
 

 

  ©Bonnie Rose Hudson   www.writebonnierose.com 

 

Yasmin’s Silent Song 

 

Yasmin pushed back her blanket and opened her eyes. Her first Christmas morning! Even though 

she was thirteen, this was the first time she would celebrate Christmas! She hurried to put on her 

pretty red shirt, the one she always wore when she was happy. She started singing: “To give light 

to them that sit in darkness—” 

 

She clapped her hand over her mouth. What had she done? What if the neighbors had heard her? 

 

She hurried to the kitchen and told her mother what had happened. Her mother hugged her. 

 

“Shhh, it’s all right, Yasmin. Don’t be afraid.” 

 

Yasmin went back to her bedroom and pulled out the secret cardboard box. She lifted her 

children’s Bible and the song sheets from it. She had loved to sing for as long as she could 

remember. Last year, when she and her family learned about how Jesus had come to save people 

from sin, she had the most wonderful reason in the world to sing. But she couldn’t sing about 

how much Jesus loved her—not in Iran. 

 

She looked at the song sheets. Every week when they met secretly for church, she and the other 

children were allowed to read the songs and memorize them, but not sing them out loud. Only 

once every few months were they allowed to sing, and only because the church took them some 

place far away where no one could hear them. 

 

Someone pounded on the door. She jumped to her feet and ran back to the kitchen. Her father 

and mother were both standing by the door. As her father released the lock, four policemen burst 

into the room, pushing her father away from the door. One of them grabbed her mother’s arm. 

Two of the others grabbed her father, one from either side. Another, a boy who only looked a 

few years older than she, took her arm. 

 

“What’s going on?” her father asked. 

 

One of the policemen said, “Last night, we arrested your Pastor Ali. Your address was found in 

his things. You are accused of becoming Christians.” 

 

Arrested 
 

They led them out of their apartment. As they hurried them down the stairs, Yasmin’s mind 

raced to keep up with everything that was happening. Where were they taking them? What 

would the police station be like? Would they hurt her parents? 
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As they stepped outside, the policeman holding Yasmin’s arm yanked her to the side and began 

to run. 

 

“Stop!” Yasmin cried. 

 

But the policeman did not stop. She heard the guards shouting at him. 

 

“My parents! I don’t want to leave them!” 

 

“My name is Hamid. I love Jesus. Stay with me.” 

 

Yasmin tried to keep up as Hamid ran. He was leading her toward the bazaar—only a few more 

blocks. 

 

The guards kept shouting, but they sounded farther away. Yasmin glanced back. Two guards had 

stayed with her parents. The other was chasing Hamid—and her. 

 

Only a few more yards. Hamid pulled her arm and turned right, then left, leading her deep into 

the mass of people. Shops and shoppers spread out for what seemed like miles. He ran, changed 

direction, ran some more. Yasmin gasped for breath. She stumbled forward and started to fall. 

Hamid caught her. “It’s all right. We can stop for now. My superior is no longer behind us.” 

 

He led her around the back of a stand stacked high with cloth of every color and design. They 

sank to the floor. The shopkeeper did not look at them. 

 

“I’m sorry you had to run so fast. It was the only plan I could think of.” 

 

“Who are you?” Yasmin asked. 

 

“I am a Christian, as is Rashid, the man who owns this stand. He will not let anyone know we are 

here. In a little while, I will put you on the bus and send you to a woman named Leila. She will 

take care of you until I learn what has happened to your mother and father.” 

 

Rashid dropped a delicately stitched handkerchief to the ground beside Hamid. Hamid put his 

finger to his lips to silence Yasmin. 

 

“You must leave soon,” Hamid whispered. “I don’t think my superior will search long for one 

girl. But, you can’t stay here. And you can’t go home.” 

 

Tears crept into Yasmin’s eyes. Would she ever see her parents again? 

 

A few minutes later, Rashid signaled Hamid. 

 

“Come now,” Hamid said. “It’s time to get on the bus.” 
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“Shouldn’t you come with me? You’ll be in terrible trouble if your superior catches you.” 

 

“No, I must find your parents. God will show me what He wants me to do. And, if it means 

going to jail, then I know He’ll go there with me.” 

 

Hamid quickly gave her directions to a place along the river where she would meet Leila. The 

river was less than a tenth of a mile from the bus station, and she could walk there. Then he took 

her to the bus. 

 

Yasmin took a seat as close to the back as she could. She pulled her knees up to her chest and 

rested her feet on the seat. Christmas morning—and she was alone on a bus full of strangers 

going to a strange city. 

 

This isn’t how she imagined her first Christmas would be. 

 

 

The Long Bus Ride 
 

At last, the bus pulled into the station. Yasmin said a prayer and stepped off of the bus. She 

began to walk. She spotted Leila standing in a narrow strip of green grass along the rocky shore 

of the river. She was wearing a green shirt, just as Hamid had said. 

 

The woman smiled. “You are Yasmin, aren’t you? Hamid sent me word.” 

 

She nodded. 

 

“Come with me.” 

 

Leila guided Yasmin past rows of people and shops. “You look puzzled, Yasmin. What is it?” 

 

“There are so many foreigners.” 

 

“They are here to visit Persepolis. The ancient ruins are near here, and people come from all over 

the world to see them.” 

