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ACT ONE 

A melody is heard, played upon ajute. It is small rmdfinc, telling 
ofgrass and trees and the hodzon. Thc curtain rises. 

Befire us is the S A L E S M A ~ S  house. W e  are aware o f  tower- 
ing, angulm shapes behind it, surrounding it on all s i h .  &Only the 
blue ligh, o f  the sky&l& upon the house muifartage; the sur- 
rounding area shows an angtyglow oforange. As more light appears, 
we see a solid vault o f  apartment houses around the small, fiogik- 
seeming home. An air ofthe dream clings to the p h ,  a dream rising 
out o f  reality. The kitchen at centre seems actual enough,fa there 
is a kitchen tab& with three chairs, mrd a refnerator. But no other 
jktures are seen. At the bad ofthe kitchen there is a draped entrance, 
which leads to the living-room. To the right ofthe kitchen, on a 
kvel raised twofret, is a bedroomf;rnished only with a brass bed- 
stead and a straight chair. On a shelfover the bed a silver athletic 
trophy stands. A window opens on to the apartment house at the 
&. 

Behind the kitchen, on a level raised six and a harfret, is the 
boys' bedroom, at present barely visible. Two be& are dimly seen, 
and at the back o f  the room a dormer window. (This bedroom is 
above the unseen living-room.) At the lcfr a stairway curves up to 
i t jbm the kitchen. 

f i e  entire setting is wholly or, in some places, partially trans- 
parent. Thc roof-line ofthe house is one-dimensional; under and 
over it we see the apartment buildings. B&re the house lies an apron, 
curving beyond the faetage into the orchestra. This forward area 
serves as the bbllc yard as well as the locale of all Willy7s imaginings 
a d  o f  his city scenes. Whenever the action is in the p r m t  the 
actors observe the imaginary wall-linesy entering the h e  only 
through its door at the kfi. But in the scenes ofthe past these boun- 
daries are b r o h ,  and characters enter or leave a room by stepping 
'through' a wall on to theforestage. 
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[Ptom the dght, WILLY LOMAN, the Salesman, enters, wry- 
ing two b e  sump& cases. Tkr$utc plays a He kars but 
Ir not awmr $it. EIC ispast rixty years gage, dressed quietly. 
Even as he CIY)SS~J the stage to the doorway ofthe house, his 

ir qw. HC ~nzodrr tke door, into the 
Mchm, ad thanybll'y k his burden down,fuing the so* 
n a  o f  his palms. A word-dgh escapes his lips - it migkt be 
'Oh, boy, oh, boy.' Elc claru the door, then m*es his cases 
out into the living-room, through. the &aped kitchen doorway. 
LINDA,  his wif has stiwed in her bed at the tight. She gets 
out d puts on a robe, listening. Most oftm jovial, she has 
dcvcloped an iron nplcss~'on o f  her exceptions to WILLY'S 

behiour - she more than loves him, she admires him, as 
though his ~mercudal nature, his temper, his massive dreams 
d little auclrks, m e d  her only as sluap remindm ofthe 
turbulent lagings within him, longings which she shares but 
locks the ~ p e r 4 m 8 n t  to to andau?follav to :heir d.] 

L I N D A  [hearing WILLY o& the bedroom, crlL with some 
kepkhtion] : w a y  ! 

WILLY:  It's all right. 1 I back. 
LINDA: Why? What happened? [Slight pltuse.] Did something 

happar, Willy? 
WILLY: No, nothing happened. 
LINDA: YOU didn't smash the car, did you? 
WILLY [with casual initation]: I said nothing happened. Didn't 

you bcu me? 
LINDA: Don't YOU fd W& 

WILLY:  Cm tired to the death. [Thc Jute has fadcd away. Hi 
sits on the bed kith kn, o little numb.] I couldn't make it. I 
just couldn't make it, Linda. 

L I N D A  [very corrJStUy. &licately": Where were you all day? 
Y o u  look terrible. 

