Don't take it that way! You think it was easy walking into
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SIFF, weakening.: Dad. | just explained it to you.
wiLLY: You stole Bill Oliver's fountain pen!

81FF: | didn't exactly steal it! That's just what I've been
explaining to you!

siarPY: He bad it in his hand and just then Oliver walked
in, so he got nervous and stuck it in his pocket!

wiLLY: My God, Biff!

8irF: | never intended to do it. Dad!

OPERATOR'S VOICE Standish Arms, good evening!
WILLY, shouting: I'm not ;n my room’

BIFF. frightened: Dad, what's the matter? He and Happv
stand up.

OPERATOR: Ringing Mr Loman for you!
wiLLY: I'm not there. stop it!

BIFF, horrified. gets down on one knee before Willy. Dad.
I'll make good, I'll make good. Willy tries to get to his feet
Bif} holds him down Sit down now.

wiLLY: No, you're no good, you're no good for anything

sirF: | am, Dad, V'l find something else, you understand”
Now don't worry shout anything. He holds up Willy's
face: Talk to me, Dad.

OPERATOR: Mr. Loman does not answer. Shall | page hm”

WILLY, attempting to stand, as though 10 rush and silence
the Operator: No, no, no!

AAPPY: He'll strike something, Pop.

WILLY: No, no . .

BIFF, desperately, standing over Willy: Pop, histcn! Listen
o me! I'm telling you something good. Oliver talked to his
partner about the Florids idea. You listening? He—he
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YOUNG BERNARD: Mrs. Loman!
BIFF: | waited six hours—
HAPPY: What the hell are you saying?

BIFF: 1 kept sending in my name but he wouldn't see me.
So finally he . . . He continues unheard as light fades low
on the restaurant.

YOUNG BERNARD: Biff flunked math!
LINDA: No!

YOUNG BERNARD: Bimbaum flunked him! They won't grad-
uate him!

LiNDA: But they have to. He's gotta go to the university.
Where is he? Biff] Biff!

YOUNG BERNARD: No, he left. He went to Grand Central.
LiNDA: Grand— You mean he went to Boston!
YOUNG BERNARD Is Uncle Willy in Boston?

LINDA: Oh, maybe Willy can talk to the teacher. Oh, the
poor, poor boy!

Light on house area snaps out.

BIFF, at the table, now audible, holding up a gold fountain
pen: . . . s0o I'm washed up with Oliver, you understand’
Are you listening to me?

WILLY, af a loss: Yeah, sure. If you hadn’t flunked—
81FF: Flunked what? What're you talking about?

wiLLY: Don't blame everything on me! 1 didn’t flunk math
—you did! What pen?

HAPPY: That was awful dumb, Biff, a pen like that is
worth—

WILLY, seeing the pen for the first time: You took Oliver’s
pen?
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WILLY. accusing. angered: Y ou didn't sec him. did you?
BIFF: 1 did see him!'

wiLLY: What'd you insult him or something? You insulied
him, didn’t you?

aire: Listen, will you let me out of it, will you just let me
out of it!

HAPPY: What the hell!
wiLLY: Tell me whai happened!
BIFF, (o Happy: ) can’t talk to him!

A single trumpet note jars the ear. The light of green leaves
stains the house. which holds the air of night and a dream.
Young Bernard enters and knocks on the door of the house.

_ YOUNG BERNARD, franticallv: Mrs. Loman, Mrs. Loman!
HAPPY: Tell him what bappened!

BIFF, to Happy: Shut up and leave me alone!

wiLLY: No, no! You had to go and flunk math!

piFF: What math? What're you talking about?

YOUNG BERNARD: Mrs. Loman, Mrs. Loman!
Linda appears in the house, as of old.
wiLLY, wildly: Math, math. math!

piFF: Take it easy, Pop!
YOUNG BERNARD: Mrs. Loman!

WILLY, furiously: If you hadn’t flunked you'd've been set
by now!

BIPF: Now.look.l‘mpnmullyouwhlhnppeoed.md
you're going 0 listen to me.
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BIFF, Irying (o return 1o the offensive: Pop, look—

wiLLY: You know why he remembered you, don’t you?
Because you impressed him in those days.

BIFF: Let's talk quietly and get this down to the facts, huh?

WILLY, as though Biff had been interrupting: Well, what
happened? It’s great news, Biff. Did he take you into his
office or'd you talk in the waiting-room?

BIFF: Well, he came in, see, and—

WILLY, with a big smile: What'd he say? Betcha he threw
his arm around you.

BIFF: Well. he kinda—

wiLLY: He's a fine man. To Happy: Very hard man to see.
y’know.

HAPPY, agreeing: Oh, 1 know.

WILLY, ¢0 Bifj: Is that where you had the drinks?
BIFF: Yeah, he gave me a couple of—no, no!
HAPPY, cutting in: He told him my Florida idea.

wiLLY: Don’l interrupt. To Biff: How'd he react to the
Florida idea?

stFF: Dad, will you give me a minute to explain?

wiLLy: I've been waiting for you to explain since 1 sat
down here! What happened? He took you into his office
and what?

BiFF: Well—I talked. And-—and he listened, see.

wiLLY: Famous for the way be listens, y'know. What was
his answes?

orrP: His answer was— He breaks of], suddenly angry-
Dad, you're not lefting me tell you what 1 want to tell you!
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BIFF: Why don’t you jet me finish?

WILLY: I'm not interested in stories about the past or any
crap of that kind because the woods are burning, boys, you

understand? There’s a big blaze going on all around. 1 was
fired today. ’

BIFF, shocked: How could you be?

wiLLY: | was fired, and I'm looking for a little good news
to tell your mother, because the woman has waited and the
woman has suffered.” The gist of it is that I haven’t got a
story left in my head. Biff. So don't give me a lecture about
facts and aspects. 1 am nol interested. Now what've you
got to say to me?

Stanley enters with three drinks. They wait until he leaves.

wiLLY: Did you see Oliver?
‘anF: Jesus, Dad!

WwiLLY: You mean you didn’t go up there?

HAPPY: Sure he went up there.

BIFF: | did. l—saw him. How could they fire you?

WILLY, on the edge of his chair: What kind of a welcome
did he give you?

BIFF: He won't even let you work on commiission?

wiLLY: I'm out! Driving: So tell me, he gave you a warm
welcome?

HAPPY: Sure, Pop, sure!
BIFF, driven: Well, it was kind of—

wiLLy: | was wondering if he'd remember you. To Happy:
Imagine, man doesn’t see him for ten, twelve years and
gives him that kind of a welcome!

HAPPY: Damn right!
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sTANLEY: Doubles, right. He goes.
wnLy: You had a couple already, didn't you?
BIFF: Just a couple, yeah.

wiLLY: Well, what happened, boy? Nodding affirmatively,
with a smile: Everything go all right?

BIFF, takes a breath, then reaches out and grasps Willy's
hand: Pal . . . He is smiling bravely, and Willy is smiling
too. 1 had an experience today.

uarpry: Terrific, Pop.
wiLLY: That s0? What happened?

BIFF, high, slightly alcoholic, above the earth: I'm going to
tell you everything from first to last. It's been a strange
day. Silence. He looks around. composes himself as best
he can, but his breath keeps breaking the rhythm of his
voice. 1 had to wait quite a while for him, and—

wiLLy: Oliver?

BIFF: Yeah, Oliver. All day, as a matter of cold fact. And
a lot of—instances—facts, Pop, facts about my life came
back to me. Who was it, Pop? Who ever said 1 was a sales-
man with Oliver?

wiLLy: Well, you were.
BIFF: No, Dad, I was a shipping clerk.
wiLLY: But you were practically—

BIFF, with determination: Dad, 1 don’t know who said it
first, but | was never a salesman for Bill Oliver.

wiLLY: What're you talking about?

BIFF: Let’s hold on to the facts tonight, Pop. We're not
going (o get anywhere bullin’ around. 1 was a shipping
clerk.

wILLY, angrily: All right, now listen to me—
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eiFF: Hap, he's got to understand that I'm not the man
somebody lends that kind of money to. He thinks I've been
spiting him all these years and it's cating him up.

HAPPY: That'’s just it. You tell him something nice.
BiFF: [ can't.

HAPPY: Say you gol a lunch date with Oliver tomorrow.
BIFF: So what do I do tomorrow?

HAPPY: You leave the bouse tomorrow and come back at
night and say Oliver is thinking it over. And he thinks it
over for a couple of weeks, and gradually it fades away
and nobody’s the worse.

s1FF: But it'll go on forever!

HAarpPY: Dad is never so bappy as when he's looking for-
_ ward to something!

Willy enters.
HAPPY: Hello, scout!

wiLLY: Gee, ] haven’t been here in years!

Sianley has followed Willy in and sets a chair for him.
Stanley starts off but Happy stops him.

HAPPY: Stanley!
Stanley stands by. waiting for an order.

BIFF, going to Willy with guilt, as to an invalid: Sit down,
Pop. You want a drink?

WILLY: Sure, ] don’t mind.

BIFF: Let's get a load on.

wiLLY: You look worried.

81rr: N-no. To Stanley: Scotch all around. Make it doubles.
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HAPPY: You mean he wouldn't see you?

pIFfF: Well, | waited six hours for him, see? All day. Kept
sending my name in. Even tried to date his secretary so
she’d get me to him, but no soap.

HAPPY: Because you're not showin’ the old confidence, Biff.
He remembered you, didn't he?

BIFF, stopping Happy with a gesture: Finally, about five
o'clock, he comes out. Didn't remember who I was or any-
thing. 1 felt like such an idiot, Hap.

HAPPY: Did you tell him my Florida idea?

BiFF: He walked away. I saw him for one minute. [ got so
mad 1 could've torn the walls down! How the hell did 1
ever get the idea I was a salesman there? [ even believed
myself that I'd been a salesman for him! And then he gave
me one look and—I] realized what 8 ridiculous lie my
whole life has been! We've been talking in a dream for
fifteen years. I was a shipping clerk.

HarpPY: What'd you do?

BIFF, with great tension and wonder: Well, he left, see. And
the secretary went out. I was all alone in the waiting-room.
! don’t know what came over me. Hap. The pext thing I
know I'm in his office—paneled walls, everything. 1 can't
explain it. I—Hap, I took his fountain pen.

HarPY: Geez, did he catch you?

BIFF: | ran out. | ran down all eleven flights. 1 ran and
ran and ran.

HAPPY: That was an awful dumb—what’d you do that for?

BIFF, agonized: 1 don't know, 1 just—wanted to take some-

thing, 1 don’t know. You gotta help me, Hap, I'm gonna
tell Pop.

HAPPY: You crazy? What for?
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HAPPY. I'm telling you. Watch this. Turning to the Giri:
Honey? She turns to him. Are you busy?

GIRL: Well, | am . . . but 1 could make a phone call.

HappY: Do that, will you, boney? And see if you can get s
friend. We'll be here for a while. Biff is one of the greatest
football players in the country.

GIRL, standing up: Well, I'm certainly happy to meet you.
Harpry: Come back soon.

omL: I'll try.

HaPPY: Don't try, honey, try hard.

The Girl exits. Sianley follows, shaking his head in be-
wildered admiration.

HAPPY: Isn’t that a shame now? A beautiful gir! like that?
That's why I can’t get married. There’s not a good woman
. in a thousand. New York is loaded with them, kid!

BifF: Hap, look—
HaPPY: ] told you she was on call!

BIFF, strangely unnerved: Cut it out, will ya? I want to say
something to you.

HAPPY: Did you see Oliver?

tFF: | saw him all right. Now look, [ want to tell Dad a
couple of things and ] want you to help me.

HAPPY: What? Is he going to back you?

BIFE: Are you crazy? You're out of your goddam head,
you know that?

HAPPY: Why? What happened?

BIFF, breathlessly: 1 did a terrible thing today, Hap. It's
been the strangest day | ever went through. 'm all numb,
I swear.
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HarpY - | just got here. Uh, Miss—?
GIRL Forsythe.
HAPPY: Miss Forsythe, thus is my brother.
sirF : Is Dad bere?

uapey: His name is Biff. You might've heard of him. Great
football player.

cir1 . Really? What team?

HAPPY Are you familiar with football?

GIRL: No. I'm afraid I'm not.

uaPpY - Bifl 1s quarterback with the New York Giants.
GIRL - Well, that is nice. isn't it? She drinks.

HAPPY - Good health.

GIRL I'm happy to meet you.

HAPPY: That's my name. Hap. It’s really Harold, but at
West Point they called me Happy.

GIRL, now really impressed: Oh, | see. How do you do? She
turns her profile.

piFr: Isn’t Dad coming?
HAPPY: You want her?
BIFF: Oh, I could never make that.

HAPPY: | remember the time that idea would never come
into your head. Where's the old confidence, Biff?

BIFF: | just saw Oliver—

HapPy: Wait a minute. I've got to see that old confidence
again. Do you want her? She's on call.

8IFF: Oh, no. He turns 10 look at the Girl.
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STANLEY. going 10 the girl's table: Would you like a menu,
ma’am?

GIRL . I'm expecting someone, but 1I'd like a—

HAPPY: Why don’t you bring her—excuse me, miss, do you
mind? | sell champague. and I'd like you to try my brand.
Bring her a champagne, Stanley.

G1RL: That's awfully nice of you.

HarpY. Don’t mention . It's all company money. He
laughs.

GIRL - That’s a charming product to be selling. isn’t it?

HAPPY: Oh, gets to be like everything else. Selling is selling,
y'know.

GIRL : | suppose.
.HAPPY: You don't happen to sell. do you?
GIRL: No, I don't sell.

HAPPY: Would you object to a complhiment from a stranger?
You ought to be on a magazine cover.

GIRL, looking at him a little archly: 1 have been.
Stanley comes in with a glass of champagne.

HAPPY: What'd 1 say before, Stanley? You see? She's a
cover girl.

STANLEY: Oh, I could see. 1 could see.
HAPPY, (0 the Girl: What magazine?
OIRL: Oh, a lot of them. She takes the drink. Thank you.

HAPPY: You know what they say mn Fn.nce. don't yqu?
“Champagne is the drink of the complexion"—Hya, Bifl!

Biff has entered and sits with Happy.
Birr: Hello, kid. Sorry I'm late.
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he pulled off a big deal today. I think we're going into busi-
aess together.

STANLEY: Great! That's the best for you. Because a family
business, you know what 1 mean?—that's the best.

narry: That's what [ think.

STANLEY: Cause what's the difference? Somebody steals?
it’s in the family. Know what | mean? Sotto voce: Like this
bartender here. The boss is goin' crazy what kinda leak
he's got in the cash register. You put it in but it don’t come
out.

HAPPY, raising his head: Sh!

STANLEY: What?

HAPPY: You notice | wasn't lookin' right or left, was 1?
STANLEY: No.

HAPPY: And my eyes are closed.

STANLEY: So what's the—?

HAPPY: Strudel’s comin’.

STANLEY, catching on. looks around: Ah, no, there’s no—
He breaks off as a furred, lavishly dressed girl enters and
sits at the next table. Both follow her with their eyes.
STANLEY: Geez, how'd ya know?

HAPPY: | got radar or something. Staring directly at her
profile: 00000000 . . . Stanley.

STANLEY: | think that's for you, Mr. Loman.
HAPPY: Look at that mouth. Oh, God. And the binoculars.

STANLEY: Geez, you got a life, Mr. Loman.
HAPPY: Walt on her.
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HAPPY, glancing around: Ob, this is better.

STANLEY: Sure, in the front there you're in the middle of
all kinds a noise. Whenever you got a party, Mr. Loman,
you just tell me and I'lt put you back here. Y’know, there's
a lotta people they don't like it private, becausec when they
go out they like to see a lotta action around them because
they're sick and tired to stay in the house by theirself. But
1 know you, you ain't from Hackensack. You know what 1
mean?

HAPPY, sitting down:So how's it coming, Stanley?

STANLEY: Ah, it's a dog's life. 1 only wish during the war
they'd a took me in the Army. | coulda been dead by now.

HAPPY: My brother’s back, Stanley.
STANLEY: Oh, he come back, heh? From the Far West.

HAPPY Yeah, big cattle man. my brother. so treat him right
 And my (ather’s coming t00.

sTANLEY: Oh, your father too’

HAPPY: You got a couple of nice lobsters?
sTANLEY: Hundred per cent, big.

HAPPY: | want them with the claws.

STANLEY: Don't worry, 1 dont give you no mice. Happy
laughs. How about some wine? 1t'll put a head on the meal.

HAPPY: No. You remember, Stanley, that recipe 1 brought
you from overseas? With the champagne in it?

STANLEY: Oh, yeah, sure. 1 still got it tacked up yet in the
kitchen. But that'll have to cost a buck apiece anyways.

#apPPY: That's all right.
STANLEY: What'd you, hit a number or somethin™
mAppy: No, it's a little celebration. My brother is—1 think
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wiLLY: [ can't work for you, that’s all, don't ask me why.

CHARLEY, angered, takes out more bills: You been jealous
of me all your life, you damned fool! Here, pay your in-
surance. He puts the money in Willy's hand.

wiLLY: I'm keeping strict accounts.

CHARLEY: T've got some wark to do. Take care of your-
seif. And pay your insurance.

WILLY, moving to the right: Funny, y'’know? After all the
highways, and the trains, and the appointments, and the
years, you end up worth more dead than alive.

cuarLey: Willy, nobody's worth nothin’ dead. After a
slight pause: Did you hear what 1 said?

Willy stands still. dreaming.
CHARLEY: Willy!

wILLY: Apologize to Bernard for mc when you see him. |
didn’t mean to argue with him. He’s a fine boy. They're all
fine boys, and eney'll end up big—all of them. Someday
they'll all play tennis together. Wish me luck, Charley. He
saw Bill Oliver today.

cHARLEY: Good luck.

WILLY, on the verge of tears: Charley, you're the only
friend I got. Isn't that a remarkable thing? He goes our.

CHARLEY: Jesus!

Charley siares after him a moment and follows. All light
blacks out. Suddenly raucous music is heard, and a red
glow rises behind the screen at right. Stanley, a young
walter, appears, carrying a table, followed by Happy, who
s carrying two chalrs.

STANLRY, putting the table down: That's all right, Mr. Lo-
opn, I can handle it myself. He turns and takes the chairs
from Happy and places them a1 the 1able.
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cuAnLeY : [ am offering you a job.
wiLLY: | don’t want your goddam job!
CHARLEY: When the hell are you going to grow up?

WILLY, furiously: You big ignoramus, if you say that to me
again I'll rap you one! I don’t care how big you are! He's
ready 1o fight.

Pause.

CHARLEY, kindly, going 10 him: How much do you need,
Willy?

wiLLY: Charley, I'm strapped, I'm strapped. 1 dont know
what to do. | was just fired.

CHARLEY: Howard fired you?

wiLLY: That snotnose. Imagine that? ] pamed him. |
‘named bim Howard.

CHARLEY: Willy, when're you gonna realize that them
things don’t mean anything? You named him Howard, but
you can't sell that. The only thing you got in this world is
what you can sell. And the funny thing is that you're a
salesman, and you don't know that.

wiLLY: I've always tried to think otherwise, I guess. | al-
ways felt that if a man was impressive, and well liked, that
nothing—

CHARLEY: Why must everybody like you? Who liked J. P.
Morgan? Was he impressive? In a Turkish bath he'd look
like a butcher. But with his pockets on he was very well
liked. Now listen, Willy. 1 know you don like me, and
nobody can say I'm in love with you, but I'll give you a
job because—just for the bell of it. put it that way. Now
what do you say?

wiLLY: |—I just can't work for you, Charley.
CHARLEY: What're you, jeslous of me?
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CHARLEY: My salvation is that I mever took any interest in
anything. There's some money—fifty dollars. 1 got an ac-
countant inside.

wiLLY: Charley, fook . . . With difficulty: | got my insur-
ance to pay. If you can manage #—I need a hundred and
ten dollars.

