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			The busy streets of the concrete jungle greeted me as nicely as the sound of my heels slapping against the pavement. With my clothes thrown on haphazardly, my hair in an unprofessional bun and the remnants of yesterday's makeup, I'm sure I resembled the definition of chaotic, and sadly I'd be unable to deny it. Many would think, "Oh, she's just late to work, it happens to everyone once in a while" or "Gee it sucks being late to work every now and then", but this was no occasional occurrence. Once again, I unfortunately am able to prove them wrong as this is a daily routine.
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			But despite my appearance, not many spare me second glance, as everyone here is too involved with their daily lives. As I sprint down the street to get to the subway station, I brush against someone going in the opposite direction, causing him to drop a bag he was holding. 

"Ah, gosh, I'm so sorry!" I yell back to the stranger yet my feet continue to move in my desired direction. The man barely glances up as he bends over for his belongings and continues on his way. 

I finally enter the subway station and begin moving towards the subway, just as I see the car moving away from the platform. 
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My heart drops and I can hear how loud it is beating even over the roar of the subway and other peoples chatter behind me. Of course this would happen, I knew my luck of catching the train right on time would eventually run out, but not today of all days. Not when I have my evaluation to get into my specialty at the hospital. 

Please, let this be a dream.


			

		

	
		
			I stand on the platform in despair next to the area where the train has just left and grab my phone to look at the time. 

Eight o' clock.


Racking my brain, I try to conjure solutions other than just waiting idly. The bus! There's a bus that usually comes around this time. Just as the thought comes, my legs begin to move out of the station and towards the busy street. 

Finally standing at the intersection, I glance around searching for the bus stop, spotting it someways across the street. Immediately, I begin banging on the traffic light, hoping it would somehow magically change the light quicker. I glance across the street again and notice the bus has now pulled up at the stop and people were boarding it.

"Come on, come on!" I yell at the incessant traffic to no avail. Finally the pedestrian sign turns green and I begin to sprint across the street.

[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			Suddenly I hear screams and a sudden shout in particular yelling, "Watch out!" and suddenly I'm no longer running. The smell of rubber fills my nose, my vision blurs, and my ears ring.

Several unknown faces hover above me and a couple move throughout my mind as well. My parents, who I haven't seen in months, how would this affect them? And the few friends I had made in this city, how devastated would they be?

The world around me comes back into focus and I come to hear the sound of someone gasping for breath. "Hey Miss, calm down, we called an ambulance!" And words similar to that are what's being used as a source of comfort. I don't want to die, I've got so much to live for, but what can I do about it now?


			

		

	
		
			As more of these morbid thoughts run through my mind and I lay paralyzed on the ground, I begin to notice the sky growing dark with each passing second. What's going on? It's still the morning and and not a cloud is in the sky. My eyes focus past the people crowded around me, towards the sun and my breath catches in my throat. 

What many wish to see at least once in their life, provided a great source of fear to me in that moment. The moon slowly moves towards the sun, and eventually begins to cover more and more of it, resulting in an even darker sky. I glance around me, my lungs and heart working in overtime, but no one else seems to notice the phenomenon occurring. 

And just as the moon finally covers the entirety of the sun, blackening the sky, my consciousness does the same.
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			Part 1


			

		

	
		
			Chapter 1


			

		

	
		
			"Emily! Emily! Oh dear child, please open your eyes, Emily!" Suddenly the voice breaks into a series of sobs and desperate cries and I feel myself being lifted and cradled.

I open my eyes to see a pale woman with her hair in an intricate bun and tears running down her beautiful face. Her hand is cradling my face and she rocks back and forth through her cries. 

I abruptly sit up and begin sputtering water and the unknown woman's gasp breaks her sobs. I cough trying to catch my breath and water from my hair runs down my face. Wait, what? 

I lift my and scour my surroundings and I notice I am by a large pond or a small lake. " Emily...", the woman calls and I turn back towards her on my knees. "Am I Emily?" I ask incredulously, and in that moment her face falls and a fresh set of tears brim her eyes.

"That's not a funny joke. Come now, let's get you back to the estate and have you cleaned up." The woman rises and it is only then that I recognize the clothing she is wearing. She has a skirt of layers and most likely a corset on to accentuate her small waist. The neckline of her dress is sharp and pointed and the sleeves are puffy. The skirt shows evidence of her kneeling in the grass, yet she walks back with poise as though nothing had happened.
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			"Can you please tell me what in the world is going on?" I ask, the tremors in voice making themselves known. "And who are you?"
 