WILLY:  I got as fu as a IittIe above Yonkers. I stopped for a 
cup o f  coffee. Maybe it was thc &. 

LINDA: what? 
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WILLY [+ a puuse]: I suddenly couldn't drive any 
more. The car kept going off on to the shoulder, 
y'know? 

LINDA [hcCfilly]: Oh. Maybe it was the steering again. I 
don't think Angel0 knows the Studebaker. 

WILLY: NO, it's me, it's me. Suddenly I realize I'm goin' sixty 
miles an hour and I don't remember the Iast five minutes. 
I'm-Ican'tseemto-keepmy mindtoit. 

LINDA: Maybe it's your gbscs. You never went for your new 
&= 

WILLY: NO, I see everything. I came back tcn mila an hour. 
It took me nearly four hours from Yonkers. 

LINDA [resr@d]: Well, you'll just have to take a rest, Willy, 
you can't continue this way. 

WILLY: I just got back &om 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 1'1 feel better in 

the moming. [She t Wng oflhis shoes.] Thse goddarn arch 
supports are killing me. 

LINDA: Take an aspirin. Shodd I get you an aspirin? I t a  
soothe you. 

WILLY [with wauln]: I was driving along, you understand? 
And I was b e .  I was even observing the scenery. You can 
imagine, me looking at scenery, on the road every week of 
my Me. But it's so beautifid up there, Linda, the trees are so 
thick, and the sun is warm. I opened the windshield and just 
let the warm air bathe over me. And then all of a sudden 
I'm going' off the road! I'm tellin' yap I absolutdp forgot I 
was driving. If I'd've gone the other way over the white 
line I might've killed somebody. So I went on again - and 
five minutes later I'm dreamin' again, and I nearly - [He 
presses two h e r s  against his eyes.] I have such thoughts, I 
have such strange thoughts. 

LINDA: Willy, dear. Talk to them again. There's no reason 
why you can't work in NewYork. 
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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. 

w I LLY : 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 st@ 
putting on his jacket.] 

LINDA [taking the jadeetfiom 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 h t  rime, the Wagner 
Company didn't know where New England was ! 

LINDA : Why don't you tell those things to Howard, dear? 
WILLY [ e ~ ~ u r a g e d ]  : 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 Bitf on a date tonight. 
w ILLY [interestedj : That so? 
LINDA: It was so nice to see them shaving together, one be- 

behind the other, in the bathroom. And going out together. 
You notice? The whole house smells of shaving lotion. 

WILLY: Figure it out. Work a &me to pay off a house. 
You Gnally 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 some- 

thing. Did Biff say anything & 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. 

w ILLY : When the hell did I lose my temper? I simply asked 
him if he was making any money. Is that a criticism? 
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LINDA: But, dear, how could he make any money? 
w r~ LP [wmhd mui mrgeredl: There's such an undercurrent in 

him. He became a moody man. Did he apologize when I 
left this morning? 

LINDA: He was cresdalen, Willy. You know how he ad- 
mires you. I think if he h d s  himseIf, then you'l both be 
happier and not fight any more. 

w IL LY : 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 thvl ten years now 
and he has yet to make *-five dollars a week 1 

LINDA: He's finding w, Willy. 
WILLY: Not finding yourself' at the age of thirty-four is a 

disgrace! 
LINDA: Shh! 
w ILLY: The trouble is he's lazy, goddammit ! 
LINDA: Willy, please! 
WILLY: B s i s  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, Willy. I think he's 

very lost. 
WILLY: BiffLoman is lost. In the greatest country in the world 

a young man with such - persona attractiveness, gets lost. 
And such a hard worker. There's one thing about Biff - he's 
not lazy. 

LINDA: Never. 
wrLLY [with pity and resolve] : I'll see him in the m o d g ;  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 h imegin reminiscmces.] 
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LINDA [trying to kfng him out ojit]: Willy* dear, I got a new 
kind of Axncriamtypc chac today. It's whipped. 

