WILLY, as Charley takes out his wallet: The Supreme Court!
And he didn’t even mention it!

CHARLEY, counting out money on the desk: He don’t have
to—he’s gonna do it.

WILLY: And you never told him what to do, did you? You
never took any interest in him.
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CHARLEY: My salvation is that I never took any interest in

anything. There’s some money—fifty dollars. I got an ac-
countant inside.

wiLLY: Charley, look . . . With difficulty: 1 got my insur-
ance to pay. If you can manage it—I need a hundred and
ten dollars.

Charley doesn’t reply for a moment; merely stops moving.

wiLLy: I'd draw it from my bank but Linda would know,
and 1. ..

CHARLEY: Sit down, Willy.

WILLY, moving toward the chair: 'm keeping an account
of everything, remember. I'll pay every penny back. He sits.

CHARLEY: Now listen to me, Willy.
wiLLY: I want you to know I appreciate . . .

CHARLEY, sitting down on the table: Willy, what’re you
doin'? What the hell is goin’ on in your head?

wILLY: Why? I'm simply . ..

CHARLEY: I offered you a job. You can make fifty dollars a
week. And I won’t send you on the road.

WILLY: I've got a job.

CHARLEY: Without pay? What kind of a job is a job with-
out pay? He rises. Now, look, kid, enough is enough, I'm
no genijus but I know when I'm being insulted.

WwILLY: Insulted!

CHARLEY: Why don’t you want to work for me?

WwILLY: What’s the matter with you? I've got a job.
cHARLEY: Then what're you walkin’ in here every week for?

WILLY, getting up: Well, if you don’t want me to walk in
here—
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CHARLEY: I am offering you a job.

WILLY: I don’t want your goddam job!
CHARLEY: When the hell are you going to grow up?

WILLY, furiously: You big ignoramus, if you say that to me
again I'll rap you one! I don’t care how big you are! He's
ready to fight.

Pause.

CHARLEY, Kkindly, going to him: How much do you need,
Willy?

wiLLY: Charley, I'm strapped, I'm strapped. I dorn’t know
what to do. I was just fired.

CHARLEY: Howard fired you?

WILLY: That snotnose. Imagine that? I named him. I
named him Howard.

CHARLEY: Willy, when're you gonna realize that them
things don’t mean anything? You named him Howard, but
you can’t sell that. The only thing you got in this world is
what you can sell. And the funny thing is that you’re a
salesman, and you don’t know that.

WILLY: I've always tried to think otherwise, I guess. I al-
ways felt that if a man was impressive, and well liked, that
nothing—

CHARLEY: Why must everybody like you? Who liked J. P.
Morgan? Was he impressive? In a Turkish bath he’d look
like a butcher. But with his pockets on he was very well
liked. Now listen, Willy, I know you don’t like me, and
nobody can say I'm in love with you, but I'll give you a
job because—just for the hell of it, put it that way. Now
what do you say?

wiLLY: I—I] just can’t work for you, Charley.

CHARLEY: What’re you, jealous of me?
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wiLLY: I can’t work for you, that’s all, don’t ask me why.

CHARLEY, angered, takes out more bills: You been jealous
of me all your life, you damned fool! Here, pay your in-
surance. He puts the money in Willy's hand.

WILLY: I'm keeping strict accounts.

CHARLEY: I've got some work to do. Take care of your-
self. And pay your insurance.

WILLY, moving to the right: Funny, y’know? After all the
highways, and the trains, and the appointments, and the
years, you end up worth more dead than alive.

CHARLEY: Willy, nobody’s worth nothin’ dead. After a
slight pause: Did you hear what I said?

Willy stands still, dreaming.
CHARLEY: Willy!

WILLY: Apologize to Bernard for me when you see him. I
didn’t mean to argue with him. He’s a fine boy. They’re all
fine boys, and they’ll end up big—all of them. Someday
they’ll all play tennis together. Wish me luck, Charley. He
saw Bill Oliver today.

CHARLEY: Good luck.

WILLY, on the verge of tears: Charley, you’re the only
friend I got. Isn’t that a remarkable thing? He goes out.

CHARLEY: Jesus!

Charley stares after him a moment and follows. All light
blacks out. Suddenly raucous music is heard, and a red
glow rises behind the screen at right. Stanley, a young
waiter, appears, carrying a table, followed by Happy, who
is carrying two chairs.