The woman is still facing away from me but she is has stopped moving from where I sit on my knees. "You said you were just going for a walk," her whispers carry to me, "and then suddenly Madeline comes running back haggardly saying you'd fell into the lake--" her voice breaks off into a whimper and her shoulders shake. "And now you act as if you don't even know who you are." She turns around and her hand trembles as she raises it to cover her tear soaked face.

This new found information strikes me and I sit dumbfounded. I look up the hill the woman had been walking on and see a large house with people bustling around inside. This must be the estate she had been speaking of. "Who are you?" 

"I'm your mother, Emily."

"What year is it?" I ask, once again looking at her appearance. "It's April 21, 1876, darling." My heart drops to my stomach and my vision begins to spin and in a matter of seconds, I am once again unconscious.



			

		

	
		
			Chapter 2


			

		

	
		
			I awake to the familiar smell of disinfectant. It reminds me of many nights of sleeping in the on call in the hospital, waiting to take my shift. I open my eyes, however, and am met with a very unfamiliar sight. I observe the room and sit up, only to be greeted with a sharp throbbing in my head.
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I ride from the bed and head towards the door and I am met with hushed whispers as I walk by.


			

		

	
		
			Suddenly a woman appears in front of me and a shocked look crosses her features, "Young Lady, why have you left your quarters in your sleeping gown? Your brothers and father are still here." I glance down at my attire and notice I am wearing a long pink gown with long sleeves.

"Um, sorry, I'm not really getting what the big deal is." I slightly chuckle to myself, but obviously the woman in front of me does not quite get the humor. "Well I'm afraid everyone else in this estate does get the 'big deal'," she says sharply and tugs my arm back in the direction of the room I just came from.

The woman rummages,through a wardrobe in the room and pulls out a dress amongst other contraptions. "Since it is already past noon, I will give you your evening dress Miss Emily, now turn so I can put this on you."

The events that took place afterwards is something I would rather not live through again. There was so much pulling and tightening and tying and squeezing that I'm sure it altered my actual figure. 

"Now come along, luckily no one else in the manor has had lunch either." Obediently I follow behind her, studying the halls as I go. I notice a picture of a man next to a grandfather clock who seemed oddly important. "Um, excuse me," I call to the woman leading me, "who is that man?" She looks in the direction that my hand is pointing to and sighs.

"The Madame was not lying when she said you could not recall your memories, yet I still had hoped it was a little game you'd thought to play. That man is your grandfather, his name is Cornelius Vanderbilt." Her eyes look solemn as she tells me this information. I audibly gasp and my hands go to cover my mouth. My head whips around to look back at the picture and then back around the manor.

Of course, Vanderbilt was engraved like Easter eggs on almost everything of value, which was also everything. 


			

		

	
		
			"This is insane," I murmured. Cornelius Vanderbilt, one of the wealthiest Americans in the 19th century, born 1794 and died in 1877. He built up his steamboat empire and was seen as ruthless and aggressive to competitors in the 1820s. Then, in the 1860s, he built up another empire in a similar fashion, this time using railroads, a transportation that would change the face of America. He was a leading cause for America's advances in transportation, but his empire was also a great cause of this nation's loss of raw materials, along with air and water pollution. 

This man was Cornelius Vanderbilt, a greedy vicious robber baron, and he was my grandfather. 
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			Chapter 3


			

		

	
		
			The woman, who I have come to know as Catherine, led me to a very formal large dining room with high ceilings and expensive antique furniture. Well, right now it's probably not antique, but beautiful none the less. 

I look towards the table and notice that it is already full of both men and women, a seat open between an unknown woman and my alleged mother. All eyes turn towards me as the heels of my shoes make my presence known to those in the room. I shift my eyes down to avoid confrontation and hurriedly move towards the chair. When I pull the chair back it makes a loud grating noise that echoes throughout the room and blush profusely before sitting down. 'Mother' grabs my hand and squeezes softly in assurance before letting go.

"So the child has lost her marbles, has she lost her manners as well?" A gravelly voice booms throughout the room and I raise my head quickly, my eyes wide as the voice comes from none other than Cornelius Vanderbilt himself. "N-no sir, um, good after noon everyone." A few snickers and chuckles circle around the table and I once again turn my gaze to my lap hoping my existence would be forgotten. 

