LINDA: Get out of my sight! Get out of here!

BIFF: 1 wanna see the boss.
LINDA: You’re not going near him!
BIFF: ' Where is he? (He moves into the living-room and LINDA follows.)

LINDA (shouting after BIFF): You invite him to dinner. 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!

LINDA: Get out of here!

HAPPY: Now look, Mom...

LINDA: . Did you have to go to women tonight? You and your lousy rotten
whores!
(BIFF re-enters the kitchen.)

HAPPY: Mom, all we did was follow Biff around trying to cheer him up! (To

BIFF) Boy, what a night you gave me!

LINDA: ) ~ Get out of here, both of you, and don’t come back! I don’t want you
tormenting him any more. Go on now, ge your things together! (To
BIFF) You can sleep in his apartment. (She starts to pick up the
flowers and stops herself.) Pick up this stuff, ’'m not your maid any
more, Pick it up, you bum, you! '
{HAPPY turns his back to her in refusal. BIFF slowly moves over and
gets down on his knees, picking up the flowers.)

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

BIFF (not looking at her): is that what he said?

LINDA: He didn’t have to say anything. He was so humiliated he nearly limped
when he came in.

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 didn’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. Didn’t.
Didn’t do a damned thing. How do you like that, heh? Left him

babbling in a toilet.
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LINDA:
BIFF:

LINDA:
BIFF:
LINDA:

You louse. You...

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!
Get out of here!

I gotta talk to the boss, Mom. Where is he?

You're not going near him. Get out of this house!

BIFF (with absolute assurance, determination): No. We’re gonna have an abrupt conversation,

LINDA:

him and me.
You’re not talking to him!
(Hammering is heard from outside the house, off right. Biff turns

toward the noise.)

LINDA (Suddenly pleading): Will you please leave him alone?

BIFF:
LINDA:
BIFF (quietly):

WILLY:
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What’s he doing out there?

He’s planting the garden!

Now? Ch, my God!

(BIFF moves outside, LINDA following. The light dies down on them
and comes up on the centre of the apron as WILLY walks into it.
He is carrying a flashlight, a hoe, and a handful of seed packets. He
raps the top of the hoe sharply to fix it firmly, and then moves to the
left, measuring off the distance with his-foot. He holds the flashlight
to look at the seed packets, reading off the instructions. He is in the
blue of night.)

Carrots...quarter-inch apart. Rows...one-foot rows. (He measures it
off.) One foot. (He puts down a package and measures off.) Beets.
(He puts down another package and measures again.) Lettuce. (He
reads the package, puts it down.) One foot - (He breaks off as BEN
appears at the right and moves slowly down to him.) What a proposition,
ts, ts. Terrific, terrific. ‘Cause she’s suffered, Ben, the woman has
suffered.‘You understand me? 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 so quick. Remember, it’s a guaranteed twenty-
thousand-doliar proposition. Now look, Ben, [ 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?
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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 yourself. They might not honour
the policy.
WILLY: How can they dare refuse? Didn’t I work like a coolie to meet 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 rest of my life ringing
up a zero?

BEN (yielding): That’s .a point, William, (He moves, thinking, turns.) And twenty

thousand - that is something one ‘can feel with the hand, it is there.
WILLY (now assured, with rising power): Oh, Ben, that’s the whole beauty of it! I see it like a
diamond, shining in the dark, hard and rough, that I can pick up and touch‘in my hand. Not like -
like and appointment! This would not be another damned-fool appointment, Ben, and it changes
all the aspects. Because he thinks I’'m nothing,.see, and so he spites me. But the funeral - (Straigh-
tening up) Ben, that funeral will be massive! They’ll come from Maine, Massachusetts, Vermont,
New Hampshire! All the old-timers with the strange licence plates - that boy will be thunder - struck,
Ben, because he never realized - I am known, Rhode Island, New York, New Jersey - I am known,
Ben, and he’ll see it with his eyes onc¢e 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.
WILLY (suddenly fearful}): No, that would be terrible.