Charley doesn't reply for a moment. merely stops moving.

wiLLY: ['d draw it from my bank but Linda would know.
and § . .

CHARLEY: Sit down, Willy.

WILLY. moving toward the chair: 'm keeping an account
of everything. remember. I'll pay every penny back. He sirs

CHARLEY: Now listen to me, Willy.
wiLLY: | want you to know | appreciate . . .

CHARLEY, silting down on the table: Willy, what're you
doin’? What the hell is goin’ on i your head?

wiLLY: Why? I'm simply . . .

CHARLEY: | offered you a job. You can make fifty dollars a
week. And | won’t send you on the road.

wiLLY: I've got a job.

CHARLEY: Without pay? What kind of a job is a job with-
out pay? He rises. Now, look. kid. enough 1s enough. I'm
no genius but 1 know when I'm being insulted.

wiLLy: Insulted!

cHarLEY: Why don’t you want to work for me?

wiLLy: What's the matter with you? I’ve got a job.
cHarLEY: Then what're you walkin' in here every wegk for?

WILLY, getting up: Well, if you dont want me to walk in
here—
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CHARLEY: Hey, you're going to miss that train. He waves
the bottle

AERNARD: Yeah. I'm going. He takes the boitle. Thanks,
Pop. He picks up his rackets and bag. Good-by, Willy, and
don’t worry about it. You know. “If at first you don't suc-
ceed . "

WILLY  Yes. | believe in that

BERNARD: But sometimes. Willy, it’s better for a man just
to walk away

wiLLY - Walk awas”
BERNARD: That's nght.
wiLLY: But it you can't walk away?

BERNARD, after a slight pause: | guess that’s when it’s tough.
.Extending his hand: Good-by. Willv

WILLY. shaking Bernard s hand- Good-by, boy.

CHARLEY . an arm on Bernard's shoulder: How do you like
this kid? Gonna argue a case in front of the Supreme Court.

BERNARD, protesting: Pop'

WILLY, genruineh shocked. pained. and happy: No' The
Supreme Court!

BERNARD: | gotta run. 'By. Dad!
CHARLEY. Knock 'em dead. Bernard'
Bernard goes off.

WILLY, as Charley takes out his wallet: The Supreme Court!
And he didn’t even mention it!

CHARLEY, counting out money on the desk: He don’t have
to—he's gonna do it.

WILLY: And you never told him what to do, did you? You
never took any interest in him.
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disappeared from the block for aimost a month. And 1 got
the idea that he'd gone up to New England 1o see you. Did
he have a talk with you then?

Willy stares in silence.
BERNARD: Willy?

WILLY, with a strong edge of resentment in his voice: Yeah,
he came to Boston. What about it?

BERNARD: Well, just that when he came back—I'll never
forget this, it always mystifies me. Because I'd thought so
well of Biff, even though he’d always taken advantage of
me. [ loved him, Willy, y'’know? And be came back after
that month and took his sneakers—remember those sneak-
ers with “University of Virginia™ printed on them? He was
so proud of those, wore them every day. And he took them
down in the cellar, and burned them up in the fumace. We
had a fist fight. It lasted at least half an hour. Just the two
of us. punching each other down the cellar., and crying
right through it. I've often thought of how strange it was
that | knew he'd given up his life What happened in Bos-
ton, Willy?

W illy looks ar him as at an infruder.
BERNARD: 1 just bring it up because you asked me.

wiLLY, angrily: Nothing. What do you mean, “What hap-
pened”” What's that got to do with anything?

BERNARD: Well, don't get sore.

wiLLy: What are you trying to do, blame it on me? If a
boy lays down is that my fault?

BERNARD: Now, Willy, don’t get—

wiLLy: Well, don't——don’t talk to me that way! What does
that mean, “What happened””

Charley enters. He is in his vest, and he carries a bottle of
bourbon.
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BERNARD: Oh, the hell with the advice, Willy. 1 couldn’t
advise you. There’s just one thing I've always wanted to

ask you. When he was supposed to graduate, and the math
teacher flunked him—

wiLLY: Oh, that son-of-a-bitch ruined his life.

BERNARD: Yeah, but, Willy, all he had to do was go to
summer school and make up that subject.

wiLLY: That's right, that’s right.

BERNARD: Did you tell him not fo go to summer school?
wiLLY: Me? 1 begged him to go. 1 ordered him to go!
BERNARD: Then why wouldn't he go?

wiLLY: Why? Why! Bernard, that question has been trail-
ing me like a ghost for the last fifteen years. He flunked the
. subject, and laid down and died like a hammer hit him!

BERNARD: Take it casy, kid.

wiLLY: Let me talk to you—I got nobody to talk to. Ber-
nard, Bernard, was il my fault? Y'see? It keeps going

around in my mind, maybe 1 did something to him. I got
nothing to give him.

BERNARD: Don'lt take il so hard.

WwWiLLY: Why did he lay down? What is the story there?
You werc his friend!

BERNARD: Willy, 1 remember, it was June, and our grades
came out. And he'd flunked math.

wiLLY: That son-of-a-bitch!

BERNARD: No, it wasn't right then. Biff just got very angry,
1 remember, and he was ready to enroll in summer school.

WILLY, surprised: He was?

BEENaRn: Ha waen’'t heaten by it at all. Rut then Willy ha
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SERNARD: That's right. Our second.
wiLLy: Two boys! What do you know!
BERNARD: What kind of a deal has Biff got?

wiLLy: Well, Bill Oliver—very big sporting-goods man—
he wants Biff very badly. Called him in from the West.
Long distance, carte blanche, special deliveries. Your
friends have their own private teanis court?

BERNARD: You still with the old firm, Willy?

WILLY, after a pause: 'm—I'm overjoyed to see how you
made the grade, Bernard, overjoyed. It's an encouraging
thing to see a young man really—really— Looks very good
for Biff—very— He breaks off, then: Bernard— He is so

Jull of emotion. he breaks off again.

BERNARD: What is it, Willy?

wILLY, small and alone: What—what's the secret?
BERNARD: What secret?

wiLLY: How—how did you? Why didn’t he ever catch on?
BERNARD: | wouldn't know that, Willy.

WILLY, confidentially, desperately: You were his friend, his
boyhood friend. There’s something 1 don’t understand
sbout it. His life ended after that Ebbets Ficld game. From
the age of seventeen nothing good ever happened to him.

BERNARD: He never trained himself for anything.

wiLLy: But he did, he did. Afier high school he took 0
many correspondence courses. Radio mechanics; television:
God knows what, and never made the slightest mark.

BERNARD, faking off kis glasses: Willy, do you want to talk
candidly?

WILLY, rising, feces Bernard: 1 regard you as a very bril-
liant man, Bernard. | value your advice.
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wiLLy. Not much any more, Jenny. Ha, ha! He is surprised
10 see the rackets.

BERNARD: Hello, Uncle Willy.

wiLLY. almost shocked: Bernard! Well. look who's here!
He comes quickly, guiltilv, to Bernard and warmly shakes
his hand.

BERNARD: How are you? Good 1o see you.
wiLLy  What are you doing here?

BERNARD: Oh, just stopped by to see Pop. Get off my feet
till my train leaves. I'm going to Washington in a few
minutes.

wiLLY: Is he in?

BERNARD: Yes, he's in his office with the accountant. Sit
down.

wILLY, sitting down: What're you going to do in Washing-
ton?

BERNARD: Oh, just a case I've got there, Willy.

wiLLY: That so? Indicating the rackeis: You going to play
tennis there?

BERNARD: I'm staying with a friend who’s got a court.

wiLLY: Don't say. His own tennis court. Must be fine peo-
ple, | bet.

BERNARD: They are, very nice. Dad tells me Biff's in town.

WLLLY, with a big smile: Yeah, Biff's in. Working on a very
big deal, Bernard.

BERNARD: What's Biff doing?

wiLLY: Well, he’s been doing very big things in the West.
But he decided to establish himself here. Very big. We're
having dinner. Did I hear your wife had a boy?



DEATH OF A SALESMAN Q¢

around the left corner of the stage. Willy follows him. Th:
music rises 1o a mocking frenzy.

WILLY: Who the hell do you think you are, better than
everybody else? You don’t know everything, you big, igno-
rant, stupid . . . Put up your hands!

Light rises. on the right side of the forestage, on a smali
table in 1he reception room of Charley's office. Traffic
sounds are heard. Bernard, now mature, sits whistling to
himself. A pair of tennis rackets and an overnight bag are
on the floor beside him.

WILLY, offsiage: What are you walking away for? Don't
walk away! If you're going to say something say it to my
face! 1 know you laugh at me behind my back. You'll laugh
out of the other side of your goddam face sfter this game.
Touchdown! Touchdown! Eighty thousand people! Touch-
down! Right between the goal posts.

Bernard is a quiet. earnest, but self-assured young man.
Willy's voice is coming from right upstage now. Bernard
lowers his feet off the table and listens. Jenny, his father's
secretary, enters.

JENNY, distressed: Say, Bernard, will you go out in the hall?
BERNARD: What is that noise? Who is it?

JENNY: Mr. Loman. He just got off the elevator.

BERNARD, getting up: Who's he arguing with?

JENNY: Nobody. There's nobody with him. ] can't deal
with him any more, and your father gets all upset every-
time he comes. I've got a lot of typing to do, and your
father's waiting to sign it. Will you see him?

wiLLY, entering: Touchdown! Touch— He sees Jenny.
Jenny, Jenny, good to see you. How're ya? Workin’? Or
still honest?

JENNY: Fine. How've you been feeling?
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CHARLEY: No. Linda, what’s goin' on?
LINDA: He's playing in Ebbets Field.
CHARLEY: Baseball in this weather?

wiLLY: Don't talk to him. Come on. come on! He is push-
ing them out.

CHARLEY: Wait a minute, didn’t you hear the news?
wiLLY: What?

CHARLEY: Don't you listen o the radio? Ebbets Field just
blew up.

wiLLY: You go to hell! Charley laughs. Pushing them oui:
Come on, come on! We're late.

CHARLEY, as they go: Knock a homer. Biff, knock a homer!

WILLY, fthe last 10 leave. turning to Charley: 1 don't think
that was funny, Charley. This is the greatest day of his life.

CHARLEY: Willy, when are you going to grow up?

wiLLY: Yeah. heh? When this game is over, Charley, you'll
be laughing out of the other side of your face. They'll be
calling him another Red Grange. Twenty-five thousand a
year.

CHARLEY, kidding: Is that so?
WILLY: Yeah, that's so.

CHARLEY: Well, then, I'm sorry, Willy. But tell me some-
thing.

wiLLY: What?
CHARLEY: Who is Red Grange?

wILLY: Put up your hands. Goddam you, put up your
hands!

Charley, chuckling, shakes his head and walks away,
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BIFF, grandly, after a slight pause:-Let him carry the shoul-
der guards.

HAPPY, as he gives Bernard the shoulder guards: Stay close
to us now.

‘Willy rushes in with the pennants.

WwWILLY. handing them out: Everybody wave when Biff
comes out on the field. Happy and Bernard run off. You set
now, boy?

The music has died away.
BIFF: Ready to go, Pop. Every muscle is ready

WILLY, a! the edge of the apron: You realize what this
means?

8IFF: That's right, Pop.

WwILLY, feeling Bifl's muscles: You're comin’ bome this
afternoon captain of the All-Scholastic Championship
Team of the City of New York.

BIFF: 1 got il, Pop. And remember, pal, when 1 take off m:
helmet, that touchdown is for you.

WILLY: Let’s go! He is starting out. with his arm around
Biff, when Charley enters, as of old, in knickers. | got no
room for you, Charley.

CHARLEY: Room? For what?
wiLLY: In the car.

CHARLEY: You goin’ for a ride? | wanted to shoot some
casino.

WILLY, furiously: Casino! Incredulously: Don't you realize
what today is?

UINDA: Oh, he knows, Willy. He's just kidding you.
WiLLY: That's nothing to kig about!
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WILLY: Ben, am 1 right? Don't you think I'm right? 1 value
your advice.

SEN: There’s a new continent at your doorstep, William.
You could walk out rich. Rich! He is gone.

wiLLy: We'll do it here, Ben! You hear me? We're gonna
do it here!

Young Bernard rushes in. The gay music of the Boys is
heard.

BERNARD: Ok, gee. I was afraid you left already!
wiLLy: Why? What time s it?
BERNARD: It’s half-past one!

wiLLy: Well, come on. everybody! Ebbets Field next stop!
Where's the pennants? He rushes through the wall-line of
the kitchen and out into the living-room.

LINDA, fo Biff: Did you pack fresh underwear?

BIFF, who has been limbering up: 1 want to go!
BERNARD: Bifl, I'm carrying your helmet, ain’t 17
HAPPY: No, I'm carrying the heimer.

BERNARD: Oh, Biff, you promised me.

MAPPY: I'm carrying the heimet.

BERNARD: How am I going to get in the locker room?

LINDA: Let him carry the shoulder guards. She puis her
coat and hat on in the kischen.

BERNARD: Can I, Biff? ‘Cause I told everybody I'm going to
be in the locker room.

HAPPY: In Ebbets Field it's the clubhouse.
BERNARD: | meant the clubhouse. Bifl!

Harry: Biff!
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meEN: What are you building? Lay your hand on it. Where
is it?
wiLLY, hesitantly: That's true, Linda, there’s nothing.

LINDA: Why? To Ben: There's a man eighty-four years
old—

wiLLy: That's right, Ben, that's right. When | look at that
man | say, what is there to worry about?

BEN: Bah'

wiLLY: It's true, Ben. All he has to do is go into any city.
pick up the phone, and he’s making his living and you
know why?

BEN, picking up his valise: I've got to go.
WwILLY, holding Ben back: Look at this boy!

Bifi. in his high school sweater. enters carrying suitcase.
Happy carries Biff's shoulder guards. gold helmet, and
football pants.

wiLLY: Without a penny to his name, three great univer-
sities are begging for him. and from there the sky’s the
limit, because it's not what you do, Ben. It’s who you know
and the smile on your face! It’s contacts, Ben, contacts! The
whole wealth of Alaska passes over the lunch table at the
Commodore Hotel. and that’s the wonder, the wonder of
this country, that 8 man can end with diamonds here on
the basis of being liked! He turns ro Biff. And that's why
when you get out on that field today it's important. Because
thousands of people will be rooting for you and loving you.
To Ben, who has again begun to leave: And Ben! when he
walks into a business office his name will sound out like a
bell and all the doors will open to him! I've seen it, Ben,
I've seen it a thousand times! You can't feel it with your
hand like timber, but it's there!

BEN: Good-by. William.
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®EN: Now, look here, William. T've bought timberland in
Alaska and | need a man to look after things for me.

wiLLy: God, timberland! Me and my boys in those grand
outdoors!

BEN: You've a new continent at your doorstep, William.
Get out of these cities, they're full of talk and time pay-
ments and courts of iaw. Screw on your fists and you can
fight for a fortune up there.

wiLLY: Yes, yes! Linda, Linda'
Linda enters as of old, with the wash.

LINDA: Oh, you're back?
8EN: | haven't much time.

~wiLLY: No, wait! Linda, he's got a proposition, for me in
Alaska.

LINDA: But you've got— To Ben: He's got a beautiful job
here.

WILLY: But in Alaska, kid, 1 could—
LINDA: You're doing well enough, Willy!
BEN, /0 Linda: Enough for what, my dear?

LINDA, frightened of Ben and angry at him: Don't say those
things to him! Enough to be happy right here, right now.
To Willy, while Ben laughs: Why must everybody conquer
the world? You're well liked, and the boys love you, and
wmeday—to Ben—why, old man Wagner told him just the
other day that if he keeps it up he'll be a member of the
firm, dido’t he, Willy?

wiLLY: Sure, sure. 1 am building something with this firm,
Ben, and if & man is building something he must be on the
right track, mustn’t he?
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wiLLY: Oh, no question, no question, but in the mean-
time - ..

nowarD: Then that's that, heh?

wiLLy: All right, I'll go to Boston tomorrow.

HowaARD: No, no.

wiLLy: | can’t throw myself on my sons. I'm not a cripple!
wowARrD: Look, kid, I'm busy this morning.

WwiLLY, grasping Howard's arm: Howard, you've got to let
me go to Boston'

HOWARD, hard. keeping himself under conirol: I've got a
linc of people to see this moming. Sit down, take five min-
utes, and pull yourself together, and then go home, will ya”
| need the office, Willy. He siarts 10 go, turns, remembering
the recorder, starts to push off the table holding the re-
corder. Oh, yeah. Whenever you can this week, stop by and
drop off the samples. You'll feel better, Willy. and then
come back and we'll talk. Pull yourself together, kid.
there’s people dutside.

Howard exits, pushing the iable of] lefi. Willy stares into
spacc. exhausted. Now the music is heard—Ben's music—
first distantly, then closer, closer. As Willy speaks, Ben en-
ters from the right. He carries valise and umbrella.

wiLLY: Oh, Ben, how did you do it? What is the answer?
Did you wind up the Alaska dea! already?

BEN: Doesn’t take much time if you know what you're do-
ing. Just a short business trip. Boarding ship in an hour.
Wanted to say good-by.

wiLLY: Ben, I've got (o talk to you.
BEN, glancing at his watch: Haven't the time, William.

WILLY, crossing the apron to Ben: Ben, vothing's working
out. | don’t kanow what to do.
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WILLY, leaping away with frighi. shouting: Ha' Howard!
Howard' Howard'

HOWARD, rushing in- What happened?

WILLY,. poiniing at the machine, which continues nasally.
childishly, with the capital cities: Shut it off! Shut it off!

HOWARD, pulling the plug our: Look, Willy . . .

WILLY pressing his hards 10 his eyes: 1 gotta get myself
some coffee. I'll get some coffee . . .

Wil staris to walk out. Howard stops him.
HOWARD., rolling up the cord: Willy, look . . .
wiLLy. I'll go to Boston.

HOWARD: Willy, you can’t go to Boston for us.
wil LY Why can’t 1 go?

Howarp. 1 don’t want vou to represent us. I've been mean-
ing to tell vou for a long time now.

wiLLyY Howard, are you firing me?
HOWARD: | think you need a good long rest, Willy.
witLy. Howard—

HOWARD: And when you fecl better, come back, and we’ll
see if we can work something out.

wiLLy But | gotta earn money, Howard. I'm in no posi-
tion to—

HOWARD: Where are vour sons? Why don't your sons give
vou a hand?

wiLLY: They're working on a very big deal.

HowarD: This is no time for false pride, Willy. You go to
your sons and you tell them that you're tired. You've got
two great boys. haven't vou?
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WILLY, desperation 1s on him now Howard. the vear Al
Smith was nominated. vour father came to me and- -

HOWARD. starting 1o go of]: I've got 10 see some people, kid.

WILLY. stapping him: I'm talking abowt your father' There
were promises made across this desk! You musin’t tell me
you've got people 1o see—Il put thirty-four years into this
firm. Howard. and now | can’t pay mv insurance' You
can’t eat the orange and throw the pecl away—a man is not
a piece ol fruit' After a pause: Now pay attention. Your
father—in 1928 1 had a big year. 1 averaged a hundred
and seventy dollars a week in commissions.

HOWARD. imnpatiently Now. Willy. you never averaged—

WILLY, banging his hand on the desk | averaged a hundred
and seventy dollars a week in the vear of 1928' And your
father came to me——or rather. 1 was in the office here—it
was right over this desk—and he put his hand on my
shoulder—

HOWARD, getting up. You'll have to excuse me, Willy, |
gotta see some people. Pull yoursell together. Going our.
U'll be back in a little while.

On Howard's exit, the light on his chair grows very bright
and strange.

