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Prologue


I Am Malala


When I close my eyes, I cansee my bedroom. e bed is unmade because I’verushed out for school, late for an exam. Onmy desk, my school schedule is open to the page dated  


9 October 2012.


I can hearthe neighbourhood kids play-ing in thealley behind our home. I can hear my little brothers ﬁghting over the TVremote.  I can smell rice cooking as mymother works 


in thekitchen. en I hearmy father’s deep 
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voice, calling out my nickname.“Jani,” he says, which is Persian for  


“dear one.”


I leftmy beloved home inPakistanthat morning –  planning to dive back into bed when I returned from  school –  and ended up 


a world away.


When I open my eyes, I am inmy  new bedroom. It isin a sturdy brick house  in a damp and chilly place called  Birmingham, England. Here,there is hardly  a sound: no children laughing andyelling. No women downstairs chopping vegetables  and gossiping withmy mother. rough thethickwalls between us, I hearsomeone in


my family cryingfor home.


en my fatherburststhrough thefront 


door,his voice booming. “


Jani!


” he says.


But there isworryin his voice, as if  he fears I won’t be there to reply.at  is because itwas not so long ago that  


somebody tried tohurt


me –  


simply because 
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I was speaking outaboutmy right to go  


to school.


at dayin October 2012 was anordinaryday. I was ﬁfteen, in Year Ten, and I had overslept because I’dstayed up fartoo late 


the night before, studying for my exam.


My mother gently shookmy shoulder. “Wake up, pisho,” she said, calling me  kittenin Pashto, the languagespoken by my  family’s tribe, the Pashtun. “It’sseven thirty,


and you’relate forschool!”


I said a quick prayer to God. If it is your  will,Allah, may I pleasecome in ﬁrst on the exam? Oh, and thank you for all my success  


so far!


I gulped downmy breakfastwhile my youngest brother,Atal, whined. I was getting too muchextra attentionfor speakingpublicly about girls andboys having the same 


rightto go to school, he complained.
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“When Malala is primeministersome  day, you can be her secretary,”joked my 


father.


“No!” cried Atal,the little clownin the


family. “She will be


my


secretary!”


I raced out the doorand downthe lane just in time tosee the school bus crammed with 


other girlson their wayto school.


I never saw myhome again.


at afternoon,my classmatesand I stared down at ourtests,trying to think over the honking horns and factorynoises of our home-town of Mingora. By the end of the day, I was 


tired but happy.I knew I had done well.


I asked mybest friend, Moniba,to wait with me for the late bus, so we could talk 


longer.


We told jokes and laughed until  we steppedinto thedyna, the open-  


backed white truck that was our Khushal
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School“bus”.


As usual, ourbus driver,UsmanBhai Jan, had a magictrick toshow us. at day, he made a pebble disappear. No matter how hard 


we tried, we couldn’t ﬁgureout his secret.


Nineteen girls, two teachers, andI bounced along Haji Baba Road: a mixof brightly coloured rickshaws, women in ﬂowing robes, men on scooters, honking and zigzagging through the traﬃc. Our bushad no  windows– just  a yellowed plasticsheet that ﬂapped against  


the side.


We were notmore than three minutes from my house when the truck stopped  


suddenly. It was oddly quiet outside.


“It’sso calm today,”I saidto Moniba.


“Where areallthe people?”


I don’t remember anything afterthat.Here’s the storythat’s been told to me:Two young men in white robes steppedin frontof ourtruck.One of them jumped onto 


the back andleaned under theplastic sheet.
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“Whois Malala?” he asked.No onesaid aword,but a few girls looked in my direction. e man raised his arm andpointed at me. Some of the girls screamed, 


and I squeezed Moniba’s hand.


Whois Malala? Iam Malala, andthis is 


my story.
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PART ONE


Before the Danger
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1


As Free as a Bird


I am Malala Yousafzai, a girl like anyother 


–  although I do have myspecialtalents.


I can crack theknuckles ofmy ﬁngers andmy toeswhenever I want. I can beatsomeone 


twice my age at arm wrestling.


I like cupcakes butnot sweets. AndI  don’t think dark chocolate should be called 


chocolate atall.


I don’t carefor make-up and jewellery, 
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and I’mnot a girly girl. But my favourite  


colour is pink.


I say thatif youcheck a boy’s rucksack, itwill always be a mess. If you check his uniform, it will be dirty. is is not my opinion. is is 


just a fact.


I am a Pashtun, a member of a proud  tribe ofpeople spread across Afghanistanand Pakistan. My father, Ziauddin, and my mother,Toor Pekai,are from mountain  villages. Afterthey married, they moved  to Mingora, thelargest cityin theSwat  Valley, which is inthe northwest of my 


belovedcountryPakistan.
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I was born in 1997 in theSwat  Valley,which is known for its beauty: itstall  mountains, green hills, and  crystal clear


rivers.


