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			In a little house on 4th Privet Drive, up in a small bedroom at the top of the stairs, there lived a boy with a lightning scar on his forehead, and a wand in his hand. This boy had black hair and green eyes and wire rimmed glasses, and had the humble name of Harry Potter. Harry was an average boy in many ways, as he wasn't especially smart, he wasn't especially handsome, and he wasn't especially tall or strong. However, the scar on Harry's forehead made him a remarkable young boy. More remarkable than almost every boy in the entire wizarding world. 
...Oh yes, and Harry was a wizard.
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			One day, as Harry was in his room, pretending he did not exist so that he would not disturb the Dursleys- the unfortunate people who happened to be Harry's aunt and uncle- he heard a knock on his window. There, sitting outside were Fred and George Weasley, sitting and smiling out of their flying car. 
  "Hiya Harry!" George whispered, so as not to disturb the irritable Dursleys, "Dad said he wanted to talk to you, something about Muggles and their history."
  "And he said to get home quick, so we don't make mum angry. She doesn't know we're driving the car." Fred added with a wink.
  "Alright!" Harry whispered back, grabbing his Muggle history book and a suitcase with his wizarding goods. "Hedwig is flying a letter to someone, but I'm sure she'll know where to find me." 
 Harry climbed through his small bedroom window and into the window of the flying car, and off he flew to the Weasley's house.

As George quickly flew the car away from the house, Harry asked, "so what time does your dad want to know about? I only made it to 7th grade history, you know."
  "Something about the Gilded something or other; I'm not really sure." Fred said as he turned around in his seat to look at Harry. "Harry, it sure is good to see you!"
  "Yeah! We have so many new practical jokes to play on people, but we wanted to wait for you." George said, also turning in his seat to gaze upon Harry.
  Harry smiled, and then realized that nobody was driving the car. "George, best not crash the car if your mum doesn't know you have it!" He said with a nervous laugh.
   "He's right George, mum would have our necks!" Fred said as George turned back around and grudgingly watched the clouds fly by.
  Harry thought for a second about                    around that time. "Your dad must mean the Gilded Age. That was after the civil war, when African-Americans had just gotten their freedom, and people were expanding into the West. All of America was trying to rebuild itself from the devastation of the war." Harry smiled, proud that he had remembered so much. 
  "That's great Harry, but save it for dad." Fred said.
  "Yeah, I'm trying to not fall asleep while driving." George said with a laugh.

the context
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			Once the flying car full of boys landed in front of the wonderful, leaning Weasley abode, Harry felt lighter and happier than he had in weeks. He hadn't been to the Weasley house in ages, it seemed, and he was excited to see everyone. Harry ran inside as George and Fred parked the car and grabbed Harry's bags. Once inside, Harry saw Mr. and Mrs. Weasley, Mr. Weasley tinkering with a Muggle teapot and Mrs. Weasley creating a fantastic breakfast of eggs and pancakes. 
   Mr. Weasley looked up quickly and jumped. "Harry my boy! You're so quiet I didn't even hear you come in! But come here, come here!"
  Mrs. Weasley ran to Harry ("Harry dear!") and gave him a hug as Mr. Weasley continued to talk.
   "I have so many questions for you! It hit me last night, while I was messing with this wonderful dish," he said holding out the teapot. "The date on the inside says '1865', and I realized that I don't know I blimey thing from that time! So I looked through the wizarding history books-"
   "Arthur really, Harry doesn't care a thing about that old stuff, and I'm sure he hasn't even eaten breakfast yet!" Mrs. Weasley scolded as she piled pancakes onto a plate along with a generous helping of eggs.
"Molly, the books only told about how certain spells were discovered, and I already learned that back at Hogwarts. I want to know Muggle history!"
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Harry smiled. He loved listening to the Weasleys argue. They never really meant it, and it was a huge improvement to the Dursleys. He ate a pancake as Mr. and Mrs. Weasley continued to argue, ("Molly, the boy doesn't need two pounds of pancakes!") and tried to think of everything he knew about the time period 1865 to 1898. Railroads, oil companies, monopolies, social changes; so many things happened at that time, and Harry remembered almost all of it. He wasn't sure where he should start, but he figured technology and the Industrial Revolution was a good spot.
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			While Harry brainstormed, Fred and George came into the kitchen with big goofy grins in their faces.
   "YOU TWO." Molly said angrily. "I should've known that you had picked him up in that blasted car!" Molly ran after the twins with a wooden spoon. "Arthur! Don't just stand there, get the- YOU LET THEM GO DIDN'T YOU?"
   Mr. Weasley quickly ducked under a well aimed swipe of the spoon, and then sheepishly slunk over towards Harry, avoiding the question. "Don't mind her, she's glad you're here." Mr. Weasley said with a wink. "Anyways, the Gilded Age. That's all I know about the time period, just that it was called the Gilded Age. But I want to know more! I've asked Hermione, and she said she'll be here soon. But," he sighed, "in the meantime I thought you could tell me what you know. You did grow up in Muggle schools, after all."
   "Yes," Harry agreed, "and I'll tell you everything I remember."
Right at that moment, Hermione breathlessly ran through the door.
    "Harry! Don't tell him anything! I have an idea, something that'll help him remember the Muggle history even better!" Hermione exclaimed as she held up her time turner. "We're going back to the Gilded Age!!"