I'd learned everything in history about economics, politics, and things of that sort, but I didn't really ever know about the etiquette of the era. Obviously it was very necessary right now.
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			"Forgive her Father, I'm sure she'll come to in a while, please just give her some time." My mother's voice is firm as though she is not asking, but rather demanding. She and Cornelius stare at each other for a while before he grumbles and turns back towards a man to his right from his seat at the head of the table.

Cornelius clears his throat and begins speaking, "Back to our matter of business William, with the increasing flow of those folks from Europe, you should have more people looking for work from your company just as well as mine." His hand slaps the table and a big grin covers his features displaying crooked teeth.

"Yes, Father I understand that much, but with more people--"

"Comes more work and more things to build and accomplish!" Cornelius cuts off his son, his energy continuously rising. "Yes Father, but all those people won't be working for free, will they? We have to actually pay these people that we employ and that's more money out of our pockets."

"Then we go back to the charts, look at our pay compared to other companies and take a little off the top." The old man says nonchalantly, lighting a smoking pipe in the process. "But Sir, the workers are already going against low wages, there have even been cases of strikes against the company."

"Well then let them strike, it does nothing anyways! How often have you seen companies bend to the will of the public? Let them strike for a little while, but all too quickly they'll realize that this work is all they're ever going to get."


			

		

	
		
			I gasp at what I had just witnessed, and once again all eyes are turned towards me, this time, however, I do not shy away. "This is so wrong on so many levels," confusion, shock and puzzlement crossed everyone's features, "do you realize what your even saying? You basically admitted that you don't give a care about your workers wants so long as you get your money. Next you'd say how you don't care about how and where they work either. Oh wait, you already don't care about that either do you?"

"Emily!" Simultaneous shrieks of my name fill the room, yet I sit smugly in chair staring at my so-called grandfather. " And just to think that in a few years what your doing is illegal." And that was the icing on the cake.

"I'm glad you've such interest in business in such a short amount of time Emily," Cornelius says visibly shaking and beet red, "but, so what if it won't be legal in a few years like you've come to believe. Is it legal now? Very much so, and although I am a Christian, you must realize that if I had not done what I am still doing today, then you would not be sitting in this seat, in this estate. I am sitting where I am sitting today because I worked for it and consequently because I deserve it. They are not here because they are not fit to be, otherwise this whole economic system would be in shambles Emily. It is industrial capitalism that got me here, it is because I was stronger that I am here, and that includes you as well. Send her back up to her room." 

Two women gently grab my arms and lift me from seat, but my eyes are still glued to Cornelius Vanderbilt. So this was the mindset of those who lived in this era. I suppose I should have expected this, gilded means gold but only on the surface, and right now I'm seeing very far beneath it.



			

		

	
		
			Chapter 4


			

		

	
		
			I sat lonesome in my large room staring out my bedroom window to the street full of bustling people. The streets were very crowded, that much has never changed about Manhattan, New York. The technical beginnings of the first automobile won't start until about 1885, so it appeared that everyone depended on trains or walking to get from point A to B.

Also, after having spoken to Catherine, a head maid in the estate, she explained to me a lot about the world I was living in and about my family as well. It turns out my father is William Henry Vanderbilt, the heir to Cornelius Vanderbilt who will be deceased in about one year's time due to some bodily complications. Of course Catherine does not know this, and I'm afraid there is nothing more that I can do to help the old geezer, his time is set. 

My mother is Louisa Vanderbilt, a big party hostess, but she and Cornelius don't often see eye to eye, that much was evident yesterday afternoon. Apparently I'm 18 years old, the youngest of the family, but I'm a very eligible bachelorette, mostly due to my family fortune. 

In news of inventions and technology advancements: the Pullman Car was invented for easier long distance traveling, the first phone call had been made last month, barbed wire came about and limited open range cattle, and also elevator safety brakes were made about a decade ago, so not as many people die now.


			

		

	
		
			I sigh at the overwhelming amount of information I've obtained and massage my head for a sense of relief. After a while of sitting and people watching, I get up to try and find a bathroom and hopefully explore more of the manor. Before exiting my room, I look out the doorway to see if any of my family members were milling about around my room, only to discover the coast is clear. 

I step into the hall walking idly and looking at fixtures when suddenly, my body collides with another's, sending his items toppling to the floor. I turn around shocked reaching towards the victim, "I'm so sorry, Sir..." My voice trails as the man is bent retrieving his items, not sparing me a glance, yet his side profile is oddly familiar. He stands and faces me and immediately my hands go to my mouth in shock. He simply winks to me, nods his head in my direction, and continues on his way. 