 

Leila turned onto a long street. Yasmin tried to absorb every detail of this new place. The 

neighborhood was full of sand-colored houses. No large apartment buildings towered here, as 

they had in her city.  

 

Leila opened the door of a small house and led Yasmin inside. 

 

“We can talk a little more freely, now,” Leila said. “You must have many questions.” 
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Yasmin stared at the woman’s kind face, a sudden ache bursting in her heart for her mother. 

Tears sprang to her eyes. 

 

Leila sat down and pulled her close. 

 

“We may not know why all this is happening, but we can trust God to make everything work out. 

It may not be today, and maybe not even tomorrow, but He will work it out. He has promised.” 

 

Yasmin let herself cry the tears she had been holding back all day. As they subsided, Leila dried 

her face and stood. 

 

“How about helping me make some pomegranate sauce for the rice tonight?” 

 

Yasmin nodded again. 

 

Leila picked up a knife and began to cut into a pomegranate. “Let me tell you about Hamid, 

Persepolis, and this house. A little over a year ago, Hamid was riding in a taxi when the driver 

gave him a Bible. He took it home, read it, and decided to follow Jesus. Hamid rode a taxi every 

chance he could, until one day, he found the taxi driver who had given him the Bible. He told the 

man that he believed in Jesus and wanted to know more. The driver told him how to find my 

husband. Every weekend since then, Hamid has come here to learn more about Jesus from my 

husband. My husband is a pastor.” 

 

“But that’s so dangerous! People hate us for leaving the faith of our fathers.” Yasmin scooped 

out the pomegranate arils, the red part of the seed that would give the sauce its tart taste. 

 

“Yes, it’s dangerous,” Leila said, her eyes suddenly sad. “He could go to prison or be killed. But, 

there is a time for silence and a time for speaking. My husband knows this is his time to speak. 

Except for me and my husband, and the man who gave him the Bible, Hamid has told no one of 

his decision to follow Jesus until today. It was his time to speak.” 

 

Yasmin set the pomegranate down and wiped another tear from her eye. 

 

Leila began again, this time on a happier subject. 

 

“You remember I said the tourists were here to see Persepolis? It’s a beautiful place, full of the 

ancient ruins from when the Persian kings ruled. It has great stone walls and carvings from the 

days of King Darius and King Xerxes. It has . . . ” 

 

Yasmin tried to listen, but she could not keep her mind from wandering back to her mother and 

father. She wished she were with them, wherever they were. 

 

After the pomegranate sauce was ready, Leila made some rice and served them both a bowlful. 

While they were eating, someone knocked on the door. 
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Surprise Visitor 
 

Yasmin leapt to her feet. 

 

“It’s all right. Calm down,” Leila said. “It’s Hamid.” 

 

Leila swung the door open, and Hamid stepped inside. But he was not alone. 

 

“Mother!” 

 

Her mother dropped to her knees and held Yasmin while they both cried. Leila served two more 

bowls of rice and pomegranate sauce. For a while, it seemed everyone talked at once. Gradually, 

they quieted and Yasmin heard the whole story. After Hamid had put her on the bus, he had gone 

back to the police station, being careful that none of his fellow police spotted him. He learned 

that the police had let her mother go after they questioned her. Hamid found her and brought her 

here. 

 

“But what about Father?” Yasmin asked. 

 

“He is still in jail. I don’t know what will happen to him. The police would tell me nothing.” 

 

“You two should rest,” Leila said. “Hamid and I will wait here for my husband.” 

 

Leila led them to a tiny room in the back of the house and drew the curtain across the doorway. 

Her mother lay down on the bed. Yasmin sat on the edge of the bed and listened to her mother 

fall asleep.  

 

So much had happened. Thoughts of the day swirled in her mind. Her first Christmas, her family 

arrested, her escape. Something Leila had told her earlier had stayed with her. Leila had said 

something about King Xerxes. Where had she heard that name before? 

 

Of course—the story of Esther in the Bible. She was a Jewish woman who had been taken from 

her family and made to live in the king’s palace. For a long time, she did not tell anyone about 

her faith. But, when she learned of a terrible plot to kill all the Jews in the country, she prayed 

until she knew it was her time to speak out. 

 

Maybe Leila was right. Maybe there was a time to be quiet and a time to speak out. Only God 

knew the difference. But if she asked Him and listened to His answer, He would show her what 

to do. 

 

Quietly, she whispered the words to a Christmas song. “To give light to them that sit in darkness, 

to guide our feet into the way of peace.”  
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Taking her mother’s hand, she prayed silently. “Dear God, please take care of my father. Please 

help everyone in Iran understand how much Jesus loves them. Please help us all sing together to 

You. In Jesus’ Name. Amen.” 
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Discussion Questions 
 

How would you feel if you were only allowed to sing about Jesus a few times each year? 

 

 

How would you have felt if you were Yasmin? 

 

 

How would you have felt if you were Hamid? 

 

 

Who gives each of us the strength and courage we need to do whatever it is God wants us to do? 

 

 

Why is it important to pray and talk to God all the time? 

 

 

How can praying help us know when to speak out and when to be quiet? 

 

 

Resources 

 

If you want to read more stories about Christians in Iran, read Bold Believers in Iran, published 

by The Voice of the Martyrs. Just click http://www.kidsofcourage.com/?page_id=166&did=3 

and check it out! 
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