WiLLY: Pull myself together! What the hell did | say to
him? My God. | was yelling at him! How could 1' Willy
breaks off. staring at the light. which occupies the chair.
animating it. He approaches this chair. standing across the
desk from i1. Frank, Frank, don't you remember what you
told me that time? How you put your hand on my shoul-
der, and Frank . . He leans on the desk and as he speaks
the dead man’s mame he accidentally switches on the re-
corder, and instantly

HOWARD'S SON: “. . . of New York is Albany. The capital
of Ohio is Cincinnati, the capital of Rhode Island is . . .

The recitation continues.
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ROWARD, barely interested: Don't say.

wiLLy: Oh, yeah, my father lived many years in Alaska
He was an adventurous man. We've got quite a little streak
of seif-reliance in our family. 1 thought I'd go out with my
older brother and try to locate him, and maybe settie in the
North with the old man. And 1 was almost decided to go.
when | met a salesman in the Parker House. His name was
Dave Singleman. And he was eighty-four years old, and
he'd drummed merchandise in thirty-one states. And old
Dave, he’'d go up to his room, y'understand, put on his
green velvet slippers—T'll never forget—and pick up his
phone and call the buyers, and without ever leaving his
room, at the age of eighty-four. he made his living. And
when | saw that. I realized that selling was the greatest ca-
reer a man could want. "Cause what could be more satisfy-
ing than to be able to go, at the age of eighty-four. into
twenty or thirty different cities, and pick up a phone, and be
- remembered and loved and helped by so many different
people? Do you know? when he died—and by the way he
died the death of a salesman, in his green velvet slippers in
the smoker of the New York, New Haven and Hartford,
going into Boston—when he died. hundreds of salesmen
and buyers were at his funeral. Things were sad on a lofta
trains for months after that. He stands up. Howard has
not looked at him. In those days there was personality
in it. Howard. There was respect. and comradeship, and
gratitude in it. Today, it's all cut and dried. and there’s
no chance for bringing friendship to bear—or per-
sonality. You see what | mean? They don't know me
any more.

HOWARD, moving away. (o the right: That's just the thing,
Willy.

wiLLY: If I had forty dollars a week—that's all I'd need.
Forty dollars, Howard.

HOWARD: Kid.lan\ukebloodﬂunaﬂone.l—
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road man, Willy. and we do a road business. We've only
got a half-dozen salesmen on the floor here.

wiLLY: God knows, Howard. 1 never asked a favor of any
man. But 1 was with the irm when your father used to
carry you in here in his arms.

HOWARD: | know that. Willy, but—

wiLLY: Your father came to me the day you were born
and asked me what [ thought of the name of Howard. may
he rest in peace.

HOWARD: | appreciate that, Willy, but there just is no spot
here for you. If ] had a spot 1'd slam you right in, but 1 just
don't have a single solitary spot.

fie looks for his lighter. Willy has picked it up and gives it
10 him. Pause.

WILLY, with increasing anger: Howard, all 1 need to set my
table is fifty dollars a week

sowarD: But whore am 1 going to put you, kid?

wiLLY: Look. it isn't a question of whetber | can self mer-
chandise, is it?

HOWARD: No, but it's a business, kid. and everybody's gotta
pull his own weight.

WiLLY. desperately: Just let me tell you a story, Howard—
HOWARD: ‘Cause you gotta admit, business is business.

WILLY, angrily: Business is definitely business, but just lis-
ten for a minute. You don't understand this. When | was a
boy—eighteen, nineteen—I was already on the road. And
there was & question in my mind as to whether selling had
a future for me. Because in those days I had a yearning to
go to Alaska. See, there were three gold strikes in one
month in Alaske. and I felt like going out. Just for the ride.
you might say.
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HOWARD: Don’t you have a radio n the car?

wiLLY: Well, yeah, but who ever thinks of turning it on?
HOWARD: Say, aren't you supposed to be in Boston?

wiLLY: That’s what | want to talk to you about, Howard.
You got a minute? He draws a chair in from the wing.

HOWARD: What happened? What're you doing here?
wiLLy: Well . ..

HOWARD: You didn’t crack up again, did you?
wiLLY: Oh, no. No .

HOWARD: Geez, you had me worried there for a minute.
What's the trouble?

wiLLY: Well, tell you the truth, Howard. I've come to the
decision that I'd rather not travel any more.

HOWARD: Not travel! Well, what'll you do?

wiLLY: Remember, Christmas time, when you had the
party here? You said you'd try to think of some spot for
me here in town.

HOWARD: With us?
wiLLY: Well, sure.

HOWARD: Oh, yeah, yeah | remember. Well, I couldn't
think of anything for you, Willy.

wiLLy: 1 tell ya, Howard. The kids are all grown up,
y’know. I don't need much any more. If I could take home
—well, sixty-five dollars a week, 1 could swing it.

HOWARD: Yeah, but Willy, see 1—

wiLLyY: | tell ya why, Howard Speaking frankly and be-
tween the two of us, y'’know—I"m just a little tired.

HOWARD: Oh, I could understand that, Willy. But you're a
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sus son  “It's nine o'clock. Bulova waich ime So | have W

gotoaleep
wiLLY: That really is—

WOWARD: Wait 3 minute! The next is my wife.

They wait.

HOWARD'S VOICE: “Go on. say something * Pause “Wen.
you gonna talk?”

wiFe. “l can't think of anything.”

HWOWARD'S VOICE: “Well, talk—it’s twuning.”

urs wire, shyly. beaten: “Hello = Silence “Oh. Howard, 1
can't talk into this . . .~

HOWARD, snapping the machine of}: That was my wife.
wiLLY: That is s wonderful machine. Can we—

sowaRrD: | tell you, Willy, f'm gonna take my camera, snd
my bandsaw, and all my hobbies, and out they go. This is
the most fascinsung relaxation 1 ever found.

wiLry: | think I'll get one myself.

#owARD: Sure, they're only a hundred and a half. You
can’t do without it. Supposing you wanna hear Jack Benny,
see? But you can't be at home at that hour. So you tell the
maid to turn the radio on when Jack Benny comes on, and
this automatically goes on with the radio . . .

wiLLY: And when you come home you . .

HowanD: You can come home twelve o'clock. one o'clock.
any time you like, and you get yourself a Coke and sil
younelf down, throw the switch, and there's Jack Benny's
program in the middle of the night!

wiLLY: I'm definitely going to get one. Because lots of time
I'm on the road, and | think to myself, what 1 must be
missing on the radio!
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wiLLY: What do you do with it?

s#owaArD: [ bought it for dictation, but you can do anything
with it. Listen to this. [ had it home last night. Listen to
what | picked up. The first one is my daughter. Get this.
He flicks the switch and “Roll out the Barrel” is heard
being whistled. Listen to that kid whistle.

wirLy: That is lifelike, isn't it?
HOWARD: Seven years old. Get that toue.
wiLLY: Ts, ts. Like to ask a little favor if you . . .

The whistling breaks off, and the voice of Howard's daugh-
ter is heard.

HIS DAUGHTER: “Now you, Daddy.”

HOWARD: She's crazy for me! Again the same song is
whistled. That's me! Ha! He winks.

wiLLY: You're very good'

The whistling breaks off again. The machine runs silent for
a moment.

HOWARD: Sh! Get this now, this is my son.

s soN: “The capital of Alabama is Monigomery; the
capital of Arizona is Phoenix; the capital of Arkansas
Little Rock; the capital of California is Sacramento . . ."
and on, and on. '

HOWARD, holding up five fingers: Five years old, Willy!
wiLLY: He'll make an announcer some day!
HI8 80N, continuing: “The capital . . ."

HowARD: Get that—alphabetical order! The machine breaks
off suddenly. Wait a minute. The maid kicked the plug out.

wWILLY: [t certainly is a—
wowarp: Sh, for God's sake!
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ing. it’s just that I'd hoped he’d taken it away himself. Oh,
I'm not worried, darling, because this morning he left in
such high spirits, it was like the old days! I'm not afraid any
more. Did Mr. Oliver see you? . . . Well, you wait there
then. And make a nice impression on him, darling. Just
don’t perspire too much before you see him. And have a
nice time with Dad. He may have big news too! . . . That’s
right. a New York job. And be sweet to him tonight, dear.
Be loving to him. Because he's only a little boat looking for
a harbor. She is trembling with sorrow and joy. Oh, that's
wonderful, Biff. you'll save his life. Thanks, darling. Just
put your arm around him when he comes into the restau-
rant. Give him a smile That’s the boy Good-by. dear

You got your comb? . . That's fine. Good-by, Biff
dear

In the middie of her speech. Howard Wagner, thirty-six.
wheels on o small typewriter table on which i1s a wire-
recording machine and proceeds 1o plug it in This is on the
left forestage Lighl slowly fades on Linda as 1t rises on
Howard. Howard is intent on threading the machine and
only glances over his shoulder as Willy appears

wiLlY - Pst! Pst'
HOWARD. Hello, Willy, come in.
wiLLY: Like to have a little talk with you, Howard.

HOWARD: Sorry to keep you waiting. I'll be with you in a
minute.

wILLY: What's that. Howard?
HoWARD: Didn't you ever see one of these? Wire recorder
wiLLY: Oh, Can we talk a minute?

HOWARD: Records things. Just got delivery yesterday. Been
driving me crazy, the most terrific machine 1 ever saw in
my life. { was up all night with it.
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WILLY, feels for them. then comes back in. Yeah, yeah. got
my glasses.

LINDA, giving him the handkerchief: And a handkerchief
WiLLY: Yeab, handkerchief.

LINDA: And your saccharine?

wiLLY: Yeah. my saccharine.

LINDA: Be careful on the subway stairs.

She kisses him, and a silk stocking is seen hanging from her
hand. Willy notices it.

wiLLY: Will you stop mending stockmgs? At least while
I'm in the house. It gets me nervous. I can't tell you. Please.

Linda hides the stocking in her hand as she follows Willy
across the forestage in front of the house

LiNDA: Remember, Frank's Chop House.

WILLY, passing the apron: Maybe beets would grow out
there.

LINDA, laughing: But you tried so many times.

wiLLY: Yeah. Well, don't work hard today. He disappears
around the right corner of the house.

LINDA . Be careful!

As Willy vanishes, Linda waves to him_ Suddenly the phone
rings. She runs across the stage and into the kitchen and
lifts is.

LINDA: Hello? Oh, Biff! I'm so glad you called. | just

Yu.m.ljw_toldhim.Yu.he'llbetbeltfordinneral
six o'clock. | didn’t forget. Listen, | was just dying to tell
you. You know that little rubber pipe 1 told you about?
That he connected to the gas hester? 1 finally decided to go
down the cellar this moming and take it away and destroy
it. But iPs'gone! Imagine? He took it away himself, it isn't
there! She listens. When? Oh. then you took it. Ob—noth-
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wiLLY: All the cement, the lumber, the reconstruction [ put
in this house! There ain't a crack to be found in it any
more

LINDA: Well, it served its purpose.
wiLLY: What purpose? Some strangerll come along, move

in, and that’s that. If only Biff would take this house, and
raise a family . . . He starts (o go. Good-by, I'm late.

LINDA, suddenly remembering: Ob, |1 forgot! You're sup-
posed to meet them for dinner.

WILLY: Me?

LINDA: At Frank's Chop House on Forty-eighth near Sixth
Avenue.

wiLLY: [s that so! How about you?

LINDA: No, just the three of you. They're gonna blow you
to a big meal!

wiLLY: Don't say! Who thought of that?

LNDA: Biff came to me this momiong, Willy, and he said.
“Tell Dad, we want to blow him to a big meal.” Be there
six o'clock. You and your two boys are going to have
dinner.

wiLLY: Gee whiz! That's really somethin’. I'm gonaa knock
Howard for s loop, kid. I'll get an advance, and I'll come
home with a New York job. Goddammit, now I'm gonna
do it!

LINDA: Oh, that’s the spirit, Willy!
wiLLy: | will never get behind a wheel the rest of my life!
LINDA: It's changing, Willy, 1 can feel it changing!

wiLLY: Beyond a question. G'dy, I'm late. He starts t0 80
again.

LINDA, calling after kim as she runs to the kitchen table for
a handkerchief: You got your glasses?
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wiLLY. That's a hundred .7

LINDA. A hundred and cight, sixty-eight. Because we're a
little short again.

WILLY: Why are we short?
LINDA: Well, you had the motor jobonthe car . . .
wiLLy: That goddam Studebaker!

LINDA: And you got one more payment on the refrigera-
tor ...

wiLLY: But it just broke again'
LINDA: Well, it's old, dear.

wiLLY: | told you we should've bought a well-advertised
machine. Charley bought a General Electric and it’s twenty
years old and it's still good, that son-of-a-bitch.

LINDA: But, Willy—

WILLY: Whoever heard of a Hastings refrigerator? Once in
my life 1 would like to own something outright before it's
broken! I'm always in a race with the junkyard! I just fin-
ished paying for the car and it’s on its last legs. The refrig-
erator consumes belts like a goddam maniac. They time
those things. They time them so when you finally paid for
them, they're used up.

LINDA, butioning up his jacket as he unbuntons it: All told,
about two hundred dollars would carty us, dear. But that
includes the last payment on the mortgage. After this pay-
ment, Willy, the house belongs to us.

wiLLY: It’s twenty-five years!
LINDA: Biff was aine years old when we bought it.

wiLLy: Well, that's a great thing. To weather a twenty-five
year mortgage is—

LNDA: It’s an accomplishment.
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wiLLY: He's heading for a change There’s no question.
there simply are certain men that take longer to get—
solidified. How did he dress?

LINDA® His blue suit He's so handsome in that suit He
could be a—anything in that suit'

Willy gets up from the table. Linda holds his jacket for him.

wiLLY: There's no question, no question at all. Gee, on the
way home tonight I'd like to buy some seeds.

LINDA, laughing: That'd be wonderful. But not enough sun
gets back there. Nothing'll grow any more.

WwiLLY: You wait, kid, before it’s all over we're gonna get
a little place out in the country, and I'll raise some vege-
tables, a couple of chickens . . .

LINDA: You'll do it vet. dear
Willy walks out of his jacket. Linda follows him.

wiLLY: And theyl get married. and come for a weekend.
'd build a little guest house. ‘Cause 1 got so many fine
tools, all I'd need would be a tittie lumber and some peace
of mind.

LINDA, joyfully: | sewed the lining . . .

wiLLY: | could build two guest houses, so they'd both
come. Did be decide how much be's going to ask Oliver
for?

LINDA, getting him into the jacket: He didn't mention it.
but I imagine ten or fifteen thousand. You going to talk to
Howard today”

“ILLY: Yeah. I'll put it to him straight and simple. He'll
just have to take me off the road.

LINDA: And Willy, don't forget to ask for a little advance,
because we've got the insurance premium. It's the grace
period now.
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Music is heard, gay and bright. The curtain rises as the mu-
sic fades away. Willy, in shirt sleeves, is sitting at the
kitchen iable, sipping coffee. his hat in his lap. Linda is
filling his cup when she can.

wiLLY: Wonderful coffee. Meal in itself.

LINDA: Can | make you some eggs’

wiLLY: No. Take a breath.

LINDA: You look so rested, dear.

wiLLY: | slept like a dead one. First time in months. lm?g-
ine, sleeping till ten on a Tucsday morning. Boys left nice
and early, heh?

LINDA: They were out of here by eight o'clock.
wiLLy: Good work!

LINDA: It was so thrilling to see them leaving together. 1
can't get over the shaving lotion in this house!

WILLY, smiling: Mmm—
LINDA: Biff was very changed this moming. His whole atti-

tude seemed to be hopeful. He couldn’t wait to get down-
town to see Oliver.
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Biff reaches behind the heater and draws out a length of

rubber tubing. He is horrified and turns his head toward
Willy’'s room, still dimly lit, from which the strains of
Linda’s desperate but monotonous humming rise.

WILLY, staring through the window into the moonlight:
Gee. look at the moon moving between the buildings!

Biff wraps the tubing around his hand and q:ickly ~oes up
the stairs

Curtain
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HAPPY: I'm gonna get married, Mom. | wanted to tell you.
LINDA: Go to sleep, dear.
HAPPY, going: | just wanted to tell you.

wiLLyY: Keep up the good work. Happy exits. God . . . re-
member that Ebbets Field game? The championship of the
city?

LINDA: Just rest. Should I sing to you?

wiLLY: Yeah. Sing to me. Linda hums a soft lullaby. When
that team came out—he was the tallest, remember?

LINDA: Oh, yes. And in goid.

Bifl emters the darkened kitchen, takes a cigarette, and
leaves the house. He comes downstage into a golden pool
of light. He smokes, staring at the nighi.

wiLy: Like a young god. Hercules—something like that.
And the sun, the sun all around him. Remember how he
waved to me? Right up from the field, with the representa-
tives of three colleges standing by? And the buyers |
brought, and the cheers when he came out—Loman, lo-
man, Loman! God Almighty, he'll be great yet. A star like
that, magnificent, can never really fade away!

The light on Willy is fading. The gas heater begins to glow
through the kitchen wall, near the stairs, a blue flame be-
neath red coils.

LINDA, timidly: Willy dear, what has he got againat you?
WILLY: I'm so tired. Don’t talk any more.

Bif} siowly returns to the kitchen. He stops, stares toward
the heater.

1A ‘Will you ask Howard to let you work in New York’
wiLy: Firt thing in the moming. Everythingll be o!
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UNDA. I'm just wondenng if Oliver will remember him.
You think he might?

WILLY. coming out of the bathroom in his pajamas: Re-
member him? What's the matter with you, you crazy? Iif
he'd’ve stayed with Oliver he'd be on top by now! Waitl
Oliver gets a look at him. You dont know the average cali-
ber any more. The average young man today—he is getting
into bed—is got a caliber of zero. Greatest thing in the
world for him was to bum around.

Biff and Happy enter the bedroom. Slight pause.
WILLY. stops short, looking a1 Biff: Glad to hear it, boy.
HAPPY. He wanted to say good night to you, sport. .

WILLY, 10 Biff: Yeah. Knock him dead, boy. What'd you
want to tell me?

BIFF: Just take it easy. Pop. Good night. He rurns 10 go.

WILLY, unable (o resist. And if anything falls off the desk
while you're talking to him—like a package or something
—don’t you pick it up. They have office boys for that.

LINDA: I'll make a big breakfast—

wiLLY Will you let me finish? To Biff: Tell him you were
i the business in the West. Not farm work.

sIFF: All right, Dad.
LINDA: | think everything—

WILLY. going right through her speech: And don't undes-
sell yourself. No less than fifteen thousand dollars.

BIFF, unable to bear him: Okay. Good night, Mom. He
Starts moving.

WILLY: Because you got a greatness in you, Biff, remember
that. You got alt kinds a greatmess . . . He les back, ex-
hausted. Biff walks ous.

LINDA, calling after Biff: Sleep well, darling!
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LiNDA: Please, dear. Just say good night. It takes so little
to make him happy. Come. She goes through the living-
room doorway. calling upstairs from within the living-
room: Your pajamas are hanging in the bathroom, Willy!

HAPPY, looking toward where Linda went out: What a
woman' They broke the mold when they made her. You
know that, Biff?

sirF: He's off salary. My God, working on commission!

HAPPY: Well, let’s face it: he's no hot-shot selling man. Ex-
cept that sometimes, you have to admit, he’s a sweet per-
sonality.

BIFF, deciding: Lend me ten bucks, will ya? I want to buy
some new ties.

HarPY: ['ll take you to a place 1 know. Beautiful stuff.
Wear one of my striped shirts tomorrow.

BIFF: She got gray. Mom got awful old. Gee, I'm gonna go
in to Oliver tomorrow and knock him for a—

Harry: Come on up. Tell that to Dad. Let's give him a
whirl. Come on.

BIFF, steamed up: You know, with ten thousand bucks, boy!

