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The Day We Ran Away 
By Valeria Salinas 

 
Dear diary: 

Everything happened so fast that I haven’t had time to write you.  I’m still shocked and 

confused because everything seems to be a horrible nightmare, a bad dream that I just 

want to forget.  It was a normal day, I woke up to do my bed, get ready for breakfast and 

school and start my daily routine as I always have done.  I went downstairs.   My dad was 

worried watching the news while my mom was cooking. My mom turned around to see the 

news and I saw her like I had never seen her before, she was so worried that she barely 

noticed when I greeted her. 

Suddenly, my dad told us that nobody was going to work or to school, that we’d better start 

packing our stuff because we needed to leave right away.  My mom led me to my bedroom 

and together we started packing what she considered necessary.  Meanwhile, my dad was 

making phone calls. I asked my mom what was happening.  She stopped packing and 

looked into my eyes like if she was deciding if I was old enough to understand. She tried to 

avoid my question saying that everything was going to be okay, and kept packing.  As soon 

as we finished, we got in the car. Driving to the airport was the weirdest thing I have ever 

experienced.  Mom wouldn’t say a word, but I could see her silent tears.  Dad was looking 

through the mirrors as if he was expecting to be followed by someone. I really don’t 

remember how we got in the airplane.  But when we did, all the channels were giving the 

same news.  They kept talking about “a coup”. I didn’t understand what it meant, so I 

decided to do a quick research in my cellphone. Technically it is a revolution from the 

civilians or a political cell.  I tried to understand why we had to leave as a result of this 

“coup”. The answer was not clear until I heard my dad talking to someone on the phone; we 

were leaving because the rebels were after us and my dad didn’t want anybody to hurt us. 



You see, my dad is part of the political group that the revolutionaries were after.   I really 

don’t understand why, but it seems they hate us. Dad thought we would be safe at my 

grandparents’ house. Once the airplane landed, my dad got a car and drove in silence.  

When we got to our destination, our grandparents were already waiting for us.  Grandma 

kept hugging me and could not stop crying.  Dad got into the living room and turned the TV 

on to keep watching the news. We all got pale as we watched the videos of several angry 

men carrying guns and shouting violently they would take down all the politicians.  We were 

pretty scared.  Dad decided it was too dangerous to get out of the house.  Grandpa tried to 

cheer us up, but he has this shadow in his eyes, this worry that seemed to be part of us 

now.  A week later, my dad got a strange phone call. I thought it would be good news, I was 

really praying for that.  I got closer to overhear his words.  It was an unknown man who said 

that he had to surrender because they knew where we were hiding.  He added that if we 

had escaped it was because we knew we didn’t have a clean conscious. I could see my life 

in slow motion:  poor refugees looking for a place to hide, using fake names, being afraid all 

the time, suspecting everybody, far away from the people we loved.  I still can hear dad’s 

voice telling the man he accepted to surrender, only if the rebels promised not to hurt me, 

my mom and my grandparents. My dad, my hero.  I miss him so much.  I’m so mad! I don’t 

understand why there’s no peace in this horrible country. How is it possible I had lost my life 

in just a few hours? One moment I woke up to go to school, taking for granted I would see 

my friends like any other ordinary day, but the next second, my dad is in prison, sacrificing 

himself to protect us, his family. He didn’t do anything wrong, did he?  Being a politician 

makes him a bad person? Does this make sense to you? Guns should be prohibited! 

Violence doesn’t fix anything!  Are these rebels better? I don’t think so. They don’t want to 

fix anything! Being a politician is just a job and I’m sure they tried their best to help people. I 

also think dialogue and agreements are better weapons than guns and grenades. We need 

peace, not in the past, not in the future, but now.  Is this too much to ask?  Don’t bother 

answering me, we both know the answer… 


