
A Readers’ Theater Adaptation of Eve Yohalem’s  

Escape Under the Forever Sky 
by Amy Fuller 

 

Due to the structure of the book, the main character, Lucy, has been broken into two readers. 

 

Readers: 

Lucy 1  Lucy 2  Tana   Dawit    

 

Lucy 1:  The band was playing in the outdoor garden behind the 
restaurant. 

Lucy 2:  It wasn’t too crowded. 

Lucy 1:  And the host gave us a table right in front of the platform that 
they were using as a stage. 

Lucy 2:  We had just gotten our Pepsis and I was humming along in my 
tuneless way when Tana kicked my shin under the table. 

Lucy 1: Ow! 

Tana:  (whispering) Over there, Dawit! 

Lucy 2:  He was standing in the doorway, scanning the garden while the 
host pointed in our direction. 

Lucy 1:  Let’s get out of here. 

Lucy 2: But it was too late.   

Lucy 1:  Dawit had already spotted us and was on his way over. 

Lucy 2:  Tana and I locked eyes.  We’re in so much trouble. 

Dawit:  Tana 

Lucy 1:  Tana stood up and put her hands on her hips. 

Tana:  What are you doing here, Dawit? 



Dawit:  Your mother forgot her wallet.  She came back for it, and when 
she saw you were gone, she asked me to bring you home. 

Lucy 2:  We were doomed, and we knew it. 

Lucy 1:  Resigned to our fate, we followed Dawit to the car. 

Dawit:  Mrs. Kassai asked me to bring you home also, Lucy.  I will drop 
off Tana first. 

Lucy 1:  No way.  My only hope was that I could go back to Tana’s 
house, wait for Iskinder to come for me at five o’clock, and pray Mrs. 
Kassai wouldn’t tell my mother. 

Lucy 2: Thanks, Dawit, but you don’t have to take me home.  Our driver is 
already coming for me. 

Dawit:  Mrs. Kassai said bring you home now. 

Lucy 2:  Tana grabbed my hand and squeezed it.  She knew that 
between this and what had happened at the market, my mother would 
probably send me to my room for the rest of my life and post a marine 
guard outside my door. 

Lucy 1:  Everyone’s parents make these kinds of threats. 

Lucy 2:  The difference is my mother can actually follow through on them.   

Lucy 1:  As we pulled into Tana’s driveway, a thought occurred to me: 
How had Dawit known where to find us? 

Lucy 2:  But before I had a chance to ask Tana, she climbed out with one 
last sympathetic look. 

Tana:  I will e-mail you. 

Lucy 2:  Me too. 

Lucy 1:  I leaned back in my seat and closed my eyes.  My pathetic life 
was about to get even worse. 

Lucy 2:  After a couple of minutes I opened my eyes again and looked 
out the window.  The neighborhood didn’t look familiar. 

Lucy 1:  Um, Dawit? This isn’t the way to my house.  I live in the American 
embassy compound. 



Dawit:  It is a shorter way. There is too much traffic in the middle of the 
city at this time of the day. 

Lucy 1:  I pressed my eyelids down with my fingers, trying to stop the 
tears of self-pity that were threatening to spill out.  She’s going to ground 
me until I go to college. 

Lucy 2:  I looked out the window again.  We were definitely in a part of 
the city I had never seen before.  

Lucy 1:  My heart started pounding, and I sat up straighter, trying to get a 
better view out the front. 

Lucy 2:  Dawit? 

Lucy 1:  He didn’t answer.  My whole body went numb. 

Lucy 2:  Stop the car now, Dawit. 

Lucy 1:  Nothing.  We sped past a cluster of shanty houses and a few 
random shopping stalls, clearly not headed anywhere near the American 
embassy.  I looked frantically for a traffic light where he would have to 
stop, but there weren’t any. 

Lucy 2:  Look, Dawit, you don’t know who you’re dealing with! My mother 
is the United States ambassador, and you’re going to be in big trouble.  
Stop the car now! 

Lucy 1:  Suddenly Dawit swerved to the side of the road and braked so 
fast the tires squealed. 

Lucy 2:  I flung open the car door, but I couldn’t get out.  A man I had 
never seen before was blocking my way.  He shoved me back inside and 
started to climb in after me. 

Lucy 1:  Get away from me! 

Lucy 2:  I lunged for the other door, but the man grabbed my leg and 
yanked me back.  Clutching a fistful of my hair with one hand, he stuffed a 
dirty rag into my face with the other. 

Lucy 1:  I couldn’t scream anymore, but I kicked and twisted as hard as I 
could until he jammed his knee into my hip.  All I could see of him were his 
crooked brown teeth. 



Lucy 2:  Gasping for breath, I kept struggling even as I felt myself 
slipping away, out of my body, out of the car, into the air. 

 

 

 


