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THE PROJECT 

The journey from Africa to Europe is the most dangerous migrant undertaking in the world. The 
path is marred with inhumane conditions, extreme weather, malicious people and even war. 
Despite this many choose to embark, and for many children, it isn’t a choice at all. Taken by  
family members or forced to flee from them because of  abuse, many children unwittingly find 
themselves on this road. Through all of  this their innocence is tested. Crossings will be a 
documentary series that takes the viewer, through the eyes of  three children, on the most 
dangerous journey in the world. 

Told in three parts, the viewer will trace the steps of  these subjects as they flee their only home 
and are ushered into the most difficult experience of  their lives.  Each part of  the journey 
(Leaving Home, Libyan Desert, and The Sea) will be told by a different child or family. The 
viewer will listen to the child recount their story as they see, through the child’s eyes, the events 
unfold. In Virtual Reality the viewers will be surrounded by this world. Forced, as the child was, 
to experience the land, the heat, and the people they met along the way. Although it is the story 
of  one, each story will represent the thousands who have traveled and died seeking a better life. 

Through the VR story the viewer will connect with the children on a personal level in a way that 
brings their story to life. The story and the experience will aim to create an emotional connection 
that evokes a personal level of  empathy for the children and their families. The viewer will feel 
like she has walked through the Sahara, lived in the Libyan camps, and been adrift at sea. An 
experience like this will influence the viewer’s opinion and motivate her to act.  

THREE PARTS 

LEAVING HOME 
Adesuwa, born and raised in central Nigeria, loved her father. As she says, “When I did 
something wrong my father would not scold me or beat me, he would simply tell me ‘Adesuwa, I 
love you, but what you have done is wrong’. I am a lot like my father, I do not lose my temper. I 
do what I need to do.”  

Adesuwa’s father died when she was 13 and she 
was placed into the care of  her uncle and her 
uncle’s wives. It didn’t take long for her uncle to 
start sexually abusing her. She tried to get help 
from his wives, but they refused to protect her. She 
spent as much time as she could at her job selling 
supplies on the road, with a basket on her head, to 
avoid being home in that toxic environment. When 
she shared this with one of  her regular customers, 
she was offered help. Her customer had a way to 

free her from her Uncle, but said it would cost a lot of  money and be very risky. Adesuwa knew 
this might be her only chance. She went home and stole her uncle’s savings, packed a bag and 
ran as fast as she could. Together they got on a bus bound for Libya. From one hell to another.  



CROSSINGS

LIBYAN DESERT 
Musa’s home country, Gambia, is wrought with economic peril, but he says,” I am not an 
economic migrant. I am a dreamer”. Musa left home with three other 16 year old boys. Musa, 
being the smallest, found himself  on the bottom of  a stack of  at least 5 other boys in the back 
seat of  a small van. Windows covered with blankets and fishing nets stacked on top of  the boys so 
no one could see in. They had to lie quietly and stay completely still so they wouldn’t be spotted 
by the local authorities. On the bottom of  this pile, Musa could barely breath. And every bump 
in the road was like being squished by an elephant. Then, the car came to a stop. Still blind, he 

heard the doors open to Arabic yelling and gun shots from an AK-47.  The boys on top of  him 
were pulled off  and thrown out into the desert. Even though no one was on top of  him any more, 
he couldn’t move. He couldn’t feel his feet, or his arms. He still could barely breathe. The driver 
pointed his gun at Musa and screamed at him to get out of  the car. But Musa couldn’t move. The 
man yelled again and Musa’s friends begged him to get out.  The man pressed his gun up to 
Musa’s head threading to fire. Musa closed his eyes and prayed. He though of  home and how he 
would have never left if  he knew he would die here in this desert. Musa opened his eyes just in 
time to see the butt of  the gun smack him in the the side of  his head. 