BEN: Yes. And a damned fool.
WILLY: No, no, he mustn’t, I won’t have that! (He is broken and desperate.)
BEN: He’ll hate you, William,

(The gay music of the boys is 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 always some kind of good news coming
up, aiways something nice coming up ahead. And never even let me
carry the valises in the house, and simonizing, simonizing that little red
car! Why, why can’t I give him something and not have him hate me?
BEN: Let me think about it. (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.
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(BEN drifts off 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
packages of seeds in confusion): Where the hell is that seed? (Indignantly)

You can’t see nothing out here! They boxed in the whole goddam

neighbourhood!
BIFF: There are people all around here. Don’t you realize that?
WILLY: I'm busy. Don’t bother me.

BIFF (taking the hoe from WILLY): I'm saying good-bye to you, Pop. (WILLY looks at him,

silent, unable to move.) I'm not coming back any more.

WILLY: You’re not going to see Oliver tomorrow?

BIFF: I’ve got no apointment, Dad.

WILLY: He put his arms around you, and you’ve got no appointment?
BIFF: Pop, get this now, will you? Everytime [’ve left it’s been a fight that

sent me out of here. Today 1 realized something about myself and I
tried to explain it to you and 1 - [ think I’'m just not smart enough to
make any sense out of it for you. To hell with whose fault it is or anything
like that. (He takes Wi]ly’s arm.) Let’s just wrap it up, heh? Come on
in, we’ll tell Mom. (He gently tries to 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 nervous); No, no, I don’t want to see her. )

BIFF (tries 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 I said
to you? (WILLY pulls away and quickly goes by himself into the house
BIFF follows.)

LINDA (to WILLY):  Did you plant, dear?

BIFF (at the door, to LINDA): All right, we had it out. 'm going and I’m not writing any more.
LINDA (goint to WILI_,Y in the kitchen): I think that’s the best way, dear. ‘Cause there’s no use
drawing it out, you’ll just never get along.

(WILLY doesn’t respond.)
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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 yvou mind and you can start brightening
up again. All right? That clears it, doesn’t it? (WILLY is silent, and
BIFF 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 necessity to mention the pen at all, y’know.

BIFF (gently): I’ve got no appointment, Dad.

WILLY (erupting fiercely): He put his arm around...?

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

WILLY (to LINDA): Spite, see?

BIFF: Shake hands, Dad.

WILLY: Not my hand.

BIFF: I was hoping not to go this way.

WILLY: Well, this is the way you’re going. Good-bye.

(BIFF looks at him a moment, then turns sharply and goes to the staifs.)

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: I want you to know, on the train, in the mountains, in the valleys,
wher;ver you go, that you cut down your life for spite!

BIFF: No, no.

W‘lLLY: 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, remember, and don’t you dare blame it on me!

BIFF: I’m not blaming it on you!

WILLY: I won’t take the rap for this, you hear?

(HAPPY comes down the stairs and stands on the bottom step,
watching.) ‘

BIFF: That’s just what I'm telling you!

WILLY (sinking into a chair at the table, with full accusation): 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.)
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HAPPY:
LINDA:

BIFEL:

You crazy -
Biff! (She moves to grab the hose, but BIFF holds it down with his
hand.)

Leave it there! Don’t move it!

WILLY {not looking at it): What is that?

BIFF:

You know goddam well what that is.

WILLY {caged, wanting to escape): I never saw that.

BIFF:

WILLY:
BIFF:

WILLY (to LINDA):
BIFF:

LINDA:

WILLY:

You saw it. The mice didn’t bring it into the cellar! What is this supposed
to do, make a hero out of you? This supposed to make me sorry for
you?

Never heard of it,

There’ll be no pity for you, you hear it? No pity!

You hear the spite!

No, you’re going to hear the truth - what you are and what I am!
Stop it!

Spite!

HAPPY (Coming down toward BIFF): You cut it now!