Hermione turned to Mrs. Weasley. "Would you mind giving us some 1800s clothes to wear? We have to blend in." 
  Mrs. Weasley stopped chasing Fred and George, who had sprinted up the stairs with a large helping of pancakes, and turned on Hermione. "Hmm? Oh yes, dear, here you are!" Mrs. Weasley waved her wand, and left Harry, Mr. Weasley, Hermione, and Ron (who had sleepily slipped down the stairs,) in 1800s garb. 
  "Thank you so much Mrs. Weasley! Now everyone," Hermione said lifting her time turn and holding our her other arm, "grab ahold, and we'll go back in time to the Gilded Age!"
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			With a few turns of the time turner, the small group sped off to the past with a spinning, whooshing feeling. 
  Harry felt sick from the spinning, and then slowly opened his eyes and looked around himself. He was in the middle of the streets of New York, and he was by himself. The streets were wet with rain that had just recently stopped falling, and small, barefoot children were running after a dog to the left. Harry jumped back as a car flew past him, splashing water on his new outfit. 
   "Hermione?" Harry called out, looking around himself. "Ron? Mr. Weasley?" There was no answer. Harry was alone. Without a time turner. And no other way to get home. Maybe he was dreaming? But no, he could feel the chill of the water on his skin, and could here the very much real sound of a car horn, loud and getting louder. 
  It was about that time Harry got hit by the loud horn, attached to a car. Harry stepped back, dazed, and things went black.
   Meanwhile, Hermione, Ron, and Mr. Weasley looked around themselves in bewilderment as they took in the loud sounds around themselves.
   "Harry's gone." Ron stated.
   "Thank you Ron, we didn't know that." Hermione incredulously said, rolling her eyes.
   Mr. Weasley looked around in amazement at the huge buildings around himself, and turned to Hermione.
   "Hermione, I know that it's a great tragedy that Harry is lost, but as we look for him, could you explain some of the stuff from this time? Like, the 

Hermione sighed. "Yes, of course. At this time, they had come out with this new thing called the Bessemer Process, which made steel a lot more available and easy to make. Because of that, huge buildings could be made," Hermione motioned to a huge factory next to them as they walked down the street, "and railroad tracks could also be quickly made. It was pretty great."
   At that moment, a car zoomed past, honking at Hermione as it went, making her jump back.
   "Oh yes, and there were new cars coming out, which could be powered by Rockefeller's oil industry, which was also new."
   Far away, a train whistle blew loudly, making a group of small children sprint past Ron, running into him as they went. A few dogs barked, and a man yelled something through a doorway that led to a factory building.
   "A train? How did they power them before steam and all of that stuff?" Ron asked in amazement.
   "Ron, didn't you ever pay attention in Muggle history? They powered it with coal, which is where a lot of immigrants worked. Also, we could communicate a lot better because of the telegraph and the telephone, which had just been invented. Additionally, days became longer because of the invention of the lightbulb. You know, since Muggles didn't have wands and couldn't make light that way."