That man, he was in New York on the day I died, but now he is here in the past. And he remembers me, too.  
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			I try to focus after that bizarre encounter, maybe he is the key to me getting back home in the present. As walk down the halls I notice some diversity amongst the staff, at least racially, and it causes me to recall the period of migration that this country is currently experiencing. So many immigrants come from, not only Europe and Asia overseas, but also from rural areas as more and more people like Grandfather become successful and start empires. These people come for work and look for opportunity, and although they wouldn't call themselves this now, they are the Old Immigrants.

Because of these people, migration and growth of urban America was on a rise. Of course there were people who weren't as accepting to them as Grandfather and company executives were. In fact these people were prejudiced to them, and it was often factory workers who feared they would lose their jobs to the immigrants. These people were often called 'nativists' and they proved a challenge to the immigration wave--

A soft knock drags me out of my thoughts followed by a voice, "Young Lady, are you about ready to come out of the powder room, the Master demands your company." I quickly open the door, as I had simply been standing in the room, and stutter a quick apology before heading to the grand room in the manor, where Cornelius Vanderbilt resided.


			

		

	
		
			Chapter 5


			

		

	
		
			My hand trembles as I raise it to the door knocker on the dark wood door. Finally, I get courageous enough and the loud sound fills the halls. The door swings open and the only source of light come from a light opening in the curtains, but it's enough to see the old man in a grand chair behind an even more grand desk.

"Come in child, and shut the door behind you, you'll let all the cold air out and it's starting to get warm outside." Quickly, I nod in agreement and shut the heavy door as quietly as possible and move to stand in front of his desk. The tension is heavy as he stares at me and I, him, yet he seems to searching for something when he studies me.

"What's the matter child? Nothing to say since you don't have a bigger audience, or is it because your mother is not by your side?" His tone is taunting and he holds a smug look in his eyes. "No, Sir, I realize that I was in the wrong for my outburst yesterday and I'd like to apologize." I lower my head, hoping he'd take the bait and allow me to leave. 

He murmurs something that I don't quite pick up, but when I lift my head he's reaching beneath his desk and comes up with a pipe in hand. "Do you know who the most disliked group people in America is right now?" He asks me, expecting my answer to be no. " The immigrants, Sir."

He sputters a little on his pipe in shock, but quickly regains his composure. "Yes, because they are coming in and taking available jobs, and we as employers are letting them. But what makes these people even more mad, is that these immigrants even look and sound a little like us Americans, for the most part at least, and then they fear that no one will be able to tell the difference." Cornelius leans back in his seat and puffs out another cloud of smoke before continuing. "With the blacks and Indians, the difference is clear, we know who's who and we won't ever get it mixed up, but have those Europeans stay for a year or two and we will look and sound the exact same."

"It's because the people fear change," I say boldly, having him say exactly what I'd read in textbooks was chilling and frightening that it was so true. "But I can promise you, eventually how you look, how you talk, or who you worship will hold little importance in the future, or at least there will be rapid changes to fix it." 


			

		

	
		
			Cornelius leans forward in his seat with a scrutinizing gaze fixated solely on me. "You have changed a great deal Emily. Yes you've always been brilliant, but wise? I cannot say I recall that trait. Tell me, since you seem to hold the gift of the oracles, what is in store for this nation?"

I clear my throat uncomfortably and shift my weight, "Very well. Because of the mass migration, the country is divided even more due to diverse ethnicities, classes and religion. Majority immigrants and the working class are going to be staying around factories, so they can stay close to work. But because of racism, blacks are forced to live in what is called black ghettos, meanwhile white middle class get to live in suburban areas, or suburbs, due to transportation advances, corporate practices, and government policies. Basically if you're rich, white and Protestant you'll thrive in America and this is just the surface of the social and cultural changes that migration brought."

"Do what you want with this information, but I hope that instead of sitting idly, you use your influence in the government to do something about this." My shoulders heave as I finish speaking feeling as though I've gotten a load of my chest. Maybe, just maybe this man could use this information and change the future of America.

Cornelius chuckles which then rises into guffaws and finally full blown booming spurts of laughter. "And what exactly could I use my powerful influence to do? Do you think you've just told me something the government doesn't already know is going on? If they wanted to do something about it, they'd do it, but why would they when they are getting so much money? It's either work ceaselessly at public demands and whims, or make a good living and try your best from that standpoint. Honestly, I can't blame them, I'm here and those that struggle are not, so why would I bend and break for those doomed from the start." And his laughter erupts once more.

