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…the play had to move forward not by following a narrow, discrete line, but as a phalanx, all of its elements moving together simultaneously.  There was no model I could adapt for this play, no past history for the kind of work I felt it could become.  What I had before me was the way the mind – at least my mind – actually worked.  One asks a policeman for directions; as one listens, the hairs sticking out of his nose became important, reminding one of a father, brother, son with the same feature, and one’s conflicts with him or one’s friendship come to mind, and all this over a period of seconds while objectively taking note of how to get to where one wants to go.  Initially based…on an uncle of mine, Willy rapidly took over my imagination and became something that has never existed before, a salesman with his feet on the subway stairs and his head in the stars.

(Miller, ‘Salesman at Fifty’)

WILLY: Oh, yeah, my father lived many years in Alaska.  He was an adventurous man.  We’ve got quite a little streak of self-reliance in our family.  I thought I’d go out with my older brother and try to locate him, and maybe settle in the North with the old man.  And I almost decided to go, when I met a salesman in the Parker House.  His name was Dave Singleman.  And he was eighty-four years old, and he’d drummed merchandise in thirty-one states.  And old Dave, he’d go up to his room, y’understand, put on his green velvet slippers – I’ll never forget – and pick up his phone and call the buyers, and without ever leaving his room, at the age of eighty-four, he made his living.  And when I saw that, I realized that selling was the greatest career a man could want….Do you know? when he died – and by the way he died the death of a salesman, in his green velvet slippers in the smoker of New York, New Haven, and Hartford, going into Boston – when he died, hundreds of salesmen and buyers were at his funeral.  Things were sad on a lotta trains for months after that.  In those days there was personality in it, Howard.  There was respect, and comradeship, and gratitude in it.  Today, it’s all cut and dried, and there’s no chance for bringing friendship to bear – or personality.  You see what I mean?  They don’t know me any more.

(pp.63-4 in Penguin edition)

WILLY: I hope we didn’t get stuck on that machine.

LINDA:  They got the biggest ads of any of them!

WILLY:  I know, it’s a fine machine.  
(p.27)

WILLY:….This would not be another damned-fool appointment, Ben, and it changes all the aspects.  Because he [Biff] thinks I’m nothing, see, and so he spites me.  But the funeral – [Straightening up] Ben, that funeral will be massive!  They’ll come from Maine, Massachusetts, Vermont, New Hampshire!  All the old-timers with the strange licence plates – that boy will be thunderstruck, Ben, because he never realized – I am known!  Rhode Island, New York, New Jersey – I am known Ben, and he’ll see it his eyes once and for all.  He’ll see what I am, Ben!  He’s in for a shock, that boy!

BEN:…He’ll call you a coward.

WILLY:…No, that would be terrible.

BEN:  Yes, and a damned fool.

WILLY:  No, no, he mustn’t, I won’t have that!  [He is broken and desperate.]

BEN:  He’ll hate you, William.
    (pp.100-1)

LINDA:….I don’t say he’s a great man.  Willy Loman never made a lot of money.  His name was never in the paper.  He’s not the finest character that ever lived.  But he’s a human being, and a terrible thing is happening to him.  So attention must be paid.  He’s not to be allowed to fall into his grave like an old dog.  Attention, attention must be finally paid to such a person.



(p.44)

LINDA:  Forgive me, dear.  I can’t cry.  I don’t know what it is, but I can’t cry.  I don’t understand it.  Why did you ever do that?  Help me, Willy, I can’t cry.  It seems to me that you’re just on another trip.  I keep expecting you.  Willy, dear, I can’t cry.  Why did you do it?  I search and I search, and I can’t understand it, Willy.  I made the last payment on the house today.  Today, dear.  And there’ll be nobody home…We’re free…We’re free…We’re free…           (p.112)