HAPPY, as they go into the living-room: That's the talk,
Biff, that's the first time I've heard the old confidence out
of you! From within the living-room, fading off: You're
gonna live with me, kid, and any babe you want just say
the word . . . The last lines are hardly heard. They are
mounting the stairs 10 their parents’ bedroom.

LINDA, entering her bedroom and addressing Willy, who is
in the bathroom. She is straightening the bed for him: Can
you do anything about the shower? It drips.

WILLY, from the bathroom: All of a sudden everything falls
to pieces! Goddam plumbing, oughta be sued, those people.
I hardly Bnished putting it in and the thing . . . His words
rumble off.
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s1FF. Gee, | don't know—

WILLY. And don't say “Gee.” “Gee” is a boy’s word. A

man walking in for fifteen thousand dollars does not say
“Gee_".

BIFF: Ten, 1 think, would be top though.

wiLLY. Don’t be so modest. You always started too low.
Walk in with a big laugh. Don't look worried. Start off with
a couple of your good stories to lighten things up. It's not
whal you say, it’s how you say it—because personality al-
ways wins the day.

LINDA : Oliver always thought the highest of bim—
wiLLY: Will you et me tatk?

BiFF: Don't yell at her, Pop, will ya?

wiLLY, gngrily: 1 was talking, wasn't 1?

BIFF | don't like you yelling at ber all the time, and I'm
tellin’ you. that's all.

wiLLY: What're you. takin' over this house?
LINDA: Willy—

WILLY, furning on her: Don't take his side all the ume,
goddammit!

BIFF, furiously: Stop yelling at her!

WILLY, suddenly pulling on his cheek, beaten down, guilt
ridden: Give my best to Bill Oliver—he may remember
me. He exits through the living-room doorway.

LINDA, her voice subdued: What'd you have to start that
for? Biff turns away. You see how sweet he was as s0on as
you talkcd hopefully? She goes over to Bif]. Come up and
say good night to him. Don’t Jet bim go to bed that way.

RAPPY: Come on, Biff, let's buck him up.
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HAPPY  And the beauty of it is, Biff, it wouldn't be like a
busmess. We'd be out playin® ball again . . .
BIFF, enthused: Yeah, that's . . .
wiLry: Million-dollar . . .

HAPPY: And you wouldn't get fed up with it, Bifl. It'd be
the lamily again. There'd be the old honor, and comrade-
ship, and if you wanted to go off for a swim or somethin’
—well, you'd do it! Without some smart cooky gettin' up
ahead of you!

wiLLy: Lick- the worid! You guys together could abso-
lutely lick the civilized world.

8irf: I'll see Oliver tomorrow. Hap, if we could work that
out... :

LINDA: Maybe things are beginning to—

wiLLY, wildly enthused, to Linda: Stop interrupting! To
Bifi: But don't wear sport jacket and slacks when you see
Oliver.

BIFF: No, I'll—

wiLLY: A business suit, and talk as little as possible, and
don't crack any jokes.

pIFF: He did like me. Always liked me.
LINDA: He loved you!

wiLLy, o Linda: Will you stop! To Biff: Walk in very seri-
ous. You are not applying for a boy's job. Money is to pass.
Be quiet, fine, and serious. Everybody likes a kidder, but
nobody lends him money.

uarpy: Ul try to get some myself, Biff. I'm sure | can.

wiLLY: | see great things for you kids, 1 think your troubles
are over. But remember, start big and youll end big. Ask
for fifteen. How much you gonna ask for?
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piFr: | don’t know. | didn’t even see him yet, but—
wiLLY: Then what’re you talkin’ about?

BIFF, getiing angry: Well. all | said was I'm gonna sec -him,
that's all!

WILLY, turning away: Ah. you're counting your chickens
again.

BIFF, starting left for the siairs: Oh, Jesus, I'm going to
sleep!

WILLY, calling after him: Don’t curse in this house!
BIFF, turning: Since when did you get so clean?

HAPPY, Irying 10 stop them: Wait a .

wiLLY: Don't use that language to me! 1 won't have it!

Harey, grabbing Biff. shouts: Wait a minute' P got an idea
| got a feasible idea. Come here, Bifl. let's talk this over
now, let’s talk some sense here. When |1 was down in Flor-
ida last time. | thought of a great idea to sell sporting
goods. It just came back to me. You and 1. Biff—we have
a line, the Loman Line. We train a couple of weeks. and
put on a couple of exhibitions, see?

wiLLY: That'’s an idea!

HAPPY: Wait! We form two basketball teams, see?” Two
water-polo teams. We play each other. It’s a million dollars’
worth of publicity. Two brothers, see? The Loman Broth-
ers. Displays in the Royal Palms—all the hotels. And ban-
ners over the ring and the basketball court: “Loman
Brothers.” Baby, we could sell sporting goods!

wiLLY: That is a one-million-dollar idea!
LINDA: Marvelous'
oirr: I'm in great shape a3 far as that's concerned.
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WILLY, continuing over Happy's line: They laugh at me,
heh? Go to Filene's, go to the Hub, go to Slattery's, Boston.
Call out the name Willy Loman and see what happens! Big
shot!

siFF: All right, Pop.

wiLLy: Big!

BIFfF: All right!

wiLLy: Why do you always insult me?

o1FF: | didn't say a word. To Linda: Did I say a word”
LiNDA: He didn’t say anything, Willy.

WILLY, going to the doorway of the living-room: All right.
good night, good night.

LINDA: Willy, dear. he just decided . .

wiLLY. to Biff: If you get tired hanging around tomorrow,
paint the ceiling 1 put up in the living-room.

BIFF: I'm leaving garly tomorrow.
naprpy: He's going to see Bill Oliver, Pop.
WILLY, interestedly: Oliver? For what?

BIFF. with reserve. but trving, trying: He always said he’d
stake me. I'd like to go into business, so maybe 1 can take
himup on it.

LINDA: Isn't that wonderful?

wiLLy: Don't interrupt. What's wonderful about it? There's
fifty men in the City of New York who'd stake him. To
Bifi: Sporting goods?

81FF: I guess s0. I know something about it and—

wiLLY: He knows something abont it! You know sporting
goods better than Spalding, for God’s sake! How much is
he giving you?
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LINDA: Boys!

sapey: If I'm going to take a fade the boss can call any
number where I'm supposed to be and they'll swear to him
that 1 just left. I'll tell you something that 1 hate to say,
Biff, but in the business world some of them think you're
cTazy.

BIFF, angered: Screw the business world!

1]

HAPPY. All night, screw it! Great, but cover yourself!
LiNDA: Hap. Hep!

BIFF: | don't care what they think! They've laughed at Dad
for years, and you know why? Because we don't belong.in
this nuthouse of a city! We should be mixing cement on

some open plain, or—or carpenters. A carpenter is allowed
to whistle!

Willy walks in from the enirance of the house, at left.

wiLLY: Even your grandfather was better than a carpenter.
Pause. They watch him. You never grew up. Bernard does
not whistle in the elevator, | assure you.

BIFF, as though to laugh Willy out of it: Yeah, but you do,
Pop.

wiLLY: I never in my life whistled in an elevator! And who
in the business world thinks I'm crazy?

BtFF: 1 didn't mean it like that, Pop. Now don't make a
whole thing out of it, will ya?

wiLLY: Go back to the West! Be a carpenter, a cowboy.
enjoy yourself!

LINDA: Willy, he was just saying—
wiLLY: | heard what he said!

HAPPY, frying 10 Quiet Willy: Hey, Pop, come on now . . .
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Every day 1 go down and take away that littlc rubber pipe.
But, when he comes home. [ put it back where it was. How
can | insult him that way? 1 don't know what to do. [ live
from day to day, boys. 1 tell you, I know every thought in
his mind. It sounds so old-fashioned and silly, but 1 tell you
he put his whole life into you and you've tumed your backs
on him. She is bent over in the chair. weeping. her face in
her hands. Bifl. 1 swear to God! Biff. his life is in your
hands'

HAPPY, fo Biff: How do you like that damned fool’

BIFF. kissing her: All right, pal. all right. [U's all settied now.
I've been remiss. I know that, Mom. But now I'll stay, and
1 swear to you, I'll apply mysell. Kneeling in front of her,
in a fever of self-reproach: It's just—you see, Mom, [ don’t
fit in business. Not that 1 won't try. I'll try. and I'll make
good.

HAPPY: Sure you will. The trouble with you in business was
you never tried to please people.

8IFF: | know, }—

HAPPY: Like when you worked for Harrison’s. Bob Harri-
son said you were tops. and then you go and do some
damn fool thing like whistling whole songs in the elevator
like a comedian.

BIFF, against Happy: So what? ] like to whistle sometimes.

HAPPY: You don’t raise a guy to a responsible job who
whistles in the elevator!

LINDA: Well, don’t argue about it now.

HAPPY: Like when you'd go ofl and swim in the middle of
the day instead of taking the line around.

BIFF, his reseniment rising: Well, don’t you run off? You
take off sometimes, don’t you? On a nice summer day?

HAPPY: Yeah, but [ cover myself!
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BIFF. sharply but contained: What woman?

[LINDA. simultaneously: . . and this woman . . .

LINDA: What?

BIFF: Nothing. Go ahead.

LINDA: What did you say?

BIFF: Nothing. 1 just said what woman?

HAPPY: What about her?

LINDA: Well, it seems she was walking down the road and
saw his car. She says that he wasn't driving fast at all, and
that he didn’t skid. She says he came to that little bridge,
and then deliberately smashed into the railing, and it Was
only the shallowness of the water that saved him.

BIFF: Oh, no, he probably just fell asleep again.
LINDA: | don't think he fell asleep.

BIFF Why not?

LINDA: Last month . . . With great difficulty: Oh, boys, it’s
50 hard 10 say a thing like this! He's just a big stupid man
to you, but 1 tell you there’s more good in him than in
many other people. She chokes, wipes her eyes. 1 was look-
ing for a fuse. The lights blew out, and 1 went down the
cellar. And behind the fuse box—it happened to fall out—
was a length of rubber pipe—just short.

HAPPY: No kidding?

LINDA: There’s a little attachment on the end of it. 1 knew
right away. And sure enough, on the bottom of the water
heater thers's a new little nipple on the gas pipe.

HAPPY, angrily: That—jerk.
»1rF: Did you have it taken off?
LINDA: I'm—I'm ashamed to. How can I mention it to him?
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LINDA Why did he do that? | never knew why

siFf  Because | know be's a fake and he doesn't like any-
body around who knows'

LINDA: Why a fake? In what way? What do you mean?

BIFF Just don’t lay it all at my feet. It’s between me and
him—that’s all 1 have to say. ['li chip in from now on.
He'll settle for half my pay check. He'll be all right. I'm
going to bed. He starts for the stairs.

LINDA: He won't be all right.

BIFF. turning on the stairs. furiously 1 hate this city and
I'll stay here. Now what do you want?

11NDA  He’s dying, Biff.
Happy turns quickiv 10 her. shocked

BIFF. after a pauge Why 1s he dying”
LiNnDA He's been trying to kill himself
BIFk . with great horror: How?

tinpa | live from day 1o day

8IFF . What're you talking about?

11NDA  Remember | wrote you that he smashed up the car
again? In February?

8IFF Well?

LINDA  The nsurance inspector came He said that they
have evidence Thst all these accidents in the last year—
weren't—weren't—accidents.

HAPPY. How can they tell that? That's a lie.
LINDA: It seems there’s s woman . . . She takes a breath as
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LmnDa: Christmas time, fifty dolfars! To fix the hot water it
cost ninety-seven fifty! For five weeks he's been on straight
commission. like a beginner, an unknown!

siIFF . Those ungrateful bastards!

LINDA. Are they any worse than his sons? When he brought
them business, when he was young, they were glad to see
him. But now his old friends, the old buyers that loved him
so and always found some order to hand him in a pinch—
they're all dead, retired. He used to be able to make six,
seven calls a day in Boston. Now he takes his valises out of
the car and puts them back and takes them out again and
he’s exhausted. Instead of walking he talks now. He drives
seven hundred miles, and when he gets there no one knows
him any more, no one welcomes him. And what goes
through a man's mind, driving seven hundred miles home
without having earned a cent? Why shouldn’t he talk to
himself? Why? When he has to go 1o Charley and borrow
fifty dollars a week and pretend to me that it’s his pay?
How long can that go on? How long? You see what I'm sit-
ung here and waiting for? And you tell me he has no char-
acter? The man who never worked a day but for your
benefit? When does he get the medal for that? Is this his
reward—to turn around at the age of sixty-three and find
his sons, who he loved better than his life, one a philander-
ing bum—

HAPPY: Mom!

LINDA: That’s all you are, my baby! To Biff: And you!
What happened to the love you had for him? You were
such pals' How you used 10 talk to him on the phone every
night! How lonely be was till he could come home to you'

siPF: All right, Mom. I'll live here in my room, and 11l get
2 job. I'll keep away from him, that’s all.

LINDA: No, Bifl. You can’t stay here and fight all the time.
»IFF: He threw me out of this house, remember that.
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HAPPY: He's always had respect for—
aitFF: What the hell do you know sbout it?
HAPPY, surlily: Just don’t call him crazy!

arrr: He's got no character— Charley wouldn’t do this.
Not in his own house—spewing out that vomit from his
mind.

uappY: Charley never had to cope with what he's got to.

siFF: People are worse off than Willy Loman. Belicve me.
T've seen them!

LinDA: Then make Charley your father. Biff. You can’t do
that, can you? | don't say he’s a great man. Willy Loman
never made a lot of money. His name was never in the pa-
per. He’s not the finest character that ever lived. But he's a
human being, and a terrible thing is happening to him. So
attention must be paid. He's not to be allowed to fall into
his grave like an old dog. Attention, attention must be
finally paid to such a person. You called him crazy—

siIFF: 1 didn't mean—

LINDA: No, a lot of people think he's lost his—balance. But
you don’t have to be vervy smart to know what his trouble
is. The man is exhausted.

HAPPY: Sure!

LINDA: A small man can be just as exhausted as a great
man. He works for a company thirty-six years this March,
opens up unheard-of territories to their trademark, and
now in his old age they take his salary away

HAPPY, indignantly: 1 didn’t know that. Mom.

LINDA: You never asked, my dear! Now that you get your

spending money someplace else you don't trouble your
mind with him.

HAPPY: But | gave you money last—
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LINDA Oh. it’s been gray since you were in high school. 1
just stopped dyeing it, that's all.

®1FF - Dye it again. will ya? I don't want my pal looking
old. He smiles.

LINDA" You're such a boy! You think you can go away for
a year and . . You've got to get it into your head now that

one day you'll knock on thus door and there'll be strange
people here—

MFF- What are you talking about? You're not even sixty,
Mom

LINDA . But what about your father?
BIFF, lamely: Well, 1 meant him too.

HAPPY: He admires Pop.

LINDA: Bifl. dear. if you don’t have any feeling for him,
then you can't have any feeling for me

BIFF Sure | can, Mom

LINDA: No. You can't just come tp sec me, because T love
him. With u threat. but only a threat. of tears: He's the
dearest man in the world 1 me, and 1 won't have anyone
making him feel unwanted and low and blue. You've got to
make up your mind now. darling. there’s no lecway any
more Either he’s your father and you pay him that respect,
or else you're not to come here. | know he’s not easy to get
along with—nobody knows that better than me—but . . .

WILL Y. from the left. with a laugh: Hey. hey. Biffo!

BIFF. starting to go out after Willy: What the hell is the
matter with him? Happy stops him.

LINDA: Don't—don't go near him!

BIFF: Stop making excuses for him! He always, always
wiped the floor with you. Never had an ounce of respect
for you.
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Luinpa  How would [ write 1o you? For over three months
you had no address.

BIFF: | was on the move. But you know I thought of you
all the time. You know that. don't you, pal?

LINDA: 1 know, dear. 1 know. But he likes 10 have a letter.
Just to know that there’s still a possibility for better things.

8iFF: He's not likc this all the time. is he?
LINDA: It's when you come home he's always the worst.
BIFF: When [ come home?

LINDA: When you write you're coming, he's all smiles, and
talks about the future, and—he’s just wonderful. And then
the closer you seem to come, the more shaky he gets, and
then, by the time you get here, he's arguing, and he seems
angry at you. } think it's just that maybe he can’t bring
himself to—to open up to you. Why are you so hateful to
each other? Why is that?

RIFE. evasively: I'm not hateful. Mom.

LINDA: But you no sooner come in the door than you're
fighting!

BIFF: | don’t know why. | mean to change. I'm fryin’,
Mom, you understand?

LINDA: Are you home to stay now?
AIFF: | don’t know. | want to look around, see what's doin".
LNDA: Biff. you can’t look around all your life. can you?

BIFF: [ just can’t take hold, Mom. 1 can't take hold of som¢
kind of a life.

CINDA: Biff, 2 man is not a bird, to come and go with the
springtime.

8IFF: Your hair . . . He rouches her hair. Your hair got so
gray.
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Remember? When Ben came from Africa that time? Didn't
he give me a watch fob with a diamond ip it?

LINDA: You pawned it, dear. Twelve, thirteen years ago.
For Biff's radio correspondence course.

wiLLY: Gee, that was a beautiful thing. I'll take a walk.
LINDA: But you're in your slippers.

WILLY, starting to go around the house af the left: | was
right' 1 was' Half 1o Linda, as he goes. shaking his head:
What a man'! There was a man worth talking to. 1 was
rnight!

LINDA, calling after Willy: But in your slippers, Willy!

Willy is almost gone when Bif). in his pajamas, comes down
the stairs and enters the kitchen.

BIFF: What is he doing out there?
LINDA: Sh!

BIFF: God Almighty, Mom, how long has he been doing
this?

LINDA: Don’t, he'll hear you.

BIFF: What the hell is the matter with him?
LINDA: It'll pass by momning.

BIFF: Shouldn't we do anything?

LINDA: Oh, my dear. you should do a lot of things, but
there's nothing to do. so go to sleep.

Happy comes down the stair and sits on the steps.
uArpY: | never heard him so loud, Mom.

LINDA: Well, come around more often; you'll hear Inm She
sits down at the table and mends the lining of Willy's jacket.

BIFP: Why didn't you ever write me about this, Mom?
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BEN: ['1] be late for my train.
They are at opposite ends of the stage.

wiLLY: Ben, my boys—can’t we talk? They'd go imto the
jaws of hell for me, see, but |—

BEN: William, you're being first-rate with your boys. Out-
standing, manly chaps!

WILLY, hanging on to his words: Oh, Ben, that's good to
hear! Because sometimes I'm afraid that I'm not teaching
them the right kind of— Ben, how should I teach them?

BEN, giving great weight to each word, and with a certain
vicious audacity: William, when 1 walked into the jungle, 1
was seventeen. When | walked out | was twenty-one. And.
by God, 1 was rich! He goes off into the darkness around
the right corner of the house.

WILLY: . . . was rich! That's just the spirit | want to imbue
them with! To walk into a jungle! | was right! 1 was right!
1 was nght!

Ben is gone, but Willy is still speaking 10 him as Linda, in
nightgown and robe. enters the kitchen. glances around jor
Willy. then goes 1o the door of the house. looks out and
sees him. Comes down 10 his left. He looks ar her.

LINDA: Willy, dear? Willy?
WwiLLY: | was right!

LINDA: Did you have some cheese? He can't answer. It's
very late. darling. Come to bed, heh?

WILLY, looking straight up: Gotta break your neck to see
a star in this yard.

LINDA: You coming in?

wiLLY: Whatever happened to that diamond waich fob?
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CHARLEY: Willy, the jails are full of fearless characters.

BEN, clapping Willy on the back, with a laugh at Charley:
And the stock exchange, friend!

WILLY, joining in Ben's laughter: Where are the rest of your
pants?