WILLY: Why do you get American when 1 like Swiss? 
LINDA : I just thought you'd like a dunge - 
WILLY: I don't want a change! I want Swiss cheese. W h y  am 

I always being ~~r~tradicted? 
LINDA [widl a mvaing laugh] : I thought it would bea surprise. 
WILLY: Why don't you open a window in hcn, for God's 

sake? 
LINDA [with i n t i &  p u f k e ] :  They're all open, dear. 
WILLY: The way they boxed m in hem Bricks and windoan. 

windows and bricks. 
LINDA: We should've bought the knd next door. 
WILLY: The street is lined with cars. There's not a breath of 

fresh air in the ncighbourhood. 'Ihe grass don't grow any 
more, you can't raise a carrot in the backyard. They 
should've had a law against apartment homes. 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 aty. 
WILLY: Thcy should've arrested the builder for cutting those 

down. They d the ncighbourhood. [Lost] More 
and more I think of those days, Linda. This time of year it 
was lilac and wistaria. And then the peonies would come 
out, and the d a f f i .  What a fngnna in this room! 

LINDA: Wd, a f h  all, people had to move somewhae. 
w I L LY : No, there's more people now. 
LINDA: I don't think there's more people, 1 think - 
WIUY: There's more people! That's whatPs Nining this 

country! Population is getting out of control. The competi- 
tion ic maddening! Smell the stink from that apartmem 
house! And another one on the other side . . . HOW c;m 
they whip cheese? 

[On WILLY'S last line, BIPP mul HAPPY raise themselves 
up in tkir kt&, listening.] 

LINDA: Go down, try it. And be quiet. 
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WILLY [~uming to LINDA, pNtik] : 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. 
w I LLY: 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 him any more. If he wants to go 

back to Texas, let him go. 
LINDA: He'll find his way. 
WILLY: Sure. Certain men just don't get s-d till later in 

life. Like Thomas Edison, I think. Or B. F. Goodrich. One 
of them was deaf. [He starts fa the bedroom doaway.] I'll 
put my money on BiE 

LINDA: And Willy - if it's warm Sunday 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? I didn't. [He stops.] Now isn't that peculiar ! 

M t  that a remarkable - [He breaks off in amazement and 
fight as thej?ute b heard distantly.] 

LINDA: What, darling? 
WILLY: That is the most remarkable thing. 
LINDA: What, dear? 
WILLY: I was thinking of the Chewy. [Slighr pause.] Nina 

teen twenty-eight . . . when I had that red Chewy - 
[Breaks oJ] That funny? I coulda sworn I was driving that 
Chewy today. 

LINDA: Well, that's nothing. Something must've reminded 
you. 

WILLY: Remarkabk. Ts. Remember those days? The way 
Biffused to simonize that car? The dealer refbed to believe 
there was eighty thousand miles on it. [He shakes hir head.] 
Heh ! [To LINDA] Close your eyes, 1'u be right up. [He walks 
out 4th bedroom.] 
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HAPPY [to BIPP]: Jesus, maybe he smashedup the car again! 
LINDA [calling a& WILLY]: Be carefd on the stairs, dear! 

The cheese is on the middle shelf! [She turns, goes over to the 
bed, takes his jacket, andgoes out ofthe bedroom.] 

[Light has risen on the boys' mom. Umeen, WILLY is heard 
talking to himselj 'Eighty thousand miles,' and a little 
laugh. BIppgets out of bed, comes downstage a bit, and stands 
attentively. BIPP is two years oldn than his brother HAPPY, 
well built, but in t h e  days bears a worn air and seems lar 
self+sured. He has succeeded less, and his dreams are stronger 
and less acceptable than HAPPY'S. HAPPY is tall, powe$lly 
made. Sexuality is likc a visible colour on him, or a scent that 
many women have discovered. He, like his brother, is lost, but 
in a dtfltlent way,for he has never allowed himself to turn his 
face toward defcat and is thus more conaed and and-skinned, 
although seemingly more wntent.] 

