HowARD JunLLf

(HowaRQRicks up cigar from ashtray, gets lighter from pocket.)

WILLY. eally is...

HOWARD. QN @ minute! The next is my wife. (Lights cigodl T
wait.)

HOWARD'S VO

gonna talk?”
VOICE OF WIFE.
HOWARD’S VOI
HOWARD. (Snaps it off.
WILLY. That is a wonderfi}
HOWARD. (With a challeng®

“Go on, say something” ( Pazzse., . you

3

A think of anything/
talk—it’s Luxl‘unu.” %4

was my wife.

ine...

kic.) [ teffa, Willy—I'm gonna
take my camera, and my handsXg Md alhy hobbies and out they
go. This is the most fascinating reXggaXi# 1 ever found.

WILLY. I think I'll get one myself. § A&
HOWARD. Sure, they're only a ji

without it. Supposing you way

1d a half. You can't do

car't be home at that hour. Sof
when Jack Benny comes ol
the radio! (Continues witif$
WILLY. And when yq
HOWARD. You cygf
time you like, angy
throw the switgl§f:
the night!
WILLY.

the roagfa

HOWARD. Say, aren't you supposed to be in Boston(
s ) WILLY? (Gets chair off L., puts it L. end of table.) That’s what I want

to talk to you about, Howard. You got a minute?
HOWARD. (Crosses to above table.) What happened? Whatre you

o W 2
aoing neres

WILLY. Well...
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HOWARD. (Not concerned with Willys well-being.) You didn’t crack
up again, did you?

WILLY. Oh, no, no...

HOWARD. Geez, youhad me worried there for a minute. What's
the trouble?

WILLY. (Sits on chair, puts hat under it.) Well.. tell you the truth,
Howard... I've come to the decision that I'd rather not travel any more.
HOWARD. Not travel! Well, what'll you do?

WILLY: (Definite.) Remember, Christmas time—when you had
the party here? You said youd try to think of some spot for me here
in town,

HOWARD. (Incredulous.) With us?

WILLYS Well, sure.

HOWARD. (Businesslike—drops head.) Oh, yeah, yeah... I remem-
ber. Well... I couldn’t think of anything for you, Willy.

WILLYAT tell ya, Howard...the kids are all grown up, y'know... I
don’t need much any more. If [ could take home.. . well, sixty-five
dollars a week, I could swing it.

HOWARD. (Crosses r. few steps.) Yeah, but, Willy, see I...

WILLY. 1 tell ya why, Howard...speaking frankly and between the
two of us, yknow?—TI'm just a little tired. (Starting to resent having
to grovel.)

HOWARD. (Crosses to R. of table.) Oh, 1 could understand that,
Willy. (Businesslike.) But you're a road man, Willy, and we do a road
business. (Willy rises.) We've only got a half dozen salesmen on the
floor here.

WILLY. (Crosses to above table.) God knows, Howard, I never
asked a favor of any man. But I was with the firm when your father
used to carry you in here on his arms. ..

HOWARD. (Embarrassed and irritated.) I know that, Willy, but...
WILLY. Your father came to me the day you were born and asked
me what I thought of the name of Howard, may he rest in peace!
(Crosses to L. end of table.)

HOWARD. I appreciate that, Willy, if [ had a spot I'd slam you
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END

<ight in, but I just don't have a single solitary spot. (Turns, crosses
v steps R. Pause.)

{With increasing anger; swallowing his pride.) Howard, all
I need to set my table is fifty dollars a week.
HOWARD. But where am I going to put vou. kid?

3,

WILLY. Look, it isn't & question of whether I can sell merchandise,
is it?

HOWARD. No, but it’s a business, kid, and everybody’s gotta pull
his ownweigh

WILLYN

Desperately.) Just let me tell you a story, Howard...

HOWARIM\, (Crosses fo table.) ‘Cause you gotta admit, bugg is
business.

WILLY. (Sits ¢ . ess, but
just listen for a r¥QRute. You don't understand thigffhen I was a

g, [ was already on the rogf
to whether selling J##/a future ior
a yearning to g@/#®¥ Alaska. See, there

, and I felt like going

boy...eighteen, ning
a question in my min

Because in those days 1
were three gold strikes in N\
out; just for the ride, you mi3§
HOWARD. (Barely interested.)
WILLY. (The effect of this speech 38
yeah, my father lived many vea .
man... We've got quite a littl
thought I'd go out with m
maybe settle in the Nor
to go, when I met a
Dave Singleman. A
merchandise in
room, yund
forget—andg

Sits on table R. of recorder.)
1t Howard in his place.) Oh,
ca...he was an adventurous
-reliance in our family.
try to locate him, and
Prih the old man. I was almost decided
sman in the Parkersgl®yse. His name was
PHe was eighty-four years oR, gd hed drummed
y-one states. And old Dave d go up to his
nd, put on his green velvet slifgRg=1"11 ne

k up his phone and call the buyers arR{ Without ever

leaving higfoom, at the age of eighty-four, he made h 'ng And
when Lgv that, I realized that selling was the greatest c: aman
could@fant. ‘Cause what could be more sansfwnv than to § le to

gog the age of eighty-four, into twenty or thirty different cit
@ up a phone, and be remembered and loved and helped, 0
many different people? Do you know; when he died—and by
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