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For my daughter, Fiona,

who is one of the bravest, kindest,

funnest girls I know. You’ve got a Big Spirit, girl!

And you inspire me and make me proud every day.

And for my niece Lucy, who brings me great joy

and laughter always. You will both rock the world

in your own unique ways—I’m sure of it!



We cannot all succeed when half of us are held back. We call upon our sisters around the world to be brave—to embrace the strength within themselves and realize their full potential.

—MALALA YOUSAFZAI

[image: image]






CONTENTS



Epigraph

Note from the Author

Esther—Queen of Persia

Cleopatra—Queen of Egypt

Grace O’Malley—Pirate

Naya Nuki—Survivor

Mary Wollstonecraft Shelley—Author

Ada Byron Lovelace—Mathematician and Computer Programmer

Annie Oakley—Sharpshooter

Nellie Bly—Journalist

Eleanor Roosevelt—Activist and United Nations Delegate

Dora Thewlis—Suffragette

Josephine Baker—Dancer and Spy

Grace Murray Hopper—Computer Scientist and Navy Admiral

Mary Lou Williams—Pianist and Composer

Beverly Cleary—Author

Ruth Bader Ginsburg—US Supreme Court Justice

Julie Andrews—Actress, Singer, and Author

Wangari Maathai—Environmental Activist

Aretha Franklin—Singer

Hillary Rodham Clinton—Politician and Secretary of State

Sheila Sri Prakash—Architect

Arlen Siu Bermúdez—Revolutionary, Poet, and Musician

Björk—Singer, Songwriter, and Actress

Selena—Singer

Fawzia Koofi—Politician

Mindy Kaling—Comedian, Actress, and Author

Jhamak Ghimire—Author

Venus and Serena Williams—Tennis Players

Beyoncé—Singer

Danica Patrick—Race Car Driver

Misty Copeland—Ballet Dancer

Sarah McNair-Landry—Adventurer and Cinematographer

Nadia Nadim—Soccer Player

Adele—Singer and Songwriter

Emma Watson—Actress and Activist

Hou Yifan—Chess Grandmaster

Lizzy Clark—Actress and Activist

Bethany Mota—YouTube Vlogger and Fashion Designer

Tavi Gevinson—Author, Editor, and Actress

Simone Biles—Gymnast

Malala Yousafzai—Activist

Bindi Irwin—Conservationist and Actress

Amandla Stenberg—Actress and Activist

Chloe Kim—Snowboarder

Jazz Jennings—Activist

Ashima Shiraishi—Rock Climber

Acknowledgments

Recommended Resources

Notes

[image: image]

In the profiles in this book, passages of literary narrative based on factual events were imagined by the author in an attempt to draw the reader into the life and perspective of the profiled girl.




Note from the Author



I wrote this book during a very challenging time in my life. We were caring for a beloved family member who was dying. During those dark months, I found great comfort in reading about these girls and women who struggled—who had to fight just to survive, to be heard, and to follow their dreams. Life felt hard, but I also felt like I wasn’t alone. As I was writing, I felt surrounded by friends who were there with me at the computer, holding me up, giving me some of their strength.

I was terrified at first by the prospect of finding forty-five more girls to write about. Was it even possible? Of course it was possible! History and our current world are full of amazing girls and women doing amazing things. It’s been a while since I wrote the last Girls Who Rocked the World, and a lot has changed since then. We’ve seen the Arab Spring (a series of antigovernment protests in the Middle East and North Africa that took place from late December 2010 into early 2011), and the women and girls of Afghanistan fighting back against the Taliban. We’ve seen the rise of social media and a whole slew of girls making their voices heard there, as well as starting businesses and stepping into what used to be adults-only territory (magazine publishing, fashion design, mogul-hood!). And there have been some amazing new sports stars who’ve broken all kinds of records. To my surprise and glee, I found way more girls than I could use! Guess I’ll have to write another sequel.

The biggest challenge this time around was finding women and girls from ancient history, especially nonwhite women. The reason, of course, is that white men wrote history, so history is full of white men. Women? Girls? Not so much. Even famous women like Cleopatra have very little recorded about them, and their childhoods even less. For some of the ancient women I included, I had to fill in the blanks a bit. The good news is that I was able to include tons of amazing nonwhite girls who are making history right now. White men are no longer the only ones writing the history books these days.

My favorite part of writing this book was uncovering more incredible stuff about the girls and women I thought I already knew, like politician Hillary Clinton, tennis stars Venus and Serena Williams, and writer Beverly Cleary. Four-year-old Hillary punched a neighborhood bully! Venus and Serena started playing tennis in Compton, outside Los Angeles, as gangs fought around them and even threatened them! Beverly Cleary was a reluctant reader when she was a girl, but one special teacher recognized and nurtured her phenomenal talent! I grew to love these women even more after digging into their childhoods and discovering the hurdles they overcame.

I was also thrilled to learn about new girls I had never even heard of. Rock climber Ashima Shiraishi is the best female climber in the world, and she’s only sixteen! Nepalese author Jhamak Ghimire writes award-winning poetry with her toes! Soccer star Nadia Nadim began honing her foot skills in Afghanistan, where it was illegal for girls to even play soccer. Adventurer Sarah McNair-Landry dogsledded to the North and South Poles as a teenager. These girls and many more were glorious surprises to me. After writing each chapter, I would call a girlfriend and say, “Do you want to know who my new favorite person is? You won’t believe this!”

And I found just as much inspiration from the girls who answered the question “How will you change the world?” Girls just like you are already thinking about the impact they want to make. Girls from Texas and Oklahoma to Illinois to Alaska and Oregon. Girls like Wendy below, and all the girls featured in the book. They’re all going to change the world!

You girls out there reading this, I hope these stories will fire you up as they fired me up. I hope these stories show that you don’t have to wait until you’re a grown-up to go after your dream, to begin changing the world. Why wait? You might as well start now. And it doesn’t have to be something huge. Hillary Clinton started out running for middle school president. And she lost! Mindy Kaling started out watching a lot of TV and imitating skits with her BFF. Bethany Mota and Tavi Gevinson started out making videos in their bedrooms.

