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When the Taliban took control of the Swat Valley, one girl fought for her right to an education. On Tuesday 9 October 2012, she almost paid the ultimate price when she was shot in the head at point-blank range.


Malala Yousafzai’s extraordinary journey has taken her from a remote valley in northern Pakistan to the halls of the United Nations. She has become a global symbol of peaceful protest and is the youngest ever winner of the Nobel Peace Prize.


I Am Malala will make you believe in the power of one person’s voice to inspire change in the world.











Winner of the Nobel Peace Prize Winner of the Non-Fiction Book of the Year at the National Book Awards


‘A tale of immense courage’ Independent


‘Moving’ Observer


‘Honest, insightful and . . . wise, this is the celebrity memoir to give your teenaged daughter’ Independent on Sunday


‘She has the heart and courage of a lioness’
Sun


‘[Malala] is now an inspirational symbol both of defiance and of the love of learning . . . Her story is astonishing’ Spectator


‘Powerful . . . extraordinary’ Grazia


‘Uplifting and inspirational’
Times Higher Education
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Henna decorations of calculus and chemical formulae on Malala’s hand, instead of the traditional flowers and butterflies
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The Girl Who Stood Up for Education and
Was Shot by the Taliban


Malala Yousafzai


with Christina Lamb
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Map of Swat, Pakistan and surrounding areas
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To all the girls who have faced injustice and been silenced.
Together we will be heard.













Preface


My family has been through many changes. We were plucked from our mountain valley in Swat, Pakistan, and transported to a brick house in Birmingham. Sometimes it seems so strange that I want to pinch myself. I’m 17 now and one thing that has not changed is that I still don’t like getting up in the morning.


My brothers and I all rush off to our different schools. And so does our mother, Toor Pekai, who is attending a language centre five days a week to learn how to read and write, and also to speak English. My mother had no education and perhaps that was the reason that she always encouraged us to go to school. She faces so many problems in her daily life, because up until now she’s had difficulty communicating when she’s gone shopping, or to the doctor, or the bank. Getting an education is helping her to become more confident, so that she can speak up outside the home, not just inside it with us.




Birmingham has started to feel like home. The school system here is very different from the one we had in Pakistan. In Pakistan we didn’t have good science labs, computers or libraries. All we had was a teacher with a blackboard standing in front of the students and their books. I’m very busy with school and events, but I have made friends and we chat in our breaks and lunchtime.


Thanks to the extraordinary doctors here, my health is good. My hearing is better and I don’t get headaches any more. I do sports, though people still take care not to throw a ball near my head!


My father, Ziauddin, is education attaché for the Pakistan consulate and an adviser for global education for the United Nations. It would be a dream life for many young, ambitious Pakistanis. But when you are exiled from your homeland, it’s very painful. I see this so clearly with my mother. Physically she’s in Birmingham, but mentally she’s in Swat – her homesickness is horrible. All of us have been overwhelmed by the warm welcome we have received around the world and the reaction to the book, which has helped people understand our story.


With the Malala Fund, I have been to Kenya



to build a school and to Nigeria to show solidarity with the schoolgirls abducted by Boko Haram militants. I have met politicians around the globe. I’ve started a campaign for the education of Syrian refugees in Jordan. I have spoken to world leaders and encouraged them to spend more on education in their countries, and pushed powerful nations to give more education aid to developing countries. We are growing our work every day, but I know there is so much left to do. I thank God that I have been given this platform for my campaign. This is now my life’s work, my mission and my dream.


Birmingham
July 2014













Prologue


The Day My World Changed


The day when everything changed was Tuesday, 9 October 2012. It was the middle of school exams, though as a bookish girl I didn’t mind them as much as some of my classmates did.


I had started taking the school bus because my mother was scared of me walking on my own. We had been getting threats all year. After school, when our bus was called, we ran down the steps. The other girls all covered their heads before emerging from the door and climbing up into the back. It was cramped with twenty girls and three teachers. I was sitting between my best friend, Moniba, and a girl from the year below called Shazia Ramzan, holding our exam folders to our chests and our school bags under our feet.


After that it is all a bit hazy. I remember that the bus turned right off the main road at the army checkpoint, as always, and rounded the corner past the deserted cricket ground. I don’t remember any more.




In reality what happened was we suddenly stopped. We couldn’t see in front, but a young man had stepped into the road and waved the van down.


‘Is this the Khushal School bus?’ he asked our driver. The driver thought this was a stupid question as the name was painted on the side. ‘Yes,’ he said.


As he was speaking another young man in white approached the back of the van.


‘Who is Malala?’ he demanded.


No one said anything, but several of the girls looked at me. I was the only girl with my face not covered.


