God brought me to a new homeThroughout history, Christians have been persecuted for what they believe. From the first century to the present day, threats and violence been directed towards ordinary Christian people, churches, monasteries, and the clergy. This is my story: I will tell you about the problems that I have faced to get to freedom and safety here in UK.In Iraq, after the 2003 invasion, life for Christians was very difficult. I had to wear a scarf, like any Muslim woman, to make myself less obvious as a target for harassment, or worse. (I had previously dressed just as Christian women in Britain do.) I was sometimes subjected to strong verbal abuse because my dress was not quite in accord with Islamic tradition.Christians began to leave Iraq as violence escalated and systematic murder began. Today, more than three quarters of them have left Iraq. Several members of my family are among those who have left for their own safety.At the same time, Iraqi academics were threatened with violence, were kidnapped or murdered. The Iraqi Ministry of Higher Education reported that more than 3250 academics fled the country between February and August 2006. According to the Iraqi Association of University Lecturers, 310 academics especially those with PhDs had been murdered, up to January 2007.Of course, I was scared! Every day, when I went to work, I did not know whether I would come back. Just imagine how my elderly, infirm mother and I felt when I had to say 			"We will do so-and-so, if I come back."But the words of God			"I will never leave you nor forsake you."were always in my mind.In 2007, my Father died and he had to be buried in a cemetery outside Baghdad. The journey takes about 40 minutes and the road was very dangerous: many murders had been committed along that route. Usually the hearse, which belonged to the church, had a driver and another person who helped to dig the grave. However, on this occasion, there was only one man willing to take the risk of going to and from the cemetery. With the permission of our bishop, my oldest brother went instead and helped to bury our father. I and the rest of the family were terrified and we all prayed constantly and fervently while my brother was away. I thank God that He kept my brother safe!In 2010, I received a letter threatening me with death if I did not convert to Islam within 3 days. A bullet in the envelope added conviction to that threat. I abandoned my lovely house. I left my car, my job, which I loved, my colleagues, my students and my friends. I can never go back to my house and my dear friends. The country where I was born can never be home again. BUT I had to go for Jesus' sake and I asked Him for help. He gave me inner peace and showed me which verses from the Bible would comfort me. Again, He said 			"I will never leave you nor forsake you"Although I was not happy to leave my home, I knew that the Hand of God was protecting me and that He was leading me on. I hid on the other side of city for three days, after which I left for Jordan. I arrived there in 2010. Jordan is not a Christian country and I still did not feel safe there. I rented a flat and began filling in a long, English-language form to apply for a visa to travel to Britain. (My ability to speak and understand English was very poor.) I was told unofficially that the application would take 15 to 30 days to process. In the event, it took only three days. I cried with joy when I learned that I would soon be on my way to safety. Again, those wonderful words			"I will never leave you nor forsake you"were my strength. Soon after I arrived in UK, I went to church. The preacher talked about forgiveness and how Jesus forgave those who crucified Him. I cried because there was a lot of bitterness inside me. It was difficult for me to forgive those who had forced me from my home and my country, to go and live in a foreign land with an alien culture. I had to start from the beginning, like a little child, discovering that everything was new. I cried a lot because I was not able to forgive. That same day, the minister of that church visited me at home and said that he would pray for me. I also began praying and asked God to help me, so that I could forgive. While I was praying, I remembered Jesus' words from the cross			"Father, forgive them as they don't know what they are doing"I also remembered that if we forgive, God will forgive us. I forgave my persecutors and, from that moment, was relieved of all of my bitterness.We must deal with our persecutors in a peaceful way, with love, relying on God to protect us. In Exodus, 14:14, He said 			"The Lord will fight for you and you only have to be still"Through faith, I did not do anything to protect myself during this persecution; I just fled from my home country trusting in God.In UK, I have studied English, taken (and passed) my driving test, studied "Life in UK", which is needed to pass the UK Citizenship Test. I passed and am now proud to be British! For three years I taught at college and I volunteer for a Christian charity. I now have dear and faithful friends in a church in the city that I now call home. Now, I am safe, at peace and am happy to be surrounded by their love and, even more importantly, God's love.I have felt and still feel that God is with me in each step saying 			"I will never leave you nor forsake you"