Tears fill my eyes and threaten to spill, but I still hold firm and simply sigh. "It is like I said, do what you will with this information, but just remember the decision you made today Grandfather." I turn around dignified and begin to make my exit.


			

		

	
		
			Chapter 6
(5 years later)


			

		

	
		
			It is now December 15, 1881. Cornelius Vanderbilt has since passed away, following the path of history, and my father, William Henry Vanderbilt, is now over almost every railroad in the North. There has been no change to history due to my sudden appearance back in time, and my extended stay here has gotten me used to the customs and norms of this era, but I'm afraid I won't be staying here for long. I've felt myself grow ill these past few months and I fear, my sudden passing, as it is no where near my time, will alter history quite significantly. 

Over the years, I've come to be known as a socialite, following my mothers footsteps, and I have amassed quite the following as well. In particular, a man by the name of William Douglas Sloane (brother of the executive of W. & J. carpet firm) has grown quite fond of me this past year and always asks to take me to the grandest balls and dinners of the elite.

Also I met Madeline Strohr, daughter of a wealthy businessman as well, however she happened to already have been my best friend, prior to when I came back to the past. Nevertheless it was always great to make her acquaintance.

Currently, my mother, sister, and I were headed to an evening ball in our carriage to fulfill duties as socialists. The balls aren't like in the modern day where they are thrown together with the promise of charity. No these events were planned for pleasure and for many women to escape the house in the upper class. 

Finally arriving at the event in Upper East Manhattan, ushers were at every possible manual task that was necessary to do before entering the building. One helped me from the carriage (though I was all too capable), another opened the door (again very capable), and lastly someone began shrugging my coat off for me to hang up (still exceptionably capable). I entered the main hall where numerous other guests milled about most greeting me by name, though I could not do the same. Finally, when I'd finished all the formalities of greeting the hosts and such, I turn and begin searching for William, yet he finds me first. 


			

		

	
		
			"Emily!" He greets me with a smile so contagious that I can't help but reciprocate it. His handsome face pulled wide into a Cheshire grin and he gently lifts my hand to his lips. "William, you act like it's been years since I've last seen you, when truly it's only been a matter of days." I say this yet I still can't help but feel giddy when I see him as well.

"But a few days is too long of a wait before I see you once again, do forgive my unabashed excitement, but in my case it is well justified." He chuckles before tugging my arm to the dance floor. William is as lively as the music as spins and twirls me in a rhythmic fashion, and I am trusting enough to let him lead.

From the dance floor, I see other women, not just on the floor with me, but also seated at tables. Some alone, some eating and others gossiping with other women, but many are refusing men to dance with, a big negative in this day and age. But, this was women standing up for their rights, saying that they have to option of refusal, and this is all resultant of women's reform movements. Whether they call themselves reformers or just women wanting equality, they are making the necessary steps to get to where women are today. Yet, right now it just seems like a big social issue in the Gilded Age.

What's really pitiful about this age, however, is the steps the government and politics have taken backwards in giving blacks equal rights, and this is only the beginning of the injustices. The government gave blacks rights, only for them to be taken away, stripped and then forgotten about. Thus, rose the black reform movements, though some had different views and still will in the future, they all are fighting for the same thing: equality
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The ball ended just as grandly as it began, partially due to William's romantic send off before he left for his own carriage. The whole ride back home, evidence of my wonderful night was overflowing, and my mother and sister could do nothing but giggle.

Upon my arrival back home however, I began feeling extremely faint and word was sent to have me carried up to my room. Mother sent for a doctor who happened to be out on the town and he came inspect my condition. "She has a fever and an abscess in her abdomen, it could be a burst appendix. I'm afraid there is nothing more to be done at the point, her time will be nearing, it might be best to say your goodbyes." The doctor bows his head before heading out of the room. 

Gosh, appendicitis, I suppose that was a way to die back then, but never did I think I'd meet this fate. After all the me in the future had her appendix removed in the eighth grade, but that was me then and this is me now. Unfortunately. 

Several people weep over me as I fade in and out of consciousness, staying in the out much longer each time until finally, I don't reach consciousness again.


			

		

	
		
			Epilogue
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			Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. 

