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Sceng: 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.






ACT ONE

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 it, surrounding it on all sides. Only the
blue light of the sky falls upon the house and forestage; the sur-
rounding 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
out of reality. The kitchen at centre 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 kitchen, on a
level raised two feet, is a bedroom furnished only with a brass bed-
stead and a straight chair. On a shelf over the bed a silver athletic
trophy stands. A window opens on to the apartment house at the
side.

Behind the kitchen, on a level raised six and a half féet, 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 whoily or, in some places, partially trans-
parent. The roof-line of the house is one-dimensional; under and
" over it we see the apartment 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 observe the imaginary wall-lines, entering the house only
through its door at the left. But in the scenes of the past these boun-
daries are broken, and characters enter or leave a room by stepping
‘through’ a wall on to the forestage.
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[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 apparent. He unlocks the door, comes into the
kitchen, and thankfully lets his burden down, feeling the sore-
ness of his paleus. A woed-sigh escapes his lips — it might be
‘Oh, boy, ch, boy.’ I*duesﬁebor tlmmlmm
Llnnghnufgﬁ,hmdﬁhuuddnmhsk
out and puts on a.vobe, listening. Mastg&ujowal,.dzlm
developed an irom tepression of her exceptions to WILLY'S

though

and little cruelties, mdheronlyasshapmdmafthe
- turbulent longings withinn him, longings which she shares but

b&sﬂnkﬂpﬂ”b“dﬁ%b%d]f

LINDA [hemng WILLY altsib the bedroom, calls with some
trepidation]: Willy!

wiLLY: It's all right. I came back. .

LINDA: Why?Whthmed?[Slﬁhpm]Dﬂmﬁhng
bappen, Willy?

mr.r.nNo.nodmghypemd.

LINDA: You didn’t smash the car, dldyou? '

WILLY [with casual ieritation}: Imd nothing happened. Didn't

- you bear me?

“LiNpa: Don't you feed well?

wiLLY: I'm tived to the death. [The flute has faded away. He
sits oy the bad beside her, alittlemmb]loouldn’tmkext.l
Jmeouldntmkcit,hnda. :

LINDA {very nédly &bukly] Where were you all day?
You look tesrible.

WILLY: Igotaﬁtaahttkabochonkers.Imppedfo:a '
mpdwﬁe&uaybanwad:ecn&c- -

LINDA: tht?
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WiILLY [aftr a pause]: 1 suddenly couldn't. drive any
more, The car kept going off on to the shoulder,
-yknow?

LiNDA [helpfilly]: Oh. Maybe it was the steenng again. I
don’t think Angelo knows the Studebaker.

WILLY: No,asnn.hsmswuﬂylmhurmgm sixty
miles an hour and I don’t remember the last five minutes.
Tm -1 can’t seem to - keep my mind'to it

LiNDAT Maybe it’s yolir glasses. You never went for your new

wiLLy: No, I sce everything. I came back-ten miles an hour.
It took me nearly foar hours from Yonkers.

LINDA [resigned]: Well, you'll Jmtlnvetonkeamt,Willy.
you can’t continue this way.

wiLLy: I just got back from Florida. ' : b

LINDA: Bt you didn’t rest your mind. Your mind is over-
active, and the mhind is what counts, dear.:

wiLLY: I'll start out in the morning. Maybe I'll feel better in
the morning. [She is taking off his shoes.] These goddam arch
supports are killing me. -

LINDA: TahanapmShouldIgetyoumaspxﬁn?lt’ll
soothe you.

WILLY [with womkr] I was driving along, you understand?
And I was fine. I was even obscrving the scenery. Youcan -
imagine, me looking at scenery, on the road every week of
my life. But it’s s0 beautiful up there, Linda, the trées are s0
thwk,mddxmummlopmedthewmdshddmd}m
let the warm air bathe over me. And then all of 2 sudden
I'm going’ off the road! I'm tellin’ ya, I absolutely forget I
was driving. If I'd've gone the other way over the white
line I might've killed somebody. Solwentoaagan -and
five minutes later 'm dreamin’ again, and:F neacdly - [He
pressc:mﬁgquu#huqes]lhavcmhml
have such strange thoughts.

LINDA: Willy, dear. Talktothcmagam.’l‘leuamm-
why you can’t work in New York.
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wiLLY: They don’t need me in New York. I'm the New
England man. I'm vital in New England.

LINDA: But you're sixty years old. They can’t expect you to
keep travelling every week.

wiLLY: I'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, I could sell them! [He starts
putting on his jacket.]

LINDA [taking the jacket from him]: Why don’t you go down
to the place tomorrow and tell 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 now! That man was a prince, he was a master-
ful man. But that boy of his, that Howard, he don’t appre-
ciate. When I 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?

WILLY [encouraged]: I will, I definitely will. Is there any cheese?

