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			"GAH! I CAN'T WRITE THIS STUPID ESSAY!" Screamed Taylor, her pencil flying across the room. Did Mrs. Baker really expect her to write a Gilded Age essay all in one night? Taylor laid across her bed in defeat. "How am I supposed to know about what such and such thought of this labor union? Or who wanted what?" She thought. With a sigh, she curled up under the covers. Maybe a nap would refresh her brain.. Or at least delay her failure. Right before she closed her eyes, she chuckled under her breath. "Wouldn't it be nice if I could just talk to someone from the Gilded Age? Yeah right.. I'd get an A for sure.." She thought as she drifted to sleep 
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			"YOU THERE! YES YOU! WHAT YEAR IS THIS?" Taylor heard a man shout at her. She opened her eyes and screamed. Was that Mark Twain in her bedroom? This was just a dream. It had to be! She jumped out of her bed and paced back and forth, muttering. She turned quickly to the elderly man with a fluffy mustache sitting there, staring at her blankly. "You have to get out! Leave! Um.. You have to go!! My mom can't see you... And I have an essay.. GOD THE ESSAY! I almost forgot.. I'm done for!" Taylor frantically ran her hands through her hair while the man, presumably Mark Twain, chuckled. 
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Taylor stopped. Was this man laughing? It's okay.. He's not real anyways. Or was he? Why is this man in her room?! "Who are you?! What do you want?! I can call the police you know.." She shouted. "Why dear, I'm only here because you asked me to be. The name is Samuel Clemens. But perhaps I'm better known as Mark Twain. How do you do, young lass?". Taylor stood there, mouth agape. "THE Mark Twain..? But.. Aren't you..." She stuttered. "Oh nonsense! What are they teaching you young minds.. Oh nevermind that! What is it you needed?" He asked, crossing his legs. 
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			Taylor blinked, eyes wide. "W-well.. I.. I do have an essay in APUSH.. It's absolute trash though. Oh forget it, I'm hopeless! Look at me.. I'm talking to a dead writer for crying out loud! Ughh!! I HATE THE GILDED AGE!" Exclaimed Taylor. Twain giggled slightly, "You and me both.. You know who coined that title right?" He prodded. "Well of course.. You did. Because it looked so nice on the surface.. But in reality-" "Corruption and injustice." Twain interrupted. "It's sickening. So unfair and dirty, yet America still grew. Isn't that ironic? We've grown the most when we are the most miserable." 
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			Taylor sat on the edge of her bed, sighing. "Why can't you just write my essay? You understand The Gilded Age..". "Well my dear, that's cheating. But I can, however, help. But I fear you aren't giving yourself enough credit. Read me what you have written! Don't be shy." Twain responded. Taylor blushed a bright red. Nothing scary about reading your half-written essay to one of the most well known authors of all time, right? She hesitantly grabbed her paper and cleared her throat. 
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The Gilded Age: Helpful or Hurtful? 

By Taylor B. 
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			"After Reconstruction, business and industry began to pick up once again. With many labor strikes and unions created, wages slightly increased, women and immigrants gained more jobs, and the US was on its way to a better place. Top industries were coal mines, railroads, and steel, which gave birth to tycoons. These tycoons controlled the people's government, and set harsh conditions for the immigrants trying to start a new life." Taylor cringed. This essay was NOT going to end well. 
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			Twain nodded. He seemed pleased.. Or was it pity? "Very good. See? You do know something. Now you just need some details and voila! A marvelous essay. There was a lack of technology, though. Did you mention all the new technology?" He asked. Taylor shook her head and shrugged. "I didn't know how to mention it. Like.. The Industrial Revolution happened. That's it! That's all I can think of." She explained. 
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			Twain scoffed. "Well for starters, we quickly became the top industrial nation, even surpassing Britain! Which is quite ironic since we stole industry from them to begin with." He laughed. "You did mention steel. Do you know what process made that steel so cheap?". Taylor pondered. Maybe she shouldn't have slept so much last week... "I give up. What was it?" She asked. "The Bessemer Process, of course! All of these big industries began with a tiny and cheap beginning. Plus, more technology means more factories, more factories mean a need for more cheap labor, and who was willing to provide that cheap labor?" Twain asked. "Immigrants!" Taylor stated as she scribbled on her essay. 
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			"Precisely! My, you are quite bright. So yes, the new technology birthed from the Industrial Revolution allowed for more jobs and more opportunity for economic growth." Twain smiled. Taylor paused and thought for a moment. "Wait.. So with all these immigrants coming to America, did we have enough room?" She asked. Twain frowned, "Goodness no. These new immigrants were penniless and could hardly speak English. They ended up in what they called slums." 