That’s when he lifted up a black pistol. Some of the girls screamed. Moniba tells me I squeezed her hand.


My friends say he fired three shots. The first went through my left eye socket and out under my left shoulder. I slumped forward onto Moniba, blood coming from my left ear, so the other two bullets hit the girls next to me. One bullet went into Shazia’s left hand. The third went through her left shoulder and into the upper right arm of Kainat Riaz.


Who is Malala? I am Malala and this is my story.











Part One


Before the Taliban
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A Daughter Is Born


For most Pashtuns – my family’s ethnic group – it’s a gloomy day when a daughter is born. I was a girl in a land where rifles are fired in celebration of a son, while daughters are hidden away, their role in life simply to prepare food and give birth to children.


My father didn’t care. He says he looked into my eyes after I was born and fell in love. He told people, ‘I know there is something different about this child.’ He even asked friends to throw dried fruits, sweets and coins into my cradle, something we usually only do for boys.


I was named after Malalai of Maiwand, the greatest heroine of Afghanistan. She inspired the Afghan army to defeat the British in 1880 in one of the biggest battles of the Second Anglo-Afghan War.


We lived in the most beautiful place in all the world. My valley, the Swat Valley, is a heavenly kingdom of mountains, gushing waterfalls



and crystal-clear lakes. We have fields of wild flowers, orchards of delicious fruit, emerald mines and rivers full of trout. Even the Queen of England came, and stayed in the White Palace that was built from the same marble as the Taj Mahal by our king, the first Wali of Swat.


We lived in Mingora, the only city. Our house was one storey and made of proper concrete. On the left were steps up to a flat roof big enough for us children to play cricket on. It was our playground. At dusk my father and his friends often gathered to sit and drink tea there. Sometimes I sat on the roof too, watching the smoke rise from the cooking fires all around and listening to the crickets.


When I was born we were very poor. My father and a friend had founded their first school and we lived in a shabby shack of two rooms opposite the school. We had no bathroom or kitchen, and my mother cooked on a wood fire on the ground and washed our clothes at a tap in the school. Our home was always full of people visiting from the village. Hospitality is an important part of Pashtun culture.


Two years after I was born my brother Khushal arrived. Then, nearly five years later, another boy was born, Atal.


My mother is very beautiful and my father



adored her. Her name, Toor Pekai, means ‘raven tresses’, even though her hair is chestnut brown. I wished I had her lily-white skin, fine features and green eyes, but instead I inherited the sallow skin, wide nose and brown eyes of my father.


When I was around four years old I asked my father, ‘Aba, what colour are you?’ He replied, ‘I don’t know, a bit white, a bit black.’


‘It’s like when one mixes milk with tea,’ I said.


He laughed a lot, but as a boy he had been so self-conscious about being dark-skinned that he used to go to the fields to get buffalo milk to spread on his face, thinking it would make him lighter. It was only when he met my mother that he became comfortable in his own skin. Being loved by such a beautiful girl gave him confidence.


In our society marriages are usually arranged by families, but theirs was a love match. They came from neighbouring villages and my mother’s aunt was married to my father’s uncle. They glimpsed enough of each other to know they liked one another, but for us it is forbidden to express such things. Instead he sent her poems that she could not read.


‘I admired his mind,’ she says.


‘And me, her beauty,’ he laughs.




Although my mother cannot read or write, my father shares everything with her, telling her about his day, the good and the bad. She teases him a lot and gives him advice, and my father says she is always right. Most Pashtun men never do this, as sharing problems with women is seen as weak. ‘He even asks his wife!’ they say as an insult. I see my parents happy and laughing a lot.


My mother is very pious and prays five times a day, though not in the mosque as that is only for the men.


Growing up, we children spent most of our time with our mother. My father was out a lot as he was busy with his school, with literary societies and jirgas (local courts), as well as trying to save the environment, trying to save our valley. My father came from a backward village, yet through education and force of personality he made a good living for us and a name for himself.


Near us on our street there was a family with a girl my age and two boys similar in age to my brothers. We all played cricket on the street or rooftops together, but I knew as we got older the girls would be expected to stay inside and cook and serve our brothers and fathers. While boys and men could roam freely about town,



my mother and I could not go out without a male relative to accompany us, even if it was a five-year-old boy! This was the tradition.


I had decided very early I would not be like that. My father always said, ‘Malala will be free as a bird.’ But as I watched my brothers running across the roof, flying their kites, I wondered how free a daughter could ever be.
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My Father the Falcon


I always knew my father had trouble with words. A stutter was a terrible thing for a man who so loved words and poetry. But it was almost certainly made worse by his father, whose own voice was a soaring instrument that could make words thunder and dance.
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