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			Chapter 1

As Francesca walked down the street, she couldn't help marveling at all of the sights and sounds that were surrounding her. Even after two whole years, she still wasn't accustomed to the bustle of New York City. Everything was so different in America from the tiny little Italian village she used to live in. But one thing was still the same: she had to hurry to the marketplace or else she was in for a tongue-lashing from Mamma! She needed the flour and eggs quickly to start the bread dough for the next few days.
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			At the thought of her mother, Francesca sighed. Life in America might be better than the isolation of southern Italy, but it was still very hard. The Rossetti family, all six of them, lived crowded up in a dumbbell tenement, and her mamma probably had the hardest lot of all. She worked nine or ten hours in a garment factory, and then came home to laundry and cooking and whatever cleaning she could manage. Of course Francesca and her older sister Giovanna did their best to help, but Edie Rossetti was resolved that her girls would have as much of a childhood as they could. That was her main reason for persuading her husband to immigrate to America. After Italy became a unified country, Edie had been so hopeful that life would improve. But those hopes

With an uncertain future looming above their heads, the Rossettis had decided to believe in the glittering tales of wealth and opportunity their friends and relatives had regaled them with via letter. Francesca, for one, was glad of that decision. Despite the big adjustments her family had to make to urban life- sharing tight living quarters with other people, breathing in polluted air, and trying to avoid diseases from unsanitary conditions- Francesca had never felt so excited to be alive as she did on the streets of New York. And judging by her older brother's actions, neither had he! When he spotted her walking past, he lifted her straight off the ground and spun around in circles. "You're finally here!" he said, grinning. "Hurry up, Mamma got some melanzana to put in the pasta tonight!" Laughing at his enthusiasm, Francesca allowed herself to be dragged along through the busy street. 
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 were dashed when droughts and parasites made the grapevines, and the farms, fail.
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			When they reached their tenement building, the two Rossetti children climbed the stairs to their family's room. As always, Francesca's eyes had to adjust to the dim kerosene lighting, and her nose wrinkled at the dank smell that permeated the air. The ever present sound of coughing wafted through the walls. But the unpleasantness of their surroundings didn't stop the Rossettis from enjoying a simple and delicious family meal together. 

Chapter 2

In Francesca's opinion, the greatest thing about living in America was going to school. Back in Italy, school was only for the rich, and most people from her village (including her mamma and babbo) couldn't read or write. When she was nine years old, a rich young lady had tried to start a school in the village, but not many parents were willing to spare their children from their household responsibilities. Eventually, the school had just quietly fizzled out. Here in America, there were free schools that anybody could go to, and that made Francesca incandescently happy. 
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			However happy school made her, on some days Francesca had to remind herself over and over how lucky she was to be there. First of all, her teacher, a Miss Tucker, was not a very nice woman, and she tended to pick on her grubbiest students the most. It was strictly forbidden to speak any language besides English in the school building, which Francesca found ridiculous and insulting. And worst of all, she had to endure the taunts of children like Jim Green constantly. 
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Jimmy Green thought he was much better than any person who wasn't born inside the United States. He tormented any "filthy immigrants" that came near him. And unfortunately, Francesca was assigned the seat directly in front of him. "Hey scab," he would whisper when Miss Tucker's back was turned. "Why'd you come to America anyway? Your old country kick you out?" Or, "Pssst! My daddy says that you people are the reason why the unions can never catch a break. Whenever the strike is about to work, a bunch of you lot march in and steal our jobs!" Francesca tried her hardest to ignore him. It helped when she thought about how he was the one with lice in his hair. 

