Proof by David Auburn

Catherine (age 25)   

After my mother died it was just me here.  I tried to keep him happy no matter what idiotic project he was doing.  He used to read all day.  He kept demanding more and more books.  I took them out of the library by the carload.  We had hundreds upstairs.  Then I realized he wasn’t reading:  He believed aliens were sending him messages through the dewy decimal numbers on the library books.  He was trying to work out a code.  Answers to everything.  The most elegant proofs, perfect proofs, proofs like music.  Later the writing phase: scribbling, nineteen, twenty hours a day…I ordered him a case of notebooks and used every one.  I dropped out of school…I’m glad he’s dead.