The sound was ongoing and was what interrupted my sleep, allowing me to be aware of my surroundings. After realizing that the electronic beeping noise was to modern to be back in the Gilded Age, my eyes shoot open to a blindingly white room. The smell of disinfectant that used to provide a sense of familiarity, hits me strong, and becomes foreign to my nose.

I look around and see flowers and balloons and cards wishing me well, but what throws me off is the technology in the room. As I'm busy gazing around the room wonder struck, my room door is suddenly opened to reveal a female nurse, but not just any nurse: it was Catherine. 

The head maid in the manor stepped to my side and began rambling off questions asking is I was conscious and such, yet all I could do was gawk at her in shock trying to wrap my head around her arrival. "Elena, are you okay, are you feeling any pain? Elena?" She gently moves me back towards my pillow before I finally grasp back onto reality.

"Um, how long have I been here?" My voice is raspy from no use and I begin to truly wonder about the duration of my stay. "It's about close to two months now, you gave most of the staff a fright when we saw one of our own residents being taken into the hospital on her own stretcher. And then to think you didn't wake up! That was really when the panic began." She chuckles to herself before checking my vitals. 

"Where are my parents?" I asked, but obviously too soon, because just I'd asked the question, my mother comes running in arms wide and face glistening in tears. My dad comes trailing in less dramatically, but it's the emotion on his face that causes me to burst into tears. 


			

		

	
		
			I guess my years spent in that historical world were simply just dreams to past the time as I slept for almost two months, and this was the conclusion that I'd come to when it came time to try to sort my thoughts.

Yet, after the tearful reunion I had with my parents, why did I keep seeing familiar faces? After I left the hospital a few weeks later, my parents begged and pleaded for me to stay with them for a little while, but I refused, saying it would be best to get back to normal life as quickly as possible. 

When I was dropped off in front of my apartment complex I said a quick farewell before entering the building, but I found myself entering a daze. The dream that I had for those two months, felt so surreal and I found myself grasping for chest in a fit of tears thinking of all those I had left behind in the past. I let out an especially heart felt cry for the feeling of losing first love in such a horrible way, a way so unexpected to both him and I.

"Excuse me miss, I've been trying to call you for a while, you dropped your-"

I abruptly turned trying to wipe my face of any evidence of crying. "Miss, are you alright...", his voice fades into whisper and I glance up to answer him only to see him staring at me with a look one could only describe as awe. Yet, as I begin to look at him I realize my face probably mirrors his and there is absolute good reason for it.

His hand reaches out towards me, mine doing the the same, and in the same breathless gasp we both say the name we thought had only been in our dreams.

"William"

"Emily"
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iBook.IS_IPAD = (navigator.platform == 'iPad');

// Indicates whether the platform supports touches.
iBook.SUPPORTS_TOUCHES = ('createTouch' in document);

// The interaction start event name
iBook.START_EVENT = iBook.SUPPORTS_TOUCHES ? 'touchstart' : 'mousedown';

// The interaction move event name
iBook.MOVE_EVENT = iBook.SUPPORTS_TOUCHES ? 'touchmove' : 'mousemove';

// The interaction end event name
iBook.END_EVENT = iBook.SUPPORTS_TOUCHES ? 'touchend' : 'mouseup';

// The CSS selector for media elements.
iBook.MEDIA_BASE_CSS_SELECTOR = '.ibooks-media';

// The HTML attribute for the audio source
iBook.MEDIA_AUDIO_SOURCE_ATTRIBUTE = 'data-ibooks-audio-src';

// The HTML attribute for the audio reset on play
iBook.MEDIA_AUDIO_RESET_ATTRIBUTE = 'data-ibooks-audio-reset-on-play';

// The HTML attribute for pausing iBooks read aloud
iBook.MEDIA_PAUSE_READ_ALOUD_ATTRIBUTE = 'data-ibooks-pause-readaloud';

iBook.HYPERLINK_ATTRIBUTE = 'data-bookcreator-link';

// CSS class name on active elements
iBook.ACTIVE_CSS_CLASS = "active";

// Tap threshold value, in pixels
iBook.TAP_THRESHOLD = 10;

iBook.handleLink = function (e)
{
    var link = e.target.getAttribute(iBook.HYPERLINK_ATTRIBUTE);
    if (link)
    {
        e.preventDefault();
        window.location.href = link;
    }
}

iBook.getEventClientX = function (event) {
    if (event.changedTouches && event.changedTouches.length == 1) {
        // Touch interface
        return event.changedTouches.item(0).clientX;
    }
    else {
        // Desktop interface
        return event.clientX;
    }
}

iBook.getEventClientY = function (event) {
    if (event.changedTouches && event.changedTouches.length == 1) {
        // Touch interface
        return event.changedTouches.item(0).clientY;
    }
    else {
        // Desktop interface
        return event.clientY;
    }
}