CHARLEY: My wife bought them.

wiLLY: Now all you need is a golf club and you can go up-
stairs and go to sleep. To Ben: Great athlete! Between him
and his son Bernard they can't hammer a nail!

BERNARD, rushing in: The watchman’s chasing Bift!
wiLLY, angrily: Shut up! He's not stealing anything'

LINDA. alarmed, hurrying off lefi: Where is he? Biff, dear!
She exits.

WILLY. moving toward the lefs. away from Ben: There's
fiothing wrong. What's the matter with you?

BEN: Nervy boy. Good!
WILLY. laughing: Oh. nerves of iron, that Biff!

CHARLEY: Don't know what it is. My New England man
comes back and he's bleedin’. they murdered him up there.

wiILLY: It's contacts, Charley. 1 got important contacts'

CHARLEY. sarcastically: Glad to hear it, Willy. Come in
later, we'll shoot a little casino. I'll take some of your Port-
land money. He laughs at Willy and exits.

WILLY, rurning to Ben: Business is bad, it’s murderous. But
not for me, of course.

sEN: I'll stop by on my way back to Africa.

wiLLY, longingly: Can't you stay a few days? You're just
what | need, Ben, because I—I have a fine position here,
but 1—well, Dad left when 1 was such & baby and 1 never
had a chance to talk to him and T stil feel—kind of tem-
porary about myself.
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Linda's hand and bowing It wgs an honor and a pleasure
to meet you. Linda.
LINDA, withdrawing her hand coldlv. frightened: Have a
nice—trip.
BEN, to Willy: And good luck with your—what do you do?
wiLLY: Selling.
8EN: Yes. Well . . . He raises his hand in farewell to all.

wiLLY: No. Ben. | don’t want you to think . . . He takes
Ben's arm to show hkim. 1t's Brooklyn, | know, but we hunt
to00.

BEN: Really, aow.

wiLLY: Oh. sure, there’s snakes and rabbits and—that’s
why 1 moved out here. Why. Biff can fell any one of these
trees in no time! Boys! Go right over to where they're
building the apartment house and get some sand. We're
gonna rebuild the entire front stoop right now! Watch this.
Ben!

BIFF: Yes, sir! On the double, Hap!
HAPPY, as he and Biff run off: § lost weight, Pop, you notice?
Charley enters in knickers, even before the boys are gone.

CHARLEY: Listen, if they steal any more from that building
thc watchman’ll pui the cops on them'

LINDA, to Willy: Don't let Bift . . .
Ben laughs lustily.

wiLLY: You shoulda seen the lumber they brought home

last week. At least a dozen six-bytens worth all kinds a
money.

CHARLEY: Listen, if that watchman-—

WILLY: ] gave them hell, understand. But 1 got a couple of
feariess characters there. ™
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New music is heard. g high. rollicking tune.

sen: Father was a very gmat and a very wild-bearted man.
We would start in Boston, asd he'd toss the whole family
inso the wagon, and then he’'d drive the team right across
the country; through Ohio, and ndiana, Michigan, Tilinois,
and all the Western states. And we'd stop in the towns and
sell the flutes that he’d made on the way. Great inventor,
Father. With one gadget he made morce in a week than a
man like you could make in a lifetime.

wiiLLY: That's just the way I n: bringing them up, Ben—
rugged, well liked, all-around.

oEN: Yeah? To Biff- Hit that, boy—hard as you can. He
pounds his stomach.

stFF: Oh, no, sir!

BEN, faking boxing stance: Come on, get to me! He laughs.
witLy: Go to it. Biff' Go shead, show him!

BiFF: Okay' He cocks his fists and starts in.

LINDW, fo Willy: Why must he fight, dear?

BEN, sparring with Biff: Good boy! Good boy!

wiiLLY: How's that, Ben. heh?

marpry: Give him the left. Biff!

LINDA: Why are you fighting?

sen: Good boy! Suddenly comes in, trips Biff, and stands
over him, the point of his umbrella poised over Biff's eye.

LINDA: Look out, Biff!
nrFr: Gee!

saN, patting Biff's knee: Never figin fair with a stranger,
boy.Yw‘llm.amdanemany.Tlﬁu
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wiLLY: 1 remember you walking away down some open
road.

BEN, laughing: | was going to find Father in Alaska.
wiLLY: Where is he?

BEN: At that age | had a very faulty view of geography.
William. 1 discovered after a few days that 1 was heading
due south. so instead of Alaska. | ended up in Africa.

LINDA: Africa!

wiLLY: The Gold Coast!

BEN: Principally diamond mines.

LINDA: Diamond mines!

BEN: Yes, my dear. But I've only a few minutes—

wiLLY: No! Boys! Boys' Young Biff and Happy -appear
Listen to this. This is your Uncle Ben, a great man! Teil
my boys, Ben!

BEN: Why, boys, when | was seventeen 1 walked into the
jungle, and when | was twenty-one 1 walked oul. He
laughs. And by God 1 was rich.

WILLY, fo the boys: You see what | been talking sbout?
The greatest things can happen'

BEN, glancing at his waich. | have an appointment in
Ketchikan Tuesday week.

wiLtY: No, Ben! Please tell about Dad. | want my boys 1o
hear. 1 want them to know the kind of stock they spring
from. All | remember is a man with a big beard, and | was
in Mamma’s lap, sitting around a fire, and some kind of
aeN: His flute. He played the flute.
WILLY: Sure, the flute, that's right'
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CHARLEY. rurning 10 hm. You ought to be ashamed of
yourself'

wiLLY Yeah?
CHARLEY: Yeah! He goes out.
WILLY. slamming the door after him: Ignoramus!

BEN. as Willy comes toward him through the wall-line of
the kitchen: So you're William.

WILLY, shaking Ben's hand: Ben! I've been waiting for you
so long'! What's the answer? How did you do it?

8EN: Oh. there’s a story n that.

Linda cnters the forestage. as of old, carrying the wash
basker.

LINDA s this Ben?
BEN. gallanstty- How do vou do. my dear.

1 INDA- Where've vou been all these years? Willy's always
wondered why you—

WwILLY, pulling Ben away from her impatiently: Where is
Dad? Didn’t you follow him? How did you get started?

BEN: Well. I don't know how much you remember.

wiLlY: Well. | was just a baby, of course, only three or
four years old—

BEN: Three years and eleven months.
wiLLY. What a memory. Ben!

BEN: | have many enterprises, William, and 1 bave never
kept books.

wiLLy: ] remember ] was sitting under the wagon in—was
it Nebraska?

sEN: It was South Dakota, and I gave you a bunch of wild
flowers.
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CHARLEY: Pretty sharp tonight.
BEN: Is Mother living with you?
wiLLY: No, she died a long time ago.
CHARLEY: Who?
sEN. That's 100 bad. Fine specimen of a lady, Mother.
WILLY, to Charley: Heh?
sEN: I'd hoped to see the old girl.
cHARLEY: Who died?
BEN: Heard anything from Father, have you?
WILLY, unnerved: What do you mean, who died?
CHARLEY, taking a pot: What're you talkin’ about?
BEN. looking at his waich: William. it’s half-past eight!

WILLY, as though to dispel his confusion he angrily stops
Charley’s hand: That's my build!

CHARLEY : ] put the ace—

wiLLy. If you don't know how to play the game [I'm not
gonna throw my money away on you!

CHARLEY. rising: [t was my ace, for God’s sake!
wiLLY . I'm through. I'm through!
BEN: When did Mother die?

wiLLY: Long ago. Since the beginning you mever kmew
how to play cards.

CHARLEY, picks up the cards and goes to the door: Al
right! Next time I'll bring a deck with five aces.

wiLLY - | don't play that kind of game!
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wiLLy. That's funny. For a second there you reminded me
of my brother Ben.

8EN: |1 only have a few minutes. He strolls, inspecting the
place. Willy and Charley continue playing.

CHARLEY. You never heard from him again, heh? Since
that time?

wiLLY: Didn't Linda tell you? Couple of weeks ago we got
a letter from his wife in Africa. He died.

CHARLEY: That so.
BEN, chuckling: So this 1s Brooklyn, eh?
CHARLEY: Maybe you're in for some of his money.

wiLLY: Naa, he had seven sons. There's just one oppor-
tunity 1 had with that man . .

BEN: 1 must make a train, William. There are several prop-
érties I'm looking at in Alaska

wiLLY: Sure. sure! If I'd gone with him to Alasks that
time, everything would've been totally different.

CHARLEY: Go on, you'd froze to death up there.
wiLLyY: What're you talking about?

BEN: Opportunity is tremendous in Alaska, William Sur-
prised you're not up there.

WwiLLY: Sure, tremendous.
CHARLEY: Heh”

WwiILLY: There was the only man I ever met who knew the
amwers.

CHARLRY: Who?
oEN: How are you all?

WILLY, taking a pot. smiling: Fine, ine.
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CHARLEY: You take it too hard. To hell with it. Whea a de-
posit bottle is broken you don't get your nickel back

wiLLY: That’s easy enough for you to say.
CHARLEY: That ain’t easy for me to say.
wiLLY: Did you see the ceiling 1 pul up in the living-room”

CHARLEY: Yeah, that's a piece of work. To put up a ceiling
is a mystery to me. How do you do it?

wiLLy: What's the difference?

CHARLEY: Well, takk about it.

WILLY: You gonna put up a ceiling?

cHARLEY: How could 1 put up a ceiling?

wiLLY: Then what the hell are you bothering me for?
CHARLEY: You're insulted again.

wiLLY: A man who can’t handle tools is not a man. You're
disgusting.

CHARLEY: Don't call me disgusting, Willy.

Uncle Ben, carrying a valise and an umbrella, enters the
forestage from around the right corner of the house. He is
a stolid man, in his sixties, with a musiache and ar authori-
tative air. He is usterly certain of his destiny. and there is
an aura of far places about him. He enters exactly as Willy
speaks.

wiLLY: I'm getting awfully tired, Ben.
Bew's muzic is heard. Ben looks around at everything.

crARLEY: Good, keep playing; you'll sleep better. Did you
call me Ben?

Ben looks at his waich.
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cHARLEY Don't get insulted

wiLLY. Don't talk about something you don't know any-
thing about.

They are playing. Pause

CHARLEY: What're you doin’ home?

WILLY: A little trouble with the car.

CHARLEY: Oh. Pause.-1'd like to take a trip to California.
wiLLY. Dont say

CHARLEY. You want a job?

wiLLY: | got a job, 1 told you that. After a slight pause.
What the hell are you offering me a job for?

cHARLEY Don't get insulted.
wiLLyY: Don’t insult me.

CHARLEY. | don't see no sense in it. You don't have to go
on this way

wiLLy: | got a good job Slight pause. What do you keep
comin’ in here for?

CHARLEY: You want me to go”

WILLY. after a pause. withering: 1 can’t understand it. He's
going back to Texas again. What the hell is that?

CHARLEY: Let him go.

wiLLyY: | got nothin' to give him, Charley, I'm clean. I'm
clean.

caanLey: He won't starve. None a them starve. Rorget
sbout him.

wiLLY: Then what have 1 got to remember?
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rode over pajamas, slippers on his feer. He eniers the
kitchen.

CHARLEY: Everything all right?
msarryY: Yeah, Charley, everything's . . .
wiLLY: What's the matter?

CHARLEY: | heard some noise. 1 thought something hap-
pened. Can't we do something about the walls? You sneeze
in here, and in my house hats blow off.

HAPPY: Let's go to bed, Dad. Come on.

Charley signals to Happy to go.

winLY: You go ahead, I'm not tired at the moment
HAPPY, fo Willy: Take it easy, huh? He exits.
witLy: What're you doin’ up?

CHARLEY. sitting down ut the kitchen 1able opposite Willy
Couldn't sleep good. I had a heartburn.

witLy: Well. you don’t know how to eal.
CHARLEY: | eat with my mouth.

wiLLY: No, you're ignorant. You gotta know about vita-
mins and things like that.

CHARLEY: Come on, let’s shoot. Tire you out a little.

WILLY, hesitantly: All right. You got cards”

CHARLEY, taking a deck from his pockes: Yeah, 1 got them.
Someplace. What is it with those vitamins?

WILLY, dealing: They build up your bones. Chemistry.
CHRARLEY: Yeah, but there's no bones in a heartburn.

WILLY: What are you talkin’ about? Do you know the first
thing about #t?
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witiy Loaded with il. Loaded! What is he stealing? He's
giving it back, isn’'t he? Why is he stealing? What did 1 tel}
him” | never in my life told him anything but decent things.

Happy in pajamas has come down the stairs; Willy sud-
denly becomes aware of Happy's presence.

HAPPY: Let’s go now. come on.

WILLY. sirting down at the kitchen table: Huh! Why did she
have to wax the floors herself? Everytime she waxes the
floors she keels over. She knows that!

HaPPY. Shh! Take it easy. What brought you back tonight?

witLy. 1 got an awful scare. Nearly hit a kid in Yonkers.
God! Why didn’t 1 go to Alaska with my brother Ben that
time' Ben! That man was a genius. that man was success
incarnate! What a mistake! He begged me to go.

HAPPY . Well. there's no use in—

wit1v: You guys! There was a man started with the clothes
on his back and ended up with diamond mines!

HaPPY - Boy, someday 1'd like to know how he did it.

WiLL ¥: What's the mystery? The man knew what he wanted
and went out and got it' Walked into a jungle, and comes
out. the age of twenty-one. and he’s rich! The world is an
oyster. but you don’t crack it open on a mattress!

HAPPY: Pop. | told you I'm gonna retire you for life.

wiLLY: You'll retire me for life on seventy goddam dol-
lars a week? And your women and your car and your
apartment, and you'll retire me for life! Christ's sake, I
couldnt get past Yonkers today! Where arc you guys,
where are you? The woods are burning! I can't drive a car’

Charley has appeared in the doorway. He is a large man,
slow of speech, laconic, immovable. In all he says, despite
what he says, there is pity. and, now, trepidation. He has a
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WILLY. moving to the foresiage. with great agitation® You'll
give him the answers!

BERNARD: | do, but I can’t on a Regents' Thal's a state
exam! They're liable to arrest me!

wiLLY: Where is he? I'll whip him, I'll whip him!

Linpa: And he'd better give back that football. Willy, it’s
not nice.

wiLLy: Biff' Where is he? Why is he taking everything?

LINDA: He's 100 rough with the girls. Willy All the mothers
are afraid of him!

wiLLy: I'll whip him!

BERNARD: He's driving the car without a license!
The Woman'’s laugh is heard.

wiLLy: Shut up!

LINDA: All the mothers—

wiLLY: Shut up!

BERNARD, backing quietly away and our: Mr. Birnbaum
says he’s stuck up.

wiLLy: Get outa here'

BERNARD: If he doesn't buckle down he'll flunk math! He
goes off.

LINDA: He's right, Willy, you've gotta—

WiLLY, exploding at her: There's nothing the matter with
hn_n} You want him to be a worm like Bernard? He's got
spirit, personality . . .

As he speaks, Linda, almost in tears. exits into the living-

room. Willy is alone in the kitchen, wilting and naring.

The leaves are gone. It is night again, and the apariment
houses look down from behind.
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THRE WOMAN: Sure. Because you're so sweet. And such a
kidder.

wiLrLy: Well, I'll see you next ime I'm in Boston.
THE woMaN: I'll put you right through to the buyers.
wiLLY, slapping her bottom: Right. Well, bottoms up!

THE WOMAN. siaps him gently and laughs: You just kill me,
Willy. He suddenly grabs her and kisses her roughly. You
kill me. And thanks for the stockings. I love a lot of stock-
ings. Well good night.

wiLLY: Good night. And keep your pores open!
T™E woMAN: Oh, Willy!

The Woman bursis out laughing, and Linda's laughter
bilends in. The Woman disappears into the dark Now the
area at the kitchen table brightens. Linda is sitting where
she was at the kitchen table. but now is mending a pair of
her silk stockings.

LINDA: You are. Willy. The handsomest man. You've got
no reason to feel that——

WiLLY. coming out of The Woman's dimming area and
going over 1o Linda: I'll make it all up to you. Linda. TTH—

LINDA. There’s nothing to make up. dear. You're doing
fine, better than—

WILLY. noticing her mending: What's that?

LINDA: Just mending my stockings. They're so expensive—
wiLLY. angrily. taking them from her: 1 won't have you
mending stockings in this house! Now throw them out!
Linda puts the siockings in ker pocket.

BERNARD. entering on the run: Where is he? If he doesn't
study'
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WILLY, with great feeling: You're the best there is. Linda.
you're a pal, you know that? On the road—on the road 1
want to grab you sometimes and just kiss the life outa you

The laughter is loud now, and he moves into a brightening
area gt the left. where The Woman has come from behind
the scrim and is standing. putting on her hat, looking into a
“mirror’” and laughing.

witLy: ‘Cause I get so loncly—especially when business is
bad and there’s nobody to talk to. 1 get the feeling that I'll
sever sell anything again, that | won't making a living for
you, or a business, a business for the boys. He talks through
The Woman's subsiding laughter: The Womon primps at
the “mirror.” There’s so much [ want to make for—

THE WOMAN: Me? You didn't make me, Willy. | picked
you.

WILLY, pleased: You picked me?

THE WOMAN, who is quite proper-looking. Willy's age: |
did. I've been sitting at/that desk watching all the salesmen
go by. day in, day owt. But you've got such a sense of hu-
mor. and we do have such a good time together. don't we?

WILLY: Sure, sure, He takes her in his arms. Why do you
have to go now?

THE WOMAN: Jt's two o'clock . .
WILLY: No. come on in' Me pulls her.

THE WOMAN: . . . my sisters'll be scandalized When'll you
be back?

WiLLY: Oh, two weeks about. Will you come up again?

THE WOMAN: Sure thing. You do make me laugh. It's good
fw.mmmumhham. kisses him. And | think
you're 3 wonderful man.

WILLY: You picked me, heh?
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LINDA. But you're doing wonderful. dear You're making
seventy to a hundred dollars a week

wiLLY: But I gofta be at 1t ten. twelve hours a day Other
men—I don't know—they do 1t easier 1 don’t know why—
I can't stop mysel(—I talk too much. A man oughta come
in with a few words One thing about Charley. He's a man
of few words and thev respect him

LINDA  You don't talk too much. you're just lively.

wiLLY. smiling- Well, | figure. what the bell, life is short. a
couple of jokes. To himself: | joke too much! The smile
goes.

LINDA: Why? You're—

wiLLY: I'm fat. I'm very—foolish to look at, Linda. 1
didn’t tell you. but Christmas time [ happened to be calling
on F. H. Stewarts. and a salesman | know, as | was going
in to sec the buyer | heard him say something about—
walrus. And I—1 cracked him right across the face. 1 won't

1ske that. | simply will not take that. But they do laugh at
me. | know that

LINDA: Darling . .

wiLLYy 1 gotta overcome it | know 1 gotta overcome it.
I'm not dressing to advantage. maybe

LINDA: Willy. darling. you're the handsomest man in the
world—

wiLLy Oh. no. Linda
LINDA To me you are. Slight pause. The handsomest.

From the darkness is heard the laughter of a woman. Willy
doesn’t qurn 10 it, but it consinues through Linda’s lines.
LIMDA: And the boys, Willy. Few men are idolized by their
children the way you are.

Music is Aeard as behind a scrim, to the left of the house,
The Woman. dimly seen, is dressing.
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wiLLy: I know. it's a fine machine. What else?

LINDA: Well, there's nine-sixty for the washing machine
And for the vacuum cleaner there’s three and a half due
on the fiftcenth. Then the roof. you got twenty-one dollars
remaining.

wiLLY: It don’t leak. does it?

LiNDA: No, they did a wonderful job. Then you owe Frank
for the carburetor.

wiLLY: I'm not going to pay that man! That goddam
Chevrolet, they ought to prohibit the manufacture of that
car!