It doesn’t have to be hard. It doesn’t have to be earth-shattering. It starts with you having a passion for something.

Ask yourself, What do I love? What makes me happy? What interests me? Then ask, What small step can I take toward doing that thing? That’s what all the girls in these pages did. They started taking steps toward their dream while they were still girls—just like you!

Like the Nike slogan says, JUST DO IT!



HOW WILL YOU CHANGE THE WORLD?





I will change the world by becoming a doctor. I will help people all over the world. I will also help research treatments on how to actually end diseases. I want to travel the world. I want to help everyone from young to old. I want to help people with their situations, big or small.

WENDY MUNOZ [image: image] AGE 15
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Esther

492 BC–C. 460 BC [image: image] QUEEN [image: image] PERSIAN EMPIRE (OR MIDDLE EAST)


And who knows whether you have not attained royalty for such a time as this?

—ESTHER 4:14



Esther stood outside the door to the king’s courtyard. Her hands were shaking and her feet felt rooted to the floor. Where would she find the courage to enter? Inside was her husband, King Ahasuerus. But she wasn’t allowed to see him unless he asked for her, and he hadn’t asked for her in weeks. The punishment for breaking this law? Death.

But she had to see the king. The king’s prime minister, Haman, had ordered the killing of every Jew in the Persian Empire. Thousands of people would soon be massacred if she didn’t convince the king to stop it. There wasn’t much time left to save them.

But she was terrified. How could she, a mere girl, change the king’s mind about this genocide? What would she say? And if he became angry, would the king have her killed or just banish her, as he had done with his last wife?

Fourteen-year-old Esther took a deep breath. She knew she was the only hope left for her family, her people—she had to do it. She would convince the king to spare the Jews.

“And if I perish, I perish,” she resolved, pushing open the palace door.1
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The story of Esther has been told for millennia. It was written in the Bible, in the appropriately named book of Esther. Scholars aren’t totally sure if Esther was real or not, but King Ahasuerus was real, and the persecution of Jews throughout history was certainly real. Real or not, this is Esther’s story.

Over two thousand years ago, the Persian Empire stretched from India to Ethiopia. At that time, it was the largest kingdom in the world. Esther and her family were from the Jewish tribes of Judah and Benjamin, whose people had been conquered by the Babylonians and exiled from their homeland in Jerusalem. Then the Persians conquered the Babylonians, and some of the exiled Jews returned to Jerusalem. But Esther’s people decided to stay in Persia, the land of their exile. They weren’t treated badly by the ruling Persians, but they weren’t exactly equals either.



“Esther” was her Persian name. Her Jewish name, Haddassah, is also the name for myrtle, a common tree in Persia. Jewish exiles who returned to Jerusalem from Persia brought the myrtle tree back with them, and it is now a symbol for the nation of Israel.2
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The Persian leader at the time was King Ahasuerus, a vain and foolish man. When his queen, Vashti, refused one of his orders, he banished her. With no queen to boss around, Ahasuerus went looking for a new one. He held a kingdom-wide beauty contest to find his new bride.

In the nearby city of Shushan lived fourteen-year-old Esther. Her parents died when she was very young, so her cousin Mordecai raised her as his own daughter. When the king’s soldiers came to town looking for beauties, Mordecai hid Esther—he knew how the king had treated his last wife and feared Esther would be in danger because she was a Jew. But Esther’s beauty was well-known and the soldiers found her anyway, taking her to the palace to join the king’s harem.

One by one, each woman was paraded before the king. He rejected them all. But Esther must have been quite a looker, because when it was her turn, King Ahasuerus proclaimed her the most beautiful woman in the kingdom. Esther became the new queen of the Persian Empire.

Mordecai missed his cousin dearly, so he spent most of his time hanging around the palace, hoping to see her. One day, he overheard two servants plotting to poison the king, and he sent an urgent message to Esther. Just as her husband was about to drink the poison, Esther rushed to stop him. The king was saved! Esther was praised and the servants were hanged.

Around this same time, King Ahasuerus named Haman his prime minister. Haman was not a nice guy. When he walked down the street, every Persian had to bow down before him. But Mordecai wouldn’t bow. When he explained that he was a Jew and Jews don’t bow down to humans, only to God, Haman was enraged. He decided he would have Mordecai and all the Jews in the kingdom killed for this insult. He cast lots (called purim) to choose the day to kill the Jews (the casting of lots, or cleromancy, was like rolling dice to reveal the will of God).

The thoughtless king agreed to Haman’s scheme; he wasn’t paying much attention. When Mordecai sent a message to Esther about Haman’s plan and begged her to intervene, she was terrified. She knew the risk she would have to take. The king hadn’t called for her in weeks—perhaps she was falling out of favor—and he was reckless and unpredictable.

Esther fasted and prayed for three days before making her decision. On the third day, she gathered her courage and entered the king’s courtyard. To her surprise, the king wasn’t angry with her. “What is it you wish, Queen Esther?” he asked.3 Instead of pleading for her people right away, she invited the king and his prime minister to a banquet she had prepared.

After wining and dining with Esther, the king asked again, “What is it you wish, Queen Esther?” Again, she postponed asking and invited them to a final banquet the next day.

That night, Haman decided to build a gallows to hang Mordecai the next day. In a truly miraculous coincidence, the king had trouble sleeping that night and asked his servants to read to him from the royal diary. They read about Mordecai saving the king’s life—he had forgotten all about that!



Purim is celebrated by millions of Jews around the world on the 14th day of Adar (in the early spring). To celebrate the holiday, Jews follow four special mitzvahs, or commands:

1. Go to synagogue to hear the reading of the book of Esther (also called the Megillah). Whenever you hear Haman’s name, twirl noisemakers or stamp your feet to banish his evil name.

2. To celebrate Esther’s sacrifice, give to the needy.

3. To celebrate friendship and community, send gifts of food to friends.

4. Feast with friends and family. (Other Purim customs involve drinking wine, and wearing masks and costumes.)6
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The next morning, Haman came to tell the king of his plan to hang Mordecai, but before he could, the king asked him, “What should be done to a man I wish to honor?”4 Thinking the king was talking about him, Haman enthusiastically suggested he dress the man in royal clothing, sit him on the king’s horse, and then lead him through the streets in celebration.