LINDA: I'll make you a sandwich.

wiLLy: 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 tomght

WILLY [interested]: That so?

LINDA: It was 50 nice to see them shaving together, one be-
behind the other, ir: the bathroom. And going 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.

LIND A: Well, dear, life is a casting off. It’s always that way.

wiLLY: No, no, some people - some people accomplish some-
thing. Did Biff say anything after I went this morning?

. LINDA: You shouldn’t have criticized him, Willy, especially
after he just got off the train. You mustn’t lose your temper
with him.

wiLLY: When the hell did I lose my temper? I simply asked
him if he was making any money. Is that a criticism?



ACT ONE CII

LINDA: But, dear, how could he make any money?

WILLY [worried and angered]: There’s such an undercurrent in
him. He became a moody man. Did he apologize when I
left this morning?

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; 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!

LINDA: He’s finding himself, Willy.

wiLLy: Not finding yourself at the age of thirty-four is a
disgrace!

LINDA: Shh!

wiLLY: The trouble is he’s lazy, goddammit!

LINDA: Willy, please!

wiLry: Biffis a lazy bum!

LINDA: They're sleeping. Get something to eat. Go on
down.

wiLLy: Why did he come home? I would like to know what
brought him home.

LINDA: I don’t know. I think he’s still lost, lely I think he’s
very lost.

wiLLY: Biff Loman is lost. In the greatest country in 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 [thh pity and resolve]: T'll see him in the morning; I'll
have a nice talk with him. I'll get him a job selling. He could
be big in no time. My God! Remember how they used
to follow 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 reminiscences.]
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unna[mbbﬁglnhauqut] Willy dnt I got a new
kind of cheese today. It’s
WILLY: WhydoyouptAmmmnwhcnllikeSwm?
LINDA: I just thought yeu'd like a change ~
WILLY: Idon'tw:madnngellwantSwmcbeae.Whyam
I always being contradicted?
LINDA [with a covering laugh]: I thought it would be a surprise. -
wiLLY: Why do't you open 2 window in here, for God’s
sake?
LINDA [with infinite patience]: They're all open, desr.
wiLLY: The way they boxed us in here. Bricks and windows,
windows and bricks. .
LINDA: We;houldveboughtd‘lelandncndoa
wiLLY: The street is lined with cars. There’s not a breath of
fresh air in the neighbourhood. The grass don’t grow any
more, you can’t maise a carrot in the backyazd. They
should’ve had a law against apartment hopses. 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’we aerested the builder for cutting those
down. They massacred the neighboushood. [Log] More
and more I think of those days, Linda. This time of year it.
was lilac and wistatia. And then the peonies weuld come
out, and the daffodils. What a fragrance in Qluml
LINDA: Weﬂ.z&udlpeoplehad‘mmowaom
wiLLY: No, there’s more people now.
LINDA: Idon’tdnnkduumepeoyle,[dﬂnk-
wiLLy: There's more people! That's m’lr‘ this
countrylPopuhudn out of control. The competi-
lSneIld:emk&omthum
house! And another one on the other side ... How can
they whip cheese?
[On WiLLY's last lime, BIFF and HAPPY raise themselves
" up in their beds, listeming.]
LINDA: Go down, try it. And be quiet.
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'WILLY [turning to LINDA, guiltily]: You're not worried about
' me, are you, sweetieart? . '

BIFF: What's the matter?

HAPPY: Listen!

LépA: 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: I won’t fight with h1m any more. Ifhc wants to go
back to Texas, let him go.

- riNpA: He'll find his way. -

wiLLY: Sure. Certain men just don’t get started till later in
life. Like Thomas Edison, I think. Or B. F. Goodrich. One
of them was deaf. [He starts for the bedroom doorway.] I'll
* put my money on Biff:

LINDA: And Willy - if it's warm Sunday. we’ll drive in the
country. And we'll open the windshield, and take lunch.

wrLy: No, the windshields don’t open on the new cars.

" LINDA: But you opened it today.

wiLLy: Me? I didn'’t. [He stops.] Now isn’t t.hat pcculm'

~ Isn’t that a remarkable — [He breaks off in amazement and
fright as the flute is heard distantly. ]

LINDA: What, darling?

wiLLy: That is the most remarkable tlnng

LINDA: What, dear? :

wiLLY: I was thinking of the Chevvy. [Slight pause.] Nine-
teen twenty-cight ... when I had that red Chevvy -
[Bretln off] That funny? I coulda sworn I was driving that

LINDA: Well, tha's nothing. Something must’ve reminded

WI?:Y.: Remarkable. Ts. Remember those days? The way
Biff used to simonize that car? The dealer refused to believe
there was eighty thousand miles on it. [He shakes his head.]
Heh![To11nDA] Close your eyes, I'll be right up. [He walks
out of the bdwom.] '
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HAPPY [to BIFF|: Jesus, maybe he smashed up the car again!
LINDA [calling after wiLLY]: Be careful on the stairs, dear!
The cheese is oii the middle shelf! [She turns, goes over to the
bed, takes his jacket, and goes out of the bedroom.]
[Light has risen on the boys’ room. Unseen, WILLY is heard
talking to himself, ‘Eighty thousand miles,” and a little
laugh. BIFF gets out of bed, comes downstage a bit, and stands
attentively. BIFF is two 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. HAPPY is tall, powerfully
made. Sexuality is like a visible colour 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 to turn his
Sace toward defeat and is thus more confused and hard-skinned,
although seemingly more content.]

