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SYNOPSIS

Nora has grown up with her father's broken promises to change from an
abusive monster to a loving dad. When his actionSifinally send her over
the edge, Nora decides to make a change nd her sister,
Lucy. However, her plan ends in disaster an ra becomes obsessed
with honoring the final promise she made hile struggling with
the terrible question... did her choices ¢ 's death?

1 FEMALE or 1 MAL % Nfr NATHAN

10 Minutes



The Last Promise - Page 3

THE LAST PROMISE

by
Mia Karr

AT RISE: On abare stage, NORA or NATHAN, a teenager dressed
in slightly dirty outdoor summer clothing.

“Nora!”

| don’t answer. | don't move. He can'’t find mejhe canit find me! If he
finds me, he'll take her away. | know he will™8HelPmake me letigo of her
hand, her tiny, cold, lifeless-- (Pause.) My baby Sister’'s hand._| kiaow
she’s gone, but some part of me thinks%hat i, just keep holding enyit
won't be true. Even if it really is tque, | promised. | may e theyreason
she’s lying dead in the woods, butilve never broken a pramiseto Lucy.

“Nora!”

My father’s voice again. | can feel the familiar hatred\wash up inside of
me, threatening to rip me apaft just like it doesyeverytime he says my
name. This is his fault-#fo, i{'ssmy fault-- no, | doA’t know what it is.
We’'re both so guilty; we déserve to die, gt Lucy.

Lucy was sweet ag,an angel and always saw the good in everybody,
even our father. g¢HeWwag all we had. My mam left us after Lucy was
born, when | wasifour. He drank, and,wheén he drank he got angry. He
would yell atgnypsister and megandsthr@W things and threaten to kill us if
we bothered him. JHe never touehed Lucy, but sometimes he'd slap me.
That wiould havesbeen all right, | guess. | think | could have survived
having a monster for a fathekif he was consistent.

When‘he was sober he cauld bg,civil. Everyone thought he was a good
man, “raising those poeor little motherless girls.” In some ways that was
true. When | was Jittle, ['tised to climb up on to his lap and he’d bounce
me on his knee afid,tickle me under the chin. Then the next night he'd
be all hate and angeriagain, but he'd always apologize.

“I'm sorry, sweetie, let's go get you and your sister some ice cream.
This'll be the last time, | promise,” he'd say, and just like that | would
forgive him, even though we both knew the promise was a lie. And then
one day | stopped liking ice cream. | don’t know what happened. | just
couldn’t look at Dad the Nice Man and not see Dad the Monster. And
Dad the Nice Man started to show himself less and less.
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I look down at Lucy'’s fingers, so perfect, even in death. She was so
perfect. She never stopped forgiving my father even when there was
more and more to forgive. She never stopped saying “I love you,” even
when she knew he wouldn’t say it back. | would tell her she was being
stupid, that she should just give up, but she would simply look up at me
with her big, brown eyes and smile that broken smile that | will never,
ever see again.

| had-- have-- enough hatred of my father fer thesboth of us. When | was
filling out a form for my English teacher at the‘heginning of this year,
there was a question that asked me to list gayystrengths. “Hating” was all
| could think of. | couldn’t very well put ittdown,*so | said “hiding%, | was
good at hiding, right here in the spotsmew Sigholding my dead Sister’s
hand.

It's deep in the woods behind my houses#! first discoyered itafter my
father had been in a particulagly awful rage one night. | was so‘upset |
went into the woods and | just rap,and ran, gaspifig andserying, until |
was too exhausted to cry anymere. PAfter | had caught my breath, |
discovered | was in a clearipgé’ [fWasn’t anything spegial, really, but it
made me think of when my dadswould watch Dishey'movies with me,
and Snow White ended upfinia clearing lafter the woodsman tried to kill
her, and | became quite attached to it. Thelgrass was soft beneath my
feet and the light slantedhbetween the trégs,in‘just the right way. It was
perfect. So, | stastedyretreating to. myispecial spot whenever a wave of
hate-- my fathef’s,or mine-- threatened tasovertake me.