King Ahasuerus loved this idea and ordered Haman to find Mordecai and make it happen! Thus, instead of leading Mordecai to the gallows, Haman led him through the streets of Shushan on the king’s horse. Everyone in town knew the story and witnessed Haman’s humiliation.

At Esther’s final banquet, the king asked one more time, “What is it you wish?” This time she was ready: “I would like you to save my life and the life of my people.”5 She confessed to the king that she was Jewish and that Haman had ordered death to all of Persia’s Jews, including her and Mordecai.

Furious that his prime minister had tried to make a fool of him, he ordered that Haman be hanged from the very gallows he had built to hang Mordecai. The next day it was done and the Jews of Persia rejoiced. Disaster averted, thanks to brave Esther!

King Ahasuerus remained a vain and foolish man, but he made Mordecai his new prime minister. Together, Mordecai and Queen Esther ruled the Persian Empire; for more than two thousand years since, Jews have celebrated Esther’s courage and how she saved the Jewish people. This is the meaning behind the holiday Purim. Today, Esther is a feminist icon in the Jewish faith.



HOW WILL YOU CHANGE THE WORLD?





I will change the world by recycling in my neighborhood and picking up trash from the parks. Be clean and go green! Do not leave trash around; instead, pick it up. If you don’t, there will be more pollution on the earth, which harms the earth.

DULCE ALVARADO [image: image] AGE 16
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Cleopatra

69–30 BC [image: image] QUEEN [image: image] EGYPT


No one in the modern world controls the wealth or territory that Cleopatra did.

—STACY SCHIFF, AUTHOR OF CLEOPATRA: A LIFE



Julius Caesar paced the palace floor. What should he do? He didn’t trust Egypt’s King Ptolemy XIII. The young king had just brought him Pompey’s severed head as some kind of peace offering. Pompey was his rival, yes, but that is not how Romans treated their enemies—by stabbing them in the back when they weren’t looking. It was a cowardly, treacherous deed.

No, Caesar didn’t trust the king at all. And the queen, Cleopatra, was in exile, banished by her young husband and his scheming advisors. Caesar needed the Egyptians and their great wealth to bankroll the military plans of Rome, but whom in Egypt could he trust to be his ally?

His worries were interrupted by a knock on the door. A servant entered carrying a large sack over his shoulder, and before Caesar could protest, the leather strap was loosened and the sack unrolled at his feet.

Out stepped a young woman. Caesar could not believe his eyes!

“I am Cleopatra. I have come to speak with you about Egypt.”

Caesar was amazed. Somehow this girl had sneaked past all the king’s troops stationed at Egypt’s border, into the heavily guarded city of Alexandria, and past all the palace sentries. If she had been caught, she would have been executed on the spot for her treachery. Cleopatra had risked her life on this daring plan to meet with him.

Caesar was pleased. This was the kind of courageous and clever leader he could work with!

[image: image]

Cleopatra’s roller-coaster life began in 69 BC, when she was born to King Ptolemy XII. Her ancestors came from Greece, descended from Alexander the Great, and had ruled Egypt for more than 250 years. The Egyptian empire had been the greatest in the world, but by the time of Cleopatra’s birth, it was fading. Rome loomed large, and the Ptolemies were only in power because Rome allowed it. Cleopatra wanted to change that—she wanted her family’s former lands back to bring Egypt back to its former glory. And she wanted to be in charge.



“Cleopatra” was a Greek name meaning “her father’s glory.” And before her father’s death, Cleopatra did rule jointly with him for a time.1

[image: image]





When Cleopatra was eighteen, her father died. Following Egyptian custom, she became queen, but to do it, she had to marry her ten-year-old brother, Ptolemy XIII, and share power with him! Cleopatra had little interest in co-ruling and took immediate control. From the start, her power was under threat, and two years after Cleopatra became queen, the king’s advisors staged a coup, banishing her from Alexandria. She had to flee for her life across the desert into Syria, roughing it in a tent in the harsh desert while she recruited an army of mercenaries to help her fight her way back to the throne.

During Cleopatra’s power struggle, similar struggles were happening in Rome. Two great generals, Julius Caesar and Pompey, fought for control of the Roman Republic. Eventually, their civil war brought them to the shores of Egypt. Pompey arrived first and asked for help from King Ptolemy in exchange for all the help he’d given his father. But Ptolemy’s advisors decided it was wiser to kill him than to try to pick the winning side. They sent a boat to bring Pompey to the king, but as soon as it set sail, they stabbed the unsuspecting general to death. Then they put Pompey’s severed head in a basket and sent it to Caesar to show their allegiance.

Caesar was not impressed. On the contrary, the murder made him suspicious of King Ptolemy. At nearly the same moment, Cleopatra hatched her brilliant plan to sneak in to Alexandria to meet Caesar. She knew her only hope was to get the power of Rome behind her. But it was 150 miles back to the city, and King Ptolemy’s soldiers were at Egypt’s eastern border looking for her. She would be killed on sight.

The trip took eight days. Cleopatra and her trusted friend Apollodorus paddled a small boat along the coast. At sundown on the last day, they slipped unseen into Alexandria’s harbor and pulled ashore. Apollodorus then rolled up Cleopatra in a large bag (probably the kind used to transport rolls of papyrus) and slung her over his shoulder. Thus disguised, he walked through the city, past the palace guards, and right into Caesar’s private rooms.2

Was it Cleopatra’s beauty that charmed Caesar at that surprise meeting? Probably not. Writings about the queen describe her as ordinary looking; it was her brains and personality that made her irresistible. The ancient historian Plutarch wrote, “Interaction with [Cleopatra] was captivating, and her appearance, along with her persuasiveness in discussion and her character that accompanied all interaction, was stimulating.”3

Cleopatra and Caesar were immediately smitten with each other. The queen was the answer to Caesar’s prayers—a brilliant coleader with a fortune to finance his military dreams. And to Cleopatra, Caesar was more experienced with women than her preteen brother, and it didn’t hurt that the military could protect her position in Egypt.4 Together, they would be a power couple the likes of which the world had never seen.