			

		

	
		
			"What were they like? Crowded I imagine." Taylor asked, shuffling her essay paper. "Crowded? Bah! They were more than crowded, my dear. They were filthy buildings that had no running water. Oh what a sight to see! People even began to take photographs of these poor souls to show people how bad slums really were." Twain explained. "Oh! Like Jacob Riis?" Taylor asked. "Ah yes! Exactly." Twain smiled. "And you were worried you didn't know anything.". 


			

		

	
		
			Taylor was writing furiously about these challenges involving migration, when she had a thought. She looked up at Twain and asked, "So where are all the positive effects? Like all the new cultures and social changes.. Isn't that where Chinese food comes from? Man.. I could go for a good wonton.." Taylor trailed off. Twain looked at her, puzzled. "Wonton? What is this.. Wonton?" Taylor laughed, "You mean you've never had a wonton! Gosh old man, you're missing out. It's like, cream cheese and fried bread. Oh forget it! I have an essay to write. Wontons won't help me here." 
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			"Not so fast with your wontons. Maybe they can help you. Who brought them over?" Twain asked. "Well the Chinese immigrants, obviously." Replied Taylor. "Well.. That means they kept their culture somehow. Can you think of how? Or should I say where?" Twain inquired. "Well.. They have Chinatown.." Taylor said shyly. "Speak up! Yes that's right! With new immigrants came new cultural areas like Chinatown. Unfortunately, most of them sprang up because they were harshly discriminated against, but now I assume they serve as wonderful places to get these 'wontons' you speak of. So positive effects are more diversity in art, language, and cuisine, while some challenges faced were discrimination and an overflow of certain immigrants." Twain elaborated. 


			

		

	
		
			"Oh yeah! Like the Chinese Exclusion Act that limited their migration. But.. If the slums were full, where did people go?" Asked Taylor. "Well the West of course! People could now move much farther with these new railroads." Twain said stretching. "Trains and steamboats weren't perfect.. But they did blow up less." He chuckled. Taylor furrowed her brow and said, "Well sure, but wouldn't all the room for railways force people to cut down trees? What about the poor environment? And what about all that coal polluting everything?". "It did, unfortunately. Although railroads spread farther than ever before, so did its negative effects. Animal species lost their homes, pollution rapidly picked up, and trees were chopped down to make room." Twain explained. 
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			After minutes of writing, erasing, and writing again, Taylor triumphantly raised her paper up, exclaiming "I've done it! I've actually done it! Please read it, Mr. Twain? Just to make sure I have everything." She said handing her papers to Twain. After he skimmed it, he looked up at her with a grin underneath his fluffy mustache. "It's wonderful. But.. You're still missing one little detail.. What about capitalism?" He inquired. 
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			Taylor deflated. "What do you mean capitalism? What does that have to do with anything?" She asked. Twain gasped, "My darling, that has to do with everything! The growth of big business, the factories, the big tycoons, the shift in political power, that is all related to industrial capitalism.". Taylor looked puzzled, "How so?". Twain leaned forward, eager to explain. "Capitalism essentially means competition. This huge growth of business was because of competition, using different things like trusts and pools to save and capitalize on money. Do you know a man by the name of Andrew Carnegie?" Twain asked. 
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			"Of course! He was a huge business tycoon from the steel industry." She replied. "Well, he used something called Horizontal Integration. This meant he controlled every part of his business, from the mining, to the shipping, to the retail. This is how he stayed competitive. John Rockefeller, whom I'm sure you know, used the opposite known as Vertical Integration, where he had smaller branches deal with the different parts. So with Industrial capitalism, more tycoons rose to the top. These elite had the biggest say in government, but that's an issue of its own." Sighed Twain. 
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			"What do you mean they had the power? That's not very fair.." Thought Taylor. "Its not!" Scoffed Twain, "It was absolutely corrupt. The common folk were just oppressed through the era.". "Is that what led to the social reforms? And all the labor strikes?" Asked Taylor. "Indeed. It sparked the Progressive movement, actually. Where they were all about protecting the common man and getting him more involved in the government." Twain replied.  
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			Taylor went back to furiously writing. She truly did have everything Mrs. Baker could ever want! She was going to make a 100 for sure. She had to! "There! All done! I really appreciate your he-" Taylor turned to thank Twain, but her wasn't there. She smiled and thought, "I guess that means I'll get a good grade. Thanks, Mark.". Taylor packed her bag for the school day tomorrow, carefully placing her perfect essay in her APUSH folder. 
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