She could endure whatever he said about her appearance or her family- he'd never even met them, so his judgments were absolutely meaningless. But on this day, when she absentmindedly fingered the rosario that hung around her neck and
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			Jimmy's eyes glinted with malicious intent, she didn't know if she could 

prayed rolled across the dirty floor of the school room, colliding with feet and lunch pails and furniture. To Francesca, that necklace was more than just a religious symbol- it was her closest link to all the things she left behind in Italy. And now it was broken. Completely broken by Jimmy Green, her personal tormentor. Francesca closed her eyes, and when she re-opened them, they were burning with rage. 

remain serene in the face of his impending slander. "Look at the good little Catholic," Jimmy sneered. "Only, there's no such thing as a good Catholic." 
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He leaned closer, practically hissing in her ear. "You wear these every day? To pray to your saints and the precious pope? To help you take over my rightful place in society?" Her face flushed red with anger, Francesca turned around and began to stutter out a defense of her faith. 
But it was too late. Jimmy grasped the rosary in his grimy fingers and pulled as hard as he could. The delicate chain of the necklace snapped, sending beads rolling everywhere across the classroom. For a moment, Francesca was stunned. She didn't say or do anything. She just stared as the beads that her dear Nonna had touched some many times while she

There was nothing Francesca wanted more than to fly into passion. Her hands itched to go claw out the eyes of the devilish child smirking at her. But she knew that blasting Jimmy with a barrage of Italian curses would only prove his beliefs about her. Instead, with a quiet dignity, she knelt to the ground and began to gather up the precious beads of the rosary. 
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			Chapter 3 

As soon as the last bell rang, releasing the children from school, Francesca gingerly stood and walked serenely out of the classroom. The beads of the rosary were all gathered into a sort of makeshift pouch in her skirt, and she didn't want to drop them, but she also didn't want to hang around and give Jimmy the chance to heckle her any more. When she emerged on the busy street, Francesca was posed with a decision. She couldn't bear to go home and tell her mother and sister about her day, pretending that everything was ok. So instead, she headed for her personal refuge: Ross's Bookstore. 
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			The store was located quite a few blocks from her school, and her home in the tenements. It most certainly catered to a more privileged customer base than a grubby little Italian girl, but the first time that she had passed by the shop, she couldn't resist pressing her face to the windowpane. She had never seen so many books in a single place, and she couldn't even imagine how much knowledge was stored between those four walls. 
Perhaps inevitably, a shop employee had come out of the store to shoo her away in a less than polite manner. Francesca was just about to dart off down the street in shame when another man exited the store and stalked towards her intimidatingly. His fine clothes and neatly groomed appearance made Francesca gulp in fear. What would he say to her? Why couldn't she just leave now and never think about books again? She knew she shouldn't have been there, but it  

wasn't like she'd stolen something. 
When the man finally reached her, Francesca was visibly trembling in fear. Then, to her utter shock, the rich looking man had knelt down to her height. "Hello," he said with an inviting smile. "My name is Mr. Ross, and I am the owner of this bookstore. Would you like to come in?" Francesca had numbly allowed herself to be led inside, where she gaped in awe at the shelves bursting with books. Mr. Ross had simply laughed and said, "You are welcome here at any time. Please, make yourself at home." 
And she had. She visited Mr. Ross's store at least 3 times per week, and it always provided her an escape from the troubles of her reality. Today, she selected a book about the railroads. 
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She had only seen a train once, when her family was traveling in a horse-drawn cart 
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			from their farm to the port city they departed Italy from. The tickets cost too much for such a short trip. 
But here in America, Francesca marveled, there were over 200,000 miles of railroad tracks. You could travel from coast to coast in just 7 to 10 days! It seemed crazy to think that if she boarded one of the steel horses this afternoon, she could be states and states away by the next day. This amazingly fast transportation motivated a lot of people move out West. Farmers could send their crops to markets far away, and the mining industry boomed. However, when Francesca saw the photographs in the book, depicting straight steel rails cutting through the natural geography, she couldn't help but feel a little sad. The world was so beautiful when it was untouched, and now 

hundreds of miles of earth were blown up with explosives to carve a path for trains. But the very saddest thing about the railroads' westward expansion was the slaughter of the buffalo. 


