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Rebellions are built on hope.

Set in a horrifying ‘fifteen minutes in the future’ 
United States, seventeen-year-old Layla Amin is 
forced into an internment camp for 
Muslim-Americans along with her parents.

With the help of newly-made friends also 
trapped within the camp, her boyfriend on 
the outside, and an unexpected alliance, Layla 
begins a journey to fight for freedom, leading 
a revolution against the internment camp’s 
Director and his guards.

Heart-racing and emotional, Internment 
questions the imaginary boundaries that separate 
us and challenges readers to fight the complicit 
silence that exists in our society today.

Samira Ahmed is the New York Times 
bestselling author of Love, Hate & Other Filters, 
Internment and the forthcoming Mad, Bad & 
Dangerous to Know. She was born in Bombay, 
India, and has lived in New York, Chicago, and 
Kauai, where she spent a year searching for 
the perfect mango. She currently resides in the 
Midwest. 

Find her online at samiraahmed.com and on 
Twitter and Instagram: @sam_aye_ahm
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In the Summer of 1980, America was gripped by the 
already months-long Iranian Hostage Crisis. I was in 
fourth grade and spending the day in Chicago with 
my family. I remember it was sweltering and the sky 
was perfectly blue. We were in bumper-to-bumper 
traffic and my parents were chatting in the front seat. 
I remember being bored and hot and rolling down 
the window in the backseat just as another car rolled 
to stop alongside us, the passenger window of its front 
seat perfectly even with mine. And I remember the 
angry, red face of the twenty-something-year-old 
white man who pointed a thick, accusatory finger 
at me – a child – and yelled, ‘Go home, you God 
damn fucking Iranian.’ I watched as he and the driver 
laughed at my shocked, puzzled face and pulled up in 
traffic.
 Initially, I was confused. Confronted with 
something terrible and unknown I tried to make sense 
of my world with the facts I had. Did that man know 
I didn’t live in Chicago? Did he know our home 
was actually in the suburbs? Then I had this thought, 
which has stuck with me always: racists are really 
bad at geography. How else to explain why this irate 
grown man didn’t realise my family was Indian and not 
Iranian?

 Go home. 
 It might have been the first time I heard that 
awful phrase, but it certainly was not the last. 

During the Persian Gulf  War, my high school 
basketball team was playing in the state championships 
and I was at the arena cheering them on alongside my 

dad, my little sister and thousands of others from my 
hometown. As we left, walking in the dark through a 
mostly empty parking lot, I heard a car screech to a 
halt behind us. It made a sharp turn and then I heard 
the driver gun it towards us, swerving away at the 
last minute as a passenger threw a beer can at us and 
yelled, ‘Go home, fucking terrorists!’
 
Immediately after the Oklahoma City Bombing, 
before the police arrested and charged Timothy 
McVeigh, they detained ‘a person of interest’ to the 
investigation. A man with the same last name as me: 
Ahmed. At the time, we all had landlines and my 
name and number were listed in the phone book. I 
got the first of many calls after dinner that night: ‘Go 
blow up your own country, raghead!’

On 9/11 I was living in New York City. I saw the 
clouds of black smoke rising into the cerulean blue 
skies and mourned with my fellow New Yorkers. A 
couple of days later, I was leaving a memorial service 
at the 96th Street Mosque, my head covered in a 
prayer scarf, wearing an American flag pin – because 
every Muslim I knew in America was wearing 
an American flag pin, believing it had some kind 
of superpower, that it could shield us from hate. 
Reminding everyone that we were American, too. 
Two young men began following me down the 
avenue. I’m sure you can guess their refrain as they 
trailed me down the block in daylight, dozens of 
people around: ‘America doesn’t want you, go home you 
fucking terrorist.’

Perhaps reading this is shocking to you. It shouldn’t 
be. Because one thing I know, is that all these 
moments from my life are no different than what 
thousands of children of colour in the United States 
and the United Kingdom are facing today. 
 Here’s another thing I know: No child 
should have to hear someone screaming at them to 
‘Go home’ when they are home. I believe there are 
no Others. There is only Us. And that’s why I wrote 
Internment. 
 Some people are surprised when I tell them I 
completed an early draft of Internment months before 
the 2016 U.S. Presidential election took place. I wrote 
the first words in January that year.  The Republican 
presidential primary was in its early stages, yet the 
themes of the campaign and of future presidential 

resist

policy were already well 
cemented: Us versus Them, 
securing our borders, America 
first, Mexicans as criminals, 