BIFF {to HAPPY):

HAPPY:
BIFF (turning on him):

HAPPY:
BIFF:

WILLY:
BIFF:

WILLY:
BIFF:
WILLY:
BIFF:
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The man don’t know who we are! The man is gonna know! (To WILLY)
We never told the truth for ten minutes in this house!

W;: always told the truth!

You big blow, are you the assistant buyer? You’re one of the two
assistants to the assistant, aren’t you?

Well, 'm practically -

You're practically full of it! We all are! And I’m through with it. (TO
WILLY) Now hear this, Willy, this is me.

I know 'you!

You know why | had no address for three months! I stole a suit in.
Kansas City and [ was in jail. (To LINDA, who is sobbing) Stop crying.
I’m through with ir.

(LINDA turns away from them, her hands covering her face.)

I suppose that’s my fault!

I stole myself out of every good job since high school!

And whose fault is that?

‘And 1 never got anywhere because you blew me so full of hot air I

231



WILLY:
LINDA:

BIFF:

WILLY:

BIFF:

could never stand taking orders from anybody! That’s whose fault it
is!

I hear that!

Don’t., Biff!

[t’s goddam time you heard that! I had to be boss big shot in two weeks,
and I’m through with it!

Then hang yourself! For spite, hang yourself!

No! Nobody’s hanging himself, Willy! I ran down eleven flights with
a pen in my hand today. And suddenly I 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 I looked at the pen and said to myself, what the hell am 1 grabbing
this for? Why am [ trying to become what | don’t want to be? Wh.al
am | doing in an office, making a contemptuous, begging fool of myself,
when all | want is out there, waiting for me the minute I éay I know
who I am! Why can’t I say that, Willy? (He tries to make WILLY face
him, but WILLY pulls away and moves (o 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 (iurning on him now in an uncontrolled outburst): I am not a dime a dozen! I am Willy

BIFF:

Loman, and you are Biff Loman!

(BIFF starts for WILLY, but is blocked by HAPPY. In his fury, BIFF
seems on the verge of attacking his father.)

I am not a leader of men, Willy, and neither are you. You were never
anything but a hard-working drummer who landed in the ash-can like
a]-l the rest of them! I’m one dollar an hour, Willy! [ tried seven states
and couldn’t raise it. A buck an hour! Do you gather my meaning!
P’m not bringing home any prizes any more, and you’re going to stop

waiting for me to bring them home!

WILLY (directly to BIFF): You vengeful, spiteful mut! {BIFF breaks from HAPPY. WILLY, in

fright, starts up the stairs. BIFF grabs him.)

BIFF (at the peak of his fury): Pop, I’m nothing! I’m nothing, Pop, Can’t you understand that?
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There’s no spite in it any more. ’m just what 1 am, that’s all.
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(BIFF’S fury has spent itself, and he breaks down, sobbing, holding
W on to WILLY, who dumbly fumbles for BIFE’S face.)
WILLY (astonished): What’re you doing? What're you dding?
(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 something happens? (Struggling to contain himself,
he pulis away and moves to 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): Isn'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 wildlf) He cried! Cried to me. (He is choking with

his love, and now cries out his promise) 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 (his arm around LINDA): I'm getting married, Pop, don’t forget it. I’'m changing
everything. I'm gonna run 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.

LINDA: 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.
WILLY (to LINDA, as he moves slgwly along the edge of the kitchen, toward the door): | just

want to get settled down, Linda. Let me sit alone for a little.
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LINDA (almost uttering her fear): | want you upstairs.
WILLY (taking her in his arms): In a few minutes, Linda. I couldn’t sleep right now. Go ory, 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 no now. I'll be right up.

LINDA: [ think this is the only way, Willy.

WILLY: 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.

(LINDA goes into the living-room, then reappears in her bedroom.
WILLY moves just outside the kitchen door.)

WILLY: . Loves me. (Wonderingly) Always loves 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. | gotta go, baby. ‘Bye! ‘Bye! (qung over
to 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 1 could kiss him, Ben!

BEN: Time, William, time!

WILLY: Oh, Ben, | always knew one way or another we were gonna make it,
Biff and 1!

