
PERPETUA AND FELICITAS 
Perpetua was a very well educated noblewoman who lived in Carthage 
(in what is now Tunisia in Northern Africa).At that time there was a very 
active Christian community in Africa. In the early 200s, Perpetua had 
only been saved a short time and, along with other believers, was 
learning more about the Bible from an older Christian named Saturus. 
 

The Roman Emperor Septimius Severus began to persecute the Christians, and officials in 
Carthage arrested the 22-year-old Perpetua, along with her slave Felicitas and three other 
Christians: Saturninus, Secundulus, and Revocatus. Shortly after this, Saturus, who had 
preached to them, joined them voluntarily in their imprisonment. At the time, Felicitas was 
pregnant and Perpetua had a newborn son, which added to the concern of these two young 
women. 
 
These 6 believers faced horrid prison conditions, mockery, and false accusations. Perpetua’s 
father tried on three occasions to persuade her to recant and renounce Christ. He cajoled, 
threatened, and begged. She meekly answered him, “I cannot call myself by any other name 
than what I am – a Christian.” 
 
At her judicial hearing, she and the other believers refused to make the required sacrifice (an 
act of emperor worship). When the governor questioned Perpetua she again bravely answered, 
“I am a Christian.” 
 
Felicity was very worried – not because she was going to die a very painful death – but because 
she might miss being able to enter Heaven along with her friends (Roman law made it illegal to 
torture an expectant mother). The Christians joined in prayer for her and she was greatly 
relieved when, about a month early, she gave birth to a healthy baby daughter. After her 
martyrdom, Christians kindly cared for her baby. 

 
On the day of their execution, they entered the 
arena with noticeable courage, joy, and peace. 
They refused to be dressed in pagan garments. 
The three surviving male believers (Secundulus 
had died in prison) were forced to run between 
two rows of armed men who lashed them as 
they passed (“running the gauntlet”). Perpetua 
and Felicitas were attacked by wild beasts but 
survived. Perpetua went to her dear friend, 
helping her to her feet, as together they turned 
to face the next wave of attacking animals. 

 
Revocatus and Saturus were already dead. Seeing that some of the believers had survived, the 
blood-thirsty crowd, not satisfied with the level of suffering, screamed for the remaining 
believers to be executed. The gladiators lined up the surviving Christians. Saturninus was 



beheaded; when the executioner approached Perpetua, he 
was trembling so badly he could scarcely hold his sword. She 
looked into his eyes, reached out, took his shaking hands in 
hers and slowly guided the sword for him to her neck. As she 
whispered the name of the Lord Jesus, she left this world and 
entered into His presence. 
 
These two young women, new in faith, were instant heroines 
among fellow Christians. Joined together, perpetua felicitas means "everlasting happiness." This 
seemed to be so significant to the believers who knew that the martyrs had entered into 
everlasting joy and that a similar glorious future awaited them as well. 
 

Excerpt from "The Martyr's Hymn" 
  They drag us slow with bleeding feet to many an idol shrine; 
  They bid us taste the offer'd meat, or quaff the offer'd wine: 
 
  They strive with slow reluctant fires our constant souls to break; 
  They spread the charms the world admires--but, oh, 'tis death to take. 
 
  Yet, if perchance by sorrow tried, some sighs our bosoms heave; 
  They bid us leave the Crucified--but we will never leave! 
 
  Oh, no! the quivering limb may throb, may start the furtive tear; 
  For crown of steel and fiery robe are hard for flesh to bear. 
 
  But heavier was the robe of scorn the Man of Sorrows wore, 
  And sharper, sharper was the thorn on bleeding brows He bore. 
 
  And He can cool the torrent wave, can stop the oppressor's joy— 
  Oh! stronger is His arm to save than theirs is to destroy. 
 
  They tell us He is buried now, and all our hopes are gone; 
  They saw not how in vest of snow He mounted to His throne! 
 
  And chains may bind, and prisons dim our fetter'd limbs control— 
  Our souls, like eagles, fly to Him; they cannot bind the soul. 
 
  The waves that wash our prison wall, the winds that hurry by, 
  The sweat, the gall, are records all of love that cannot die. 
 

NOTE: 
As bloody and turbulent as those first few centuries of the Christian era were, more people died 

for the name of Christ in the last 50+ years of the 20th century (1950-2000) 
than in the first 300 years of Church history combined. 


