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n the year 1867, in the city of Warsaw, Poland, a little girl called Manya was
born, the youngest of the Sklodowska family. The children were clever as

CIT be,]us‘.: like thetr parents.

Her father Wl‘ad.:.r:hw uughl all ﬂ:l.:p in a school for boys, and her mother
Bronistawa staved at home and looked after chem, But it hadn't always been
that way.

‘Mama’, Manya used to ask, "Did you used o teach like Papa? Why did
you stop!”

‘Because, her mother would reply with a small smile, 'Its an awiul bot oo
manage 1o many little ones

Manya didn® think this was much of an explanation and nor did her older sister Bronya
The vwao little girls would play teachers, pretending they were just like thelr mother.

When Manya was ten, her mother became 111 coughing and spending all day in bed.
‘Papa she asked. s Mama ok

Onoa windy day in 'Warsaw, four Hitle children lined up in a row, all dressed in black for
their mother's funeral. Manya knew things would never be the same again.

Every day. their father came home tired from a long day teaching, but he always made time

to study with them. They sat around the table after dinner reading aloud - fairy tales. poems
and books by Charles Dickens. Sometimes her Facher

I'M'nug_lu: hm‘nf EtriTlE'l,' insfiruments ihat Iw
called, "Phys-ics app-a-ra-tus, Manya sang
the words to a humming tune.

And se H'ilﬂ were four clever and mobheriess children.

Ti-mﬂ studied hard at school and, one after Hhe obher,
rnsnd. their exams with a Jufd'. medal each — Hhe

Skfodowska children were afways top of the class.




When Manya werned 16, she wanted to carry on her
studies. But she was a girl, and girls couldn’ go to
University in Warsaw.

She was abo Pelish and the Russian government who ruled
ini Poland at the time banned children from learning in their own
Imgl.u.gl.- or Iumlng thelr own I1lu|:|-:r:r. Thr:,.' ales Banned the new. radical sclence
that Manyas father taught her at home. e 4

o
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Cne evening, their father came home wl'tl:l:rcril'lg
of rumours about a secret school where M:.n}l: and
Bronya coubd il:l.ld}' with real professors. 5o they
j#ined the Flying University. They studied Polish,
anavemy, history. and best of all. chemisary and
physics in backrooms and drawing rooms across
the city. It was d:.nternu:. If they were -:aug]'n'l.. l.|'1r:].'
would be arrested. With every siep on the stair and
EVErY creak of the door handle, I:I1e_1_,- all ju mp-rd.

Baw ir was warth i They studied by candlelight,
dreaming of becoming docvors and scientists

They tutored all day for a few
colins and added them to JiT!. thie
ones labelled someday’ or ‘perhaps.
More than anything, they wanted
to save enough 1o go w Paris
ta study at the university, the
Sorbonne.

But a year passed, and
then twa, They counted their
savings and began to loie hope
- they earnt so little.
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On hr-ghl;n_-r -q]:;}v_.. she pl.lllnji ot her ald ::-htmlalr}- bl oF she
stood In the door of the facvery and watched carefully as one thing
turned into another. like magic. She imagined what it would be like
to diov real experiments of her own.

he vwo sisters boarded two trains going in opposite :

e year passed and then two. She couldn®t write to Bronya

directions. Bronya was Paris-bound. and Manya was .
Y ! becauise she couldnt afford the iLamps that went all the way Lo

bowund for a listle town called Szczuki. miles away from Paris. She could only Imagine what Tife was like there. Soon. she
Wartaw, and alone without her F:n'n:i]:,.'. Forpot what it was to learn and she forgot what it was 1o hope.
Afrer three hours fn-a-train and four in-a .'-1I:'I._Er'|. i'|.‘i.111:r'.:. Years Fﬁiiﬂd ql'lud. 5:'[1! {u.d. q{{ hul! jil.ill'lu uF.

eventually found her way to a villa with a sloping rood. which was
next to a factory that spluttered and stustered all day long

She taughn the Gcvary owners children, b they were spotled and
wioldnt do as |h¢_:,- were old. Meamwhile, the ehildren in the s IlI.'ug;r
couldnt read or write and had o teacher. It wasnt Fair, when
M.:.n}'.:.'s. whale life was dedicated to just two ungrateful children.
5o, Manya asked for permission to teach eighteen little
children in the village in the dusky evenings. by candlelight.