They were such majestic looking animals, and she might never have a chance to see one in her whole life. Francesca was jerked out of her musings by a loud crash that resounded through the quiet bookstore. When she scanned the room for the source, she saw a boy who was about her age grinning rather sheepishly as he picked up a large pile of books 
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			from the floor. Feeling sorry for his mishap, Francesca got up and went to help him with the books. Neither child said a word until their task was finished, and Francesca made to retreat back to her reading without breaking her silence when a girl rounded the corner, looking somewhat exasperated. 
"There you are, Jacob! I've been looking everywhere for you!" she exclaimed. Her eyes narrowed when she saw the towering stack of books at his feet. "Was it you who dropped all of those? Jacob, I-" She abruptly cut off her sentence when she finally noticed Francesca trying to slink away. 
"Why hello! I suppose you were helping Jacob here? Thank you, he really is so clumsy!" the girl rambled. "Oh, and where are my manners? My name is Charlotte Williams. How do you do?" 

Chapter 4

After that initial meeting, Francesca saw Charlotte at Mr. Ross's bookstore frequently. At first, she was hesitant to get more acquainted. Charlotte was rather obviously well off, and that made Francesca keenly aware that she was not. She answered questions politely but as briefly as possible, fully expecting that "Miss Williams", as she deferentially referred to Charlotte, would lose interest in her quickly. But she had vastly underestimated Charlotte Williams' persistence when it came to getting what she wanted. Charlotte wanted to be friends with Francesca Rossetti, and so, slowly but surely, they built a friendship. 
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			The girls mostly met at the bookstore, but sometimes they would walk together through the city. Now, however, Charlotte wanted to upset their politely distant status quo. 
"Please, Francesca, come visit my house, and I can come to yours!" she pleaded endlessly. But Francesca was extremely wary- the tenements were not nice places, and she was afraid that if Charlotte saw her real, day to day life, she would abandon her friendship immediately. Francesca felt incredibly vulnerable to reveal her true circumstances to someone who couldn't understand them, but Charlotte was resolved to see the world as it truly was. It took months of convincing from Charlotte to make Francesca willing to blur the lines between their vastly different worlds, and the culmination was an invitation to dinner with the Rossetti family. 
Francesca knew it was impossible to 


completely whitewash her life, but she did want to present it in the best light possible. The family's best clothes were freshly laundered, and her mother had planned a delicious Italian meal. Her father and brother, who worked in construction, were supposed to come home early for the occasion. 
Francesca departed for the bookstore to meet Charlotte, who arrived promptly at 5 o'clock. Together, they walked through the streets, cheerfully chattering about everything and nothing. When they finally came to the door of Francesca's home, she faltered a bit, but Charlotte squeezed her hand and whispered, "I'm not here to make judgments, Francesca. You're my best friend, and I want to meet your family." 
The reassurance was necessary. Francesca knew that Charlotte would most likely be shocked by what she saw tonight, and she hoped that shock 
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			didn't turn to disgust. 
The room was neat, but simple. The bright late afternoon sunlight helped manifest a cheerful atmosphere, and the visit had a promisingly peaceful start. 
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"Buongiorno, signora Rossetti," Charlotte greeted her host politely. Mrs. Rossetti was delighted by this overture, and responded in heavily accented English. "Hello, Charlotte. How do you do?" 
Francesca's older sister, Giovanna, was also introduced to Charlotte, and before long the girls were laughing and talking freely. One of the primary topics was the work that the Rossetti men did. 
"So your father works in the construction industry?" Charlotte questioned. "How did he get his job when you first came to America? It must have been so frightening and uncertain to leave everything behind for the unknown." 
Giovanna spoke up first. "Oh, it wasn't all unknown. You see, our relatives had immigrated before us, and they told us all about the padrone system. The padrone got Babbo and 


			

		

	
		
			didn't turn to disgust. 
The room was neat, but simple. The bright late afternoon sunlight helped manifest a cheerful atmosphere, and the visit had a promisingly peaceful start. 