LiNDA: Well, you owe him three and a half. And odds and
ends, comes to around a hundred and twenty dollars by the
fifteenth.

witLy: A hundred and twenty dollars! My God, if busi-
ness don't pick up | don’t know what I'm gonna do!

LINDA: Well, next week you'll do better.

wiLLy: Ob, I'll knock ‘em dead next week. I'll go to Hart-
ford. I'm very well liked in Hartford. You know, the
trouble is, Linda, people don’t seem to take to me.

They move onto the forestage.

LINDA: Oh, don't be foolish.
wiLLY: | know it when | walk in. They seem to laugh at me.

Linba: Why? Why would they isugh at you? Don't talk
that way, Willy.

Willy moves to the edge of the stage. Linda goes into the
kitchen and starts 10 darn stockings.

wiLLy: | don't know the resson for it, but they just pass
me by. 'm not noticed.
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wiLLy 1 did five hundred gross in Providence and seven
hundred gross in Boston.

LINDA: No! Wait a minute, I've got a pencil. She pulls pen-
cll and paper out of her apron pocket. That makes your
commission Two hundred—my God! Two bhundred
and twelve dollars'

wiLLy" Well. 1 didn't figure it yet, but . . .
LINDA - How much did you do?

wiLLY - Well, I—I did—about a hundred and eighty gross
in Providence. Well, no—it came to—roughly two hundred
gross on the whole trip.

LINDA, without hesitation: Two hundred gross. That’s . .
She figures.

wiLLY: The trouble was that three of the stores were half
closed for inventory in Boston. Otherwise 1 woulda broke
records.

LINDA: Well, it makes seventy dollars and some pennies.
That's very good.

wiLLY: What do we owe?

LINDA: Well. on the first there’s sixteen dollars on the re-
frigcrator—

wiLLY: Why sixteen?
LiNDA: Well. the fan belt broke. so it was a dollar eighty.
wiLLY: But it’s brand new.

LINDA: Well, the man said that’s the way it is. Til they
work themselves in, y'know.

They move through the wall-line into the kitchen.
wiLLY: | hope we didn't get stuck on that machine.
LINDA: They got the biggost ads of any of them!
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witl1 Y Sweetheart!
1INDA How'd the Chevvy run”

wit1 Y- Chevrolel. Linda. 1s the greatest car ever built. To
the boys: Since when do you let your mother carry wash
up the stairs?

BIFF: Grab hold there. boy'
HAPPY: Where to Mom?

LINDA: Hang them up on the line. And you better go down
to your friends, Biff The cellar is full of boys. They don't
know what to do with themselves.

BIFF: Ah. when Pop comes home they can wait!

WILLY, laughs appreciatively: You better go down and telt
them what to do. Biff.

BIFF: [ think I'll have them sweep out the furnace room

wiLLy: Good work. Bify.

BIFF, goes through wall-line of kitchen 1o doorway a1 back
and calls down: Fellas! Everybody sweep out the furnace
room! I'!l be right down'

vOICES: Al right! Okay. Biff

BIFF. George and Sam and Frank, come out back' We're

hangin’ up the wash! Come on. Hap. on the double! He
and Happy carrv ous the basker

LiNDA. The way they obey him'

wiLLY Well, that's training. the training. I'm tellin’ you, !

was seliin’ thousands and thousands, but 1| had to come
home

LINDA ; Oh,thewholeblod'llbeatthtm.mdyou
scll anything?
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WILLY. angrily What're you talking about? With scholar-
ships to three universities they're gonna flunk him?

BERNARD. But | heard Mr. Birnbaum say—

wiLLY Don’t be a pest, Bernard! To lus bovs: What an
anemic'

BERNARD Okay. I'm waiting for vou 1n mv house. Biff.
Bernard goes offi The Lomans laugh

wi Ly Bernard is not well liked, is he”
sifF He \ iked. but he's not well liked
HAPPY That s right. Pop

wiity That's just what | mean. Bernard can get the best
marks in school j’understand. but when he gets out in the
business world. y understand. vou are going o be five times
shead of him That's why | thank Almighty God you're
both built like Adonises Because the man who makes an
appearance in the business world. the man who creates
personal interest. is the man who gets ahead. Be liked and
you will never want You take me, for instance. | never
have to wait in line to see a buyer “Willy Loman is here!”
That’s all thev have 10 know and I go right through

8iFF- Did vou knock them dead. Pop”

wiLLyY - Knocked ‘em cold in Providence slaughtered ‘em
in Boston

HAPPY. on hiv back. pedaling again: 1'm losing weight, you
notice. Pop?

Linda enters. as of old. a ribbon in her Rair. carrying a
basket of washiny

LINDA. with vouthful enmergv Hello. dear!
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BIFF, faking Willy's hand: This Saturday. Pop. this Satur-
day—just for you. I'm going to break through for a touch-
down.

HAPPY: You're supposed to pass.

otFF: I'm takin’ one play for Pop. You watch me. Pop.
and when | take offl my helmet. that means I'm breakin’
out. Then you watch me crash through that line!

WILLY, kisses Biff: Oh, wait'll | tell this in Boston!

Bernard enters in knickers. He is vounger than Biff. earnest
amd layal, a worried boy.

SERNARD: Biff, where are you? You're supposed to study
with me today.

witLy: Hey. looka Bemard. What're you lookin' so anemic

about, Bemard?

sERNARD: He's gotta study, Uncle Willy. He's got Regents
next week.

HAPPY, tauntingly, spinning Bernard around: Let's box.
Bernard!

BERNARD: Biff' He gets away from Happy. Listen. Biff. |
heard Mr. Bimbaum say that if you don't start studyin'
math he’s gonna flunk you, and you won't graduate. |
beard him!

wiLLY: You better study with him. Bifl. Go shead now.
BERNARD: ] heard him!

si1FF: Oh, Pop, you didn't see my sncakers! He holds up a
Joot for Willy 10 look at.

wiLLy: Hey, that's a beautiful job of printing!

BERNARD, wiping his glaszes: Just because he printed Uni-
versity of Virginia oa his sncakers doesn’t mean they've
got o graduate him, Uncle Willy!
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wiLLy: He said. “Morning!” And | said, “You got a fine
city here, Mayor.” And then he had coffee with me. And
then 1 went to Waterbury. Waterbury is a fine city. Big
clock city. the famous Waterbury clock. Sold a nice bill
there. And then Boston—Boston is the cradle of the Revo-
lution. A fine city. And a couple of other towns in Mass_,
and on to Portland and Bangor and straight home!

BIFF: Gee. I'd love to go with you sometime, Dad.
WILLY: SOONn as summer comes.
HAPPY: Promise?

wiLLY: You and Hap and 1. and I'll show you all the
towns. America is full of beautiful towns and fine. upstand-
ing people. And they know me. boys. they know me up and
down New England. The finest people And when | brnng
you fellas up, there'll be open sesame for all of us, ‘cause
one thing. boys | have friends | can park my car in any
‘street in New England. and the cops protect it like their
own. This summer, heh?

BIFF and HAPPY, fogether Yeah! You bet!
wiLLY: We'll take our bathing suits.
HAPPY: We'll carry your bags. Pop'

wiLLY: Oh, won't that be something! Me comin’ into the

Boston stores with you boys carryin’ my bags. What a sen-
sation'

Bifl is prancing around. practicing passing the ball.
WILLY: You nervous, Biff. about the game?
BIFF: Not if you're gonna be there.

wiLLY: What do they say about you in school, now that
they made you captain?

HAPPY: There’s a crowd of girls behind him everytime the
classes change.
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WILLY, laughing with him at the thefi: | want you to re-
turn that,

HAPPY: | told you he wouldn't tike it!
BIFF, angrily: Well, I'm bringing it back!

WILLY, stopping the incipient argument, to Happy: Sure,
he’s gotta practice with a regulation ball. doesnt he? To
Biff: Coach’ll probably congratulate you on your initiative'

BIFF: Oh, he keeps congratulating my initiative all the
time, Pop.

wiLLy: That's because he likes you. If somebody else took
that ball there’d be an uproar. So what’s the report. boys.
what's the report?

8iIFF: Where'd you go this time. Dad? Gee we were lone-
some for you.

wiLLY, pleased, puts an arm around each boy and they
come down 10 the apron: L onesome, heh?

BIFF: Missed you every minute.

wiLLY: Don't say? Tell you a secret. boys. Don't breathe
it to a soul. Someday I'll have my own business, and I'll
never have to leave home any more,

sapPPY: Like Uncle Charley. heh?

witry: Bigger than Uncle Charley! Because Charley is
not—liked. He's liked, but he's not—well liked.

BIFF: Where'd you go this time, Dad?

wiLLy: Well, 1 got on the road, and | went north to Provi-
dence. Met the Mayor.

srr: The Mayor of Providence!
wiLLY: He was sitting in the hote! lobby.
8IPF: What'd he say?
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BIFFP, pointing in the direction of the car offstage: How's
that, Pop, professional?

wiLLY: Terrific. Terrific job, boys. Good work, Biff.
HAPPY: Where's the surprise, Pop?

WILLY: In the back seat of the car.

rapey: Boy! He runs off.

BIFF: What is it, Dad? Tell me, what'd you buy?

WILLY, laughing. cuffs him: Never mind, somcthing I want
you to have.

BIFE, turns and starts off: What is it, Hap?
HAPPY, offstage: It's a punching bag!
BIFF: Oh, Pop!

wiLLY: It's got Gene Tunney's signature on it!
Happy runs onstage with a punching bag.

BIFF: Gee, how'd you know we wanted a punching bag?
wiLLY: Well, it's the finest thing for the timing.

HMAPPY, lies down on his back and pedals with his feet: I'm
losing weight, you notice, Pop?

WILLY, to Happy: Jumping rope is good too.

®IFF: Did you see the new football 1 got?

WILLY, examining the ball: Where'd you get a new ball?
BIFF: The coach told me to practice my passing.
WILLY: That 50?7 And he gave you the ball, heh?

»IFF: Well, 1 borrowed it from the locker room. He laughs
confidentially.
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pours milk 1o a glass. He is totally timimersed in himself,
smiling faintly

wiLLY: Too young entirely. Biff. You want to watch your
schooling first. Then when you're all set. there’ll be plenty
of girls for a boy like you. He smiles broadly at a kitchen
chair. That s0? The girls pay for you? He laughs Boy. you
must really be makin® a hit.

Willy is gradually addressing—physicallv—a point offstage.
speaking through the wall of the kitchen. and his voice has
been rising in volume to that of a normal conversation

wiLLY: | been wondering why you polish the car so care-
ful. Ha! Don't leave the hubcaps. boys Get the chamors to
the hubcaps. Happy, use newspaper on the windows. il's
the easiest thing. Show him how to do it. Biff! You see.
Happy? Pad it up, use it like a pad That's it. that's it. good
work. You're doin’ all nght. Hap He pauses then nods in
approbation for a few seconds then looks upward Biff.
first thing we gotta do when we get time » chip that big
branch over the Youse. Afraid it's gonna fall in a storm and
hit the roof. Tell you what. We get a rope and sling her
around. and then we climb up there with a couple of saws
and take her down. Soon as you finish the car. boys. |
wanna see va. [ got a surprise for vou. boys.

BIFF. offstage: Whatta ya got, Dad?

wiLLY: No, you finish first. Never leave a job till you're
finished—remember that. Looking toward the “big trees’’
Biff. up in Albany | saw a beautiful hammock | think I'il
buy it next trip. and we’ll hang it right between those two
eims. Wouldn't that be something? Just swingin' there un-
der those branches. Boy. that would be

Young Bifl and Young Happy appear from the direction
Willy was addressing. Happy carries rags and a pail of we-
ter. Bif], wearing a sweater with a block 'S = carries a foot-
ball.
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wiLLY Don’t get your sweater dirty, Biff'
A look of pain crosses Bifl’s jace

HAPPY" lsn’t that terrible? Don't leave again, will you®
You'll find a job here. You gotta stick around. I don't
know what to do about him. it’s getting embarrassing.

wi.LY: What a simonizing job'

BIFF Mom's hearing that'
wiLL Y No kiddin'. Bifl, you got a date? Wonderful!

HAPPY Go on to sleep. But talk to him in th: morning. will
you?

BIFF. reluctantiy getting into bed. With her m the house
Brother'

HAPPY, getting into bed. | wish you d have a good talk with
him.

The light on their room begins to fade
BIFF. to himself in bed- That selfish stupid
HAPPY. Sh . Sleep, Biff

Their lighr is out Well betore thev have fimished \peaking,
Will\'s form is dimiy seen below in the darkened kitchen
He open: the refrigerator searches in there, and takes out
a bottic of milk The apartment houses are fading out and
the entire house and surroundings become covered with
leaves. Music insinuates itself as the leaves appear

wiLLY Just wanna be careful with those girls. Bifl. that's
all. Don’t make any promises. No promises of any kind.
Because a girl, y'know. they always believe what you tell
‘em, and you're very young, Biff. you're too young to be
talking seriously to girls.

Light rises on the kitchen. Willy, talking. shuts the refrig-
erator door and comes downsiage to the kitchen table. He
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uarrY: Sure. Oliver is very big now You want to work for
him again?
atFF: No. but when | quit he said something to me. He put

his arm on my shoulder, and he said. "Biff, if you ever
aced anything, come to me ©

HAPPY: | remember that. That sounds good.

B1Fr: | think I'll go to see him. If 1 could get ten thousand
or cven seven or eight thousand dollars 1 could buy a
beautiful ranch.

HaPPY: | bet he’d back you. 'Cause he thought highly of
you, Biff. 1 mean. they all do You're well liked, Biff. That's
why I say to come back here, and we both have the apan-
ment. And I'm tellin' you. Biff. anv babe you want

sIFF: No. with a ranch [ couid do the work I like and still
be something. 1 just wonder though. | wonder if Oliver still
thinks | stole that carton of basketballs.

uAPPY: Oh, he probably forgot that long ago It's almost
ten years. You're too sensitive Anyway. he didn't really
fire you.

BIFF: Well. | think he was going to. 1 think that's why |
quit. | was never sure whether he knew or not. 1 know he

thought the world of me. though. | was the only one he'd
let lock up the place.

WILLY, below: You gonna wash the engine. Biff?
Harpy: Shh!

Biff looks at Happy, who is gazing down, listening. Willy
is mumbling in the parior.

MAPPY: You hear that?
They listen. Willy laughs warmly.

BIFF, growing angry: Doesn’t he know Mom can hear that?
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BIFF- Yeah, yeah, most gorgeous I've had in years.

HAPPY: | get that any time I want, Biff. Whenever | feel
disgusted. The only trouble is, it gexs like bowling or some-
thing. 1 just keep knockin' them over and it doesn’t mean
anything. You still run around a lot?

mIFF: Naa. I'd like to find a girl—steady, somebody with
substance.

BAPPY: That's what I long for.
BIFF: Go on! You'd never come home.

HaPPY: 1 would! Somebody with character, with resistance!
Like Mom, y'’know? You're gonna call me a bastard when
1 tell you this. That girl Charlotte 1 was with tonight is en-
gaged to be married in five weeks. He tries on his new hat.

pIFF: No kiddin™'

HAPPY: Sure, the guy's in line for the vice-presidency of
the store. [ don't know what gets into me, maybe 1 just
have an overdeveloped sense of competition or something,
but I went and ruined her, and furthermore 1 can’t get rid
of her. And he's the third executive I've done that to. Isn't
that a crummy characteristic? And to top it all, 1 go to
their weddings' Indignantly. but laughing: Like I'm not
supposed to take bribes. Manufacturers offer me a hun-
dred-dollar bill now and then to throw an order their way.
You know how honest | am, but it’s like this girl, see. I
hate myself for it. Because 1 dont want the girl, and, still.
I take it and—1 love it!

BIPF: Let’s go to sleep.

HAPPY: | guess we didn't settle anything, heh?

BIFF: 1 just got one idea that 1 think I'm going to try.
HArPY: Whaf's that?

BtrrF: Remember Bill Ofiver?
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HAPPY. enthralled: That’s what | dream about, Biff. Some-
times 1 want to just rip my clothes off in the middle of the
store and outbox that goddam merchandise manager. 1
mean [ can outbox. outrun, and outlift anybody in that
store. and I have to take onders from those common, petty
sons-of-bitches till I can’t stand it any more.

s1FE: I'm tellin’ you, kid, if you were with me I'd be happy
out there.

HAPPY, enthused: See, Biff, everybody around me is 80
false that I'm constantly lowering my ideals .

stFF: Baby. together we'd stand up for onc another. we'd
have someone to trust.

garry - If | were around you—

s1FF: Hap, the trouble s we werent brought up to grub
for money. ¥ don't know how to do it

HAPPY: Neither can 1!
siFF: Then let’s go!
#APPY: The only thing is—what can you make out there?

sIFF. But look at your friend. Builds an estate and then
hasn’t the peace of mind to live in it.

HAPPY: Yeah, but when he walks into the store the waves
part in front of him. That's fifiy-two thousand dollars a
year coming through the revolving door, and I got more in
my pinky finger than he’s got in his head.

BIFF: Yeah, but you just said—

HAPPY: | gotta show some of those pompous, self-important
executives over there that Hap Loman can make the grade.
I want to walk into the store the way he walks in. Then Il
go with you, Biff. We'll be together yet, [ swear. But take

those two we had tonight Now weren't they gorgeous
creatures?
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ways made a point of not wasting my life. and everytime |

come bach here | know that all I've done is to waste my
life.

Harpy: You're a poet, you know that. Biff? You're a—
you're an idealist!

e8iFF- No. I'm mixed up vern bad. Maybe | oughta get
marnied. Mavbe | oughta get stuck into something. Maybe
that's myv trouble I'm like a boy I'm not married. I'm not
in business. | just—I'm like a boy. Are you content. Hap”
You're a success. aren’t vou? Are vou content”

Harry Hell no’
8iFF: Why? You're making money. aren’t you”

HAPPY. moving about with energy. expressiveness. All 1 can
do now 1s wail for the merchandise manager to die. And
suppose 1 get 10 be merchandise manager? He's a good
friend of munc. and he just built a terrific estate on Long
Island. And he lived there about two months and sold it.
and now he's building another one. He can’t enjoy it once
it's finished. And 1 know that's just what 1 would do. 1
don't know what the heli I'm workin' for. Sometimes I sit
in mv apartment—all alone. And | think of the rent I'm
paying. And it's crazy. But then, it's what | always wanted.
My own apartmeat, a car. and plenty of women. And still.
goddammit. I'm lonely

BIFF. with enthusiasm: Listen. why don't you come out
Woest with me?

HAPPY  You and 1. heh?

8IFF: Sure. maybe we could buy a ranch. Raise caftle. use
our muscles. Men built like we are should be working out
in the open.

wapPY, avidly: The Loman Brothers. heh?

BIFE. with vast aflection: Sure. we'd be known all over the
counties'
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HarrY: What do you mean?
pi¥F: Never mind. Just don't lay it all 1o me.

HAPPY: But 1 think if you just got started—| mean—is
there any future for you out there?

si1Fr: | tell ya, Hap. | don't know what the future is. |
don’t know—what I'm supposed to want,

HapPY: What do you mean?

siFrr: Well, 1 spent six or seven years after high school try-
ing to work myself up. Shipping clerk, salesman, business
of one kind or another. And it's 2 measly manner of exist-
ence. To get on that subway on the hot mornings in sum-
mer. To devote your whole life to keeping stock, or making
phone calls, or selling or buying. To suffer fifty weeks of
the year for the sake of a two-week vacation, when all you
really desire is to be outdoors, with your shirt off. And al-
ways to have to get ahead of the next fella. And still—
that’s how you build a (uture

HAPPY: Well. you really enjoy it on a farm? Are you con-
tent out there?