The two became lovers, and Caesar used his army to defeat her brother, who drowned while trying to escape the battlefield. Caesar made Cleopatra queen of Egypt once again. And once again, due to Egyptian custom, she had to marry her other little brother, twelve-year-old Ptolemy XIV. No matter—Cleopatra and Caesar enjoyed several years together until, finally, a reluctant Caesar was pulled back to business in Rome. Soon after Caesar left, Cleopatra gave birth to his one and only son, whom she called Caesarion (“Little Caesar”).

Cleopatra and Caesar couldn’t stay apart for long, and a few months later he sent for her. But from the start, Romans hated Cleopatra. For one, Caesar already had a wife! And it was illegal to marry a foreigner or to have multiple wives. Also, Romans didn’t believe women should have power, and Cleopatra had as much power as Caesar. Finally, life in Rome was simple and modest. Cleopatra was used to living like a god, and in Rome, Caesar set her up in style.

Romans were horrified.

Public opinion of Caesar plummeted and rumors swirled: he planned to make himself king; Cleopatra would be queen; they would move the capital to Alexandria. When Caesar began sitting on a golden throne and commissioned a golden statue of Cleopatra as a goddess, Romans had had enough. On March 15, 44 BC—the Ides (middle) of March—Caesar’s former friends and colleagues attacked him on the senate steps. More than sixty noblemen stabbed Caesar to death (twenty-three times!).5



While in Egypt, Cleopatra and Caesar took a famous cruise up the Nile. They traveled in the luxe royal barge, along with a fleet of 400 boats! They visited the pyramids, the Sphinx, and other treasures. Servants and the Egyptians on shore treated both as living gods. For Cleopatra, it was a brilliant way to advertise her newly restored power. And pregnant with Caesar’s child, she was the embodiment of Isis, the Egyptian fertility goddess, with her conquering warrior by her side.6
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Caesar’s murder shocked Rome, but Cleopatra was surely terrified. Her protector was dead and she was next. She packed up her family and fled to Egypt, her position in the world once again shaky. Back in Alexandria, someone poisoned Cleopatra’s brother-husband (most likely Cleopatra herself, because he was old enough to threaten her leadership) and she named baby Caesarion her co-ruler.7

In Rome, Caesar’s second-in-command, Mark Antony (who wasn’t involved in the murder), became head of state. But his position was also shaky. Caesar’s great-nephew Octavian and another powerful general, Marcus Lepidus, both wanted the job. The three Roman powers came to a compromise: they caught and killed Caesar’s assassins, then divided up the Roman Empire between them. Lepidus would rule Africa, Octavian the west, and Antony the east. Of course, ruling the east meant dealing with Cleopatra.

Antony headed east to secure his territories. In what is now Turkey, he sent a message asking Cleopatra to meet him there. He wanted to secure her support for his war against the Parthians. Cleopatra ignored the summons. Antony called her again, and again she ignored him; the queen would not be commanded. Then one afternoon, Antony noticed a crowd gathering along the river. Everyone in town was watching Cleopatra’s remarkable arrival. She sailed in on the royal barge—the golden ship with purple sails and oars made of silver—paddling in time to music. Cleopatra reclined beneath a golden canopy, dressed as Venus, and being fanned by boys dressed as Cupid. She certainly knew how to make a first impression.

Just as she had with Caesar, Cleopatra charmed Antony. And as with Caesar, her relationship was as much about politics as it might have been about love. Antony needed Egypt’s wealth to secure his position in Rome, and Cleopatra needed land and protection. It was a match made in heaven.

Antony was a handsome, fun-loving man and Cleopatra was ready for some fun (and to finish what she had started with Caesar). Instead of continuing his tour of the eastern territories, Antony followed Cleopatra back to Alexandria, where the two fell in love. They spent the winter of 41–40 BC together, enjoying all the city had to offer. By day, they toured the sights and went to parties; by night, they feasted and drank. Egyptians nicknamed Antony “the new Dionysus,” for the Greek god of wine.8

Over the next ten years, they had three children together. Antony held on to his power—he made a political union with Octavian by marrying his sister—while Cleopatra ruled Egypt. But in 37 BC, things shifted. Antony and Cleopatra married, which was illegal in Rome. In what was called the Donations of Alexandria, Antony held a lavish ceremony where he named Cleopatra and Caesarion as co-rulers of much of Rome’s eastern provinces. He also gave Roman territories to their three younger children. He dubbed Cleopatra the “Queen of Kings.” With Egypt’s former lands and glory restored and her own power secured, Cleopatra had realized her childhood dream.



Cleopatra and Antony enjoyed practical jokes. One of their favorite pranks was disguising themselves as beggars and running through the streets of Alexandria, knocking on doors and racing away.9
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But the good times didn’t last. Romans were shocked by Antony’s actions and by how much power he’d given Cleopatra. Octavian, whose sister had been humiliated, finally had an excuse to turn against his rival. He whipped up old anti-Cleopatra hatred—she was a temptress who had bewitched Antony—and declared war on her.

In 31 BC, at the battle of Actium, Octavian defeated Egypt’s fleet of ships. Antony and Cleopatra fled back to Alexandria to defend Egypt, and the events that followed are right out of Shakespeare’s Romeo and Juliet. When Octavian attacked Alexandria, Antony received a message that Cleopatra had died in battle. He was so distraught at the news that he threw himself on his sword. As he lay dying, Antony got word that Cleopatra was not actually dead but hiding in the tomb she’d built for herself. Slaves carried Antony to her and he died in her arms.

Cleopatra knew that if Octavian took the city and captured her, she would be taken back to Rome as his prisoner. There, she would be led through the streets as the people heckled and taunted her. It was a humiliation she could never allow. Instead, she killed herself using the bite of a snake, the poisonous asp.10 She and Antony died together.