BEN (looking a-t his watch): 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 seventy-yard
boot, and get right down the field under the ball, and when you hit, hit

low and hit hard, because it’s important, boy. (He swings around and
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LINDA (calling):

faces the audience.) There’s all kinds of important people in the

stands, and the first thing you know..... (Suddenly realizing he is alone)

Ben, how do I....?

Willy, voucoming up?

WILLY (uttering a gasp of fear, whirling about as if to quiet her): Sh! (He turns around as if to

LINDA:

find his way; sounds, faces, voices, seem to be swarming in upon him
and he flicks at them, cryving, ‘Sh! Sh! Suddenly music, faint and high,
stops him. It rises in intensity, almost to an unbearable scream. He
goes up and down on his toes, and rushes off around the house.) Shhh!
Willy?

(There is no answer. LINDA waits. BIFF gets up off his bed. He is
still in his clothes. HAPPY sits up. BIFF stands listening.)

LINDA (with real fear): Willy, answer me! Willy!.

LINDA:

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

No!

BIFF (rushing down the stairs): Pop!
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(As the car speeds off, 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, sombrely dressed, appear and knock on the kitchen
door. BIFF and HAPPY slowly descend the stairs to the kitchen as
CHARLEY and BERNARD enter. All stop a moment when LINDA,
in clothes of mourning, bearing a little bunch of roses, comes through
the draped doorway into ihe 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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CHARLEY:

BIFF:

REQUIEM
It’s getting dark, Linda.
(LINDA doesn’t react. She stares at the grave.)
How about it, Mom? Better gei some rest, heh? They’ll be closing the
gate soon.

(LINDA makes no move. Pause.)}

HAPPY (deeply angered): He had no right to do that. There was no neccessity for it. We would’ve

CHARLEY (grunting):

BIFF:
LINDA:
CHARLEY:
LINDA:
CHARLEY:
LINDA:

CHARLEY:
LINDA:
BIFF:

CHARLEY:
LINDA:
BIFF:

helped him.

Hmmm.

Come along, Mom. _

Why didn't anybody come?

It was a very nice funeral.

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

Naa. It’s rough world, Linda They wouldn’t blame him.

[ can’t understand it. At this time especially. First time in thirty-tive
years we were just about free and clear. He only needed a little salary.
He was even finish with the dentist.

No man only needs a little salary.

I can’t understand it.

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.

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

He was so wonderful with his-hands.

He had the wrong dreams. All, all, wrong.

HAPPY (almost ready to fight BIFF): Don’t say that!

BIFF:

He never knew who he was.

CHARLEY (stopping HAPPY’s movement and reply. To BIFF): Nobody dast blam_e this man.
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You don’t understand; Willy was a salesman. And for a salesman, there
1s no rock bottom rto 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
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BIFF:

HAPPY {infuriated):

BIFF:

Happy:

BIFF:
HAPPY:

back - that’s an earthquake. And then you get yourself a couple of
spots on your hat, and you’re finished. Nobody dast biame this man.

A salesman is got to dream, boy. 1t comes with the territory.

"Charley, the man didn’t know who he was.

Don’t say that!

Why don’t you come with me, Happy?

I'm not licked that easily. I’'m staying right in this city, and I'm gonna
beat this racket! (He looks at BIFF, his chin set.) The Loman Brothers!
I know who I am, kid.

All right, boy. I'm gonna show you and everybody else that Willy
Loman did not di¢ in vain. He had a good dream. It’s the only dream
you can uave - to come out number-one man. He fought it out here,

and this is where I’'m gonna win it for him.

BIFF (with a hopeless glance at HAPPY, bends toward his mother): Let’s go, Mom.