And | left Lucy alone. | felt badahdid, but my sister was so good and so
strong#“She should have been the‘alder one. She was smart, too-- a
little over two weeks ago she came home with a letter from her middle
schooehannouncing that she hadyearned some special award. It was the
end of theyear, and thereiwas going to be a banquet. | had never seen
her so proud.

“What's this?” My father had asked, taking the letter from her hand. He
was having one of his naw-rare moments of civility. Lucy shyly explained
about her award and asked if he would come. | braced myself for his
answer.

“I'm so proud of you,” he said after a moment. “I'm coming, | promise.”
My sister and | gasped in shock. He hadn’t spoken so affectionately for
as long as | could remember. We were thrilled. After school on the day
of the banquet, Lucy put on her nicest dress. |took her out to have her
hair done and got her back to the school twenty minutes early. It was a
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really fancy affair, with nice tablecloths and everything. We sat down
and waited for my father. And waited, and waited. When Lucy went up
to accept her award, he wasn't there.

When we came home, he was passed out at the kitchen table, a beer in
his hand. I tried to pull Lucy up to her room, but she wouldn’t come. She
woke him up and started questioning him, asking why he wasn’t there,
while he told her to leave him alone. And then, and then... he slapped
her, right across the face. It was all right toyhit4hateful, angry me, but
even my father had never laid a finger on Lucye, And itidestroyed her.

| had never seen her so devastated. | held heras she cried and‘she was
so fragile in my arms. Like... like nowmlt was, the first time | trtlyafelt like
the older, responsible one, and inhat moment | made a decision. We
were leaving. We were leaving that night.

Lucy didn’t want to go at firstqShe was scared, understandably so. |
convinced her that everything weuld be all rightfand Fhelieved it. | felt
so confident and invincible, Jikeythiswas what | was dlways meant to do.
| thought | was leading us toward & better lifejinot... not death.

We snuck out to my segret’spot in the wieods with all the non-perishable
food | could gather frem thegkitchen, waterjugs, a pocket knife, some
matches, a flashlight, ang,two sleepingsbags. The mosquitoes are itchy,
yes, and it's almgst'summer time _so it's hot, but for that first day and
night everythinghseemed perfect. 1didn'teeally have a plan, but Lucy
and | were freesftomymy fatherand. forthe first time | could remember, |
allowed myselfgo feel okay. | did half-expect my father to come looking
for us @Adhkillus both, but he didn'thy, not at first... not until now.

This'menning | went a littlefwaysfrom our makeshift campsite to go to the
bathroom¥Then | heard aiscream. | ran back to see Lucy clutching her
arm-- a bee sting. She had been stung by a bee once before, so | wasn't
worried at first. Tdien | noticed she was gasping for breath. My mind
returned to eighth grade health class. It takes two stings before you can
be sure you don't have ‘allethal allergic reaction.

| whipped out my phone-- no battery. Crap, oh crap. Lucy was on the
ground fighting for air, her brown eyes wide with fear. What had | done?!

“Nora... don't go. Just hold my hand. Promise,” Lucy gasped.
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“I promise,” | whispered, tears welling up in my eyes. And | stayed. |
held her hand. | kept holding it after she had stopped wheezing and
became unconscious. After her heart stopped beating.

Why, oh God, why didn’t | do something? Was it because | had
promised and | refused to become like my promise-breaking father? Or

was it because of my stupid pride and hate? Did ) not run the mile home
to get my father for reasons that had nothing to dowith Lucy? Maybe |

could have saved her!

But | promised. She trusted me enough t Xy th me, and | let
her down. | stroke her hand and | don’t kinow tto do. Alll tisto
say I'm sorry, but | don’t know how

“Noral!”

He’s closer now-- it took hi g enough to sober ok orus. |
still don’t answer. | don’t want or anybo eve d us. They'll
take my sister away and pr my fingers fro y hand and put
her in a pretty dress, maybe t e she worejto that/ceremony, and
they’ll put her in a casketsan

father even more. So ore that | might burn up and die. Or |

might become jusS maybe | a&m.
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