technology and the Industrial Revolution?"
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			Ron rolled his eyes. "Hermione, nobody uses the word 'additionally' in everyday conversations."
Hermione shoved Ron, and the group kept talking. "Shut up, Ron. Who passed Muggle history 1, 2, and 3?"
   "And who cares?" Ron shot back.
Hermione glared at the specimen that was Ron, and then shook it off. 
   "Anyways Mr. Weasley, the new cars and trains made transportation very easy. Muggles didn't have the ability to transport themselves anywhere like you can, and so these new technologies were huge in the 

advancements of transportation. But they effected the environment as well.

   This new transportation shrunk America, and every part of it was within the reach of almost every citizen. However, the railroad companies and road construction cause the trees to get cut down, took the land of farmers and industrialized it, and also killed buffalo. They forced Indians to move, but they helped bring fresh produce to cities super easily. Cars also polluted the air, making cities very dangerous places, if you wanted to live a long life. There was both pros and cons, but probably more pros than cons in the long run."

"Hermione," said Mr. Weasley, "you are just about the most intelligent person I've ever met, you impress me every time we talk."
   "Oh," Hermione blushed, "it's nothing... I just love to learn! Maybe I'll be a professor one day!"
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"Well," Mr. Weasley smiled, "you'd definitely be a good one."
"And an annoying one." Ron smiled.
"Shut up, Ron. What do you know?" Hermione snapped, kicking a puddle of water by the curb towards him.
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			 Meanwhile, Harry woke up to the sound of voices and the smell of something cooking, mixed with dirty clothes and mildew. He opened his eyes to see a low, gray ceiling above his head. He had a dull pounding in his head and vaguely remembered the screech of a car slamming on it's brakes.
  "Look mother, he's awake." The voice of a child observed.
  "Shh, Synthia." A soothing woman's voice responded. 
  Harry sat up slowly, and felt a little dizzy as two shabbily dressed adults came into focus. They looked to be in their late twenties, and the lady was hanging up wet clothes near a stove on the back of a chair. The man was sitting in a chair a few feet away. The room was very small, and the bed was in the same room as the kitchen, which was where Harry was. There were two children playing on the floor close to the stove, and the room's only source of light was from two windows at the far end of the room. Harry knew that this must be a tenement house, which had been one of the 

challenges of migration and urban America.

Harry knew that large cities had lacked sewers, were very polluted, and were full of homeless people. Immigrants had flooded into America, causing a rapid growth of cities, a growth that happened faster than the laws that needed to be passed to insure safety to all citizens. 
  The immigrants had of course been wizards do witches that had been discovered in foreign countries, but were rejected and hunted down for their use of 'black magic', even though they had only used their magic to help their crops grow, and other important things like that.
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			Harry also remembered the large amounts of crime, (which had been mostly due to black magic wizards,) and how there hadn't been enough police and law officers to keep the criminals in line.
  Harry looked at the nice woman, who was worriedly looking at him, and then he remembered his friends, and his situation, and he was flooded with a worry that made home weak at the knees. He didn't know how he would get home, or where his friends were, or where he would find them.
   "Hello, my name's Louise. Don't worry, I know you're probably scared, but we aren't going to hurt you. Charles accidentally hit you with that new car of his- oh yes, we own a car- quite a nice one- and we just thought it would be the polite thing to bring you into our nice house." Louise paused, thoughtfully. "Maybe we should have brought you to a hospital. But we didn't want you to die or anything!" She laughed out nervously.  "Besides, Charles couldn't pay for a bill like that." She turned to the stove where a pot was steaming, and slowly stirred it. "You see, Charles just got his company taken over by that Andrew Carnegie. That awful Andrew Carnegie." She shook her head as she stirred. "You ever hear of him? He owns the steel industry, very rich man, but he uses vertical integration to prevent any other steel company from ever getting on it's feet. That's what happened to my Charles; he tried to start his own steel industry, and he just got choked out. He did try though, bless his heart, his lovely heart. Oh, how I love that sweet man." She shook her head again as she stirred slowly, and then she turned to Harry. "You see, that's just the trouble with 

technology and the rise of industrial capitalism.

