
 

 

my name is Leah 

Leah Sharibu’s testimony imagined by Lee Cantelon 
 

 

My name is Leah and I am a hostage.  I was only fourteen years old when I was taken captive. 

The word “taken” still has the power to shock, the idea that a person can be removed like an 

object, taken away from their life, family, and friends, and held captive against their will.  

 

I was at my boarding school in Dapchi when this happened. That was February 19, 2018. It was 

late at night when the terrorists came. In a few horrifying hours they dragged girls away and 

forced them into their idling trucks. Some were able to escape and hide, but more than one 

hundred girls weren’t as fortunate. I was one, and found myself pressed in among my 

classmates, riding into the night at gunpoint. It was cold, but we trembled more from fear as 

our lives were suddenly being ripped away from us.  

 

The next morning we awoke inside the terrorists’ camp. One by one, they singled us out. Some 

of the terrorists were still boys, only a year or two older than me. They shoved us with their 

machine guns and laughed in our faces. They told us we belonged to them now, and you could 

feel the potential of terrible violence like a cord around your throat.   

 

“Declare your devotion to Islam. Those who are Christians denounce your faith in Jesus,” they 

started saying. Most of my classmates were Muslim, but I remember their voices shaking and 

frightened, pleading over and over that they were Muslim and that Mohamed was Allah’s one 

and only prophet, praise his name forever. When they heard this, the terrorists would shove 

them aside and move on.  

 

While this was happening I never thought about pretending to be Muslim. When my turn came 

I felt something inside me that gave me strength, and even if my voice may have trembled, I 

know that I said it loudly for many to hear when cried out that I was a Christian and would not 

give up my faith. The terrorists circled around me. “Give up your Jesus and go free,” they were 

saying. In spite of how afraid I was then, I refused. I heard my voice saying, “I will not, I will 

not.” 

 

Because of that one, defining, surreal moment, I am still being held, am still taken far away 



from everything I hold dear. More than two years have passed. I try to imagine my family and 

pray God is with them and keeping them strong. I know it was very hard for them when this 

happened and is hard still. I know that they prayed for me when I was taken and are praying for 

me still. Please pray for me. My name is Leah and I am a hostage.  


