
Malala is in England. She remembers her life in Pakistan. 

I slept in the long room at the front of the house, and the
only furniture was a bed and a cabinet which I had bought
with some of the money I had been given as an award for
campaigning for peace in our valley and the right for girls
to go to school. On some shelves were all the gold-colored
plastic cups and trophies I had won for coming first in my
class.
[…]
I had started taking the bus because my mother was scared
of me walking on my own. We had been getting threats all
year. Some were in the newspapers, some were notes or
messages passed on by people. My mother was worried
about me, but the Taliban had never come for a girl and I
was more concerned they would target my father, as he
was always speaking out against them. His close friend and
fellow campaigner Zahid Khan had been shot in the face
in August on his way to prayers and I knew everyone was
telling my father, « Take care, you’ll be next. »