[image: ]
"Buongiorno, signora Rossetti," Charlotte greeted her host politely. Mrs. Rossetti was delighted by this overture, and responded in heavily accented English. "Hello, Charlotte. How do you do?" 
Francesca's older sister, Giovanna, was also introduced to Charlotte, and before long the girls were laughing and talking freely. One of the primary topics was the work that the Rossetti men did. 
"So your father works in the construction industry?" Charlotte questioned. "How did he get his job when you first came to America? It must have been so frightening and uncertain to leave everything behind for the unknown." 
Giovanna spoke up first. "Oh, it wasn't all unknown. You see, our relatives had immigrated before us, and they told us all about the padrone system. The padrone got Babbo and 


			

		

	
		
			Matteo jobs when we first arrived. He even helped us to find our housing." 
The conversation continued as Mrs. Rossetti cooked and the girls helped out. But soon it got close to dusk, and the Rossetti men had still not arrived. No one but Charlotte was particularly worried, because unpredictable hours were not unexpected by the Rossettis. 
"What if they were injured?" Charlotte asked anxiously. 
"No, no, they probably just had to finish working on something," Mrs. Rossetti calmly rationalized. But her tight smile indicated that worry wasn't too far from her mind. 
When the sounds of someone bounding up the staircase reverberated through the tenement, all of the women clambered to their feet. The door flew open, revealing Matteo panting for breath. Mr. Rossetti was no where to be seen. 

 Before anyone could ask him a question, Matteo held up his hand. Looking down, he said, "He is alive. Injured, but alive." 
The next minutes were chaos. Eventually, a plan of action was devised. Matteo would escort Charlotte home (despite her protests that she would be perfectly alright on her own) while Francesca, Giovanna, and Mrs. Rossetti went to the hospital. 
Mr. Rossetti smiled wanly at his wife while she berated him for his carelessness. They both knew how close he had been to death. If the steel beam had fallen on his head rather than his 

Chapter 5 
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			lower half, he would have much worse than a broken leg. As it was, he could be crippled for the rest of his life. The life of the Rossetti family had taken a horrible turn for the worse. 
For months they struggled to make ends meet. Mr. Rossetti's wage, as an experienced adult male, had surpassed Matteo's and Mrs. Rossetti's combined. When things were getting close to impossible, Francesca and Giovanna resolved that they would do their part to help their family. Mamma and Babbo and Matteo all protested, insisting they should stay in school, but they eventually acknowledged the practical advantages of the girls going to work. 
It was difficult for them to find jobs together. Eventually, they were hired by a textile factory. They made only $1.00 per day, and they often worked for more than 10 hours. Francesca felt her happiness slowly slipping away. No longer did she have time to visit 

Mr. Ross's bookstore or read about far off places. The closest thing she had to new knowledge was the factory machinery. 
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The technology was amazing. Back in Italy, it had taken her mother days to sew a single dress. In the factory, hundreds of dresses were produced in a single day. But the amazing power of what factories could do was overwhelmed by what they were actually like. 
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The technology was amazing. Back in Italy, it had taken her mother days to sew a single dress. In the factory, hundreds of dresses were produced in a single day. But the amazing power of what factories could do was overwhelmed by what they were actually like. 




			

		

	
		
			For one thing, the air was horrible. There were no windows in the factory, and a never ending stench of unwashed bodies wafted throughout the entire place. And the work was so mind numbingly boring that Francesca was afraid she would injure herself by forgetting she was doing anything at all. But worst of all was the tension of the labor union and the bosses. 
When Mamma and Babbo had finally consented to let Francesca and Giovanna go to work, they strictly told them not to get involved with any unrest in the factory. Labor unions and strikes were too dangerous for young girls to be involved in. At the time, Francesca had agreed, but when she actually worked in the factory for months, she began to sympathize more and more with the union's motives. It was only right that workers should fight for decent conditions and pay. Just because they were poor, or immigrants, or both, didn't mean they were undeserving of respect. 

Unfortunately, the rich industrial capitalists didn't see it that way. The so-called Social Darwinists believed that if you were poor it was because you didn't deserve to be rich. Francesca would look at the grand efforts of philanthropy and snort. It was all just to save face. No one really cared about making life better for the less fortunate. 
In her new, much more mature and pragmatic life, Francesca didn't trust her so-called friend Charlotte anymore. Rich people were all the same. Francesca was sure she hadn't truly been Charlotte's friend- just a source of amusement. Her reality and suffering would be nothing but a joke to someone so privileged. Or so Francesca Rossetti tried to convince herself. 
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			Chapter 6