LINDA:

LINDA.:
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I’ll be with you in a minute. Go on, Charley. {He hesitates.} | want to,
just for a minute. [ never had a chance to say good-bye.
(CHARLEY moves away, followed by HAPPY. BIFF remains a slight
distance up and left of LINDA. She sits there, summoning
herself. The flute begins, not far away, playing behind her speech.)
Forgive me, dear. 1 can’t cry. I don’t know what it is, but I can’t cry.
I don’t understand it. Why did you ever do that? Help me, Willy, |
can’t cry. It seems to rne that you're just on another trip. I keep expecting
you. Willy, dear, | can’t cry. Why did vou do it? I search and search
and I search, and I can’t understand it, Willy. [ made the last payment
on the house today. Today, dear. And there’ll 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...
(BIFF lifts her to 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 buidings rise into sharp focus.)
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Willy : How can he find himself on a farm? Is that a life? A farmland? In the beginning,
when he was young, I thought, well, a young man, it’s good for him to tramp 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!

1 o (Y
QU'YWT 1 BU1 8

238 . : EN 456



Linda : He's finding himself, Willy.
Willy : Not finding yourself at the age of thirty-four is a disgrace!

Linda : Shh!’

'
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Willy, with pity and resolve : I’'ll see him inthe morning; I’ll have a nice talk with him.
I'll get him a job selling. He could be king in no time. My God! Remember how they used 1o
foliow him around in high school? When he smiled at one of them their faces lit up. When he

walked down the street..... He loses himself in rcminescem‘es.2
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He is past sixty vears of age, dressed quietly. Even as he crosses the stage to the doorway

of the house, his exhaustion is apparent.
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Willy : I'm tired to the death. The rlute has faded away. He sits on the bed beside her,
a Hitle numb. 1 couldn’t make it. I just couldn’t make it, Linda.

Linda, very caretully, delicately: Where were vou all day? You look terrible.

Willy @ I got as far as a little above Yonkers. | stopped lor a cup of coffec. Maybe it
wis the coftee.

l.inda : what?

Willy, after a pause : 1 suddenly couldn’t drive any more. The car kept going off onto
the shoulder, v' know?

Linda, helptully : Oh. Maybe it was the steering again. | don’t think Angelo know the

Studebaker,
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Willy : No, It’s me, it’s me. Suddenly I realize I’'m goin’ sixty miles an hour and | don’t

remember the last five miniutes. I'm I can’t seem to--keep my mind to it |
mw%dwé’ni’wﬂamwzﬁqﬁﬁwaamma Tavlidaaduntadndsliwinlean
Iﬂ. o) L d‘l
MINIUANUAN @3%.-

Willy : Don’t say? Tell you a secret, boys. Don’t breathe it 10 a soul, Someday 'l have

. 2
my own business, and I’ll never have to leave home any more.

a
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Willy : Well, tell you the truth, Howard. I’ve come to the decision that 1'd rather not
travel any more.

Howard : Not ravel! Well, what’ll you do?

Willy : Remember, Christmas-time, when vou had the party her;:'? You said vou'd try 1o
think of soime spot for me here in town.

Howard : With us?

Wilty : Well, sure

wa ladfanananuSenvaa ludd s slvSaiian

Howard : I appreciate that, Willy, but there just is no spot here for you. If 1 had a spet

['d slam you right in, but 1 just don’t have a single solitary spot.3
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Willy (angrily) : Business is definitely business, but just listen for a minute. You don't

understand this. When 1 was a boy-cighteen, nineteen-1 was already on the road. And there was

a question in my mind as to whether selling had a future for me. Because in those days | had a

1

Death of A Salesman ‘v‘ﬁx'] 8-9
2 w

Ihid V4N 23

.. o
1hid YU 61.-62

240 . EN 456



yearning to go to Alaska. See, there were three gold strikes in one month in Alaska, and | felt
like going out. Just for the ride, you might say.
Howard (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 self-reliance in our family. I thought I’d go out with my older
brother and try to locate him, and maybe settle in the North with the old man. And I was almost
decided 1o go, when | met a salesman in the Parker House. His name was Dave singleman. And
he was cighty-four years old, and he’d.drummed merchandisg in ihirty-one states. And old Dave,
he'd go up to hus room, y'understand, put on his green velvet slippers - I’ll never forget - and pick
up his phone and call the buyers, and without ever leaving his room, at the age of eight-four, he
made his living. And when I saw that, I realized that selling was the greatest carcer a man could
want. ‘Cause what could be more satisfying than to be able (o 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 inte Boston - when he died, hundreds of salesmen and buyers were at his funeral. Things
were sad on a lotta trains for months after that. (He stands up. Howard has not iooked 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 is no chance for bringing fricndship to

bear - or personality_". You.see what 1 mean? They don’t know me any morc&1
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Willy : Bernard is not well liked, is he?