HAPPY [getting out of bed]: He’s going to get his licence taken
away if he keeps that up. I'm gcttmg nervous about him,
y’know, Biff?

BIFF His eyes are going.

HAPPY: No, I've driven with him. He sees all right. He just
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 colour-blind.

HAPPY: Pop? Why, he’s got the finest eye for colour 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?

B1FF: He's all right, I guess.

WILLY [underneath them, in the living-room]: Yes, sir, eighty
thousand miles - eighty-two thouszd !

BIFF: You smoking?

HAPPY [holding out a pack of cigarettes]: Want one?

BIFF [taking a cigarette]: I can never sleep when I smell it.

wiLLY: What a simonizing job, heh!
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HAPPY [with deep sentiment]: Funny, Biff, y’know? Us sleeping
in here again? The oid beds. [He pats his bed affectionately.]
All the talk that went across those two beds, huh? Our
whole lives.

BIFF: Yeah. Lotta dreams and plans.

HAPPY [with a deep and masculine laugh]: About five hundred
women would like to know what was said 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!

BIFF: That's the one. I got you in there, remember?

HAPPY: Yeah, that was my first time - I think. Boy, there was
a pig! [They laugh, almost crudely.] You taught me every-
thing I know about women. Don’t forget that.

BIFF: I bet you forgot how bashful you used to be. Especially
with girls.

HAPPY: Oh, I still am, Bx&'

BIFR: Oh, go on.

HAPPY: I just control it, that’s all. I think I got less bashful and
you got more so. What happened, Biff? Where’s the old
humour, the old confidence? [He shakes BIFF's knee. BIFF
gets up and moves restlessly about the room.| What's the matter?

BIFF: Why does Dad mock me all the time?

HAPPY: He’s not mocking you, he -

BIEF: Everything I say there’s a twist of mockery on his face.
I can’t get near him.

HAPPY: He just wants you to make good, that’s all. I wanted
to talk to you about Dad for a long time, Biff. Something’s
— happening to him. He - talks to himself.

BIFF: I noticed that this morning. But he always mumbled.

HAPPY: But not so noticeable. It got so embarrassing I sent
him to Florida. And you know something? Most of the time
he’s talking to you.

BIFF: What's he say about me?

H4PPY: I can’t make it out.
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BIFF: What’s he say about me?

_ HAPPY: I think the fact that you're not settled, that you're-
still kind of up in the air . .

BIFF: There’s one or two othcrthingsdcpnminghim,»Hagpy. '

HAPPY: What do you mean? -

BIFF: Never mind. Just don’t lay it all to me.

HAPPY: But I think if you got started — I mean - mﬂme
any future for youwout there?

BIFF: Iucllya,Hap,Idontknowwhatdxcﬁxrureu.ldont
know - what I'm supposed to want.

HAPPY: What do you mean? &

BIFF: Well,lspents:xorscvcnyearsa&ah:ghscbooln'ymg
to work myself up. Shipping clerk, salesman, business of
one kind or another. And it’s a measly manmer of existence.
To get on that subway on the hot mornings in sumimer. To

devote your whole life to keeping stock, a¢ making phane
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 always
tohavetogetahwdofthemxtfelh.Andmﬂ that’s how
you build a fature.

HAPPY: Well,youml!yagoy:tonafarm?mcyoueonmt
out there? y

BIFF [with rising agitation]: Hap, I’vehndtwentyorthkty-
different kinds of job sinte I left home before the war, and
it always turns out the same. I'just sealized it lately. In’
Nebraska when I herded cattle, and the Dakotas, siad
“Arizona, and now in Texas. It's why I came home now, I

- guess, beauxlmhud:hﬂsﬁnniwakon,xt;qmg
there now, see? And they’ve got about fifteen new colts.
There’s nothing more inspiring ot ~- beautiful than the
- sight of 2 mare and a new colt. Andiit’s cool there now, sec?
Texas is cool now, and it’s spring. And whenever spring
comatowhcrelam,lmddenlygccthc&chng.my&d,
I'm not gettin’ anywhere. What the hell am I doing, play-
mgmmdwx&hona,my—a@doﬂmaﬂeki{m



