


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 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 out
of reality. The kitchen 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 kitchen, 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 stands. A window opens onto the apartment house at
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, partially
transparent. The roof-line of the house is one-dimensional;
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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
scerles. 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 apparent. He unlocks the door,
cbmes into the kitchen, and thankfully lets his burden
down, feeling the soreness of his palms. A word-sigh es-
capes his lips—it 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
behavior—she more than loves him, she admires him, as
though his mercurial nature, his temper, 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 temperament to utter and follow to

their end.

LINDA, hearing Willy outside the bedroom, calls with some
trepidation: Willy!

wiLLY: It’s all right. I 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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WILLY, with casual irritation: 1 said nothing happened.
Didn’t you 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. 1 couldn’t
make it. I just couldn’t make it, Linda.

LINDA, very carefully, delicately: Where were you all day?
You look terrible.

WILLY: I got as far as a little above Yonkers. I stopped for
a cup of coffee. Maybe it was the coffee.

LINDA: What?

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

LINDA, helpfully: Oh, Maybe it was the steering again. I
don’t think Angelo knows the Studebaker.

WwILLY: No, it's me, it's me. Suddenly I 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 your
new glasses.

WILLY: No, I see everything. I 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 morning. Maybe I'll feel better
in the morning. She is taking off his shoes. These goddam
arch supports are killing me,
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