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boyho Sl — (Bernard crosses slowly to aboyss .) There’s
something 1 derstand about it. Hig Mded after that
Ebbets Field gamONGR the age of sguf nothing good ever
happened to him.
BERNARD. (Puts He never trained him-

self for anvt

hing.

id. After high sCfg@iabe took so many
adio mechanics; o God knows
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BERNARD. (Crosses slowly to R. C., takes off his glasses.) Wiﬂ/, do

you want to talk candidly?

WILLY. (Rises, crosses, faces Bernard.) I regard you as a very brilliant
man, Bernard, I value your advice.

£ I've always w

supposed to g , and the math teacher Lrﬂ\sd him
WILLY. Oh, that son 1‘\ bi
BERNARD.
schooland

WIELYA That

BERNARD. Did vou tell him not to go to summer school?
WILEY %M e? [ ordered him to go!

S - (WS .
wouldnt he go?

Es

? Why! Bernard, that quest

BERNARD. Crosses u. to }'zi}}zA) Take it easy, kid. ..

WILLY. » Let me talk to vou, 1 got nobody to talk to. Be rnar d...

Bernard, was

vou seg,

BER\HRD (Naot
it sO ﬂ.d.“

was go o summer

rgra car

WILLY. ... That son of a bitch. .
BERNARD. No, Biff was ready to enroll in summer school.

WILLY. ¥ Incredible.) He was?

BER\ %RD ’“ie us t ‘%a en by it at all. But then..

month. AndIg
see you? {

WILLY. (Now with the sir
Yeah, he came to Boston. W

—~
o
S
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ALY, Walk away?
WBERNARD. That's right,

BERNARD. (Crosses to Willy.) Well, just that when he came back...
I'll never forget this...it always mystifies me. Because I'd thought so
well of Biff, even though hed always taken advantage of me. [ loved
him, Willy, y’know? And he.came back after that momh and took his
>zzeakeﬁs—urememoer those sneakers with “University of Virginia”

printed on them? He was so proud of those, wore them every day.
And he took them down in the cellar...and burned them up in the
furnace. We had a fist fight; it lasted at least half an hour. Just the
two of us, punching each other down the cellar...and crying right
through it. ...I've often thought of how strange it was that [ knew
right then that hed given up his life. ... What happened in Boston,

Willy? 4 : .
’hat happened?”

e it on me? If a boy lays

WILLY. (Aily.) Nothing. ... What do you mg
What'’s that \ to do with anything?
BERNARD.
WILLY. What g
down is that my f:
BERNARD. Now, VW@lly; don't gg
WILLY. Well, don't.. on't &
mean—“What happene®q’ &

f don’t get sore...

ou trying to do
%

to me that way! What does that

(Charley enters from U. R RVest, iz‘ght—blue shirt, untied bow tie.)

CHARTEY + A i1 bao ) Hev, vou're going
CHARLEYX. {Lﬂuaaea e, €, P“"\‘ up vag.) ri€y, youre going
to miss that train. { Ze of bourbon. Crosses above table,
puts bag on chairg j taalﬁ Q&s bag, wraps bottle in pajamas.

iha

Puts in bag.
BERNARD.
glasses. Pi
and don’

pottle.) Thanks, Pop. (Puts on
ts on hm‘ ) Goodbye, WiHV

es, I beheve in that.
BER ARD. (Crossing to Willy.) But somd§
agifan just to walk away.

res, Willy, it’s better for

WILLY. But if you can’t walk away?
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