Why do we remember Cleopatra’s name thousands of years after her death? Not just because she was queen of Egypt—there have been countless queens we don’t remember. Her name lives on because she was one of the most powerful leaders in the world during a time when women had no power. She refused to accept what the men in her life would allow her and instead took what she wanted. She ruled the wealthiest kingdom in the world for twenty-two years and managed to make allies and lovers of not one but two of the most powerful men in history. While she’s remembered in pop culture as a beautiful temptress, historians agree that her power lay in her personality. She was brilliant, charming, courageous, and ambitious. She was the Queen of Kings.



HOW WILL YOU CHANGE THE WORLD?





I will follow my path of destiny to learn what I need to do.

GRACE ELLERS [image: image] AGE 13
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Grace O’Malley

1530–1603 [image: image] PIRATE [image: image] IRELAND


A notorious woman in all the coasts of Ireland.

—LORD DEPUTY SIR HENRY SIDNEY SPEAKING ABOUT O’MALLEY



Gráinne stood in her room, a pair of rough scissors clutched tightly in her hand. Her father, the Ní Mháille clan leader, was sailing to Spain in a few days time and Gráinne desperately wanted to go with him. Her mother wanted her to stay home, to learn the work of women: sewing, cooking, entertaining visitors, and running the castle.

But young Gráinne had no interest in any of that. She loved the sea. Fiercely. She loved everything to do with the sea: the ships and trading and traveling. Just like her father. And that is where she wanted to spend her life, not at home in the castle.

“The sea is no place for a young girl,” argued her mother.

“Your long hair would get caught in the lines,” argued her father.

Well, Gráinne had an answer for their arguments. Snip, snip, snip—off it came. All of it. Her long locks lay strewn about her feet, and Gráinne rubbed her fuzzy head with satisfaction.

That evening at dinner, her parents froze when Gráinne walked into the room with her head shaved and boys’ clothing in place of her usual wardrobe.

“Now will you take me?” she asked her father. He gave no answer, just sat staring at her. Will they get angry? Gráinne worried. Will they lock me in my room?

But to her surprise, her parents burst out laughing.

“Aren’t you a headstrong one?” said her mother, wiping tears from her eyes.

“From now on, we shall call you Gráinne Mhaol,” said her chuckling father.

But Gráinne didn’t care if they nicknamed her Gráinne the Bald. They could call her whatever they liked, so long as they let her go to sea.

And they did.

[image: image]

This story of how Grace O’Malley got her name has been told for nearly five hundred years. It is the stuff of legends, but there is surely some truth in it, for Grace spent the rest of her life at sea. And no matter who tried to stop her—even the queen of England—no one could keep her from it.

Grace O’Malley was born on the northern coast of Ireland. Her name, Gráinne Ní Mháille, would be anglicized to Granuaile Ó Máille and later to Grace O’Malley.1 In that part of Ireland, her ancestors had made their living fishing for salmon, lobster, and herring. Her father, a successful, wealthy man, was chosen as the chief of the area, and Grace was born at his castle on Clare Island.

As a young girl, Grace sailed with her father up and down the coast of Ireland, and as far away as Spain and Portugal. She learned how to sail and navigate, how to command and defend a ship, and how to fight like a pirate. Grace was a natural.

Fights at sea were common back then. If another clan’s ship sailed into their waters, Grace and her father would demand payment for “safe passage” or take their entire cargo. And when they were sailing in someone else’s waters, they had to defend their ships and cargo from other raiders. Back then, most seamen were what we now consider pirates.2

At sixteen, Grace was married off (like all girls in Ireland at that time); fortunately, it was a good match, to Donal O’Flaherty, of another seafaring clan. Grace was soon in charge of Donal’s entire fleet of ships. Donal was a fighter, like his wife, and was eventually killed in a brawl. When his family denied her a “widow’s portion” of his property, she took her men off to Clare Island, her childhood home, and began attacking ships and plundering islands all around her. She was building a kingdom (or “queendom”) of her own.



Even as a young girl, Grace wasn’t afraid of the pirate life. Once, on the way home from Spain, Grace’s fleet was attacked by English pirates. Young Grace hid up in the rigging, as her father had instructed her. But when she saw him attacked by a knife-wielding pirate, she couldn’t stay put. With a banshee wail, she pounced on the attacker and saved her father. Then she and the crew battled until all the English pirates were in chains.3
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Soon she controlled most of Clew Bay, the area around Clare Island, which included five castles and numerous islands. But she desperately wanted Rockfleet Castle because of its safe, commanding position deep inside Clew Bay. So she married its owner, Richard Burke, and that was that. She had a new husband, her favorite castle, and a new fleet of ships to command.

Like Grace’s first husband, Richard was a hothead. In the 1500s, England was trying to take over Ireland, and when Richard started a rebellion against the English invaders, Grace fought alongside him. In the end, the English troops outnumbered them, and Grace was captured and thrown into prison, where she languished for a year and a half. The justice finally agreed to free her so long as she promised to quit pirating. Of course she promised (she wanted to get out of prison, right?), but she must have had her fingers crossed when she did.

Grace didn’t stay out of trouble for long. Richard had died while she was in prison, so when she returned to Clew Bay, she took over his castle, lands, and fleet of ships. Soon, Queen Elizabeth I sent a tyrant, Sir Richard Bingham, to conquer the Irish in Grace’s area. Sir Bingham hanged or killed anyone who fought English rule. Grace spent years battling him as he tried to destroy the “Pirate Queen.” He wrecked much of her fleet and took over much of her territory, until he finally went too far. In 1593, Sir Bingham put Grace’s son in prison for treason. It was the last straw. Grace decided to demand justice from Sir Bingham’s boss—the queen of England!

Grace’s followers begged her not to go. Queen Elizabeth was no fan of the Irish, whose rebellion was a thorn in her side. And no Irish chieftain had been brave enough to set foot on English soil . . . until Grace. When the Pirate Queen met with the queen of England, she explained that Sir Bingham’s cruelty made the Irish want to rebel even more. Grace promised that if the queen got rid of him, she would pledge allegiance to her; she would stop supporting the Irish rebellion.4

Legend says that right about then, Grace sneezed. When the queen handed her a fancy lace handkerchief, Grace blew her nose in it and then tossed it into the fire (as was Irish custom). Everyone in court gasped with shock at this great insult and all were sure the queen would order Grace’s head cut off. When the queen demanded to know why she’d done it, Grace explained that in Ireland, they value cleanliness too much to put a dirty hankie in their pocket.