It was her nﬂij Jjey and
fer 511{5 consolation.




ut Manya got lucky. Her father wrote to say he had a new job. He
could pay Manya back for all she had given to Bronya. He could pay
for Manyas studies too, if she liked.

Ancther letver arrived from Bronya, who was soon to be a real doctor.
invitimg her to live with her and her new husband in Parks.

It was everything she had dreamed of But Manya was vwenty-three years old now, and
it was years since she'd left school. She was seared 1o leave Warsaw. She didnt want 1o be

behind everyone else. Was she really clever enough?

she hesitated. She told Bronya she wasn't ready.

She settled back in to life in Warsaw. But before long, an invitation arrived from her
cousin Joseph. He worked at the local musewm.

Mobody thought there was anything strange in a quiet young woman going to visit her
cousin. But litele did l.lu.-:,.' know, behind the duﬂ:r' cases and the nr.:l:]:,.' :rr.:ngrd di:pl:}'n,
hidden in the hack room there was a real, w.:u‘lu:lng |.a|,'||::-1'.:t|::-rj-'. If the Russian authorities
had discovered it, they would have closed it down because experiments were dangerous
and corrupting and ... truly thrilling!

This was the first tirne Mamya was able o ey out the complicated theories she had read abour.

This was the [irst time she had done o real uxPrrimanL
And she {oved it.



Her father turned and disappeared into the fog of the station. And Manya turned and
sentled down for the three-day journey ahead, The train raitled across Europe, speeding up as
It reached France.

When the train pulled up in Gare du Nord station, Manya stepped down, tired and alone,
Then, waving :hmugh ithe mist ... was Bronya, with her growing, pregnant h-rll}.".

W’hcn the autumn winds of 1851 swept through Warsaw, Manya changed
her mind and followed them to Parls. [t would be a very lnng journey.

O an ald woaden trunk she Pu.lﬁll:d the letters M. 5. and pacl-:-:d her clathes, her
shoes and vwo hats — her entire life in a lictle box. Her father wept.

Om che station platform. she callected her things together. She had packed food and
drink and a little folding chabr to sit on. She had boughe the cheapest ticker there was.
She had books. of course, and a quilt for the cold nights when her breath hung in the
atrand the carriage rocked her to-sleeps

Her [abher kissed her on
the cheek and handed her
- a fithe bay of caramets. Manya was in Paris af {ash




i her first d::.r_ she arrived at the Sorbonne ﬂr]].- and sigﬂed her name — Marie,
with the French spelling. This was the start of her new life.

Soon she moved into a rﬂ:i:t of her own, a small attlc room near the Sorbonne, in an area
called the Lavin Cuarver thar was full of arvises, siudents and other Polish people like her

Marke studied hard. ﬂ:rﬂl}' clever but also ﬂrrc:l}- -|'.I1.:|.'. Her fellow students spa:ll:r French
so quickly. so she had o practise and practise 1o keep up, Many of the other students couldn’t
FI"'DDDIJ:I'H:E ]'bEI FELImE, SE!nﬂ.nw:ka shE WS .

She was learning maths, physics and chemlsory
She loved the silence of the laboratory, her
eyes squinting in concentration and being
an her feet all day. Marke worked hard
to fill the gaps thar her strange. poor
childhood had given her She worked all
duy and stwdied all nighe wnil nobody
couild say she was left behind. In vwa
years, she had her Masters degru I
Physice. She was awarded her Masters
degree in Maths the year after

L]

In that first winter, shie had no
heating. light o Funning water.
When sthe got into bed, she wore
mr}-th!ng she owned and her ﬂrig_r:rr.
went |numb, One night i was so cald,
she Fil:d. up all the furniture on tap
of the covers to try and stay warm, as
the water in the basin turned 1o kce.




