The Critic’s Crucible

16-year-old Zoe Chen materialised in the dim, eerie theatre, her hands were ghostly as she turned the knob. Her untied hair looked as if she had just gone scavenging in a dump of scraps. Her pale, almost transparent skin haunted the senses, yet the warm light that flickered in her eyes comforted them. Her dull eyes casted a sinister air of death.
“This isn’t right,” she muttered, her critic’s instincts flaring. “Willy’s motivations are all faked,” she cried.
Zoe faced off against her fellow critic, Marcus.
“Willy’s use of expressionism isn’t just stylish” she protested, “It’s the key to understanding Willy’s tragic flaw.”
“How would Americans feel if they find out that their dream is a lie?”
Marcus hesitated, unsure about what to say.
Zoe found herself in a bustling workshop with the ghost of Lee Strasberg. “To truly understand Willy” he said, “you must become Willy.”
It hit Zoe like a giant boulder falling from the sky, an instant reminder to look at what Willy Coman saw.
As Zoe immersed herself in Loman’s psyche, she felt the burden of his delusions, the pain, the ache of his unfulfilled dreams.
“Wait,” she gasped, emerging from the exercise, “What if Willy’s tragedy isn’t his failure, but his inability to understand and redefine success?”
Lee nodded wisely and smiled.
Zoe stepped up onto the stage, her body trembling yet sturdy with hope and confidence. The audience clapped, welcoming her to state her words. As the claps ceased, Zoe cleared her throat, and started.
“Willy Coman isn’t just a salesman,” she declared, her voices quavering and stopping, but she stood her ground, “He’s an American everyman, our very own citizen, one of us, and his tragedy is our own”.
The room fell silent, and anticipated murmurs filled the room, Zoe stared out at the ocean of glimmering faces in the stage light.
The theatre trembled, touched by words that it had never experienced before. A complex tapestry wove through the air, a nation awakened to a new understanding of success, failure, and the stark complexity of the American Dream.
Marcus stood in the spectral wings, whispering a new ending into existence.
“The true tragedy is not Willy’s death, but the death of human connection in pursuit of an illusion”.
As he spoke, a sublime, spectral realm unfolded, revealing a final scene. Willy still met his fate, but the Loman family found bittersweet unity in their shared disillusionment. Across America, families watched and reached for one another, choosing love over societal expectations.



