 π (Pi) Faith in Chaos 
            
SOL
Now, what’s up, Max?
               
MAX
     
What is this 216 number, Sol?
                    
SOL

Excuse me?

                       
MAX

You asked me if I’d seen a 216 digit number.



SOL


Oh, yeah. You mean the bug. I ran into it working on Pi.



MAX


What do you mean ran into it?



SOL


Max, what’s this about?



MAX


There are these religious Jews I’ve been talking to.



SOL


Religious Jews?



MAX


Yeah, Hasidis, the guys with beards.



SOL


I know them.



MAX


I met one in a coffee shop. Turns out he’s a number theorist.


The Torah is his data set. He says they’re looking for a 216 digit


number in the Torah.



SOL


Come on, it’s just coincidence.



MAX

There’s something else, though.



SOL

What?



MAX


You remember those weird stock picks?



SOL


Yesterday’s stock picks? Yes?



MAX

I got two picks on the nose. Smack on the nose, Sol. Something

is going on. It has to do with that number. There’s an answer in it.



SOL


Max… Come with me. Chess could be consider almost as a 

microcosm of the universe. Although when the pieces are at their

initial positions it appears simple and ordered, the possibilities of 

game play are endless. So Chess could easily represent an 

extremely complex and chaotic universe. And that’s the truth of

our world Max. It can’t be easily summed up with math. There is

no simple pattern.


MAX

But as the game progresses, the possibilities become smaller. The

board takes on order and soon every move’s predictable.



SOL

So?



MAX


So maybe, even though we’re not aware of it, there is a pattern,


an order underlying every Chess game. Maybe it’s like the pattern


in Pi, in the stock market, in Torah, this 216 digit number. 



SOL


It’s insanity.


MAX


Maybe it’s genius. I must get that number.



SOL


Hold on! You’re losing it. You have to breathe. Listen to yourself.


You’re connecting a computer bug I had with one you might have


had and some religious hogwash. If you want the number 216 you 


can find it everywhere. 216 steps from your street to your front 

door, 216 seconds you spend in the elevator. When you mind


becomes obsessed you filter everything else out and find that thing

everywhere. 320, 459, 22 whatever. You’ve chosen 216 and you’ll
find it everywhere in nature. But, Max, as soon as you discard

scientific rigor, you are no longer a mathematician, you’re a 

numerologist. 


Max

No, no. You died a little when you stop the research on Pi. It

wasn’t just a stroke. You stopped carring. How could you stop when

you were so close to seeing pi for what it really is? How could you

stop believing that there’s a pattern, an order shape behind those

numbers when you were so close? You see the simplicity of the

circle and yet the maddening complexity of the endless string of 

numbers 3.14597 into infinity. That 216 number is the pattern

that connects it all together and you know it… You lied to me. All

these years, you lied to me.


SOL

Ok, sit down. I gave up before I pinpointed it, but my guess is that…

This pattern can be found in Pi but the amount of information involved

causes the computer to get stuck in the loop and crash. But this doesn’t
mean it doesn’t solve the problem first and just before meltdown it

prints out the pattern, this 216 digit number. Yet because of the
meltdown there is know evidence or information to understand what lead

directly to the pattern. 


MAX

So being unable to understand the pattern and finding the correct pattern 

made you quit pi. The number is consciousness, the number is the pattern,

the ultimate structure that unites it all?


SOL

No, Max. It’s only a nasty bug.


MAX

It’s more than that.


SOL

No. It’s a dead end! There’s nothing there!


MAX

It’s a door, Sol. It’s a door.


SOL

A door to a cliff, you’re driving yourself over the edge. You need to stop.


MAX


You were afraid. That’s why you quit.



SOL


I got burnt.



MAX


Come on Sol.



SOL


It caused my stroke!



MAX


That’s bullshit! It’s mathematics, numbers, ideas. 


SOL


It’s more than maths, Max.



MAX

Mathematicians are supposed to go over the edge… 
You taught me that.



SOL


It’s death!



MAX


You can’t tell me what it is. You’ve retreated to your Chess and


books and goldfish.



SOL


Max, go home.



MAX


You’re not satisfied.



SOL


Go home. Get out of my house.



MAX


I’m going to know what it is. I’m going to see it. I’ll get the pattern.



SOL


Get out of my house!



Max


I’m going to understand it. 