I am named for a brave young  Pashtungirl named Malalaiof Maiwind in  Afghanistan. In a battle hundreds ofyears ago, Malalai inspired warriors with her 


courage. But Idon’t believein ﬁghting.


I say thateven thoughI argue withmy brother Khushal all the time. He is two years younger thanme. We argueover who’s the better student. Over who ate the last ofthe 


Wotsits. Over whatever you can think of.


My otherbrother, Atal,annoys meless. He is six years younger than me. Heis quite good at chasing down thecricket ball when we kick it out-of-bounds. But he also makes 


up his own rules sometimes.


When I was younger, and these  brothers came along,I had a littletalk with 


God. 


God


, I said, 


you did not checkwith 
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me before sending these two. ey are quite 


inconvenient sometimes


.


Still, at home in Pakistan,my  brothers and I ranlike a packof rabbits,  playing tag,or hopscotch, orthief and police. Sometimes we rangthe bell at  someone else’s house, thenran awayand hid. Ourfavourite, though, wascricket, which weplayedday and night in the alley 


by ourhouse or upon our ﬂat roof.


When I’d had enoughof mybrothers, 
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I’d go downstairsand knock on the wall between our houseand my friend Saﬁna’s.Two taps, that was our code. She’d tap  


in reply.


Saﬁnais a couple ofyears younger  than me, butwe were veryclose. We often copied each other,but once, I thought shehad gone too far, when myonly  toy –  apink plastic mobilephone my father had given  


me –went missing.


at afternoon,when I went to play withSaﬁna, she had the same phone! Shesaid it was hers, butI didn’t believeher.When she wasn’t looking, I tooka pair of her earrings. 


e nextday, a necklace.


When my mother foundout, she was so


upset shewouldn’t look at me.


“Saﬁna stole from me ﬁrst!” I cried.But that didn’t matterto my mother: “You are older, Malala,” she said. “You


should haveset a good example.”
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I felt shame, knowing that myfather 


wouldbe so disappointed in me.


But when he came home, hedidn’t scoldme. He knew I wasbeing hardon myself already. Instead, hetold me thatallchildren make  mistakes –  even heroes like Martin Luther King Jr., the American civil rights activist,and Mahatma Gandhi,the great 


peace activist ofIndia.


en he shared a saying thathis father used to tell him: “Achildis a childwhen he’s a child, even ifhe’s a prophet.” He meantthat even people who go onto do great things can dochildish things, because they were  


children once.


Our Pashtun tribe believes in badal, or revenge–  one badaction must be answered by another. IthoughtSaﬁna had stolen from me, so I stole from her. But mytasteof badal was bitter. Saﬁna andI quickly got back to being friends, and I vowed thenthat I would


neverseek revenge again.
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For aslongas I can remember,our house had been full ofpeople: a  never-ending stream ofneighbours, relatives, andfriends ofmy father. One of the most important parts ofbeing a Pashtunis always opening your doorto  


a visitor.


In the back of our house, my mother and the women would gatherto cookand laugh and talk about new clothes, jewellery, andother ladiesin theneighbourhood. Myfather and the men would sitin themen’s guest


room and drinktea andtalkpolitics.


I would sometimes wander away from the children’s games, tiptoe through thecrowd of women, and join the men, drinking in every 


word about the bigworld beyond ourvalley.


After a whileI would go to the women, to listento their whispers andtheir laugh-ter. My favourite part:the scarves andveils 


covering their headswere gone. eir long 
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dark hair and pretty  faces – madeup with


lipstick and  henna – were lovely to see.


Where I grewup, women followthe code of purdah, where they are separated from men and cover themselves in public.Some,like mymother,draped scarves over their faces. Others covered themselveswith long, ﬂowing black robes, and sometimes even black glovesand socks.ey hidevery bit of


skin –  


even their eyes.


But when the women were away from 


men, they wouldshow their beautiful  


faces – 


and I wouldsee a whole new world. I always 


wondered how it felt to live in hiding.


Even as a littlegirl,I told my parentsthat no matter what other girls did, Iwould never cover my face like that. My mother and someof ourother relativeswere shocked. Butmy 


father saidI could do asI wished.


“Malala will live asfree asa bird,” he  


told everyone.


I knew thatI was the apple ofmy father’s
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eye. A rare thing for a Pakistani girl.


When a boy isborn in Pakistan,it’s causefor celebration. Gifts are placed in the baby’s cot. e boy’s name is inscribedon the  familytree. But when a girl is born, no one 


visits the parents.


My fatherpaid no mindto these customs. I’ve seen my  name–  in bright blue  ink –  rightthereamong the malenames of our family tree. Mine was the ﬁrst female name in three 
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