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Prologue: A Mirror Unlike Any Other

​

Once upon a time, there was a girl just like you. Her name was Amina. She carried dreams in her head, questions in her heart, and sometimes  a longing to know more than what history books ever seemed to tell.

Why are heroes almost always men? Why do we so rarely hear of the women who changed the world? Where are the queens, the scientists, the fighters, the artists, the writers? Did they truly exist?

One day, Amina discovered an ancient mirror. But it was not an ordinary mirror. This one did not reflect her face Instead, it revealed extraordinary women from every continent and every era. Women who dared, who invented, who created, who resisted, who transformed.

This book is the story of her journey through the mirror. A novel, yes, but also a historical voyage. An adventure, and at the same time a lesson in courage, justice, and hope.

Now it’s your turn to open this book And perhaps, as you follow Amina’s story, you will see your own reflection in the mirror.
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Chapter 1: The Mirror of Possibilities

​

IT WAS RAINING THAT day. A fine, cold drizzle pressed against the windows of the old town library. Amina had stepped inside to escape the storm, her schoolbag dripping onto the cracked tiles. She hadn’t planned on staying long. Yet it was the day when everything changed.

Amina was thirteen. She loved books, but more than that, she loved to dream. Not dreams of princesses or glitter, no. She dreamed of adventures, of forgotten stories, of secrets hidden in the pages of an old book or behind a door no one dared to open.

“You can sit at the back,” the librarian had said with a gentle smile. “The History section is over there, but be careful you might lose track of time ”

At the far end of the room, Amina found a round chamber, almost concealed behind a crooked bookshelf. In the center stood a tall, ancient mirror with a golden frame, silent and imposing. Dusty, but strangely alive.

She moved closer. A golden butterfly was carved into the wood. Faded letters spelled out a phrase: “To those who have listened to the voice of time.”

Intrigued, Amina gazed into the mirror. Then, without knowing why, she whispered:

“Who were the women who changed the world, but were forgotten by history?”

A soft light began to shimmer across the glass. Amina’s reflection blurred, replaced by a swirling galaxy of stars. Before she could step back, she was pulled inside. No more library. No more rain. Only the sensation of falling... and a distant murmur.

​Chapter 2: Hypatia, the Star of Alexandria

Voices. Women’s voices. Strong voices. Tender voices. Defiant, brilliant, courageous.

When Amina opened her eyes, she was no longer in her city. Nor in her time. The burning sun blazed over white stone walls. She recognized the columns, the statues, the sunlit streets: Alexandria, the jewel of ancient Egypt.

Inside a vast hall lined with scrolls and celestial spheres, a woman was writing by the daylight. She wore a simple tunic, her brown hair tied back, her gaze fixed on an astrolabe she was carefully turning in her hands.

A little uncertain, Amina stepped closer.

“You are Hypatia?” she whispered, eyes wide.

The woman looked up. Her smile was calm, almost radiant.

“I am the daughter of a mathematician, friend of the stars, and enemy of ignorance,” she replied softly.

Amina moved nearer, entranced by the instruments surrounding her star charts, geometric diagrams, formulas inked by hand.

“You’re a scientist?”

“Yes. And a philosopher too. They say it is strange for a woman ” She shrugged lightly. “But truth has no gender. And the thirst for knowledge wears neither robe nor toga.”

She beckoned Amina toward a scroll a drawing of a planet’s orbit.

“All that you see here are fragments of the universe I try to understand. Humanity grows each time a mystery is lit by knowledge.”

Amina listened, wide-eyed. No golden throne, no scepter yet a power far greater: the freedom to think.

“Are you never afraid?” Amina asked timidly.

“Yes,” Hypatia answered. “For knowledge makes us free, and freedom terrifies those who wish to rule. But I have never let fear decide my path.”

She handed Amina a small carved globe, the spheres of the heavens etched into its surface.

“Remember this, Amina: when you educate a girl, you elevate an entire society.”

The mirror trembled. The library of Alexandria was already fading, and tears welled in Amina’s eyes. She did not want to leave.

“Keep searching, little sister,” Hypatia’s voice lingered in the air. “An enlightened mind is a light for the world.”

A breath of hot sand, a flash of brilliance, and Amina was carried away once more.
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​Chapter 3: Iya Asranyi, the Warrior

THE MIRROR GLOWED WITH a shimmer of red and gold. Amina felt warmth rising from her feet to her heart. She closed her eyes. When she opened them again, she was standing in the middle of a vast field where the earth was red, the sky stretched endlessly, and the air was heavy with dust  and with tension.