One day, for some inexplicable reason, Francesca broke out of the hopeless mindset that had been confining her. The circumstances of her life were unfortunate-her father would likely never work again, and the rest of her life would be spent in mindless wage earning. But these misfortunes did not define her, and there were things she could do to fight back. 
The first step in her crusade was to make amends with Charlotte. She'd distanced herself from the girl after her father's accident, loathing her for her wealth and comfort. But now Francesca realized that it wasn't anyone's fault, and she could be 

friends with anyone she wanted to. Charlotte was an honestly good person, and her social status didn't negate that. 
So Francesca began to visit Ross's Bookstore again, both dreading and hopefully anticipating her next encounter with Charlotte Williams. Her mixed feelings were probably well-founded. When the meeting did occur, Charlotte first hugged her friend as tightly as she could, and then subjected her to the strongest tongue lashing she'd ever endured. 
The new relationship the two girls formed was tentative at first. Each was painfully aware of their differences, and equally determined to understand them. Charlotte had never set foot in a factory, but Francesca had never been forced to act like a prim and proper lady for her entire childhood, either. They were different but that didn't mean they couldn't be friends. 
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			One day, Charlotte brought someone with her to the bookstore. She had nervously introduced her companion as Mrs. Prescott, a woman from her church. She was very unsure how Francesca would react to this possible intrusion, but she just had to do it. 
Mrs. Prescott was a strong supporter of the social gospel. She believed that the Bible's messages should be applied to the many, many problems that arose in industrial society. She championed against child labor and supported the efforts of labor unions to improve working conditions and wages. 
Most unusual, however, was her desire to be in close contact with the people she wanted to help. Most upper class women were content to stay up in an ivory tower, untouched by the grim of the world, but not Mrs. Prescott. She was quite radical in her choice of associates. 


Charlotte desperately wanted to show Francesca that not all wealthy people were cold hearted and distant people. So today she had made plans to bring her to a protest organized by Mrs. Prescott. 

[image: ]
It worked quite well. Francesca lost her mindless prejudice, and gained a purpose in her life. She eventually became a social crusader to the same extent as Mrs. Prescott, although not affiliated with the Protestant church. 
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			In the decades after the Civil War, America rebuilt itself. With the invention of almost half a million new patents, the country was buzzing with innovation and new life. The development of new technology ushered in a second Industrial Revolution. The Bessemer process of creating steel launched the steel industry to new heights, and the railroad industry facilitated the demand for steel rains and engines. The new transportation integrated the economy, causing enormous growth. Everywhere, machines replaced expensive skilled labor with cheap unskilled labor in factories. By 1894, the U.S. was the number one manufacturing nation in the world. 
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The rise of industry was followed by the rise of big business. Industrial capitalists employed every method necessary to make profits. Companies like Standard Oil eliminated their competition through trusts and horizontal integration, while others, like Carnegie, employed vertical integration by owning every step in a particular industry. Slowly, laissez faire economic policy came to an end, but no amount of government interference could stop the growing economic divide between the working and middle class. The first multimillionaires emerged, including Carnegie and Morgan. These men preached a Gospel of Wealth- that is, they became wealthy because of their 
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			The slums were filthy, crime ridden places where people tried to live off of their meager wage. The most help provided to poor immigrants came from corrupt political bosses who were truly only helping for their own gain. Moreover, there was a movement against immigration to the United States called nativism. Nativists were afraid of their traditional power in American culture being usurped by "other" countries and cultures, so they rejected any influence from new Americans, especially those from South and East Europe. As a result, many immigrant groups formed 

cultural enclaves in America, like Little Italy. However, immigrants and especially the children of immigrants did begin to assimilate into the American culture. This brought the U.S. an even richer, more diverse cultural landscape than ever. "Foreign" foods, customs, and languages all became integral parts of America. 
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Additionally, the many issues of the Gilded Age were addressed by social reformers. Women were especially active in calling for the prohibition of alcohol, child labor laws, education reform, and women's suffrage. Devout Protestants also contributed through the social gospel movement, whose main goal was to share the love of Jesus with all people. The problems and political corruption of the Gilded Age soon gave way to the Progressive Era, when many of the reforms initiated in the late 19th century were finally brought to fruition. 

superior talents, and because of their great generosity, they would deign to share their wealth with the less fortunate. 