people with the best technology just prosper and grow, and the less fortunate are choked out, as if they were flowers trying to grow in a bed of weeds. That's what happened to my Charles. Monopolies, trusts, pools, vertical and horizontal integration, they just choke a good, hard working man right out of the business. That's what happened to my Charles, yes, and now he doesn't have a job. That's the problem with industrial capitalism. My poor Charles," she said, shaking her head once more and turning back to her stirring, "bless his hard working soul. That's where he is now, looking for a job."

The
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			"Also, Melinda across the hall, she's from Southern Europe. Something about not enough opportunity, but she has very broken English. I could hardly understand a word she said! Can you believe all of the new immigrants coming into our country? They're everywhere! It's a wonder any natural born American can get a job, what with all of the cheap labor that the immigrants provide! Although I suppose it's good for large businesses, helps them save money. Also, I've never seen so many strange exotic foods and customs at the market! People everywhere, all from different places, and half of them can't speak English! It's very interesting, and I guess that's what our country was based off of, but still! It takes away from the American way of America. But women are getting more freedom, and children can work, and factories are giving us better hours, and God-willing, Charles will get a job because he was born in America, unlike half of the workers today." Louise paused for a breather, and took a drink of some less-than-clean water. "That's just the thing with 

migration and social and cultural changes; 

there's some good and some bad.

Harry was amazed that any woman could talk that long and that fast, and he shook his head to clear it. 
   "Um, I'm sorry about the trouble, but I actually have to... um, get to the factory over-" he waved his hand in a general area, "yonder. I hope you won't think me rude. But thank you for bandaging me up, and for not sending me to a hospital. Oh, and I'd tell Melinda to find a new job. I have a deadly feeling about the Shirtwaist Factory." 
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Harry stood up and headed towards the door. He glanced behind himself to make sure he hadn't left anything, and then when he turned to leave, Louise was standing in front of the door.
   "I'm sorry, boy, but I found this in your pocket." She held up a wand- Harry's wand. "And thought that we should have a chat. About where you come from. You see," Louise said as she reached in her pocket and pulled out a second wand, "I have one of my own. We're on the same side. Maybe I could help you." 
  Harry was aghast, and he stood staring dumbly at Louise, who stood meeting Harry's gaze.
  "I left Europe because I was being hunted since they thought I was a witch. Charles doesn't know, and neither do they." She said motioning to her children, who continued to play on the floor. "But nobody helped me, ever. And that hurt, a lot. So, please, let me help you find your friends." She said handing Harry his wand,


			

		

	
		
			"Also, Melinda across the hall, she's from Southern Europe. Something about not enough opportunity, but she has very broken English. I could hardly understand a word she said! Can you believe all of the new immigrants coming into our country? They're everywhere! It's a wonder any natural born American can get a job, what with all of the cheap labor that the immigrants provide! Although I suppose it's good for large businesses, helps them save money. Also, I've never seen so many strange exotic foods and customs at the market! People everywhere, all from different places, and half of them can't speak English! It's very interesting, and I guess that's what our country was based off of, but still! It takes away from the American way of America. But women are getting more freedom, and children can work, and factories are giving us better hours, and God-willing, Charles will get a job because he was born in America, unlike half of the workers today." Louise paused for a breather, and took a drink of some less-than-clean water. "That's just the thing with 

migration and social and cultural changes; 

there's some good and some bad.