/* ==================== BASE CONTROLLER ==================== */

function iBooksBaseController()
{    
    // Set true for an onscreen log
    if (false)
    {
        var logArea = document.createElement("textarea");
        logArea.id = "logArea";
        logArea.style.position = "absolute";
        logArea.style.bottom = "5px";
        logArea.style.left = "5px";
        logArea.style.width = "420px";
        logArea.style.height = "150px";
        logArea.style.zIndex = 4000;
        var body = document.getElementById("main");
        body.appendChild(logArea);
        
        iBook.log = function (msg) {
            var logArea = document.getElementById("logArea");
            if (!msg) msg = "null";
            logArea.value = msg + "\n" + logArea.value;
        };
    }
    else
    {
        iBook.log = function (msg) {};
    }    
    
    this.media = new iBooksMediaController();
    this.link = new iBooksLinkController();
}

// On DOM content loaded, instantiate the iBook base controller
window.addEventListener("DOMContentLoaded", function() {
    window.iBookController = new iBooksBaseController();
}, false);

/* ==================== ELEMENT PROTOTYPE ADDITIONS ==================== */

// Indicates whether the element has a given class name within its <code>class</code> attribute.
Element.prototype.hasClassName = function (className)
{
    return new RegExp('(?:^|\\s+)' + className + '(?:\\s+|$)').test(this.className);
}

// Adds the given class name to the element's <code>class</code> attribute if it's not already there.
Element.prototype.addClassName = function (className)
{
    if (!this.hasClassName(className))
    {
        this.className = [this.className, className].join(' ');
        return true;
    }
    else
    {
        return false;
    }
}

// Removes the given class name from the element's <code>class</code> attribute if it's there.
Element.prototype.removeClassName = function (className)
{
    if (this.hasClassName(className))
    {
        var curClasses = this.className;
        this.className = curClasses.replace(new RegExp('(?:^|\\s+)' + className + '(?:\\s+|$)', 'g'), ' ');
        return true;
    }
    return false;
}

// Adds or removes the given class name from the element's <code>class</code> attribute based on a condition. If no
// condition is set, the class will be added if it is not already present and removed if it is.
Element.prototype.toggleClassName = function (className, condition)
{
    if (condition == null)
    {
        condition = !this.hasClassName(className);
    }
    this[condition ? 'addClassName' : 'removeClassName'](className);
}

/* ==================== LINK CONTROLLER ==================== */

function iBooksLinkController()
{
    // <img data-bookcreator-link="page002.xhtml" .../> or <img data-bookcreator-link="http://www.google.com" .../>
    var imgElements = document.documentElement.getElementsByTagName("img");
    
    for (var i = 0, max = imgElements.length; i < max; i++)
    {
        var img = imgElements[i];
        var link = img.getAttribute(iBook.HYPERLINK_ATTRIBUTE);
        if (link)
        {
            // iBook.log("adding image click:" + link);
            img.addEventListener("click", iBook.handleLink, false);
        }
    }
}

/* ==================== MEDIA CONTROLLER ==================== */

function iBooksMediaController()
{
    this.allMedia = [];

    var audioElements = document.querySelectorAll(iBook.MEDIA_BASE_CSS_SELECTOR + "-audio");

    if (audioElements) {
        for (var i = audioElements.length - 1; i >= 0; i--) {
            this.allMedia.push(new iBooksAudioController(audioElements[i]));
        }        
    }
    
    var videoElements = document.documentElement.getElementsByTagName("video");
    
    for (var i = 0, max = videoElements.length; i < max; i++) {
        this.allMedia.push(new iBooksVideoController(videoElements[i]));
    }
}

/* ==================== VIDEO CONTROLLER ==================== */

function iBooksVideoController(element)
{    
    this.media = element;
    this.media.addEventListener("play", this, false);
}

iBooksVideoController.prototype.pause = function()
{    
    this.media.pause();
}

iBooksVideoController.prototype.handleEvent = function(event)
{
    if (event.type == "play") {
        // iBooks will stop any other media automatically
        // but let's also call pause() on each item to reset the UI
        
        var allMedia = iBookController.media.allMedia;
        
        for (var i = 0, max = allMedia.length; i < max; i++) {
            if (allMedia[i].media != this.media) {
                allMedia[i].pause();
            }
        }
    }
}

