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In this historical novel set in the Virgin Islands of 1733, Raisha escapes from her Dutch

"owners" in time to witness the mass suicide of her fellow slaves, who prefer death to recapture.

"O'Dell, like a conjurer, weaves worlds out of words . . . [He] doesn't spare readers any of the

grim realities of slavery; the details . . . are at times almost unbearably painful . . . The

ending . . . is so powerful, so searing, it will leave readers stunned." Publishers WeeklyFrom

Publishers WeeklyO'Dell, like a conjurer, weaves worlds out of words, over the years dazzling

readers with a string of remarkable novels richly steeped in a sense of time and place--and,

most of all, character. His latest story is set in 1733, and centers on a slave revolt in the West

Indies. As in so many of his books, O'Dell unfolds the tale through the eyes of a strong central

heroine, in this case, Raisha, daughter of a Senegalese sub-chief, who is captured and sold to

Danish slavers. O'Dell doesn't spare readers any of the grim realities of slavery; the details of

Raisha's harrowing six-month crossing on the slave ship God's Adventure (which may bring to

mind Paula Fox's The Slave Dancer ), and subsequent life as a house servant on the island of

St. John, are at times almost unbearably painful. But, as always, O'Dell's story is ultimately life-

affirming, a moving tribute to the dignity of the human spirit. Raisha's betrothed, the Barato

chief Konje, whom she eventually weds, escapes and joins a band of runaway slaves, quickly

becoming their leader. Soon, "drums are talking," and the night wind carries their messages of

hope from the rebel camp across the island. The voice of the drums underscores Raisha's own

miseries at the Van Prok plantation (where she's given the name Angelica), and urges the

story to its dramatic climax. The ending, in which all of the rebel slaves except Raisha, who is

carrying Konje's child, leap to their deaths from a cliff rather than return to slavery, is so

powerful, so searing, it will leave readers stunned. My Name Is Not Angelica is a magnificent

tale, superbly told by a grand master of historical fiction. Ages 10-14.Copyright 1989 Reed

Business Information, Inc. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From School

Library JournalGrade 6-8-- Raisha, a 16-year-old Senegalese girl, is betrothed to Konje, the

young king of her tribe. They are betrayed by a rival ruler, sold to slavers, and taken to the

Danish Virgin Islands. The island is plagued by drought, and the owners of the plantation to

which both she and her lover have been sold are listless, indifferent managers. The slaves are

controlled with acts of cruelty and torture which are mandated by the local governor, but many

have escaped to isolated encampments from which they communicate through African talking

drums. Konje escapes and quickly becomes the leader in a nearby camp, and Raisha later

joins him as both the cruel punishments and revolution grow. The rebel slaves are able to ward

off a first, half-hearted attack but are then trapped by a troop of French soldiers from nearby

Martinique. Facing almost certain torture and death, the slaves throw themselves from the cliffs

into the sea--all except Raisha who chooses to save the life of her unborn child. The events

portrayed are dramatic, and the story is a compelling indictment of slavery, but unfortunately,

none of the characters achieve full dimension. The detached narrative style which O'Dell has

used effectively in past novels serves here to hold readers at a distance and limits any sense

of the emotions Raisha would experience under such painful circumstances. Many events

(such as the long journey from Africa) are passed over so quickly that there's little sense of

time or the suffering involved. Still, the novel gives a clear picture of historic events which are

unfamiliar to many readers and shows once again the dehumanizing effect slavery had on both



slaves and their owners. --Eleanor K. MacDonald, Beverly Hills Public LibraryCopyright 1989

Reed Business Information, Inc. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Book

DescriptionMy Name is Not Angelica978-0-395-51061-2$18.00 HC Random House paperback

edition 1990978-0-440-40379-1 --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition

edition.Review"O'Dell, like a conjurer, weaves worlds out of words . . . [He] doesn't spare

readers any of the grim realities of slavery; the details . . . are at times almost unbearably

painful . . . The ending . . . is so powerful, so searing, it will leave readers stunned." Publishers

Weekly --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From the PublisherThe planter

who buys you will put you to work in his household or in the sugar-cane fields. In the fields,

under the hot sun, slaves don't last long, perhaps a year. So show your white teeth, Raisha,

smile a lot, and don't say anything unless you're asked.Snatched from her home in Africa,

sixteen-year-old Raisha begins her new life on the island of St. John's as a slave on Jost van