In the distance, a line of women marched in tight formation, spears in their hands, eyes steady, their footsteps pounding the ground like a war drum. At the front strode a woman wearing a headdress adorned with beads and shells. Her bearing was regal, her figure commanding. Amina had never seen such power in a gaze.

“You are  a queen?” she dared to ask.

The woman stopped, turning to her with a firm, almost amused smile.

“No. I am a warrior. My name is Iya Asranyi.”

Amina repeated the name, which rolled in her mouth like the echo of a distant drum.

“I command a troop of Amazons the women warriors of the Kingdom of Dahomey. We do not fight for power, but for freedom. To defend our people. To show the world that women, too, can wield the blade.”

She handed Amina a short spear, its shaft wrapped in threads of red cotton.

“Take it. It is not a weapon for harm. It is a symbol of resistance. You must never fight to destroy, but to protect what is just.”

Amina followed her through the camp. She saw women training, tending to the wounded, laying out plans of battle.

“They call us Agoodjiés,” explained Iya Asranyi. “They say we inspire fear. But I say: it is not fear we bring it is respect that some refuse to grant us.”

Amina’s heart beat faster. An army of women. United. Strong. Unbreakable. She felt proud. She too wanted to be a warrior  in her own way.

Before the mirror pulled her away from the red earth, Iya Asranyi placed a steady hand on her shoulder.

“Never forget: the voice of a woman who dares to rise is mightier than a silent cannon.”

Then the wind rose, the drums faded. Amina breathed deeply, ready to cross again. The scent of spices, the sound of drums, and a warm breeze welcomed her. She found herself in a West African village, where a woman was speaking before a circle of children. Her voice was angelic.
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Chapter 4: Aoua Kéita, the Healing Word

THE SUN STOOD HIGH in the sky. Trees swayed gently in the breeze, and the air pulsed with the rhythm of drums. Amina immediately felt the comforting warmth of an African village.

She approached the circle of children seated cross-legged, all captivated by the woman at the center. She wore a bright, colorful wrapper and a headscarf tied with elegance. Her eyes sparkled with intelligence, and her voice rang with the authority of a queen.

“ and that day, I understood that women are not made to remain in the shadows. We are made to heal, to teach and to lead.”

One of the children raised a hand.

“And then what happened, Aoua?”

The woman smiled.

“Then, I laid aside my midwife’s coat and entered politics. I wrote, I protested, I dreamed of a land that was free and just.”

Suddenly, she turned her gaze toward Amina.

“You are not from here, but your heart listens. You want to know, don’t you?”

Amina nodded.

“You were the first woman elected to parliament in your country. Weren’t you afraid to stand against men?”

“Oh, I was afraid. But I was more afraid of remaining silent. For when a woman rises, she can awaken an entire people.”

She stood and walked to the great baobab in the center of the square.

“What I have learned, Amina, is that words can heal as surely as medicine. When we tell the truth, when we share our story, we heal the wounds of the past.”

She pointed to a little boy who held a stick as though it were a microphone.

“Perhaps he will become a griot, a historian, or a writer. And you  will carry these voices with you, through the mirror you travel.”

The mirror appeared beneath the baobab’s shade, shimmering like a reflection in a pool of water. Amina gazed at it. She knew now that each passage changed her.

“Thank you, Aoua. I will never forget.”

“Go, my daughter. Listen to more voices. And above all  let your own be heard.”

Aoua’s voice lingered in her ears as the mirror quivered, eager to show her yet another face of courage. This time, it was a salty wind that greeted her beneath a night sky filled with guiding stars.

​Chapter 5: Harriet Tubman, the Stars of Freedom

Amina felt the cold sand beneath her bare feet. The air was heavy, filled with the scent of salt and silence. Above her, the sky glittered with thousands of stars, sharp as diamonds scattered across velvet black.

A lone figure walked slowly along the beach, eyes fixed on the heavens. She wore a headscarf knotted tightly and a worn canvas coat. Yet her posture was straight, her step unwavering.

“You see them too
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Chapter 6: Dihya, the Berber Lioness
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Chapter 7: Wangari Maathai, Planting to Resist
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Chapter 8: Malala Yousafzai, A Voice Stronger Than Bullets
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Chapter 9: The Invisible Voices
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Chapter 10: The Mirror Trembles
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​Chapter 11: The History Lesson
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Chapter 12: Today’s Women, Tomorrow’s Voices
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​Quiz: And You, What Do You See in the Mirror?
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