Harry was amazed that any woman could talk that long and that fast, and he shook his head to clear it. 
   "Um, I'm sorry about the trouble, but I actually have to... um, get to the factory over-" he waved his hand in a general area, "yonder. I hope you won't think me rude. But thank you for bandaging me up, and for not sending me to a hospital. Oh, and I'd tell Melinda to find a new job. I have a deadly feeling about the Shirtwaist Factory." 
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Harry stood up and headed towards the door. He glanced behind himself to make sure he hadn't left anything, and then when he turned to leave, Louise was standing in front of the door.
   "I'm sorry, boy, but I found this in your pocket." She held up a wand- Harry's wand. "And thought that we should have a chat. About where you come from. You see," Louise said as she reached in her pocket and pulled out a second wand, "I have one of my own. We're on the same side. Maybe I could help you." 
  Harry was aghast, and he stood staring dumbly at Louise, who stood meeting Harry's gaze.
  "I left Europe because I was being hunted since they thought I was a witch. Charles doesn't know, and neither do they." She said motioning to her children, who continued to play on the floor. "But nobody helped me, ever. And that hurt, a lot. So, please, let me help you find your friends." She said handing Harry his wand,


			

		

	
		
			Meanwhile, Hermione and Ron and Mr. Weasley had stumbled upon a newspaper boy, who forcibly handed them a newspaper, and then was extremely interested in the money that they handed him.
   Hermione read the headline, which said "Muckraker Upton Sinclair Rakes Up the Meat Industry". 
  "Oh! Mr. Weasley, this was such an important event with 

one of the social issues and debates that 

   You see, Upton Sinclair was a muckraker, and muckrakers dug up all of the dirt that coated society and they tried to fix it. For example, the meat industry was awful, and very unhygienic and bad for you. People would get meat that wasn't actually meat, and the workers at factories like that were treated very poorly and they weren't even cared about, another muckraker exposed how awful tenements were, and another exposed the monopolies and how unhealthy they were for America. Thing like that. But they all really helped with the progression of America; they were super important."

led to reform in the Gilded Age!
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			Also, since there were more children and women laborers, families were smaller, and less people got married. Also, they used to have really long hours, but that got changed to an 8 hour workday, which was really good, and also- HARRY!!!!" Hermione yelled, running towards two figures, one of which was in fact Harry. The other was a woman in her late twenties, who stood back respectively as Ron, Mr. Weasley, and Hermione hugged Harry all at once. 
   "Harry, Molly would've killed me if we'd come back without you. I'm glad you're safe."
   "Yes Harry, I hate when mum gets mad." Ron nodded in agreement.
   "Harry, where were you?" Hermione asked, looking up at Harry's face.
Harry looked at Louise, who shamefully looked at the ground.  "Louise and I were just doing some sight-seeing. Just looking at the tenements, the railroads, the cars. Oh, and she's a witch! She hadn't met another non-Muggle for weeks, so she wanted to talk to me. She already knows everything." He added. "Also, her great great great grandfather started Hogwarts. How wicked cool is that?"
  Louise smiled, glad that Harry hadn't mentioned the car accident. She didn't want to be resented by the first magic people she'd met since Europe, and she was glad of Harry's consideration.
   

"Well Louise," Harry sighed, "this has been an exciting day and all, but I better get home before the Dursleys realize that there isn't anyone home to bring Dudley his breakfast. Um, Hermione, can you drop us off a little bit earlier than when we left?"
  Hermione nodded. "Goodbye Louise! Tell Charles the truth! If he loves you, he'll understand!" Harry called out as Hermione twisted the time-turner a few times.
  With a whoosh, the group landed at the Weasley's house, outside next to the flying car. Fred and George stood there in amazement, staring at the 1800s clad group.
  "Uh, hullo. Remember that time you two did that thing and I didn't tell mum or dad?" Ron whispered, "well, let's remember that and pretend that you never saw us here." 
   Fred and George looked at Mr. Weasley, who looked bewildered, and then with sheepish grins they snuck inside. Once inside, Harry could hear Mrs. Weasley yelling at them ("YOU TWO.") and smiled. It was good to be back. He thought about the Gilded Age and Louise and Charles and their children, and wandered what had become of them.
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OEBPS/ibook.js
/*
 * Based on Apple's iBook JS Framework
 * Stripped down and enhanced for Book Creator
 */

// Top-level object containing some core constants providing information about the environment.
var iBook = {};

// Indicates whether the platform is an iBook.IS_IPAD.
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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