Bifl : He’s liked, but he's not well liked.

Happy : That’s right, Pop.

Willy : That’s just what I mean. Bernard can get the best marks in school, y’understand,
but when he gets out in the business world, y’understand, vou are going to be five times ahead of

him. That’s why I thank Almighty God you’re both built like Adonises. Because the man who
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makes an appearance in the business world, the man who creates persenal interest, is the man

who gets ahead. Be liked and you will never want. You take me, for instance. | never have to wait
r

In iinc 1o see a buyer. “Willy Loman is here!”” That’s all they have to know, and I go right lhrough.1
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Willy : Charley, I'm strapped, I'm strapped. | don’t know what to do. I was just fired.
Charley : Howard fired you?

Willy : That snotnose. Imagine that? 1 named him I named him 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

seil. And the funny thing is that you’re a salesman, and you don’t know that.?
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Biff : Dad......

Willy : She’s nothing to me, Biff | was loncly, | was terribly lonely.

Biff : You - you gave her Mama’s stockings! (His tears break through and he rises to go.)
Willy : (grabbing for Biff) : I gave you an order!

Biff : Don’t touch me, vou - liar!

Willy : Apologize for that!

Biff : You fake! You phony little fake! You fake! (Overcome, he turns quickly and weeping

fully goes out with his suitcase. Willy is left on the floor on his kneés‘)3
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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.
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“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 kicthen) : Yes! Yes. Coming! It’s very smart, you realize that, don’t
you, sweetheart? Even Ben sees it. | gotta go baby. Bye! ‘Bye! (Going over to Ben, almost dancing)
Imagine! When the mail comes he’ll be ahead of Bernard again.1
2. U
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Biff is two vears 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.2
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Biff, with rising agitation : Hap, 1've had twenty or thirty different kinds of jobs since
1 left home before the war, and it always turns out the same. | just realized it lately. In Nebraska
when | herded cattle, and the Dakotas, and Arizona, and now in Texas. It is why 1 came home
now, | guess, because | realized it........

And whenever spring comes to where 1 am, | suddenly get the feeling, my God, I’'m not
gettin® anywhere! What the hell am I doing, playing around with horses, twenty - eight dollars
a week! I'm thirty - four years old, 1 oughta be makin’ my future. That’s when [ come running
home. And now, [ get here, and 1 don’t know what to do with myself. After a pause : I've always
made a point of not wasting my life, and everytime I come back here 1 know that all | have
done is 1o waste my live.

Happy : You're a poet, you know that, Biff? You're a - you're an idealist!>
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Biff : Remember Bill Oliver?

Happy : Sure, Oliver is very big now. You want to work for him again?

Biff : No, but when I quit he said something to me. He put his arm on my shoulder, and
he said, “Biff, if you evdr need anything, come to me.”’

Happy : I remember that. That sounds good.

Biff : I think I'll go to see him. If | could get ten thousand or even seven or eight thousand

dollars I could buy a beautiful ranch.

Happy : I bet he’d back you. ‘Cause he thought highly of you, Biff. I mean they all do.
You’re well liked, Biff. That’s why [ say to come back here, and we both have the apartment.

And I'm tellin’ you, Biff, any babe you want......
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Linda : He’s right, Willy, vou’ve gotta____ -
Willy, : exploding at her : There’s nothing the matter with him! You want him to be a

worm like Bernard? He’s got spirit, personality--------

Willy : Loaded with it. Loaded! What is he stealing? He’s giving it back, isn’t he? Why
is he stealing? What did [ tell him? I never in my life told him anything but decent things,2

Jusrsawiune Ut wnldwuda wdeulusthnnivesia

Happy : Why? What happened?