Prok's plantation. Even as a sheltered house servant, Raisha cannot ignore the terrible

suffering of other slaves. But is she willing to risk her life to help a group of runaways?This is a

compelling account of the great slave rebellion of 1733, and of one daring young woman's

suffering, strength, and ultimate triumph of will.This is Raisha's story.--This text refers to an

alternate kindle_edition edition.From the Inside FlapThe planter who buys you will put you to

work in his household or in the sugar-cane fields. In the fields, under the hot sun, slaves don't

last long, perhaps a year. So show your white teeth, Raisha, smile a lot, and don't say anything

unless you're asked.Snatched from her home in Africa, sixteen-year-old Raisha begins her

new life on the island of St. John's as a slave on Jost van Prok's plantation. Even as a

sheltered house servant, Raisha cannot ignore the terrible suffering of other slaves. But is she

willing to risk her life to help a group of runaways?This is a compelling account of the great

slave rebellion of 1733, and of one daring young woman's suffering, strength, and ultimate

triumph of will.This is Raisha's story. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition

edition.About the AuthorScott O’Dell (1898–1989), one of the most respected authors of

historical fiction, received the Newbery Medal, three Newbery Honor Medals, and the Hans

Christian Andersen Author Medal, the highest international recognition for a body of work by an

author of books for young readers. Some of his many books include The Island of the Blue

Dolphins, The Road to Damietta, Sing Down the Moon, and The Black Pearl. --This text refers

to the audioCD edition.Read more
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with HMH on Social MediaThe Library of Congress has cataloged the print edition as

follows:Copyright © 1989 by Scott O’DellFor information about permission to reproduce

selections from this book, write to trade.permissions@hmhco.com or to Permissions, Houghton

Mifflin Harcourt Publishing Company, 3 Park Avenue, 19th Floor, New York, New York 10016.To

Rosa Parkswho would not sit in the back of the busAuthor’s NoteIn the writing of My Name Is

Not Angelica, I talked to librarians and teachers on the islands of St. Thomas and St. John and

to the descendants of slaves who lived through the revolt of 1733—1734.The island of St. John

was discovered by Columbus in 1493. It passed from hand to hand among the Spaniards, the

Dutch, the British, and the French until the year 1717, when it was settled by the Danes. Two

hundred years later they sold the island to the United States.Besides numerous scholarly

papers, I found most helpful Westergaard’sThe Danish West Indies Under Company Rule;

Jadan’s booklet A Guide to Natural History of St. John; Night of the Silent Drums by John

Anderson, who spent thirty-five years of research on this fine novel; and the splendid books of

the explorer Basil Davidson, Black Mother: The African Slave Trade, The African Genius, and

The Lost Cities of Africa.1Late in the summer King Agaja sent out ten of his five hundred

women guards. They came down the river in a war canoe. They wore golden shifts, loops of

moonstone beads, and silver rings, but each of them carried a cutlass.I stood beside my father

at the river’s edge, holding my sister’s hand. I was sixteen and tall for my age, but I felt like a

child beside these giant women as they strode toward the ceiba tree where Konje waited. They

looked like ten giant statues come to life.The leader spoke to Konje in a queenly voice. “King

Agaja,” she said, “King of Zamboya, Emperor of Lands to the West and East, has learned of

your father’s death. The news has saddened His Majesty. He fears that the friendship between

Zamboya and Barato will languish and die.”My father, Tembu Motara, the chief counselor of

Barato, squeezed my hand as the word “friendship” was spoken. Never was there any

friendship between King Agaja and Konje’s father. No one in Barato had ever seen the king. His

merchants had never traded with us.The leader went on. “In order that this friendship will not

end, His Majesty will give a feast ten days from this day, to which you and your court are

invited.”Konje, who could smile at a charging lion, was startled when the ten warriors stepped

from the canoe. He was startled when their leader spoke to him. He bowed twice, tugged at

this belt, then glanced at my father.In his deep voice, my father replied, “Please inform His

Majesty that in the spirit of friendship we accept his generous invitation.”The leader, towering

over us all, looking beyond us, said, “His Majesty will be pleased that he will have the good

fortune to entertain you and your court.”Without more words, to the tinkling of bracelets, she

led her warriors to the canoe and quietly they set off up the muddy river. She waved and the

village waved back.“The invitation surprises me. What do you think of it?” Konje asked my

father.“We go to the feast, of course. But before we go, we think hard. The flood has changed

things. Barato is no longer seven villages hidden in the wilderness, far from the river and the

sea.”Last April, when it rained nights and days for weeks, our mighty river changed its course.

