
Keep it Quiet! 

 

I sit and wonder 

What would life be like without persecution? 

Why is my world so cruel? 

I hear people joke and jeer in the street 

Keep it quiet 

 

Guards roam the streets 

Like lions on the prowl 

I hear faint screams 

The gunshot 

Keep it quiet 

 

I am assaulted everyday 

For my faith 

My life 

Keep it quiet 

 

I hear gruesome and heart-breaking stories 

You could be sold into slavery 

Murdered or face life imprisonment 

Keep it quiet 

 

I sit in bed awake all night 

Dangerous thoughts fill my head 

I read holy words from a wonderful book 

Keep it quiet 

 

I wait for a knock at the door 

Without warning it comes 

Knock! Knock! 

Keep it quiet. 

 

By Lola Berry. 



Secrecy. 

 

Dehumanised. Treated like animals 

Fear of being persecuted around every corner 

 

NO FREEDOM 

 

Smuggling bibles 

I cannot believe  

Constantly being watched with no remorse 

Eradicated like the rats we are said to be 

 

NO FREEDOM 

 

Camps created with no sense of how we should live  

Boom! Overhead 

Boom! No church left 

Brain-washed to believe in my leader 

But cannot believe in my Lord 

 

NO FREEDOM 

 

Yet still I hold on… 

 

By Daniel Forbes. 

 



Persecuted. 

 

My life is not worth living,  

Filled with fear and despair, 

But where can I escape, 

To get out of the Lord’s impersonator’s lair. 

 

Churches are forbidden and bombed, 

Bombers’ faces clouded with fear of the sacred text, 

The militants want to eradicate us all, 

In their political prisons and notorious death chambers. 

 

I can’t even tell my children, 

Don’t want to see them fill with hate, 

How could I stop them reporting me? 

By then it would all be too late. 

 

My brothers and sisters in Christ have no freedom of choice, 

We are accused of blasphemy and targeted, 

Glance longingly at necessities we are denied, 

Sold into slavery without reason. 

 

Our most precious belonging: The Bible, 

Smuggled into our disgraceful homes, 

Lighting up our lives, 

Helping to erase our moans. 

 



We face insults and abuse, 

Must hide our faith after death, 

Attempt to love our enemies like we believe we should, 

Faith should not be a secret. 

 

My life is not worth living, 

Filled with fear and despair, 

But where can I escape 

To get out of the Lord’s impersonator’s lair. 

 

By Iona Bodman. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Christian Murder. 

 

To be sold into slavery 

Kept under constant surveillance 

Forced to attend a political prison 

Even executed 

 

Christian murder hangs in the air 

To be found and caught 

Facing arrows of accusation 

Hearing bullets of fear fly overhead 

 

Living in terror 

Trying to elude evil 

Spreading the good Lord’s word 

And hide 

 

Searching for love 

Looking for freedom 

Always trying to escape 

But borders stand strong with hate 

 

With only a tiny spark of hope.  Christian murder. 

 

By Amelia Yu 

 

 



Death by Chance. 

 

 

My life is filled with fear and despair 

To go out alone in the street I dare 

I read my holy book 

With every page I shook 

 

 

I look at the armoured people 

Knowing I am extremely feeble 

There is no way  

I will escape this place today 

 

 

I have no right 

Drowning with fright 

Knocking on the door 

I drop to the floor… 

THUD! 

 

 

By Fawzi Alhamodi  

 

 

 

 



The Persecution 

 

 

Every day in this country 

Churches bombed 

Sent to prison for having a bible 

Never see my family again 

Never come out of prison 

Hide after death 

Why are you doing this to me? 

I dared to share God’s word. 

 

 

By Jacob Johnstone. 

 