Biff (breathlessly) : I did terrible thing today, Hap. It’s been the strangest day | ever
went through. ’'m all numb, 1 swear.

Happy : You mean he wouldn’t see vou?

Biff : Well, I waited six hour_s 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.
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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
rcrﬁember who | was or anything. I felt like such an idiot, Hap.

Happy : Did you tell him r-ny Florida idea?

Biff : He walked away. 1 saw him for one minute. I got $o mad 1 could’ve torn the walls
down! How the hell did I ever get the idea | 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 a ridiculous lie
my whole life has been. We've been ta]k\ing in a dream for fifteen years. | was a shipping clerk.

Happy : What’d you do?

Biff (with great tension and wonder) : Well, he left, see. And ihe secretary went out. |
was all alone in the waiting - room. 1 don’t kiiow what came over me, Hap. The next thing I know
I'm in his office-panelled walls, everything. 1 can’t explainit, [ - Hap, I took his fountain pen!1
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Biff : You’re practically full of it! We all are! And I’m through with it. {to Wiliy) Now
hear this, Willy, this is me. |

Willy : [ know you!

Biif : You know why 1 had no address for three months? I stole a suit in Kansas City and

F was in juil. (To Linda, who is sobbing) Stop crying. I'm through with it.
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Biff : ... Why am I trying to become what [ don’t want to be? What am | doing in an ‘
office, inaking a contemptuous. begging fool of myself, when all 1 want is out there, waiting for
me the minute 1say I know who am! Why can’t I say that, Willy? (He tries to make Willy face
him, but Willy pulls away and moves to the left.)

Willy (with hatred, threateningly) : The door of vour life is wide open!
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Biff : Pop! I'm a dime a dozen, and so are you!

Willy (turning on him now in an uncontrolled outburst) : I am not a dime a dozen! | am
Willy Loman, and you are Biff Loman!

Biff : I am not a leader of men, Willy, and neither are you. You were never anything but
a hard-working 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 couldn’t raise it. A buck 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 Biff) : You vengeful, spiteful mut!

Biff (at the peak of his fury) : Pop, I’m nothing! I’m nothing. Pop. Can't you understand

that? There’s no spite in it any more. I'm just what | am, that’s all.!

i
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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 something happens?

Willy {after a long pause, astonished, clevated) : Isn’t that isn’t that remarkable? Biff - he
likes me!

Linda : He loves you Willy!

Happy (deeply moved) : Always did, Pop.2
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Willy, after a’pause : I suddenly couldn’t drive any more. The car kept going off onto

the shoulder, y'know?
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‘M%E] Willy : No, it’s me, it’s me. Suddenly | realize I’'m goin’ sixty miles and hour and I don’t

remember the last five minutes.
wiolunsauninvasin ussuayd
Biff : Yeah. Lotta dreams and plans.
%38 Biff : I'm thirty - four years old, [ oughta be makin’ my future.
wiamIrunuwza Hafusiuenluassa o
Willy : Go on, you look awful tired.

%?a Linda : Willy, you ¢oming up?

“?i@ﬂﬂ’lﬂﬂ% y'know? = do you know?
goin’ = going
Lotta = Lots of X
makin’ o = making
awful = awfully
you coming up? = are you coming up?
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Happy is tall, powerful madec. 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, tor he has
never allowed himself to turn his face toward defeat and is thus more confused and hard-skinned,

although seemingly more content.
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Happy: But then, it’s what [ always wanted. My own apartment, a car, and plenty of
women. And still. goddammit, I'm lonely.
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Happy: Sure, the guy is in line for the vice-presidency of the store. 1 don’t know what
gets into me, maybe | just have an overdeveloped sense of competition or something, but | went
and ruined her, and furthermore I 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, I go to their weddings!
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