In a great loop, it rushed away from the country King Agaja ruled and left him without a harbor.

The river’s new course washed out one of our villages and most of our palm forest, but

miraculously we were now on the sea.“King Agaja has lost his harbor,” my father said. “Now he

has to send his goods through Barato. What’s on his mind is very simple. He doesn’t want to

pay us a tax on the goods he’ll ship, even a small tax.”Konje knew little about business. “What



does the king send?”“Elephant tusks, gold, palm oil. Also slaves.”“Slaves? From where?”“From

lands beyond the mountains where the river begins. But he collects them from everywhere.

Each year he sends more than six thousand to Spain and Portugal. To other countries

also.”“We cannot collect a tax on slaves,” Konje said. “I do not like the idea.”“It’s the most

profitable tax of all. King Agaja would pay us a tax for every slave he sends out. And a tax on

what he is paid in return—a musket, lead, and barrels of powder. You’ll be rich in a short

time.”“No,” Konje said.“You own slaves. I own slaves. All the elders own slaves. What’s the

difference between our slaves and those that King Agaja sends?”“Ours are well treated, a part

of the family. Of the slaves that are sold, I have heard, many are roasted over hot fires and

eaten.”“Eaten?” my father exclaimed. “That’s nonsense.”The sun was going down in a bank of

rain clouds. A cool wind wandered in from the harbor. Servants came with a string of horses. It

was the time of day when Konje and his lordly friends rode off to the grasslands, beyond the

swamps and the palm forest that surrounded us, to hunt wildebeests and panthers.The

beribboned horses caught Konje’s eye. He clapped his hands like a child and hummed a tune.

He chose a beautiful spotted mare, leaped on her back, and began to circle the tree where my

father and I stood. He rode slowly, sitting straight on his gold-trimmed blanket.His eyes were

fixed on me. He wanted to make sure that I was watching. I watched while he made two slow

circles of the big ceiba tree. “Raisha, do you like the horse?” he said.“It’s beautiful,” I said.We

would not be married until he was thirty years old. Now he was only twenty-seven. That was

the law of Barato. It was never broken. He liked to tease me. Once I teased him. I hinted that

one of the elders had asked me to marry. But both of us knew that our hearts were joined

forever.2Days after the women warriors left, King Agaja sent canoes filled with flowers, with

night-blooming cereus, pink jungle ferns, and frangipani. Our village ran down to the river to

meet them.Warriors, who spread the flowers under the ceiba tree, and a grizzled dwarf got out

of the canoe. He waddled up the pathway and stood stiffly in front of Konje.

my name is not angelica by scott odell, my name is not angelica, my name is not angelica pdf,

is angelica a rare name, my name is not angelica summary, what kind of name is angelica, is

scott an english name, my name is not angelica chapter summaries, my name is not on the

lease can i be evicted, my names not rick, my name is not lisa, my wifi name is not showing up,

my name is not important, my name is not mom reviews, my name is not five weenies, my

name is khan and i am not a terrorist

The King's Fifth, Thunder Rolling In The Mountains, Carlota, Streams To The River, River To

The Sea: A Novel of Sacagawea, The Black Pearl, Sarah Bishop, The Road to Damietta, Zia

(Island of the Blue Dolphins Book 2), Black Star, Bright Dawn, Serpent Never Sleeps, A Lion to

Guard Us

Georgina Johnston, “A favorite for 10 & 11 year old girls. When I taught 5th grade one year it

was the favorite of my inner city students. I am replacing it in my collection with the hopes to

give it away this spring as part of a charity basket for a raffle.”

Alice Marie Weingard, “Five Stars. Another great book by the author. Good addition for

Children's Literature class”
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Ebook Tops Reader, “good read. interesting story line”

The book by Scott O'Dell has a rating of  5 out of 4.5. 47 people have provided feedback.
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