BIFF, wifth rising agitation: Hap. I've had twenty or thiny
different kinds of jobs since | left home before the war. and
it always turns out the same. | just realized it iately. In
Nebraska when [ herded cattie, and the Dakotas. and Ari-
zona, and now in Texas. It's why | came home now. 1
guess, because 1 realized it. This farm | work on. it's spring
there now. see? And they've got about fifteen new colts.
There’s nothing more inspiring or—beautiful than the sight
of a mare and a new colt. And it's cool there now, see?
Temiseoolnow.nndit’sq’rin;.Andwbmverlprhg
comes to where | am. I suddenly get the feeling, my God,
!'m not gettin’ anywhere! What the hell am 1 doing, play-
ing around with horses, twenty-cight dollars a week! I'm
thirty-four years old, | oughta be makin' my future. That's
when I come running home. And now, I get hese, aad |
don’t know what to do with myself. After a pause: I've al-
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HAPPY. Yeah, that was my first time—1I think. Boy, there
was a pig! They laugh, almost crudely. You taught me
everything | know about women. Don't forget that.

BIFF: | bet you forgot how bashful you used to be. Espe-
cially with girls.

HAPPY: Oh, I still am, Biff.
BiFr: Oh, go on.

HAPPY: 1 just control-it, that's all. 1 think I got less bashful
and you got more so. What happened, Biff? Where's the old
humor. the old confidence? He shakes Biff’s knee. Biff gets
up and moves restlessly about the room. What's the matter?

81FF: Why does Dad mock me all the time?
HArPY: He's not mocking you, he—

BIFF: Everythung 1 say there’s a twist of mockery on his
face. | can't get near him.

HAPPY: He just wants you to makc good. that's all. |
wanted to talk to you about Dad for a long time. Biff.
Something's—happening to him. He—talks to himself.

81FF- | noticed that this morning. But he always mumbled.

HAPPY But not so noticeable. It got so embarrassing 1 sent
him to Florida. And you know something? Most of the
time he's talking to you.

aIFF. What's he say about me?
HAPPY: | can’t make it out.
81PF: What's he say about me?

HAPPY: 1 think the fact that you're not settled, that you're
still kind of up in the air . . .

siFr: There's one or two other things depressing him.
Happy.
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doesn't keep his mind on it. I drove into the city with him
last week. He stops at a green light and then it turns red
and he goes. He laughs.

BIFF: Maybe he’s color-blind.

HarPY: Pop? Why he's got the finest eye for color in the
business. You know that.

BIFF, sitting down on his bed: I'm going to sleep.
HAPPY: You're not still sour on Dad, are you, Biff?
BrrF: He's all right, 1 guess.

wiLLY, underneath them. in the living-room: Yes, sir,
eighty thousand miles—eighty-two thousand!

BIFF: You smoking?

HarrY. holding out a pack of ciparettes: Want one?

BIFF, raking a cigarette: 1 can never sleep when I smeli it.
wiLLY: What a siphonizing job. heh!

HAPPY, with deep sentiment: Funny, Bifl, y’know? Us sleep-
ing in here again? The old beds. He pats his bed affection-
ately. All the talk that went across those two beds, huh? Our
whole lives.

BiFfF: Yeah. Lotta dreams and plans.

HAPPY, with a deep and masculine laugh: About five hun-
dred women would like 10 know what was 3aid in this
room.

They share a soft laugh.

BIFF. Remember that big Betsy something—what the hell
was her name—over on Bushwick Avenue?

HAPPY, combing his hair: With the collie dog!
81FF: That's the one. | got you in there, remember?
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wiLLY: | was thinking of the Chevvy. Slight pause. Nine-
teen twenty-eight . when | had that red Chevwy— Breaks
off. That funny? I coulda swom | was driving that Chevvy
today.

LINDA: Well. that's nothing. Something must've reminded
you.

wiLLY Remarkable. Ts. Remember those days? The way
Biff used to simonize that car? The dealer refused to be-
lieve there was eighty. thousand miles on it. He shakes his
head. Heh! To Linda: Close your eyes. I'll be right vp. He
walks out of the bedroom

HAPPY. to Biff- Jesus, mavbe he smashed up the car again’

LINDA, calling after Wills Be careful on the stairs. dear'
The cheese 1s on the middle shelf' She turns. goes over to
the bed. 1akes his jacket and goes out of the bedroomn.

Light has risen on the boys room. Unseen. Willy is heard
talking to himself. “Eighty thousand miles.” and a litile
laugh. Biff gets out of bed. comes downstage a bit, and
stands attentively. Biff is tiwo years older than his brother
Happy. well built. but in these days bears a worn air and
seems less self-assured. He has succeeded less, and his
dreams are stronger and less acceptable than Happy's. Hap-
py is tall. powerfully made Sexuality is like a visible color
on him, or a scent that many women have discovered. He.
like his brother. is lost. but in a different way. for he has
never allowed himself 1o turn his face toward defeat and is
thus more confused and hard-skinned. although seemingly
more contenl.

HAPPY, gelting out of bed: He's going to get his license
taken away if he keeps that up. I'm getting nervous about
him. y'’know, Biff?

BIFF: His eyes are going.
HAPPY: No, ['ve driven with him. He sces all right. He just
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On Willy's last line, Biff and Happy raise themselves up in
their beds, listening.

LINDA: Go down, try it. And be quiet.

WILLY, turning 1o Linda. guiitilv: You're not worried about
me, are you, sweetheart?

BIFF; What's the matter?

HAPPY: Listen!

LINDA: You've got too much on the ball to worry about.
wiLLY: You're my foundation and my support. Linda.

LINDA: Just try to relax, dear. You make mountains out of
molehills.

wiLLY: | won't fight with him any more. If he wants to go
back to Texas, let him go.

LINDA: He'll find his way.

wiLLyY: Sure. Certain men just don't get started till later in
life. Like Thomas Edison, 1 think. Or B. F. Goodrich. One
of them was deaf. He starts for the bedroom doorway. 1|
put my money on Biff.

LINDA: And Willy—if it's warm Sundav we’ll drive in the
country. And we'll open the windshield. and take lunch.

wiLLY: No, the windshields don’t open on the new cars.
LINDA: But you opened it today.

wiLLY: Me? 1 didn't. He stops. Now isn't that peculiar!
Isn't that a2 remarkable— He breaks off in amazement and
fright as the flute is heard distantly.

LNDA: What, darling?

wiLLY: That is the most remarkable thing.
LinDa: What, dear?
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LINDA: | just thought vou'd like a change—

wiLLY: | don’t want a change! I want Swiss cheese. Why
am ] always being contradicted?

LINDA, with a covering laugh: I thought it would be a sur-
prise.

wiLLY: Why don’t you open a window in here, for God's
sake?

LINDA, with infinite patience: They're all open, dear.

wiLLY: The way they boxed us in here. Bricks and win-
dows. windows and bricks.

LINDA: We should’ve bought the land next door.

wiLLY: The street is lined with cars. There's not a breath
of fresh air in the neighborhood. The grass don’t grow any
more, you can't raise a carrot in the back yard. They
should've had a law against apartment houses. Remember
those two beautiful elm trees out there? When I and Biff
hung the swing between them?

LINDA: Yeah, like being a million miles from the city.

wiLLy: They should've arrested the builder for cutting
those down. They massacred the neighborhood. Lost: More
and more [ think of those days. Linda. This time of year it
was lilac and wisteria. And then the peonies would come
out, and the daffodils. What fragrance in this room!

LINDA: Well, after all, people had to move somewhere.
wiLLY: No, there’s more people now.
LINDA: | don't think there's more people. I think—

wiLLY: There's more people! That's what’s ruining this
country! Population is getting out of control. The competi-
tion is maddening! Smell the stink from that apartment
house! And another onc on the other side . . . How can
they whip cheese?
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around. take a lot of different jobs. But it’s more than ten
years now and he has yet to make thirty-five dollars a
week'

LiNDa: He's finding himself. Willy.

wiLLy: Not finding yourself at the age of thirty-four 1s a
disgrace!

LINDA Shh’

wit.LY The trouble s he's lazy. goddammit'

LINDA Willy, please’

wiLt Yy Biff 1s a lazy bum'

LINDA. They're sleeping. Get something to eat Go on
down

wilLy. Why did he come home’ | would like to know
what brought him home

LINDA | don't know, | thunk he's still lost. Willv. { think
he’s verv fost

witiy Biff Loman is lost In the greatest country m the
world a young man with such—personal attractiveness,
gets lost. And such a hard worker. There's one thing about
Biff —he's not lazy

LINDA . Never

WILLY. with pitv and resolve. I'll see him in the moming:
'l have a nice talk with um I'll get him a job selling. He
could be big in no ime My God' Remember how they
used to follow him around in high school? When he smiled
al one of them their faces lit up. When he walked down the
street . He loses himself in reminiscences.

LINDA. trying to bring him out of it1: Willy, dear, | got a
new kind of American-type cheese today. It's whipped.

wiLLY: Why do you get American when 1 like Swiss?
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WILLY, encouraged: 1 will. I definitely will. Is there any
cheese? ‘
LINDA: I'll make you a sandwich.

wrLLY: No, go to sleep. I'll take some milk. I'll be up right
away. The boys in?

LINDA: They're sleeping. Happy took Biff on a date tonight.
WILLY, interested: That so?

LINDA: It was so nice-to see them shaving together, one be-
hind the other, in the bathroom. And gcing out together.
You notice? The whole house smells of shaving lotion.

wiLLy: Figure it out. Work a lifetime to pay off a house.
You finally own it, and there’s nobody to live in it.

LINDA: Well, dear, life is a casting off It's always that way

.WILLY: No, no, some people—some people accomplish
something. Did Biff say anything after 1 went this moming?

LINDA: You shouldn't have criticized him. Willy, especially
after he just got off the train. You mustn’t lose your temper
with him.

WwWILLY: When the hell did 1 lose my temper? I simply asked
him if he was making any money. Is that a criticism?

LINDA: But, dear. how could he make any money?

WILLY. worried and angered: There’s such an undercurrent
i him. He became a moody man. Did he apologize when |
left this moming?

LINDA: He was crestfallen, Willy. You know how he ad-
mires you. I think if he finds himself, then you'll both be
happier and not fight any more.

wiLLy: How can he find himself on a farm? Is that a life?

A farmhand? In the beginning, when he was young, 1
thought, well, a young man, it's good for him to tramp
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LINDA: Take an aspirin. Should 1 get you an aspirin? it'll
soothe you.

WILLY, with wonder: 1 was driving along, you understand?
And 1 was fine. | was even observing the scenery. You can
imagine, me looking at scenery, on the road every week of
my life. But it’s so beautiful up there. Linda, the trees are
so thick, and the sun is warm. | opened the windshield and
just let the warm air bathe over me. And then all of a sud-
den I'm goin’ off the road! I'm tellin” va. I absolutely forgot
1 was driving. If I'd’ve gone the other way over the white
line 1 might've killed somebody. So [ went on again—and
five minutes later I'm dreamin’ again, and 1 nearly— He
presses two fingers against his eyes. 1 have such thoughis. 1
have such strange thoughts.

LINDA: Willy, dear. Talk to them again. There's no reason
why you can’t work in New York.

wiLLY: They don’t need me in New York. I'm the New
England man. 'm vital in New England.

LINDA: But you're sixty years okl. They can’t expect you to
keep traveling every week.

wiLLy: T'll have to send a wire to Portland. I'm supposed
to see Brown and Morrison tomorrow morning at ten
o'clock to show the line. Goddammit. 1 could sell them!
He starts putiing on his jacker.

LINDA, taking the jacket from him: Why don’t you go down
to the place tomorrow and teflf Howard you've simply got
to work in New York? You're too accommodating. dear.

wiLLy: If old man Wagner was alive I'd a been in charge
of New York mow! That man was a prince, he was a mas-
terful man. But that boy of his, that Howard, he don’
appreciate. When 1 went north the first time, the Wagner
Company didn't know where New England was!

LINDA: Why don't you tell those things to Howard, dear?
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WILLY. with casual arritation | said nothing happened
Didn’t vou hear me?

LiNDA. Don't you feel well”?

wiLLY: I'm tired to the death. The flute has faded away
He sits on the bed beside her. a little numb. | couldn't
make tt. I jbst couldn’t make it, Linda.

LINDA. very carefully. delicately: Where were you all day?
You look terrible.

wiLey - [ got as far as a little above Yonkers. 1 stopped for
a cup of coffee. Maybe it was the coffee.

L INDA: What?

WILLY, after a pause. | suddenly couldn’t drive any more
The car kept going off ontoe the shoulder. y'know?

LINDA, helpfully- Oh. Maybe it was the steering again. 1
don’t think Angelo knows the Studebaker.

wiLLy. No. it's me, it's me. Suddenly | realize I'm goin’
sixty miles an hour and I don't remember the last five
minutes. I'm—1I can’t seem to—keep my mind to it.

LINDA: Maybe it's your glasses. You never went for vour
new glasses.

wiLLY: No, | see everything. 1 came back ten miles an
hour. It took me nearly four hours from Yonkers.

LINDA, resigned: Well, you'll just have to take a rest. Willy.
you can't continue this way.

wiLLY: I just got back from Florida.

LINDA: But you didn’t rest your mind. Your mind is over-
active, and the mind is what counts, dear.

wiLLy; I'll start out in the moming. Maybe I'll feel better
in the morning. She ir taking off his shoes. These goddam
arch supports are killing me.
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under and over it we see the apartmeni buildings. Before
the house lies an apron, curving beyond the forestage into
the orchestra. This forward area serves as the back yard as
well as the locale of all Willy's imaginings and of his city
scenes. Whenever the action is in the present the actors ob-
serve the imaginary wall-lines. entering the house only
through its door at the left But in the scenes of the past
these boundaries are broken. and characters enter or leave
a room by stepping “'through™ a wall onto the forestage.

From the right, Willy Loman, the Salesman, enters, carry-
ing two large sample cases. The flute plays on. He hears
but is not aware of it. He is past sixty years of age, dressed
quietly. Even as he crosses the stage to the doorway of the
house. his exhaustion is appareni. He unlocks the door.
comes into the kitchen, and thankfully leis his burden
down. feeling the soreness of his palms. A word-sigh es-
capes his lips—i1 might be “Oh, boy, oh. boy.” He closes
the door. then carries his cases out into the living-room,
through the draped kitchen doorway.

Linda, his wife, has stirred in her bed at the right. She gets
out and puts on a robe. listening. Most often jovial. she has
developed an iron repression of her exceptions to Willy's
behiavior-—she more than loves him. she admires him, as
though his mercurial nature. his teinper. his massive dreams
and little cruelties, served her only as sharp reminders of
the turbulent longings within him, longings which she
shares but lacks the 1emperament to utter and follow to
their end.

LINDA, hearing Wiliv outside the bedroom. calls with some
trepidarion: Willy'

wiLLY: Its all right. ] came back.

LINDA: Why? What happened? Slight pause. Did some-
thing happen, Willy?

wiLLy: No, nothing happened.

LINDA: You didn’t smash the car, did you?
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A melody is heard, played upon a flute. It is small and fine,
telling of grass and trees and the horizon. The curtain rises.

Before us is the Salesman’s house. We are aware of tower-
ing, angular shapes behind i1, surrounding it on all sides.
Only the blue light of the sky falls upon the house and
Jorestage; the surrounding area shows an angry glow of
orange. As more light appears, we see a solid vault of
apartment houses around the small, fragile-seeming home.
An air of the dream clings to the place. a dream rising ous
of reality. The kiichen at center seems actual enough, for
there is a kitchen table with three chairs, and a refrigerator.
But no other fixtures are seen. At the back of the kitchen
there is a draped entrance, which leads to the living-room.
To the right of the kiichen, on a level raised two feet, is a
bedroom furnished only with a brass bedstead and a
straight chair. On a shelf over the bed a silver athletic tro-
phy siands. A window opens onto the apartment house af
the side.

Behind the kitchen, on a level raised six and a half feet, is
the boys’ bedroom, at present barely visible. Two beds are
dimly seen, and at the back of the room a dormer window.
(This bedroom is above the unseen living-room.) At the left
a stairway curves up to it from the kitchen.

The entire setting is wholly, or, in some places, partiu..y
iransparent. The roof-line of the house is one-dimensional;



The action takes place in Willy Loman’s house and yard
and in various places he visits in the New York and Boston
of today.

Throughous the play. in the siage directions, lefi and right
mean siage lef1 and stage righs.
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avoiding the one moment of truth in their life. Once it is
faced by both men dramatic tenmsion eases off, and the play
flows smoothly towards its logical end. Father and son finally
come to know the turth about themselves.

The problem, however, is that there is no clear dividing
line between past and present. One moment in the preseat
dissolves into another moment in the past. Furthermore, the
past moments themselves recognize no dividing lines. 1l
is no flashback technique where a past moment is recalled
with its distinct outline and boundaries. What we are dealing
with here is a far more complex structure where a man can
live the two moments simultaneously. What makes Miller's
dramatic technique more confusing is that we sometimes have
more than one remove from reality. In other words, a past
moment would smoothly fade in to replace the present -
which is in turn, never completely forgotten — to be followed
bv another moment in the past, either earlier ar later than
the previous one. The play abounds with such examples
testifying to Arthur Miller’s mastery of his technique. One
such example is the encounter quoted above between Willy
and his two sons i the restaurant where more than onec
moment concur in the protagonist’s jammed mind.

One final question should be asked here: did Willy
Loman really have the wrong dreams, as Biff claims? No
better answer can be given than that given by his friend and
neighbour :

Charley, To Biff : Nobody dast blame this man. You
dont understand : Willy was a salesman. And
for a salesman, there is no rock bottom to
the life. He don't put a bolt to a nut, he
don’t tell you the law or give you medicine.
He’s a man way out there in the blue, riding
on a smile and a shoeshine. And when they
start not smiling back — that’s an earth-
quake... A salesman i8 got to dream, boy. It
comes with the territory. (p. 138)

XVi



play would have betrayed too much of its technique and
theme. In abandoning that title, however, he left the origmal
text intact. It is simply what goes on in a man’s head unde:
pressure.  Arthur Miller’s starting point, as he himself admits,
was the stream of significant memories of Willy’s past:

1 was convinced only that if 1 could make him re-
member enough he would kill himself, and the struc-
ture of the play was determined by what was needed
to draw up his memories like a mass of tangled
roots without end or beginning.(1)

In the execution of his intention, Miller actually suceeded
In creating an artistic mess of tangled roots, seemingly without
cnd or beginning. A critic’s job, in this case, would be to
find a point somewhere in the action where the mess could be
disentangled. Such a point should and does exist, else the
artist would be interested in ambiguity for its own sake.

In reading Death of A Salesman we should pay attention
to one significant point in the charaetcrs™ life. What makes this
point unique is that it is shared by the important characters
ir. the play: Willy, Linda, Biff and Bernmard. It is the day
Biff flunks math and goes to see his father only to find him
in the hotel room with another woman. It is true the train
of events in Willy’s memories does not always stop there. But
we are gradvally Led to feel it to be the focal point of the
action. It is the day the son discovers his father is a fake
and his myth of success is nothing but a ‘phony’ dream. What
happens does not amount to much : BIf has finaliy shown up
after disappearing for 2 while — later on we will know he
has been in jail — and the father resumes piplng in his
dream of success. But both fother and son are umistakebly

1. Arthur Miller, Collected Plays (New York : Viking, 1957),
p. 27.



Once established, his awareness takes us back to his ‘sin’
or tragic mistake. What is Willy Loman guilty of ? The man
bhardly knew himself, and consequently went about spreading
his fake dreams in an age of harrowing competition. The
more uprealistic he was the wider the gap between his image
of himself and his real image became. Significantly, the only
charactor apart from Linda who is allowed to leave with
some reasonable expectation of success is Biff. The play
begins with Biff actually showing unmistakable symptoms of
self-knowledge :

Biff : Well, I spent six or seven years after high
school trying to work myself up. Shipping
clerk, salesman, business of one kind or
another. And it's a measly manner of exis-
tence. To get on that subway on the hot
mornings in summer. To devote your whole
life to keeping stock, or making phone calls,
or selling or buying. To suffer fifty wecks of
the year for the sake of a two-week vacation.
when all you really desire is to be outdoors,
with your shirt off. And always to have to
get ahead of the next fella. p. 22)

Significantly, the play ends on the same pote it opens with,
a fact that Linda points out. She senses what is going on
around her. Biff has been trying to find himself and Willy
has to let him be. When the father comes to know the reality
about himself, he is beyond saving. The harm of feeding his
sons the wrong dream all their life has already been done
and nothing can save him. That is exactly what Linda’s words
foreshadow from the very beginning. With this we come 1o
the play’s structure.

