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Inspired by the painting, A Sunday Afternoon on the Island of La
Grande Jatte by Georges Seurat, Sunday in the Park with George,
Stephen Sondheim and James Lapine's stunning masterpiece,
merges past and present into beautiful, poignant truths about life,
love and the creation of art. One of the most acclaimed musicals
of our time, this moving study of the enigmatic painter, Georges
Seurat, won a Pulitzer Prize and was nominated for an astounding
ten Tony Awards, including Best Musical.

The days leading up to the completion of his most famous
painting, A Sunday Afternoon on the Island of La Grande Jatte,
Georges Seurat is struggling to make meaningful art and
maintaining a relationship with his lover, Dot. Amid the scorn of
the artistic community, Seurat's artistic ability thrives while his
love diminishes. A century later, Seurat's descendant - named
George and also an artist - finds himself burnt out and in search
of what artistic path to follow, but he finds the answer to his
future in the past.

Sunday in the Park with George is presented through special arrangement
with and all authorized materials are supplied by
Music Theatre International, New York, NY
(212) 541-4684 mtishows.com

Originally produced by Theatreworks/USA

This production has fog and sequences of flashing lights.



“I regard theatre as the greatest of all art forms, the most immediate way in which a

human being can share with another what it means to be a human being.”
- Oscar Wilde, Playwright

"To act is to live truthfully under imaginary circumstances."
- Sanford Meisner, Actor and Teacher

“Journey before destination.”
- First Ideal of the Knights Radiant, The Stormlight Archive

What is “art?”

Please, tell me. Because | do not know.
| wish | knew. | wish, deep down, that | had any semblance of aniota of an

inkling of a passing thought about the nature of art—of artistry.
Of creation.

| am a reader by birthright. My mother, a lifelong bibliophile, instilled a love of
the written word from infancy—that is, if it was not imprinted on my genetic
sequencing in utero. | still remember the first phrase | ever read on my own
without ever having been read the words before. | was riding shotgun in my
great-grandmother’'s champagne Lincoln Town Car in the late 90s, and | noticed

a series of letters etched into the side-view mirror. | studied the letters.

Their sequence.
Their spacing.

And suddenly, there was meaning. As if a bolt lightning struck directly into my
skull, I did not merely see the letters, but | read the words: “Objects in mirror are

closer than they appear”

It was as if the clouds opened and meaning poured forth from the Pearly Gates.
Words—not merely simple letters, but their unification as complete, beautiful
words—joining together on a canvas of glass to mean something. To express

thought. To convey understanding.

| knew something that | had not known before. Because of the unification of
these shapes being reflected into my eye and interpreted by my mind. A series
of letters of the language | knew—I spoke—joining together in a previously

unknown to me way.

And it hit me: where once there was not, now there is. ,
(Continued on next page)
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Aristotle, the ancient Greek philosopher and polymath, composed what is widely
accepted to be the oldest formal critical lens through which we may observe
and interact with works of poetry in his aptly named Poetics. However, in the
original Greek, we come to understand Aristotle’s thoughts on the nature of
what we may now deem poetry itself—and, by extension, drama—as something
deeper than that which is created.

The Greek term poietikes derives from the term poiesis, meaning “making” or
“creating.”

“Creating.”
“Creating.”
“ing"
Present tense.
The term refers to a present act, the transitional moment that exists between
the time of “there was not” and the time of “there now is.” From nothing to
something. The culmination of idea, time, space, medium, action, and soul into

one sliver of creation.

Perhaps that poiesis is not for all audiences. Perhaps it is only for an audience

of one.

But the viewer does not—cannot—negate the act of creation, of the “is” in the
ocean of “not.” In the immortal words of Martha Graham: “There is a vitality, a
life force, a quickening that is translated through you into action, and there is
only one of you in all time, this expression is unique, and if you block it, it will
never exist through any other medium; and be lost.”

It is the process on which we must focus, not on product.

The process of creating.
The art of making art?

It's just putting it together.
Enjoy the show.

Trey Rutherford
Director
Central Stage






















