To everyone’s surprise, Queen Elizabeth burst out laughing. And then she agreed to Grace’s demands.5



Even childbirth didn’t slow Grace down. The day after she gave birth to her first son, Owen, while at sea, Turkish pirates attacked her ship. Grace, who was recovering in her galley, leaped into battle and fought the Turks off.6
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In time, both queens went back on their promises (of course): Queen Elizabeth returned Sir Bingham to Ireland and Grace rejoined the rebellion. But five hundred years later, Irish children are still hearing this and other heroic tales of their fearless Pirate Queen.



MAKE A DIFFERENCE!




OLA OREKUNRIN


As a Nigerian foster child living in England, Ola Orekunrin began medical school while in her teens and graduated at twenty-one, becoming one of the youngest doctors in the United Kingdom. While Ola was still in school, her twelve-year-old sister got gravely ill on a family visit to Nigeria. The local hospital couldn’t help, so Ola’s family searched for an air ambulance to fly her to a hospital that could. They found none in the whole country, and Ola’s sister died. Already passionate about improving healthcare in Africa, Ola learned how to fly helicopters and then founded Flying Doctors Nigeria, the first air ambulance service in West Africa. In its first three years, Flying Doctors transported more than five hundred patients to hospitals for lifesaving care.








[image: image]





Naya Nuki

1788–? [image: image] SURVIVOR [image: image] UNITED STATES


We drew near to the camp, and just as we approached it, a woman made her way through the crowd toward Sacagawea; and recognizing each other, they embraced with most tender affection.

—MERIWETHER LEWIS DESCRIBING THE SURPRISE REUNION OF NAYA NUKI AND SACAGAWEA



Naya Nuki heard it first: the pounding of horse hooves. She and her best friend, Sacagawea, turned to see a scout race past them, shouting, “Attack! Attack!”

“They’re coming!” yelled Sacagawea, her eyes wide with fear. The girls dropped the berries and roots they were collecting and searched frantically for hiding places. Naya Nuki splashed across a stream and dove inside a thick clump of bushes. Just then, the enemy attacked. The war cries and crack of enemy “fire sticks” echoed in her head.

Suddenly, a hand reached into the bushes and tore Naya Nuki from her hiding place. She kicked and screamed, but it was no use. Her captor was a grown man—a warrior—and she was a small girl. He yanked her up onto his horse and galloped off. Through her tears of frustration and fear, Naya Nuki saw another horse and rider following them with another prisoner. She wasn’t sure whether to be happy or sad when she recognized Sacagawea. As the horses rode swiftly east, and their home and people became more and more distant, Naya Nuki vowed that she would escape. Nothing would stop her from returning to her beloved home.

The attack was over in minutes, but those minutes changed the lives of Sacagawea and Naya Nuki forever. It would even change the history of the United States. One of those girls would become world-famous for her heroic deeds but would suffer estrangement from her people. The other would never be famous, but her strength and courage would bring her lasting happiness with her family and friends. As the two eleven-year-olds were carried off to uncertain futures, neither knew what different roads their lives would take.
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Like her more famous friend, Naya Nuki was born sometime around 1788 to the Shoshoni (shuh-SHO-nee) people of what is now Idaho. The Shoshoni were a peaceful tribe who struggled to survive the harsh winters of their mountain home. In the fall each year, they had to move from the protective peaks into the vast, open prairies of western Montana to hunt bison. They needed the meat, skin, and bones of the bison for food, shelter, clothing, and tools. Without bison, the Shoshoni could not survive.

But these journeys were extremely dangerous. When white people first arrived in North America decades before, they brought horses and guns to the tribes. The Shoshoni got horses but no guns, so they were vulnerable to attack from their enemies. Many of the more warlike tribes of the prairie—the Crow, Blackfoot, and Hidatsa (hih-DAHT-sah)—knew the Shoshoni would come for bison each year. They sent raiding parties to steal their horses, kill warriors, and kidnap women and children.

When Naya Nuki and Sacagawea were eleven, the Hidatsa attacked their tribe near Three Forks, Montana. When the raid was over and the dust settled, the Shoshoni mourned their losses: many people were killed, and fifteen women and children were kidnapped. Naya Nuki, Sacagawea, and the other captives were marched from western Montana to present-day Mandan, North Dakota (home to the Hidatsa)—over one thousand miles on foot!

There is no written record of their march, but from the journals of Lewis and Clark, who traveled the same route a few years later, we can imagine what it must have been like for the prisoners. They hiked in deerskin moccasins across a land covered in prickly pear cactus. Escape would have been impossible with the Hidatsa watching their every move, the open plains offering few hiding places. Prisoners who tried to escape would’ve been killed on the spot.

Naya Nuki surely knew this, and instead of trying an immediate escape that was sure to fail, she spent her energy memorizing their route. As they followed the Missouri River, she must have noted each turn of the river and the major landmarks, scoping out good hiding places for a later escape. The journey would’ve taken the group more than a month to make. Imagine being forced to march over thirty miles a day, your feet burning and your heart crying in silent frustration. When they arrived at the Hidatsa village, the warriors distributed the prisoners to various families as slaves.



Indian slaves did everything from gathering wood, lighting fires, carrying water, collecting and preparing food, and curing hides to cleaning and repairing the Hidatsa longhouses.
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Indian slaves, like African slaves on white plantations in the South, lived their lives at their master’s whim. They were beaten regularly and had to work from dawn until dusk. Friends and relatives were split up forever when slaves were traded to other tribes or even to the white people.

Not long after bringing the Shoshoni prisoners to their village, a few Hidatsa warriors lost a card game with Pierre Charbonneau, a French fur trapper. In order to pay their debt, they offered him eleven-year-old Sacagawea to take as his “wife.” Although Charbonneau already had several other young Indian wives, he accepted their payment. Sacagawea had no choice but to leave for even more distant lands with this white stranger, her new master.