THE SEA 
Hadjer, sat still on the shore. Her daughter and baby son clenched tightly to her breast while her 
husband talked with the man who had brought them here. The cliffs rose hundreds of  meters 
above her and a small raft sat in the silent black sea right in front. Tonight, she could not see 
where the stars ended and the sea began. Then three flashes from a light far out at sea appeared.  
The man talking to her husband gestured for her. She grabbed her daughter’s hand and with her 
son in her arms she stepped into the raft.  

They had been waiting for this night for 
months. They prepared and organized their life 
around it. They had bags packed, ready to go 
at a moments notice. Just 5 hours earlier she 
was making dinner for her children and now 
she sat in the middle of  this raft, in the middle 
of  the Mediterranean. The sound of  the motor 
filling her ears, the smell of  it’s fumes assaulting 
her nose, and her daughter’s head on her 
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shoulder. She knew they were headed for the beginnings of  a better life. They just had to make it 
across the sea.  

Then the motor stopped. Blackness to their left, right, above, and deep below. They were 
stranded. Her children were quiet thanks to the drugs she had given them before they left and the 
men on board tried to figure out what was wrong with the motor. It was still and silent except for 
the whispered arguing of  her husband and another man by the motor. She didn’t dare look over 
the edge, but instead looked into the eyes of  her daughter. She knew that no matter what 
happened she would find a way to get her to shore. To safety and to freedom. This made her feel 
better. She felt secure. She felt certain. Then she felt a bump. Subtile at first. Then another, 
harder bump. Something was nudging the raft from underneath. Her husband and the other 
man fell silent and sat down. Out in the water, Hadjer could see the movement of  a large dark 
figure charging the side of  the boat. 

VIRTUAL REALITY 

Film, traditionally has been one of  the most effective communicators of  human experience and empathy 
created to date.  VR, as a next step, has the means and opportunity to take it’s place. Virtual Reality can 
take you away from your world. It can take you into someone else's. It can place you in their shoes. It can 
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place you in their home. It can place you in what they have lived through. When crafted correctly, a VR 
film is a first hand empathetic experience. 

Our story of  a migrant crossing a continent, a desert, and a sea embodies a human pursuit of  happiness.   
The subject of  this film has endured one of  the most harrowing experiences available simply to find a 
peaceful and happy life. The journey, although fraught with peril, cuts through some of  the most diverse 
landscapes and cultures on earth and unlocks unparalleled and contrasting visuals, with a cinematic 
tapestry of  colors and sounds and stories and experiences and places as the background. Our heroes are 
in the foreground fighting through one of  the most difficult paths readily available today. 

VR has the capability, to sway hearts and minds, to fuel moments and legislation, to enact change and 
action in the world simply through it’s innate power to connect you with victims and heroes. This VR film 
will give the world a 360º immersive story with a poignant message: The exodus of  a life-time is beginning 
and it starts with you. 

IMPACT 

Virtual Reality films can influence great change in the heart of  an individual. And enough hearts can 
change the world.  

These stories should be experienced by every policy maker in the EU and around the world. It can be 
taken to the streets of  Rome, Paris, Madrid, Berlin, Athens and individually generate change in the hearts 
of  the people of  Europe. Whether it’s viewed by delegates and policy makers, or mothers and fathers the 
impact can invoke great change. But getting the message out far and wide will require more than just 
individual screenings at social change events. The story should be shared online with the world. The story 
needs to go viral.  

The film will be taken to social 
events and on the streets 
around the world. Those 
experiencing the film will be 
interviewed about their 
opinions of  migrants in 
Europe before and then asked 
about how the experience 
changed their mind and their 
heart. We need to share the 
impact that these stories are 
having on the citizens of  
Europe. By filming their 
reactions before and after the 
experience we can create an 
impactful story of  change that can be shared online far and wide. Something that engages the 
conversation and shapes it internationally from the ground up.  

This then becomes it’s own story that can live not only in Virtual Reality but also in our reality effecting 
change on an even larger scale.


