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An American Tragedy

A Study of An American Tragedy:
A Destination for the American Dream
Y OSHIDA Tomoaki

The American Dream is the spirit of democracy that has existed since the foundation of America. It is vitalized by
the principle of an equal society of equal opportunities, and has been the energy source for the American nation,
causing individuals to have the dream of success, though it was originally a system resulting in material inequalities.
In An American Tragedy people are depicted who try to live on in spite of the contradictions present in American
society, and we are able to view atragedy which might happen anywhere in American urban society.
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Clyde Griffiths

He did not wish to do this any more, that he and his
parents looked foolish and less than normal. ... ...
What good did it do them to have him along? His life
should not be like this. (p.12)



How was one to get a start under such circumstances?

(p.17)

Clyde was as vain and proud as he was poor.
the time the sex lure or appeal had begun to manifest
itself and he was aready intensely interested and
troubled by the beauty of the opposite sex, its attractions
for him and his attraction for it.  (p.18)

And yet the world was so full of many things to do—so
many people were so happy and so successful. What was
heto do? Which way to turn? What one thing to take
up and master—something that would get him
somewhere. He could not say. He did not know exactly.
And these peculiar parents were in no way sufficiently
equipped to advise him. (p.19)

(Roberta Alden)

Her pretty mouths, her lovely big eyes, her radiant and
yet so often shy and evasive smile. And, oh, she had such
pretty arms—such a trim, sentient, quick figure and
movements. If only dared be friendly with her—venture
to talk with and then see her somewhere afterwards—if
she only would and if only dared. (pp.254-255)
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“ Oh, Roberta, dearest, please, please, say that you love
me. Please do! | know that you do, Roberta. | can tell.
Please, tell me now. I'm crazy about you. We have so
little time.”

“ Yes, yes vyes. | doloveyou. Yes, yes, | do. | do.”

“ It'sdl right, Roberta. It's all right. Please don't cry. Oh,
| think you're so sweet. | do. | do, Roberta.”
(pp.276-277)

(Sondra Finchley)

Ah, to know this perfect girl more intimately! To be
looked upon by her with favor,— made, by reason of
that favor, a part of that fine world to which she
belonged. Was he not a Griffith—as good looking as
Gilbert Griffiths any day? ...... But now, as he
gloomily thought, he could only hope, hope, hope.
(pp.308-309)

Pah—how cowardly—how lacking in courage to win the
thing that above al things you
desire—beauty—wealth—position—the solution of your
every material and spiritual desire. And with poverty,
commonplace, hard and poor work as the alternative to



al this (p.466)

— he and Roberta were in a small boat somewhere and it
should capsize at the very time, say, of this dreadful
complication which was so harassing him? What a relief
from a gigantic and by now really destroying problem!
(p.440)

— for could a man even think of such a solution in
connection with so difficult a problem as his without
committing a crime in his heart, realy—a horrible,
terrible crime? He must not even think of such a thing.
It was wrong—wrong—terrible wrong. (p.440)

And yet, supposing,— by accident, of course—such a
thing as this did occur? That would be the end, then

wouldn’t it, of al his troubles in connection with
Roberta? No more terror as to her—no more fear and
heartache even as to Sondra. A noiseless, pathless
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quarrelless solution of all his present difficulties, and
only joy before him forever. Just an accidental,
unpremeditated drowning—and then the glorious future
which would be his! (p.440)

...... The more thought of an accident such as that in
connection with her, however must he might wish to be
rid of her—was sinful, dark and terriblel  He must not
let his mind run on any such things for even a moment. It
was too wrong—too vile—too terrible! Oh, dreadful
thought! (p.441)

“ Decent, sane people did not think of such things.

And so he would not either—from his hour on.” (p.441)

What was “getting into” him? Murder! That's what it
was. This terrible item—this devil’s accident or
machination that was constantly putting it before him!
A most horrible crime, and one for which they
electrocuted people if they were caught. Besides, he
could not murder anybody—not Roberta, anyhow. Oh,
no! Surely not after all that had been between them.
And yet—this other world! —Sondra—which he was
certain to lose now unless he acted in some way—
(p.461)
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(Mason)

‘| cannot think this morning. | seem numb and things
look strange to me. My boy found guilty of murder!
But | am his mother and | am not convicted of his guilt
by any means! He has written me that he is not guilty and
| believe him.”  (p.742)

She could not doubt him—even now. (p.742)

o | believe my son. | am convinced that he is

innocent.”  (p.743)

o I must think as a mother how to help



him, however | feel asto hissin.” (p.744)

The Reverend Duncan McMillan

“ Can you say before your God that you have no doubt
of Clyde's guilty? Please write. If you cannot  then his
blood will be upon your head. His mother.”  (p.809)

“ Governor Waltham does not think himself justified in
interfering with the decision of the Court of Appeas.”
(p-809)
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...... But it is to bring you spiritual joy and gladness
that | am here.” (p.780)

He had thought of those, too and then of the fact that
many other people like his mother  his uncle, his cousin,
and this minister here, did not seem to be troubled by
them. And yet also he was given to imagining at times
that perhaps it was because of superior mental and moral
courage in the face of passions and desires, equivalent to
his own which led these others to do so much better.
(p.785)



has given me strength and peace.” But to himself
adding:* Had he?’ (p.809)

“

...... If she drowned you could go to that Miss X. You
thought of that?”’

The Reverend McMillan's lips were tightly and sadly
compressed.

“ Yes”

“ Myson! My son! Inyour heart was murder then.”

“ Yes, yes, " Clyde said reflectively.” | have thought
since it must have been that way.” (p.795)

“ Ilfen

‘ Mama, you must believe that | die resigned and
content. It won't be hard. God has heard my prayers. He
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TEXT

Theodore Dreiser, An American Tragedy, A Signet Classic
from New American Library, Penguin Books: New York
and Toronto, 1964
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