The loss of her best friend undoubtedly panicked Naya Nuki, who realized she, too, could be traded away at any time, making her chances of returning home almost impossible. How she escaped we can only guess, but we do know she was kidnapped in August, so she likely fled that fall. If Naya Nuki merely bolted, with no plan or supplies, she would never have made it back to Idaho. To survive the long, difficult journey, she needed the courage to not only escape her captors but also to steal what she would need to make it home: warm clothing, something to hunt with, and a supply of food to last until she was far away from the Hidatsa village.

Naya Nuki must have been terrified when she sneaked away—she would have been killed if she was caught. And yet the dangers were only beginning. When Lewis and Clark covered the same ground a few years later with more than a dozen armed men, they barely survived. Naya Nuki had to be on constant alert for other Indians who might enslave her again and for wolves, grizzly bears, stampeding bison, snowstorms, and even mosquitos, which carried deadly malaria. For a lone girl to survive, she had to be not only brave but very smart.



On her journey, Naya Nuki would have seen bison herds that stretched from one side of the horizon to the other. At that time, there were millions in North America. A hundred years later, the new settlers had hunted the bison almost to extinction to starve out their Indian enemies.
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It is hard to imagine an eleven-year-old girl walking from North Dakota to Idaho by herself! And Naya Nuki did it with no roads, no signs, no maps, no McDonald’s, no tent, no boots, no raincoat—nothing. She followed the Missouri River, probably remembering the landmarks she’d seen before. For at least a month, she had to find or kill anything she ate. Even cooking would’ve been a long, difficult ordeal to people today—no matches, no pans!

But Naya Nuki did it—she made it across North Dakota and Montana all by herself. Sometime that winter, she crossed the snow-covered mountains between Montana and Idaho (the same mountains that nearly killed several men in the Lewis and Clark group). Less than a year after her capture, the determined girl made it back to her village. She was home. The Shoshoni were so surprised and delighted by her courage and miraculous return that they gave her a new name: Pop-pank, or Jumping Fish, because of the way she raced through the stream during the Hidatsa raid. She was a hero, and her story was told for years to come.

In 1805, four years later, the Lewis and Clark expedition arrived in Shoshoni country. The Indians were shocked to see the white men’s pale skin. But Naya Nuki was even more shocked when a young Indian woman stepped out from the crowd of men. It was her friend Sacagawea! Captain Lewis described their reunion:


The meeting of those people was really affecting, particularly between Sah cah-gar-we-ah [Sacagawea] and an Indian woman who had been taken prisoner at the same time with her, and who had afterwards escaped from the Minnetarees [another name for the Hidatsa] and rejoined her nation.1



The two girls hadn’t seen each other in years and hadn’t expected to ever see each other again. They had a lot of catching up to do.



Fourteen-year-old Sacagawea traveled the same exhausting trail as Naya Nuki, with an infant strapped to her back. She had given birth to a son just before leaving on the long, dangerous journey.
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After a great deal of laughing and crying, they shared their stories. Naya Nuki finally heard the strange path her friend’s life had taken: After living with Charbonneau for years, Sacagawea had met Lewis and Clark. The explorers were looking for someone to guide them to the Shoshoni—the only friendly Indians who would sell them horses so they could make it to the Columbia River and the end of their journey. They realized that Sacagawea would be an invaluable guide and translator since she was practically the only person who had been west, and she also spoke the Shoshoni language. Against their better judgment, they also brought along Charbonneau, who lacked any needed skills.

Each girl survived her share of amazing adventures during those four years apart. But after their brief reconnection, their lives would again take different paths. Lewis and Clark’s party stayed with the Shoshoni for a few weeks, and after buying the horses, they left to continue their journey to the Pacific. Sacagawea left with them and never returned to her people. Naya Nuki, on the other hand, never left her people again, a survivor and hero who risked her life to return to her nation.



HOW WILL YOU CHANGE THE WORLD?





I will change the world by being an open-heart surgeon. I’ll travel around the world and give people in remote places the help and surgery that they need. It might save lives that might not have been saved without heart surgery. I will do whatever I can to help people who need it.

IZZYIE SANDOZ [image: image] AGE 12
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Mary Wollstonecraft Shelley

1797–1851 [image: image] WRITER [image: image] ENGLAND


Beware; for I am fearless, and therefore powerful.

—FROM MARY SHELLEY’S FRANKENSTEIN



Mary closed her eyes and tried to sleep, but sleep wouldn’t come. She was worried. All her friends had shared their ghost stories already; she was the only one left who hadn’t met the challenge. She didn’t want them to think she couldn’t do it; she didn’t want to seem like a less-talented writer.

As she drifted off, images swirled through her mind. These visions seemed different than her regular dreams. More real. Eventually, one image stayed.

A pale young man kneeled beside a bed. In the bed lay another figure.

Mary trembled in her sleep, for the figure was hideous and unnatural.

It was a giant man with black hair, yellow skin stretched tight over nearly visible muscles and arteries, and dull, milky eyes that stared lifelessly.

In her dream state, Mary knew that the first man was a student who had created the second man.

As the student worked a powerful engine, the monster stirred to life. The student, terrified by his success, fled the machine and went to bed. He slept but was awakened by a noise. When he opened his eyes, his monster was standing beside the bed, staring at him with those same dull eyes. It was alive!

Mary jerked awake, shaking from the terror of her nightmare. She tried to go back to sleep, but the horrifying images wouldn’t leave. The young writer thought to herself, If only I could come up with a story to frighten readers as I’ve just been frightened!

And then it hit her: the nightmare was her story!

Eighteen-year-old Mary Shelley had just dreamed up Frankenstein. It would become one of the most famous stories of all time.
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Mary Shelley was born in London, England, to two famous thinkers and writers of the time. Her father, William Godwin, was a philosopher who argued that the wealthy aristocracy should not control politics—that everyone should have that power. Her mother, Mary Wollstonecraft, was a feminist who argued for equality of the sexes in a time when women couldn’t vote or own property and had few education and work opportunities. Both parents were controversial figures with radical ideas and their daughter grew up to be just as notorious.