Black Americans as thugs, queer Americans as 
deviants, guns over children’s lives, a national Muslim 
registry. 
 Some of the events I portray in Internment 
have been replicated in the real world since its 
publication. People jokingly ask me if I think I’m 
prescient. I’m not. Internment may be set ‘fifteen 
minutes into the future,’ but it’s deeply rooted in our 
past. Sometimes we like to erase the unflattering 
truths of our history, but no event exists in a vacuum 
and you don’t need to be a student of history to see 
how nationalism, disguised as patriotism, can take 
hold of a country, justifying terrible and cruel acts. 
You only need to turn on the news; you are bearing 
witness to those acts now, in our present. 
 Here we are again. Everywhere around us is 
the violent, nationalistic rhetoric of the politics of 
exclusion and the language of extermination feeding 
our policies. Children being ripped from their 
parents’ arms as they flee for their lives. Refugees 
being forced into internment camps. Muslim bans. 
Border walls. The rights of gun owners being 
valued more than the lives of our children. Racism. 
Islamophobia. Ableism. Homophobia. Anti-Semitism. 
Scapegoating immigrants. The rise of nationalism and 
white supremacy, unmasked and waving our flag.
 I felt a lot of anger. I still do. But I wrote 
Internment from a place of hope because I believe in 
the power of everyday citizens to fix things; because 
I believe being good is what makes us great; because 
I believe in young people and when I saw them 
voicing their rage, rising up, marching in the streets, 
it inspired me to use the privilege I do have to speak 
the truth. So, I wrote this story – about struggle, 
and resistance, and a girl who fights against silent 
complicity. A girl who persists. A girl who is told 
to sit down and be quiet but stands up and shouts 
anyway because it’s the right thing to do, because 
someone had to.
 Let’s be real. In the world we live in right 
now, there’s no room for moral equivalency – 
certainly not the kind that turns away when it sees a 
toddler being ripped from her parents and justifies it 
by quoting the Bible, not the kind that bristles more 
at being called ‘racist’ than it does at actual racism, and 
definitely not the kind that looks at neo-Nazis and 
declares that some are ‘very fine people.’
 There are sides.
 It’s time to make a choice. 
 That’s what Layla does. That’s what my book 
is asking you to do.
 It’s not a simple ask, I know. It takes courage 
to use your voice. To stand up.  

 But all around you there are others who will 
take your hand, help lift you up and march shoulder 
to shoulder with you. Speaking your truth and 
voicing your resistance can happen in quiet ways, 
too. I hope you find the way that works for you.
 I hold this truth to be self-evident: every 
child deserves to feel at home where they live. 
Together, we can shape and stretch our communities 
and our countries to create more perfect, inclusive 
unions. There are no Others. There is only Us. And 
we are worth fighting for. The people united will 
never be defeated.

‘I wrote this book 
out of fear but more 
importantly, I wrote 

this book out of hope. 
I wrote a story about 
a girl who persists. I 

wrote this story because 
I don’t simply believe 
that young people are 

the future; I believe they 
are our today. And I 

believe in their power to 
change the world’



DISCUSSION QUESTIONS
1. Layla’s father’s poetry opens the novel, both with its presence in the epigraph and in its citation 
during the Amins’ relocation. How do these two poems speak to the power of the written and spoken 
word throughout Internment?

2. How does Layla’s reaction to her family’s internment differ from her parents’ reactions? Where do 
you think this divide stems from?

3. Layla remembers her nanni telling her that ‘Praying is important. But you can’t simply pray for what 
you want. You have to act.’ How do Layla and other characters turn their faith into action?

4. How does life at Mobius attempt to mirror ‘normal’ life? How do the internees attempt to hold onto 
normalcy and how is that different than the ‘normalcy’ the Director tries to create?

5. Ayesha claims Jake used the phrase ‘Insha’Allah’ as ‘a shibboleth . . . a word you can use to distinguish 
who’s on your side and who isn’t’ (p.163). How do characters indicate their allegiances through the 
book? Are words or actions a stronger indicator of someone’s true purpose?

6. How do the minders treat the other internees? What motivates the minders’ actions?

7. Layla observes of Suraya: ‘This year must have been so much harder for her, someone so visibly Mus-
lim. And black’ (p.263). What role does the intersection between race and faith play in the treatment of 
the internees? How does this intersection and other differences in experience and culture, factor into 
the privilege afforded to different characters?

8. The Director tells Layla that ‘People want to be happy in their ignorance . . .  Give them an Other to 
hate and they will do what they are told’ (p.328). How does this belief manifest in the Exclusion Laws? 
How does it relate to the way the internees treat one another?

9. What role does the media play at Mobius? What differences exist in how information spreads 
through traditional media channels versus how it spreads through social media? How do different char-
acters attempt to utilize media and the spread of public information to their advantage?

10. In her Author’s Note, Samira Ahmed cites specific events from America’s past and present that 
inform the plot of Internment. What other historic or current examples of authoritarianism do you see 
echoes of in Layla’s story?
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REBELLIONS ARE 
BUILT ON HOPE

‘read internment. raise a fist’ 
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AN INSTANT NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLER

‘samira has created a chilling, powerful, 
all-too-real near future that’s a must-read

Karen M. McManus, author of one of us Is LyIng

‘a must-read . . .  a heartrending and all-too-credible tale of 
sacrifice, the ugly face of authority and the courage of youth’

sunday tIMes’  ‘chILdren’s BooK of the Month’

 ‘a tremendous novel’
guardIan

 ‘chillingly plausible’ 
fInancIaL tIMes

‘if you enjoyed the hate u give, this should 
be at the top of your tbr pile’

cuLturefLy

‘this heart-thumping book horrifies and inspires; 
layla’s struggle reminds readers to speak up and that 

only the persistent and resistant can make a change’
teen Vogue

‘a raw portrait of a young activist coming 
into her own . . . potent and impassioned’

new yorK tIMes

‘internment sets itself apart . . . terrifying, thrilling and urgent’ 
entertaInMent weeKLy

‘a testament to what girls are capable of when they are 
overlooked, internment is a masterwork of dignity and grit’ 

e.K. Johnson, author of exIt, Pursued By a Bear

daVId arnoLd, author of MosquItoLand


