Write a playscript:
The Wounded Stranger
Cast: Nareen, Powell, Powell’s father, Nareen’s father, Narrator, Village Elder, returning villager 1 (George), returning villager 2 (Edward).
Narrator: Two days after the fathers set off on their trek, the first pair of men return to the village looking exhausted. Their wives and children rush to embrace them.
George: (crying with joy) I am so happy to see you again!
Edward: (happily) We have been on such an amazing journey, but this is the best part; coming home.
Narrator: Powell and Nareen drop their chicken feed and run to join the crowd building up around the two fathers.
George: We have some news. (turns towards the villagers and raises his voice so that everyone could hear) The village didn’t have any unexpected visitors, nor did their traders turn up. But we did hear about an unusual orange glow in the distance and a few of our men went to investigate (crowd starts to mutter).
Edward: We are extremely tired please can we be excused to go to bed to have some rest.
Narrator: The fathers were excused, and they trudged off to their beds. As everyone else went back to their daily chores. Later that day, Powell and Nareen were outside waiting for their father’s return.
Powell: (worried voice) Where are they? I just want to know if they’re ok, then I will feel a lot better.
Nareen: Yeah, I just want to know where they are too, they have been gone for almost three days!
Narrator: Powell was about to cry when two figures came staggering from the dense forest. Powell’s tears turned into a cry of joy as they darted towards their fathers to greet them.
Powell: (crying with happiness) You’re back! Where have you been? What took you so long? I’m just happy that you are finally home.
Powell’s father: (chuckling at the sudden outburst of questions) I’ll tell you all the details later Powell.
Nareen’s father: I’m so glad that you were looking out for us but now we need to talk to the village elders so please can you go back to the hut and get some rest.
Nareen and Powell together: Ok
Narrator: Mud and sweat covered each of their faces as they ran to the village elder’s hut and slowly Nareen and Powell followed and ducked under the open window to listen in on what their fathers would say and how the elders would respond.
Nareen’s father: (disturbed) Hello elders, we have some big news that will be important to the village and our future. So please can we tell you our story of what we witnessed?
Village Elder: Ok, tell us all that you know of.
Narrator: Each village elder was a wise and considerate man with a long, bushy, grey beard, and short silvery grey hair.  The wisest one was stooped and carried a wooden cane occasionally catching his creamy coloured patched robe.
Powell’s Father: (scared) The strange orange glow was a fire burning people at the steak.  Flames lapped over them one by one.  The stench of burning flesh filled our nostrils as men, women and children lay on the floor lifeless, before being thrown onto ever growing fire.  The fire spread over houses and the church; the whole village was no more than just smouldered wood and ash.
Nareen’s Father: Our own men flying the flag of Kent as war cries and beating drums celebrated the death of a harmless village. What if that will happen to us.
Narrator: The village elders stood in silence, lost for words; astounded.
Nareen’s Father: (gravely) we didn’t dare enter the square before the war cries and beating drums had died down. We couldn’t face an enormous army on our own.
Village elder: (stammering and shaking) I…I don’t blame you one bit… I…I…I would be as scared as you were. Our…men must have been…forced to fight for…them.
Nareen: (murmuring) Powell what are we going to do about the people of Kent?
Powell: (quietly) Shh I think we might find out.
Narrator: The village elder got up from his chair.
Village elder: (slightly scared) I think we should warn the village before us elders conclude. You are now free to go.
Narrator: the children quickly ran to their huts before the fathers stepped out and strode off to each home for a well-deserved sleep.



