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Arthur Miller recalled that at the final curtain of the first performance of "Death Of A Salesman" the audience was totally silent. People stood up and then sat back down. Some had their heads in their hands and others were openly weeping. After a while someone remembered to applaud and when the applause started it was prolonged and thunderous.
Such is the power of Arthur Miller’s masterpiece.  A work as harrowing and timeless as any Greek or Shakespearean Tragedy.  It’s central character, Willy Loman is a man consumed by fear, doubt and self-loathing; lost in a society that seems to never allow him to know who he is. Throughout his adult life he does what a lot of men do; that is, what he believes is expected of him. And when he isn’t able to meet those expectations, deals with his failure by trying to cause his own death.
 The first time I saw the play I was shocked. I walked around in a daze for a week, stunned at how the relationship between Biff and his father paralleled my own.  And that wasn’t the only aspect to hit close to home.

I discovered that I'm like many men who traditionally honor and define ourselves through our work.  We strive to find our niche, to have the approval of our fathers and sons and to be "well liked." Often we marry too young, too frequently, get jobs that are not satisfying and have children before we’re ready to be parents.  We easily fall into a trap of comparing ourselves to other people who have more money, more power or more possessions and then look to these same people for life’s answers. Miller’s play brought me to the stark realization that the American Dream can turn into a bottomless pit of materialism and hallow achievement.  And like Willy Loman I would feel “chewed up and spit out like a piece of fruit with the peel thrown away.”  

 "Death of a Salesman" is a disturbing and necessary work. Upon hearing of Miller’s death I read it once again and found that it never loses its strength or resonance. And with the passing of Arthur Miller I can say that I’m grateful to him for giving me Willy Loman as a modern archetype from which I can contemplate and learn. 

