sequences of hopeless downward spiral, J.P.
Bumstead avoids cliche and creates a very
real, fragile man.

Once again, set designer David Calhoun has
done wonders with SMP’s small space. It's
believable, and keeps the drama as real as it
needs to be when the focus of much of the
argument is theoretical figures in small note-
books.

Like any great play, this one has layer upon
layer of things to think about afterward, but
each one is worth the effort. You don’t have

to be conversant in higher mathematics to
enjoy the work, or frankly I would be lost. On
the other hand, the math (so I am told) is
solid.

Auburn knew what he was talking about,
and what drama it could create. I keep wish-
ing my father — himself a mathematics profes-
sor, who ironically lived in Sierra Madre —
could have lived to see that a play celebrating
the drama of his own comparatively obscure
subject was winning the highest awards in
the land. I think he would have been startled
— and very pleased.