Mary’s father taught her to read in the Cemetery, using her mother’s gravestone. She learned her letters by tracing her mother’s epitaph with her fingers.1
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Mary’s mother died just after giving birth to her. Her father raised her, providing Mary with an informal but rich and varied education. When Mary was eight, her father started a publishing company that produced mostly children’s books. Their home was filled with writers and artists and thinkers, so it isn’t much of a surprise that Mary began writing at a young age. “As a child, I scribbled; and my favorite pastime during the hours given to me for recreation was to ‘write stories,’ ” she explained.2

Mary’s father was usually broke and didn’t feel he could raise his children alone, so he remarried a wealthy widow. But Mary and her new stepmother didn’t get along; the two competed for her father’s affections. Mary’s teen years were especially tense—so much so that Godwin sent her to Scotland to live with a family he’d never met but knew only through letters. The travel and freedom from family gave Mary more independence and courage than her father ever imagined.



Free love? No one knows exactly what the relationship was between Shelley and Claire, but we know Claire was also attracted to Shelley and that Mary was jealous. We also know the trio liked to read aloud from The Empire of the Nairs about a community where women had equal rights, everyone was uninhibited, and no one wore any clothes! What is known is that the trio traveled and lived together for years.3
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Because of his debts, Godwin was constantly looking for investors. One of these potential investors was Percy Bysshe Shelley, a poet and the son of a wealthy British family. Shelley was also a radical who wanted to donate large amounts of his family’s fortune to help those less fortunate. He had been expelled from Oxford for writing an essay called “The Necessity of Atheism,” and his poetry was political as well, attacking the monarchy, war, and religion.

In 1814, after returning from Scotland, Mary met Shelley at the Godwin home. Shelley was everything Mary wanted in a man: an artist, a revolutionary, and someone who could free her from her family. For weeks, they met secretly at Mary’s mother’s grave, where they read her political writings to each other and fell in love.

When they announced to Mary’s father that they were in love and intended to travel together to Europe, he was furious. Mary was sixteen and Shelley was twenty-one. Even worse, Shelley was already married and his wife was pregnant! When her father tried to keep the lovers apart, Mary and her stepsister, Claire, dressed in black dresses and bonnets and snuck out of the house in the middle of the night. They joined Shelley and sailed a small boat to Calais, France.

In France, Mary and Shelley kept a joint journal, read aloud to each other, and critiqued each other’s writing—a working relationship that would continue for years. Their antiwar beliefs were also strengthened as they traveled through war-torn France. Mary wrote in her journal, “The distress of the inhabitants, whose houses had been burned, their cattle killed, and all their wealth destroyed, has given a sting to my detestation of war . . . which, in his pride, man inflicts upon his fellow.”4



Percy and Mary were part of what was later called the Romantic Movement. The art of the time, including their poetry and prose, is characterized by valuing intense emotion (including horror and terror), nature, and the individual. It was the liberal, radical viewpoint of the time.
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During their six-week trip, they had no money. Mary’s family was poor and wouldn’t have helped her anyway, so Shelley had to borrow against his future inheritance. They scraped together enough to buy a mule to carry their luggage, which they later traded for a cheap open carriage. They ran out of money entirely in Switzerland but managed to convince a ship captain to take them home without paying for their tickets. Shelley’s wife, Harriet, had to pay the bill—for Mary and Claire as well—when they arrived back in London!5

And they arrived back to an epic scandal. Unwed, teenage Mary was pregnant with Shelley’s child. London society and their families shunned them. Mary’s beloved father refused to let her into their house and ignored her on the street! She was devastated.

Life for the couple worsened. Unable to borrow from his family, Shelley was constantly on the move to avoid creditors. Mary had to live with Claire, whom Mary knew had feelings for Shelley. And while Shelley’s wife, Harriet, gave birth to his son, Mary miscarried their daughter.

The next year was a bit better. Mary and Shelley were able to move in together, and Mary got pregnant again and gave birth to their son William. Claire began an affair with an even more famous poet, Lord Byron (see the Ada Lovelace chapter) and invited herself to visit him in Europe. When Byron said yes, the trio set off again, hoping to recapture the magic of their earlier adventure.

In May 1816, Mary, Shelley, their son William, and stepsister Claire traveled to Geneva, Switzerland, where they joined Lord Byron in a large villa on the shore of Lake Geneva. It was a rainy summer, which trapped them indoors much of the time.

One dark and rainy June night, Byron proposed a contest: they should each compose a ghost story and share it with the group. Each night, someone shared a tale—everyone but Mary. She couldn’t think of anything! It was stressing her out. Then one night, as she drifted to sleep, she had a nightmare: “I saw the pale student of unhallowed arts kneeling beside the thing he had put together. I saw the hideous phantasm of a man stretched out . . .”6 She awoke terrified and knew she had the start of her story.



Although Mary claimed she invented the name Frankenstein, she had visited Castle Frankenstein in Germany during her 1814 trip. The castle had been home to Doctor Johann Conrad Dippel, who was infamous for his attempts to reanimate corpses!7
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Eighteen-year-old Mary worked on her short story for the rest of the summer, expanding it into a novel. She set the tale amid the great, desolate Swiss mountains surrounding them and incorporated the scientific discoveries she had discussed with her friends—the spark of life and the possibility of using electricity to reanimate the dead. She also worked in themes of slavery, social justice, class, and even the abandonment she felt as a young girl.

At the end of that magical summer, they returned to Bath, England, hoping to keep Claire and Byron’s pregnancy a secret from London society. There, Mary’s life turned into a roller coaster again. Her half sister, Fanny, committed suicide. Then Shelley’s wife drowned herself. The end of Shelley’s first marriage, however, meant that he and Mary could finally marry. Mary got pregnant again and gave birth to their daughter, Clara. Now a respectable couple in the eyes of society, Mary and Shelley’s families resumed talking to them. The shunning was over.
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