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			" Benjamin!" My mom yelled from downstairs. " Your grandfather is here to pick you up"
         I threw a hoodie on and ran down stairs to be greeted by a cheerful old man.  Mom told me the night before that I needed to go help grandpa pack up his office because he was retiring.  I said my goodbyes and grandpa and I took off towards his office. 
        When we arrived at his office he scrambled for his keys and then opened the door to an old, dusty room. We made small talk until I came across an old, interesting looking journal.
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			"I see that you have found my grandfather Jeremiah's notebook" my grandpa said from the other side of the room. " You kind of look like him. You should keep it. Your mother told me that you find history interesting and I have no use for it anyhow." 
"Thanks." I said awkwardly. I wasn't really close to my grandpa so this whole thing was kind of weird. 
We finished packing his office and then we went to get ice cream.  
" Thank you for helping me today. I wouldn't have been able to lift all of those heavy boxes." My grandpa said as we left the ice cream parlor. 
Then he took me back home, had dinner with mom and I, and he went back home.
I told mom good night and went to my room. I laid in bed and began to read the journal. I was a few pages in when I fell asleep.
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			I wake up to someone screaming " Get up. Your job at the factory starts today."  I didn't know what they were talking about so I rolled over and went back to sleep. Then out of nowhere a strange woman comes in and yells "Jeremiah, get your hind out of bed and get to the factory." She kind of looked like my mom but there was a difference in her voice. Then I recognized the name Jeremiah and told the woman that my name was Benjamin.
She then replied " Boy quit playing around and get to work."  And with that she slammed the door and left the room.
That's when I noticed the room. It was not my room. I began to freak out not knowing where I was. I started to think that this was like the Wizard of Oz and laughed. It couldn't be. 


Not wanting the woman to return, I went ahead and got dressed in these weird old fashioned clothes that didn't belong to me.
I went into the kitchen where the woman was and realized that this was not my house at all.
The woman turned around and told me that I was going to be late if I didn't get going.
Not wanting to anger her anymore, I asked her if she could drive me in her car. Then she started to laugh hysterically. 
"What car? You're walking there."  With that she showed me where to go and sent me off. 
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			The factory wasn't that far from the house but it took almost an hour to get there. 
 Once I arrived a man in a suit approached me.
"You must be the new kid.  Go over there. You're going to work with the immigrants. Don't be expecting to get much pay. I think I'll pay you the same as those immigrants." He then shoved me towards a bunch of different people. Not many of them spoke English and if they did it was very broken.
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			Apparently our job was to make steel parts. I didn't know what we were making them for, but I just did what they told me to. We worked and worked and I was ready for a lunch break but it never came. I tried asking when we were going on break but they all just looked at me. Then a little Asian kid approached me. 
"Hi my name is Po. We don't have break. We just work all day. Do you want to be friends? Nobody here likes me. They all say that immigrants are ruining America."
"Sure." I said. " But can you tell me something? Is this a joke? Is this somewhere your parents send you to get disciplined? My mom did say that I take things for granted. Is this punishment?"
He looked at me like I was stupid and then said " No joke. We all work here everyday for little pay . I've been here since 1879."
"But, your just a kid. It's 2017." I said.
He kind of laughed and said " no it's 1885." Then his face completely lit up." You must be time traveler. My dad always tells me stories of man who would could time travel."
I didn't answer.  I had no idea what to think. He told me that he lived down the road from my house so we would walk and talk on the way home, but for now we had to get back to work.