HAPPY [getting out of be& He's going to get his licence taken 
away if he keeps that up. I'm getting nervous about him, 
y'know, Biffl 

BIPP: His eyes are going. 
HAPPY: NO, I've driven with him. He sees all right. He just 

doem'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 imghs.] 

BI PP : Maybe he's colour-blind. 
HAPPY: Pop? Why, he's got the finest eye for colour in the 
business. You know that. 

BIR [sitting daun on his bed : I'm going to sleep. 
HAPPY: You're not still sour on Dad, are you, Bm 
BIPP: He's all right, I guess. 
WILLY [ u k a t h  them, in the living-room]: Yes, sir, eighty 

thousand miles - eighty-two thousand! 
arpp: You smoking? 
HAPPY [holding out a pack oJcigarettes] : Want one? 
BIPP [taking a cigarette] : I can never sleep when I smell it. 
WILLY: What a simonizing job, heh! 
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HAPPY [with decp sentiment]: Funny, Bi& y'how? Us sleeping 
in here again? The old beds. [He pats his brd affediomtely.] 
All the taIk that went across those two beds, huh? Our 
whole lives. 

BIFP: Yeah. Lotta dreams and plans. 
HAPPY [with o dccp and masculine laugh] : &ut five hundred 

women would like to know what was said in this room. 
[% share a sofi laugh.] 

BIFP: Remember that big Betsy something - what the hell 
was her name - over on Bushwick Avenue? 

HAPPY [combing his hair] : With the collie dog ! 
BIPP: That's the one* I got you in there, remember? 
HAPPY: Yeah, that was my first time - I think. Boy, there was 

a pig! 1% laugh, almost crudely.] You taught me every- 
thing I h o w  about women. Don't forget that. 

BIPP: I bet you forgot how bashfd you used to be. Especially 
with girls. 

HAPPY: Oh, I still am, BS. 
BIPP: Oh, gO OIL 

HAPPY: I just control it, that's all. I think I got less bashful and 
you got more so. What happened, BifR Where's the old 
humour, the old confidence? [He shakes BIPP'S h e .  BI PP ' 

gets up moves restlessly about the room.] What's the matter? 
BIFP: Why does Dad mock me all the time? 
HAPPY: ~ e ' s  not mocking you, he - 
BIFP: 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 taIk to you about Dad for a long time, BiE Something's 
- happening to him. He - talks to him&. 

BIFP: 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. 

BIFP: What's he say about me? 
HAPPY: I can't make it out. 
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BIIP: What's he say about me? 
HAPPY: 1 tbink the frr that you're not settled, that you're 

stiIl kindofupintheair.. . 
BIPF: There's one or two other things depressing him, Happy. 
HAPPY: What do YOU man? 
BIFF: Never mind. Just don't lay it all to me. 
HAPPY: But I think if you got started - I mean - is there 

any fLture for you out k? 
BrFP: I d ya, Hap, I don't know what the future is. I don't 

know - what I'm supposed to  wan^ 

H a p p y :  What do you mean? 
BIFF: Well, I spent six or seven years lfta high school trying 

to work myself' up. Shipping clerk, salesman, business of 
one kind or another. And it's a measly manner of existence. 
To get on that subway on the hot mornings in summer. To 
devote your whole life to keeping stock, or making phone 
ails, or selling or buying. To s& f3iy weeks of the year 
for the sake of a two-week vacation, when all you really 
desire is to be outdoors, with your shirt ofE And always 
to have to get ahead of the next ftlla. And still - thats how 
you build a hture. 

HAPPY: Wd, you really enjoy it on a fvm? Are you content 
out there? 