/* ==================== AUDIO CONTROLLER ==================== */
/**
 *  This is called when we've found a valid iBooks audio HTML element.
 *  
 *  By default, audio will pause itself on touch, then resume playing when touched again.
 *  To reset the audio track, include the HTML attribute <code>iBook.MEDIA_AUDIO_RESET_ATTRIBUTE</code>
 *  and set the value to equal to <code>true<code>.
 *
 *  For example:
 *  <div class="ibooks-media-audio" data-ibooks-audio-src="audio/src.m4a">Play audio</div>
 *
 *  @property {Object} element The required object to instantiate the <code>iBooksAudioController</code>
 */
function iBooksAudioController(element)
{    
    // iBook.log("iBooksAudioController construction:" + element);
    
    this.el = element;
    this.el.addEventListener(iBook.START_EVENT, this, false);
    this.src = this.el.getAttribute(iBook.MEDIA_AUDIO_SOURCE_ATTRIBUTE);
    this.resetAudioOnPlay = false; // For future maybe
    this.setAudio();
}

// Creates a new audio element, set the source, then load it.
iBooksAudioController.prototype.setAudio = function()
{    
    this.media = new Audio();
    this.media.src = this.src;
    this.media.addEventListener("ended", this, false);      
    document.documentElement.appendChild(this.media);
}

iBooksAudioController.prototype.play = function()
{
    var allMedia = iBookController.media.allMedia;
    
    for (var i = 0, max = allMedia.length; i < max; i++) {
        allMedia[i].pause();
    }
        
    if (this.resetAudioOnPlay) {
        // Remove the existing element to prevent duplicates.
        document.documentElement.removeChild(this.media);
        this.setAudio();
    }
    
    this.el.addClassName(iBook.ACTIVE_CSS_CLASS);
    this.media.play();
}

iBooksAudioController.prototype.pause = function()
{
    this.media.pause();
    this.el.removeClassName(iBook.ACTIVE_CSS_CLASS);
};

// When the audio ends, remove its active class
iBooksAudioController.prototype.ended = function()
{
    this.el.removeClassName(iBook.ACTIVE_CSS_CLASS);
}

/**
 *  On touch start, add an event listener for touch end. Store the
 *  touch start X, Y coordinates for later use.
 */
iBooksAudioController.prototype.touchStart = function(event)
{
//    iBook.log("iBooksAudioController.prototype.touchStart");
    
    this.startX = iBook.getEventClientX(event);
    this.startY = iBook.getEventClientY(event);
    window.addEventListener(iBook.END_EVENT, this, false);
}

/**
 *  On touch end, remove our event listeners. Determine if the user action was a 
 *  tap, or gesture; if the action was a tap then add <code>iBook.ACTIVE_CSS_CLASS</code>
 *  to the body class and prevent default. Otherwise, allow iBooks to handle the event.
 */
iBooksAudioController.prototype.touchEnd = function(event)
{
    /*
    iBook.log("iBooksAudioController.prototype.touchEnd");
    
    iBook.log("event.pageX=" + event.pageX);
    iBook.log("event.clientX=" + event.clientX);
    if (event.changedTouches && event.changedTouches.length == 1)
        iBook.log("event.changedTouches.item(0).clientX=" + event.changedTouches.item(0).clientX);
    */
    
    window.removeEventListener(iBook.END_EVENT, this, false);
    
    this.xTap = (Math.abs(this.startX - iBook.getEventClientX(event)) < iBook.TAP_THRESHOLD);
    this.yTap = (Math.abs(this.startY - iBook.getEventClientY(event)) < iBook.TAP_THRESHOLD);
    
    if (this.xTap && this.yTap) {
        event.preventDefault();
        if (this.media.paused)
            this.play();
        else
            this.pause();
    }
}

// Event triage.
iBooksAudioController.prototype.handleEvent = function(event)
{
    // iBook.log("iBooksAudioController.prototype.handleEvent:" + event.type);

    switch(event.type){
        case iBook.START_EVENT:
            this.touchStart(event);
            break;
        case iBook.END_EVENT:
            this.touchEnd(event);
            break;
        case "ended":
            this.ended();
            break;
    }
}
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