
LINDA: But you opened it today. 
WILLY: Me? I didn’t. (He stops.) Now isn’t that peculiar! 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 thing. 
LINDA: What, dear? 
WILLY: I was thinking of the Chevvy. (Slight pause.) Nineteen 

twenty-eight ... when I had that red Chevvy... (Breaks off.) That 
funny? I coulda sworn I 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 believe there 
was eighty thousand miles on it. (He shakes his head.) Heh! (To 
Linda.) Close your eyes, I’ll be right up. (He walks out of the 
bedroom.) 

HAPPY (to Biff): Jesus, maybe he smashed up the car again! 
LINDA (calling after Willy): Be careful on the stairs, dear! The 

cheese is on 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 talk-
ing 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 suc-
ceeded less, and his dreams are stronger and less acceptable than 
Happy’s. Happy 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 to turn his face 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 license taken 
away if he keeps that up. I’m getting nervous about him, 
y’know, Biff? 

BIFF: His eyes are going. 
HAPPY: 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 color-blind.  
HAPPY: Pop? Why he’s got the finest eye for color in the busi-

ness. 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?  
BIFF: He’s all right, I guess.  
WILLY (underneath them, in the living room): Yes, sir, eighty 

thousand miles — eighty-two thousand!  
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?  
HAPPY (with deep sentiment): Funny, Biff, y’know? Us sleeping in 

here again? The old 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 everything 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, Biff.  
BIFF: 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 humor, 
the old confidence? (He shakes Biffs 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... 
BIFF: 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? 
HAPPY: I can’t make it out. 
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 other things depressing him, Happy. 
HAPPY: What do you mean? 
BIFF: Never mind. Just don’t lay it all to me. 
HAPPY: But I think if you just got started — I mean — is there 

any future for you out there? 
BIFF: I tell ya, Hap, I don’t know what the future is. I don’t know 

— what I’m supposed to want. 
HAPPY: What do you mean? 
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 existence. 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 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 to have to get ahead of the next 
fella. And still — that’s how you build a future. 

HAPPY: Well, you really enjoy it on a farm? Are you content out 
there? 

BIFF (with rising agitation): Hap, I’ve had twenty or thirty differ-



ent kinds of jobs since I left home before the war, and it always 
turns out the same. I just realized 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 
farm I 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? Texas is cool now, and it’s spring. And when-
ever spring comes to where I am, I suddenly get the feeling, 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 
thirty-four years old, I oughta be makin’ my future. That’s 
when I come running home. And now, I get here, and I 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 
I know that all I’ve done is to waste my life. 

HAPPY: You’re a poet, you know that, Biff? You’re a — you’re an 
idealist! 

BIFF: No, I’m mixed up very 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 business, I 
just — I’m like a boy. Are you content, Hap? You’re a success, 
aren’t you? Are you content? 

HAPPY: Hell, no! 
BIFF: Why? You’re making money, aren’t you? 
HAPPY (moving about with energy, expressiveness): All I can do 

now is wait for the merchandise manager to die. And suppose I 
get to be merchandise manager? He’s a good friend of mine, 
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 an-
other one. He can’t enjoy it once it’s finished. And I know 
that’s just 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 crazy. But then, it’s 
what I always wanted. My own apartment, a car, and plenty of 
women. And still, goddammit, I’m lonely. 

BIFF (with enthusiasm): Listen, why don’t you come out West 
with me? 

HAPPY: You and I, heh? 


