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Living Room 

It’s pitch black and the ground is shaking. You and your family are huddled up together under a 

door frame in your small home in Anywhere, USA. You are all listening to the walls tremble and 

people yelling outside in between explosions. Your little brother Timmy looks like stone, being 

so used to the violence, having never experienced anything else. Your mother’s eyes are closed, 

seemingly praying while your father also doesn’t budge.  This has been the way you’ve been 

living for seven years now, each year getting worse and more violent than the last.  

Mom: Why can’t this all just stop. 
Dad: Remember when we didn’t have to do this? 
Timmy: What do you mean? 
You: You probably don’t remember, but our country never used to be like this. We used 
to be able to walk outside and be safe and we used to sleep through the whole night 
without hearing bombs go off.  
Dad: At least we have a home for us to fall asleep in. Most people aren’t that lucky 
anymore, so be thankful. 

 
You and your family fall asleep in the huddle under the door frame and are awoken in the 

morning by the sound of trucks moving through the streets. Suddenly there is a ferocious knock 

on the crumbling front door. Your father shoots up straight to go answer it.  

 

At the door is one of the few people who have remained in town, a man named Bob who had 

lost most of his family in the violence of the past few years. The only family he has left is his 

teenage son, John who used to be your classmate, back before your high school was destroyed.  



 

Dad: Bob, is everything alright? 
Bob: I just wanted to make sure you and your family were safe. Several other families 
didn’t make it through the night. 
Dad: Yes, we’re all safe. 
Bob: Good, good. Are they inside?  
Dad: Yes, why? 
Bob: We should probably speak out here then. Shut the door behind you. 

You hear your father leave the house and the stifled sound of conversation from outside. He 

returns inside after what feels like an eternity with a grave look on his face. 

Mom: Is everything alright? 
Dad: Let’s speak in the kitchen. Kids, go into the street and see if you can help anyone. 

 
Your parents disappear into the kitchen and Timmy begins to head outside. You stop however, 

outside the kitchen doorway. Timmy motions for you to come with him, but you hold a finger to 

your lips to tell him to be quiet and stand firm outside the kitchen doorway to listen to your 

parents speak.  

 

Kitchen 

Your father stands over the kitchen sink, looking outwards t what used to be a window, 

although now it is covered with wooden boards just in case. Your mother sits at the table, 

hands crossed. 

 Mom: We can’t. 
 Dad: We might have to. 

Mom: Where will we go? Do you not see the stories in the news of what happens to 
people like us, people who try to leave and find help elsewhere? 
Dad: And do you not see the bodies in the street every other day? We have to leave, for 
the kids’ sake.  
Mom: This is our home, we’re Americans. 
Dad: And Americans are getting slaughtered. We can’t stay anymore. Bob is leaving with 
John tonight, and we ought to go with them. It’ll be better that we are with someone 
from home. 



 
You feel sweat begin to drip down your neck hearing your parents’ conversation, afraid of what 

will happen to your family. You breathe in sharply, inhaling the dust that has snaked through 

the house from outside. You feel a tingling sensation in your nose and throat and your eyes 

begin to water. You feel the urge to sneeze and despite your best efforts to stifle it you sneeze 

loudly.  

Dad: Come in here young lady, we know you’re listening. 
 
You trudge into the kitchen and sit down. 
 
 You: So are we leaving? 
 Dad: I think we are. 
 You: Where will we go? How does this work? 
 Dad: There are humanitarian aid workers that we can speak to, they will help us through 

the displacement. 
 You: Well when do we leave? 
 
Your parents exchange glances and your father waits for your mother to answer, leaving the 

choice up to her. She takes a deep breath. 

Mom: Go get your brother from outside. We’re leaving as soon as possible and have to 
prepare. 

 

You get up from the table and go into the street to find Timmy outside helping clean up some 

rocks in the road. You go back home together where your parents explain to him what is going 

on and you begin to gather your belongings. Come nightfall, you leave your home and meet 

with Bob and John who are waiting for you outside and together you all head off to flee the 

country as refugees. 

 
 

 



 
 


