
Read the end of Chapter 4 ­ Malala and the 
Taliban (from Chaos in Mingora, page 71)

1. Why was Malala's house filling with her 
relatives?
2. What are the 5 Pillars of Islam?
3. What was the day Malala had been 
dreading for months?
4. What was Fazlullah's craziest 
pronouncement yet?



Read Chapter 5 ­ Malala spreads the word (up to 
school girl author)

1. What did Abdul Hai Kakar ask Ziauddin?
2. Who was Gul Makai?
3. Why was the name Gul Makai used?
4. When did her first diary entry appear? 
What was it titled?



I am Afraid.
What might Malala have wrote about 

in this diary entry?



I am Afraid.
January 2009

Dear Diary,
What has happened to my beloved Swat? 
Our peace has been disturbed. Our freedom 
taken from us. Our rights removed. Whilst 
the world goes on, we live in fear of what 
our lives will become. I am afraid. Why? Let 
me explain. 

Every day, we live under the watchful 
eye...



LO: to write a diary entry

Imagine you are Malala Yousafzai.

Write your I am Afraid diary entry. 

Structure:

*Why are you writing? (explain you are afraid)

*Living with the constant fighting/under curfew 

*Hearing her father's name being announced on Radio Mullah by 
Fazlullah

*Girls being banned from school
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introduction


When: 9th October 2012
Where: Mingora, Swat Valley, Pakistan


Malala was in a good mood travelling home from 
school. She was pretty sure she’d aced the morning’s 
exam and was looking forward to a chilled-out 
afternoon at home. 


She was having a giggle with her best friend, 
Moniba, when the school bus stopped suddenly. A 
young man was standing in the road in front of it. He 
wore long white robes and a baseball cap. ‘Is this the 
Khushal School bus?’ he asked.


Another young man jumped onto the back of 
the bus and leaned in. A hush fell over the girls as 
both men glared at them. Her heart hammering in 
her chest, Malala found Moniba’s hand and gave it a 
squeeze. Around twenty girls were crammed onto the 
hard plastic benches and they stared back, stunned, 
as the men scanned the bus. 


‘Who is Malala?’ the second man asked gruffly. 
No one answered his question, but a few of the girls 
glanced in Malala’s direction before they could stop 
themselves. Then the same man raised a pistol for all 
the girls to see. 


Malala froze with fear. 
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And she still does! Over the next few years, the 
message spread across the globe. She has written 
books, appeared on television and met all sorts of 
important people, including President Obama and the 
Queen. She’s also the youngest person ever to win the 
Nobel Peace Prize.


Extraordinary stuff, right?


Yes,  but  I 'm actua l ly  qu i te 
o rd inary ,  you  know .


Wel l ,  yes . . . 


OK, OK,  but  I  p romise  you 
the  rea l  Ma la la  isn ' t  a l l  that 


d i fferent  from other  g i r ls .


I  l ove  te l ev is i on ,  and  I  a rgue  w i th  my 
brothers  over  stup id  th ings ,  l i ke  the  TV 


remote  and who  a te  the  l ast  bag  of  Wots i ts !


Yeah, right! Didn’t Beyoncé 
wish you a happy birthday once?


And Selena Gomez called you her ‘role model’!


Really? Go on then . . .


You like Wotsits???


The man fixed his gaze on her and raised his pistol 
higher, aiming it at her head. The other girls began 
to scream, but Malala didn’t make a sound, she just 
squeezed Moniba’s hand harder. 


A split second later, the man pulled the trigger and 
everything went black. 


Malala was bleeding 
profusely as the 
bus swerved 
through the 
heaving streets of 
Mingora, speeding 
towards the local hospital. Once there, doctors said 
her prospects were grim, so grim that with a 
heavy heart, Malala’s dad began making funeral 
arrangements. For a short while it looked like the 
men had succeeded in their quest to silence her. 


But Malala did not die; she survived, and within 
days of her shooting she had become one of most 
famous teenagers on the planet. Her new-found 
fame made her more determined than ever to 
stand up for what she believed in. Since the age 
of 11, Malala had been speaking up about educational 
rights for girls. She believed that every single girl 
in the world deserved to go to school, and she wanted 
as many people to hear her message as possible. 
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1 no Party for Malala


Ziauddin Yousafzai was over the moon. On the hot 
sticky morning of 12th July 1997 his wife gave birth to 
their first child – a beautiful bouncing baby girl. Over 
the next few days, he told everyone he met about the 
new addition to his family – he was so excited. People 
were polite but confused. 


Why was he so happy and proud? After all, his wife 
had only had a baby girl. The thing is, in Pakistan, even 
today, from the second they enter the world, boys and 
girls are mostly treated very differently. When a baby 
boy is born, the family celebrates. Guns are fired up 
into the sky and visitors come to coo over the cradle 
and cram it with sweets and money. But when a baby 
girl is born . . . no gunshots, no gifts, people don’t 
even bother to visit! Instead they sympathize with the 


I t ' s  a  g i r l !


 


Hmmmmm, all of that does 
sound fairly ordinary, actually.


So what makes Malala’s story so special? Well, it 
didn’t start with the shooting and the sudden fame. 
As we’re about to find out, this ‘ordinary’ girl was 
destined to achieve extraordinary things from the 
very moment she was born.
 


Oh yes !  And fishfingers . 
And cupcakes .  Mmmmm, espec ia l ly 
cupcakes . . . And I  l i ke  read ing  and 
l isten ing  to  mus ic  and shopp ing  and 


hang ing  out  w i th  my fr iends .  Oh,  and 
I  hate  get t ing  up  in  the  morn ing !
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