BIPP [with rising agitatt'on] : Hap, I've had twenty or thirty 
different kinds of job since I lefi home More the war, and 
it always turns out the same. I jw tealizcd it lately. In 
Nebraska when I herded cattle, and the Dakotas, and 
Arizona, and now in Texas. It's why I came home now, I 
guess, because I realized it. This turn I work on, it's spring 
there now, see? And they've got about fificar new colts. 
There's nothing more inspiring or - beautiful than the 
sight of a marc and a new colt. And it's cool there now, see? 
Texas is cool now, and it's spring. And whenever spring 
coma to where I am, I suddenly get the fceling, my God, 
I'm not gettin' anywhere. What the hell am I doing, play- 
ing around with horses, twenty-eight dollars a week! I'm 
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dairty-four years old, I oughta k makin' my furmc That's 
when I come running home. And now, I get hae, and I 
don't know what to do with m*. [A& a peure] Cve 
always made a point of not wasting my life, and everytime 
I come back here I know that d I've done is to waste my 
life. 

HAPPY: You're a poa, you know that, BiE? You're a - you're 
an idealist! 

BIPP: No, Cm mixed up vay bad Maybe I oughta get 
married. Maybe I oughta get stuck into something. Maybe 
that's my trouble. I'm like a boy. I'm not married, I'm not 
in bushes, I just - I'm like a boy. Am you contcnb Hap? 
You're a sucas, aren't you? Are you content? 

HAPPY: Hd, no! 
BIPP: Why? You're making money, aren't you? 
HAPPY [moving obact with mngy, qwedvmessl: AU I can do 

now is wait for the merchandise manager to die. And 
suppose I get to be merchandise manager? He's a good 
&end of mine, and he jut built a d c  estate on Long 
Idand. And he lived there about tmo months and sold it, 
and now he's building another one. He can't enjoy it once 
it's finished. And I know that's jut what I would do. I 
don't know what the hell I'm workin' for. Sometimes I sit 
in my apartment - all alone. And I think of the rent I'm 
paying. And it's auy. But then, it's what I always wanted 
My own apartment, a car, and plenty of women. And still, 
goddammit, I'm lonely. 

BIPF [with enthusiasm] : Listen, why don't you come out West 
with me? 

HAPPY: YOU and I, heh? 
BIFP: Sure, maybe we could buy a ranch. Rate cattle, use our 
muscles. Men built like we arc should be working out in 
the open. 

HAPPY [avid'] : The Loman Brothers, heh? 
BIPP [with vast affection]: Sure, we'd be known all ova the 

counties ! 
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a a P P Y  [enthralkd]: That's what I dream about, Bx Some- 
times I want to just rip my clothes off in the middle of the 
store and outbox that goddam merchandise manager. I 
mean I can outbox, outrun, and oudifi anybody in that 
store, and I have to take orders from those common, petty 
sons-of-bitches till1 can't stand it any more. 

BIPP: I'm tellin' you, kid, if you were with me I'd be happy 
out there. 

HAPPY [enthusedl : See, Bi& everybody around me is so false 
that I'm constantly lowering my ideals . . . 

BIPF: Baby, together we'd stand up for one another, we'd 
have someone to trust. 

HAPPY: If1 were around you - 
BIPP: Hap, the trouble is we weren't brought up to grub for 

money. I don't know how to do it 
HAPPY: Neither can I! 
BIYP: Then let's go ! 
HAPPY: The only thing is - what can you makc out there? 
BIPP: But look at your friend. Builds an estate and then 

hasn't the peace of mind to live in it. 
H a p p y :  Yeah, but when he walks .into the store the waves 

part in front of him. That's Uty-two thousand dollan a 
year coming through the revolving door, and I got more in 
my pinky finger than he's got in his head. 

aIFp: Ye&, but you just said - 
HAPPY : I gotta show some of those pompous, self-important 

executives ova there that Hap Loman can make the grade. 
I want to walk into the store the way he walks in. Then I'll 
go with you, Biff. We'll be together yet, I swear. But take 
those two we had tonight. Now weren't they gorgeow 
creatures? 

BIFP: Yeah, yeah, most gorgeous I've had in yevs 
HAPPY: I get that any time I want, Biff. W h m m  I feel 

disgusted. The only trouble is, it gets like bowling or some- 
thing. I just keep knockin' them over and it doesn't mean 
anydung. You still run around a lot? 