The key to the dramatic siructure of Death of A Sales-

map lies in the original title Miller intended for it. Arthur
Miller might have rightly felt that the original title of the
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the shocking revelation of the father's
‘phony’ character.)
Willy, shouting: I'm not in my room! (Past)
Biff, frighteneed : Dad, what’s the matter ? (Present)
Operator : Ringing Mr., Loman for you'!
Willy : I'm not there, stop it. (Past and present)
pp. 190-11

What we have here is certainly more then a haphazard asso-
ciation of ideas. Willy Loman’s jump from present to past and
vice-versa is by no means accidental. The man is aware of his
failure as a father, a fact which strings the threc momcits
we have in the above scene together. The underlying aware-
ness accounts for the terror that accompanies the events of the
play. Linda takes care, early in the play, of opening every-
body’s eye to what is going on in Willy’'s mind, and tnc
terror of it all. We are made to understand that Willy Loman
has been trying to kill himself for sometime, first by smashing
the car then by suffocation. Apart from the oppressing sens.
of a doom hanging over Willy Loman's head, his awareness
of his responsibility is established beyond doubt. As a
matter of fact, we need nobody’s testimony, other than Willy's.
that is. In the midst of Willy’s illusion there arc moment.
of awareness of the disturbing and even disrupting reality.
Willy Loman is not really blind to what is going on whea
Happy, who is no more successful than Biff, offers to help
his father out. The latter’s answer jars in:

Happy : Pop, I told you I'm gonna retire you for
life.

Willy : You'll retire me for life on seventy goddam
dollars a week ? And your women and your
car e~d your apartment. and you'll retire me
for life! Christ's sake, I couldn’t get past
yonkers today! Where are you guys, where
are you? The woods are burning! I can’t
drive & car. (p. 41)
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The father comes in expecting to hear some good news from
Biff. He learns that Biff's errand was no more fortunate than
his. A flight into the past is immediately made to bring in a
similar failure, for which the other was obviously responsible.
Happy and Biff represen* the present and Bernard is the
voice of the past:

Young Bernard, frantically: Mrs. l.oman, Mrs. Lo-
man ! (Past)

Happy: Tell him what happened! (Fresent)

Biff, to Happy: Shut up and leave me alone'

Willy: No, no! You bad to go and flunk math.
(Ablend of past and present)

Biff : What math? Whatre you talking about?
(Present)

Young Bemard : Mrs. Loman, Mrs. [.oman' (Past)

Willy, furiously: If you hadn't flunked you'd’ve
been set by now! (Present)

Linda ; But they have to. Hes gotta go to the uni-
versity. Where is he? Biff! Biff! (Past)
Young Bernard: No, he leftt He went to Grand
Central. (Past)

Willy, seeing the pen for the first time: You took
Oliver's pen? (Present)

Biff : 1 never intended to do it. Dad.

Operator’s Voice : Standish arms, good evening. (A
Iater movement in the past in preparation
for the other woman'’s scene which represents
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real image. More often than not, a tragedy opens with the
dramatic irony based on the disparity between the two images
and ends with the hero’s self-knowledge, or his knoweldge of
his image in the cyes of others. It is this loss of innocence or
acquisition of wisdom through suffering, call it what you like,
that gives tragedy its ennobling quality. Once Willy Loman
is forced, therefore, to see himself and his myth or dream
for what they are really worth the tragedy has to come to an
end :

Biff : I am not a leader of men, Willy, and neither
are you. You were never anything but a
hard-worhing drummer who landed in the ash
can like all the rest of them! I'm one dollar
an hour, Willy! I tried seven states and
cculdn’t rase it. A buck an hour! Do you
gather my meaning ? I'm not bringing hom=
any prizes any more, and you're going to
stop waiting for me to bring them home!
(p. 132)

Willy's final successful attempt at suicide seems to be
an acceptance of his responsibility for Biff’s failure. a fact
that accounts for the smooth and serene ending of the play.
His present responsibility, however, does not come as a sud-
den revelation. It has always been there, at the back of his
mind. waiting to be sprung on Willy’s consciousness. In one
sense, his recurrent retreat into the past testifies to his aware-
ness of his personzl responsability for what has been going
on. The restaurant meeting between the three men of the
family is an exemplary summation of how hard and fast a
man’s mind can work to evade the truth. The situation is as
follows : Willy’s meeting with Howard has just proved to be
a fiasco ending with the former’s loss of his job. Biff has to cool
his heels all day waiting to be admitted into Oliver’s office
and he finally leaves the office with Oliver’s pen in his hand.
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there the sky is the Lmit, becausc it's not
what you do, Ben. It's who you know and
the smile on your face! It's contacts, Ben,
contacts. The whole wealth of Alaska passes
over the lunch table at (he Commeodore
Hotel, and that’s the wonder, the wonder of
this country, that a man can end with dia-
mands here on the basis of being liked.

(p- 86).

Some people may find it difficult] to believe that onc can
succeed on the basis of being liked. But the point s nol
whether Willy Loman’s myth is right or wrong, but that once
it was operative. It really did work for Willy Loman as
much as it did for Dave Singleman. The problem is that with
the Depression of the thirties’ America outgrew this innocent
dream of Adonisis while Willy ncver really outgrew his
original myth of easy success. In other words, his tragedy
lies in the ever widening gap between his image of himself
and the others’ image of him, betwcen his image of America
and the real image of America. At one time there was hardlh
any distance between the two images:

Willy : When he died —- and by the wav he died the
death of a salesman, in the smoker of the
New York, New Haven and Hartford going
into Boston ~— when he died, hundreds of
salesmen and buyers were at his funeral.
...In thaose days there was personality in it
Howard. There was respect and comradship,
and gratitude n it (italics mine). p. R).

But that was over thirty years before. Now it is “a rough
world,” as Charley aptly puts it. No-bodv showed up for
Willy’s funeral.

It did take a lot of suffering to open Willy's eyes to his
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Linda : I just thought you'd like a change—
Willy : I don’t want a change! I want Swiss cheese.
(p- 17)

To apply the principles of fixation and unchangeability to a
changeable matter is tragic. He is crushed by the new reality
or, at best left behoind as a freak or a dying dinosaur. Here,
the similarity between Amanda Wingfield and Willy Loman
becomes obvious. Both have Long becen left behind, and
iheir attempts to relive the past are simply pathetic.

The temptation of blaming it all on Willy’s idecals is
there. The myth of easy success is almost an obsession with
him. Significantly all the versions of this myth are variations
on Dave Singleman’s, with the living he made by simply
picking up a phone and making a few calls. The irrevocable
decision to follow Dave's example was taken a long time
ago. a decision that actually interrupted the young man’s
trip to Alaska. It is spelled at an early stage in the play.
100

Willy : That's just what 1 mean. Bernard can get the
best marks in school, y'understand, vou are
going to be five times a head of him. That's
why 1 thank Almighty God you’re both built
like Alonises. Because the man who makes
an appearance in the business world, the man
who creates personal interest, is the man who
gets ahead. Be liked and vou will never
want. (p. 33)

Explicit as it is, the dramatist allows his protagonist to keep
coming back to the same dream:

Willy :  Without a penny to his name, three great
universities are begging for him, and from



to, with the exception of a few rare moments when he shows
signs of awareness of change.

One way of determining the theme of Death of A Sales-
man is to trace the moments of Willy’s escape to the past.
Whenever he is faced with personal failure as father and
husband and his economic failure as a business man he
hurries back to the past. The present-past relationship will be
discussed in detail later on, in our examination of the play's
sttucture. Suffice to say here, that it is in these willed and
unwilled trips to the past as an escape from a frustrating
present that the theme lies. As a matter of fact, we will not
be stretching the point by saying that there is more of the
social, external circumstances in Tennessee Williams® world
than we have here. The usually propagated view is that Wil-
liams presents misfits and introverts who arc disintegrating
from within. But there is definitely morc to him than that.
Amanda Wingfield of The Glass Manageries does not actually
suffer because of any peculiarity of her own alone. She re-
presents a class that is left behind by the natural move-
ment of history in the American South. It is definitely not
her mistake that she cannot find one geatleman caller as
opposed to those seventeen callers she received one Sunda
afternoon in the old South. The same thing applies to
someone like Bianche DuBois of A Streetcar Named
Desire. Her suffering is no simple atonement for the ‘amatory
adventures’ of a corrupt southern belle. External circumstances
in Steefcar, again, are more persistent then those in Death of
Saleman

Willy Loman's tragedy, therefore. is that of a man whou
failed to adapt to a new and changing reality. Arthur Miller
underscores this trait in his hero’s character very early in the
play :

Linda : Willy, dear, 1 got a new Kind of American
cheese today. It's whipped.
Willy : Why do you get American when 1 like Swiss”
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has no scruples in blaming a good part of Willy's tragedy
on those circumstances. When he comes to the play, however,
everything is so carefully balanced that we really have no
social indicetment, either explicit or implicit.

In emphasizing the external social circumstances, further
more, Miller seems to have disregarded two obvious facts
about his protagonist. First, that he really never rebels against
his cosmos or, to put it in modest terms, surrounding. The
only forms of “total onslaught” on the part of Willy Loman
are escapes or aberrations into the past whenever reality
rroves too much for him or simply smash his car in his
abortive attempts at suicide. Secondly, the cosmos surrounding
Willy is not “seemingly stable”. Indeed that is where his
tragic mistake lies. He seems to trust a cosmos that is not
“unchangeable”. He nostalgically holds to a legend, a myth
that is no longer there :

Willy: .... And old Dave, he'd go up to his room,
y'understand, put on his green velvet slippers
— TI'll never forget —- and pick up his phone
and call the buyers, and without ever leaving
his room, at the age of eighty-four, he made
his living. ‘Cause what could be more satis-
fying than to be able to go, at the age of
eighty-four, into twenty or thirty different
cities, and pick up a phone, and be remem-
bered and loved and helped by so many dif-
ferent people? Do you know? When he
died - and by the way he died the
death of a salesman, in his green velvet slip-
pers in the smoker of the New York, New
Haven. and Hartford, going into Boston —
when he died, hundreds of salesman and
buyers were at his funeral. p. 81.

This is the fixed image of the past that Willy Loman holds
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thetic Linda does not blame it on the system. In her early
outburst against the two sons she foreshadows the confrobta-
tion between Willy and Howard by underscoring the fact that
Willy has given thirty-four years of his life to the company.
and now that he cannot sell anymore, they are taking his
salary away. But she does not hesitate to put the record
straight :

Biff . Those ungrateful bastards'
Linda : Are they any worse than his sons?

Willy Loman’s tragedy does not reside. again, min his rejection
of any social reality. let aside his rebellion against it, as Miller
himself claims :

The flaw, or crack in the character is really nothing
~— and need not be nothing — but his inherent
unwillingness to remain passive in the face of what
he conceives to be a challenge to his dignity. his
image of his rightful status.  Only the passive,
only those who accept their lot without active reta-
tiation are “‘flawless.”

But there are among us today, as there always
have been, those who act against the scheme of things
that degrades them. ... and from this total onslaught
by an individual against the seemingly stable cosmos
surrouding us... comes the terror and the fear that is
classically associated with tragedy.(1)

As usual, Miller’s words smack of a wisdom that his
practice fails to prove. The obvious discrepany between
what Miller says in theory and what he does in practice is.
indeed, puzzling. It seems that when he speaks about the
external social circumstances he is so generous with words and

1. Arthur Miller. The New York Times, op.. cit.
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1 put thirty-four years into this firm, Howard, and
now I can’t pay my insurance! You can’t eat the
omnge and throw the peel away — a man is nof a
piece of fruit! (italics mine)l

But one cannot run a business and make “a go of” it on
mere sentiments, no matter how humane those sentiments
are. Willy Ioman named Howard, and promises were made.
True. Buf whose failure is it? This is the question that has
to be answered before we ean understand the theme of the
play. Even a hcartless Howard can really hit it on the nose
and sum up Willy's wcakness :

Howard: Where are vour sons? Why don't your
sons give you a hand?
Willy : They’re working on a very big deal.
Howard : This is no time for false pride, Willy. You
go to your sons and tell them that you're tired.
You've got two great boys. havent you?
(italics mine) 83-4.

Undoubtedly there must be something wrong with an eco-
nomic system that drives an old man of sixty three on the
road without any guarantees of decent living. But Willy
L.oman himself bas no grievances against the system. No one
in the play really does, and, furthermore, if it does not work
for him it works for others. It is worth mentioning here that
characters like Charley, Bernard. Howard and Oliver, are
prosperous within the system. Even Willy’s dream was
operative once with someone like Dave Singleman, when the
time was rightt We have to look for the source of Willy
Loman’s tragedy in some direction other than the easy and
convenient class struggle formula. Even an extremely sympa-
I. Arthur Miller, Death of Salesman (Cairo: The Anglo-
Egyptian Bookshop, 1983), p. 82.
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one has to be always on the alert as to “who”, "when” and
“where”. But once cnough attention is paid to the sudden
shifts in Lord Jim, for instance, the pieces of the puzzle fall
into place to make one harmonious whole. This is the case
with Death of A Salesman where both past and present scem
to concur at one and the same moment in the protagonist's
mind. Once the line is distinctly drawn between the two the
harmonious whole behind the deceptive mass of contradiciions
becomes apparent.

One of the misleading interpretations of the play is the
attempt to see it as one of the strongest indictments of the
capitalist system. Not that Miller is without socialist ideas.
But the point is that the socialist intepretation of Death of
A Salesman was foremost among Egyptian critics of the sixtie:
when everything was seen from a socialist perseptive. What
usually happens is that Willy Loman's tragedy is seen as thc
result of circumstances beyond his control, social circums-
tances, that is. The whole play, therefore, is exclusively scen
from one angle, i.e., the famous, — or the infamous, rather
- encounter between Willy and Howard, the owner of the
firm to which the former gave more than thirty years of his
iife. The cruelty of the scene i5s unguestionable. The man has
helped establish the firm. he has given it thirty-four years
of his life, has been working without pay for sometime now,
has not been able 10 average fifty or even forty dollars a
week in commission, has been pretending to his family that
he is still a success on the road as a salesman, is actually at
the end of his line and the slightest touch could push him
over, and now he comes asking for a modest job for the
modest sum of forty dollars a week. The injustice of it all
is undeniable :

Willy, stopping him: I'm talking about your father!

There were promises made across this desk! You
mustn’'t tell me you've got people to see —
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another, we are often held to be below tragedy — or
tragedy above us. The inevitable conclusion is, of
course, that the tragic mode is archaic, fit only for
the very highly placed, the Kings or the Kingly....

I believe that the common man is as apt a

subject for tragedy in its bhighest sense as Kings
were(1).

To put it bluntly, in February 1949, Arthur Miller was
fighting a battle for the common man that had alreadv been
fought and won cven before he was born.

This is no tirade against Arthur Miller. Far from it. The
man is undoubtedly one of America’s greatest writers. We
are only attempting here to state the obvious, ie., practicing
artists are not always the best theoreticians. In Arthur Miller’s
case, his lot has not really been better than that of many
other creative writers — like Brecht and Ionesco, to mention
only two — who ventured into the realm of theory. His
failure, on the othr hand, does not make him less of a
dramatist. But it is only as a dramatist that he will be dis-
cussed here, and in so doing, the emphasis is laid salely on his
art of the drama as represented in his masterpiece, Death of
A Salesman.

The key to the whole play. however, lies in the original
title that Miller gave it, The Inside of His Head, a title which
was later discarded. Both thematic and structural approaches
to the play have to take into account that we are presented
with what some critics call *“a mass of contradictions”™. In
reading Death of A Salesman, students with enough knowledge
of the different and somewhat entangled “isms” are imme-
diately reminded of some of Joseph Conrad’s novels where

1. 1bid.
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Now it is true that tragedy is the consequence of
man’s total compulsion to evaluate himself justly, his
destruction in the attempt posits a wrong or an evil
in his environment. And this is precisely the morality
of tragedy and its lesson.(1)

To place the wrong in man’s environment and not in man
himself raises so many gquestions concerning the meaning of
responsibility and the related problems of tragic inevitability
and the tragic hero's fall. 1t is this attempt to blame the
circumstances rather than the individual that gave rise to the
conflicting interpretations of Death of A Salesman. The risk
of blaming it on the environment is that the tragic hero's
sin is inevitably conceived of as his attempt to gain his
rightful position. “From Orestes to Hamlet, Medea to Mac-
beth, “Miller says, ‘“the underlying struggle is that of the
individual attempting to gain his rightful position in his
society.”(2) We only have to be reminded here that what
applies to a hurt and wronged Medea or Hamlet does not
by necessity apply to a Macbeth.

As for his emphasis on the common man as an apt
subject for tragedy, Miller’s is no major contribution to the
theory of tragedy. By the time Miller started writing for the
theatre, the common man thesis had already been an accepted
practice in both Europe and America. Nothing can be more
redundant, therefore, than Miller’s uncalled for defence of
the common man :

In this age few tragedies are written. Tt has often
been held that the lack is due to a paucity of heroes
among us, or else that modern man has had blood
drawn out of his orpans.... Tor one reason or

1. Arthur Miller, The New York Times, February 27, 1949,
2. Ibid.



INTRODUCTON

DEATH OF A SALESMAN
by : A. Hammouda

With the distance of thirty years or more after the first
production of Death of A Salesman (1949) we can justly claim
the possibility of an impartial examination of the play and its
place in the history of American theatre. The distance makes it
possible, on the other hand, to view Arthur Miller's achiev-
ment apart from his much publicized new concept of tragedy
and the tragic hero. As a maftter of fact, very few playwrights
have been as outspoken as Miller in trying to “sell” their
so-called theories of tragedy. The obvious modesty of his
contemporary, Tennessee Williams, testifies to Millet’s tireless
insistence on the ‘novelty’ of his theory.

The fact remains, however, that so much of what Miller
advocates in the art of tragely is not really new. One can
even safely conclude foom the reading of his best known
plays like Al My Sons, Death of A Salesman, After the Fall
and Incident At Vichi that his theory is bollow and full of
platitudes and generalizations. It by no means follows that
the man is not interesting as a dramatist. On the contrary,
some of Miller’s plays remain among the most interesting
and provocative works of our century. What I am simply
trying to do is to warn against taking some of the man’s
generalizations for granted. One has to think twice, for
instance, before accepting the following definition of the
tragic hero's mistake and his responsibility :



DEATH OF A SALESMAN
by
Arthur Miller

(Arabic ¢ English)

Copyright (c) 1949 by Arthur Miller. Copyrigh
(c) renewed 1977 Arthur Miller. All rights
reserved. Reprinted by permission of Interna
tional Creative Management, New York.



Death of a Salesman

CERTAIN PRIVATE CONVERSATIONS
IN TWO ACTS AND A REQUIEM

by Arthur Miller

With an Introduction

BY

A. HAMMOUDA PH.D.
Quairo Unlversity

Published by
ANGLU-EGYPTIAN BOOXKBHOP
185, Mobamed Farid Bsreet. Qairo