			

		

	
		
			I did what they told me and eventually it was time to go home. That job was the hardest thing I've ever had to do and the factory was disgusting and hot. I met up with Po and we headed home. He asked what things were like in the future and I told him about all of the cool cars and technology. He was completely stunned.
" What is technology like now?" I asked him.
"Well," he began, " we definitely don't have all that you said, but not too long ago we got electricity and lightbulbs. We also don't have Lamborghinis or corvettes, but we do have trains.The best thing invented was the Bessemer process. It made work a lot easier and Carnegie a lot happier and richer."
"Who is Carnegie?" I asked him
"He's big boss man. The one that wears suits.  He's kind of mean sometimes but nobody outside of the factory really cares."
"Why don't y'all strike back? That's a thing right?" I asked
" We can't do that. Big man has big powers. Plus I need the job."
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			"Well, this is me." I told Po as we approached the house. "We should walk to work together tomorrow so we can talk some more." Po nodded and continued down the road. I rushed inside ignoring the woman and went straight to the bed. I just needed this dream to be over. When I wake up, I'll be back in my room, back in my house, and back in my life.


I woke up feeling refreshed. I kept my eyes closed and recalled the horrible dream I had.  I opened my eyes and nearly had a heart attack. I was still in that strange room. Just when I thought it couldn't get any worse I hear the woman yelling that a boy named Po is waiting for me.
I didn't know what was going on with me. I showered, changed, and went down stairs where the woman had made pancakes. I grabbed the pancakes and was out the door with Po .


			

		

	
		
			On the way to the factory I noticed something I hadn't before. 
" What happened to the land?" I asked Po.
"Oh the land used to be beautiful. That is until they started to build the railroad. Railroad was really popular so they ran a line though here and it destroyed the land." Po said sadly.
"I'm sorry. That must've been hard." I replied.
" That's the least of our worries. There are so many reform movements going on right now, it's hard to keep up with."
He then went on an told me about the different movements for women's suffrage, labor reform, and other reforms involving immigrants.
"Aren't you an immigrant" I asked.
"I am. But my family got lucky.  I guess people weren't as mean as they are now." Po said.
"What do you mean?" 
"Well," Po began, " My mom calls them nativist"
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			He continued to explain how the nativist hated them because the immigrants were willing to work for less pay. Po also said that immigrants mostly moved to the big cities.
"I don't know why they go to the big cities. Cities are nasty. They have sewage, street rats, and not to mention that it is way overcrowded."

Soon we arrived at the factory. Then it dawned on me. 
" Po we work way to long and hard at this time factory. We should bring labor reform here."
Po exhaled sharply. "I told you earlier that we can't do that.  The industrial capitalists would crush the strike before it happened." 
"What are industrial capitalists?" I asked
"The people like Rockefeller and Carnegie .  They make a lot of money by ruining other peoples life. Rockefeller buys out everybody's companies. Carnegie runs every part of his business. They're business tycoons." 
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			We worked the rest of the day away. By the end I was sweaty and tired. I wanted to go home. To my real home with my real mom.

We left the factory and I asked Po if he knew how I could get back to my real life. At first he looked at me all confused. Then he said " Well my dad told me that time travelers are able to go back to their time in time machines. But I'm guessing you don't have one. Do you?"
"No." I replied sadly. " I fell asleep reading my grandfather's journal and when I woke up I was here."
" Then you need to find the journal. I'll help you then I'll be a hero!" Po said excitedly.
 
We got to the house and searched all over for hours finding nothing. The last place we started looking was in my room and I was losing hope. 



			

		

	
		
			Then Po chunked something at me. It was the journal! I looked at the first page and I realized it wasn't the journal about my grandpa. I was about my life in the future. I looked over at a sad looking Po.
"Well we found it." He said sadly. "You can go home now."
"Thank you for helping me out and being a great friend. I'll never forget you."
We exchanged our goodbyes and I began to flip through the book. The room began to spin and there was a bright flash.
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			I woke up and realized that I was in my room. I ran down stairs to make sure that I was at home. 

I ran into the kitchen to see my mom making breakfast. I was so happy that I went up and hugged her tightly. 
"What was that for?" She asked.
I told her everything that happened and of course she didn't believe me. She shrugged it off and told me that I had a wild dream last night. I didn't care that she didn't believe me. I was just glad that I was home.
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