Urban America held many challenges, especially to immigrants.


			

		

	
		
			The slums were filthy, crime ridden places where people tried to live off of their meager wage. The most help provided to poor immigrants came from corrupt political bosses who were truly only helping for their own gain. Moreover, there was a movement against immigration to the United States called nativism. Nativists were afraid of their traditional power in American culture being usurped by "other" countries and cultures, so they rejected any influence from new Americans, especially those from South and East Europe. As a result, many immigrant groups formed 

cultural enclaves in America, like Little Italy. However, immigrants and especially the children of immigrants did begin to assimilate into the American culture. This brought the U.S. an even richer, more diverse cultural landscape than ever. "Foreign" foods, customs, and languages all became integral parts of America. 

[image: ]
Additionally, the many issues of the Gilded Age were addressed by social reformers. Women were especially active in calling for the prohibition of alcohol, child labor laws, education reform, and women's suffrage. Devout Protestants also contributed through the social gospel movement, whose main goal was to share the love of Jesus with all people. The problems and political corruption of the Gilded Age soon gave way to the Progressive Era, when many of the reforms initiated in the late 19th century were finally brought to fruition. 

superior talents, and because of their great generosity, they would deign to share their wealth with the less fortunate. 




Urban America held many challenges, especially to immigrants.


			

		

	
		
			Sources: Info

https://www.loc.gov/teachers/classroommaterials/presentationsandactivities/
presentations/immigration/italian3.html
http://cprr.org/Museum/Riding_the_Rails_Intro.html
http://www.loc.gov/teachers/classroommaterials/presentationsandactivities/
presentations/timeline/riseind/city/
http://www.nysl.nysed.gov/edocs/education/sedhist.htm#free
http://www.history.com/topics/industrial-revolution/videos/steam-engine-drives-transportation-revolution
The American Pageant 

https://ziyodadjalilova.wordpress.com/2013/05/28/an-american-ethnic-group-italian-immigration/
http://www.everyculture.com/multi/Ha-La/Italian-Americans.html
http://www.dailymail.co.uk/news/article-2089243/Slumdogs-New-York-The-remarkable-images-capturing-immigrant-families-unrecognisable-19th-century-New-York.html
http://italophiles.com/mulberry.htm
http://www.latinamericanstudies.org/italian-immigrants-1.htm
http://www.amny.com/eat-and-drink/eataly-downtown-touring-the-second-nyc-location-of-the-italian-food-hall-1.12123150
http://www.enchantedlearning.com/europe/italy/
https://www.wdl.org/en/item/158/
http://www.lakeshorelearning.com/general_content/free_resources/downloadClipArt.jsp?filename=class_tn.gif&filepath=/media/images/free_resources/clip_art/kidsteachers/
class_tn.gif&collectionName=kids%20and%20teachers&folderName=kidsteachers
http://www.quienesjesuscristo.info/souvenirs-para-bautismo/
http://ephratapubliclibrary.libguides.com/content.php?pid=378069&sid=311196
http://keywordsuggest.org/gallery/192195.html
http://7-themes.com/7025836-old-train-wallpaper.html
http://clipart-library.com/puff-cliparts.html
http://es.treknature.com/gallery/North_America/United_States/photo210130.htm
https://en.m.wikipedia.org/wiki/American_bison
https://www.pinterest.com/mellalee/the-early-1900s-fashion-and-lifestyle/
http://www.thepublicprofessor.com/wp-content/uploads/2012/08/textile-factory-workers.gif
http://americangirl.wikia.com/wiki/Meet_Josefina
http://www.continuetolearn.uiowa.edu/laborctr/child_labor/about/us_history.html
https://www.emaze.com/@AOWLIIRI/Industrial-Revolution
https://unit5theprogressiveera.wikispaces.com/The+Standard+Oil+Octopus+Political+Cartoon?responseToken=6d5db282bb5f96e2dec51d13f8efa597












Sources: photos


			

		

	
		
			Sources: Info

https://www.loc.gov/teachers/classroommaterials/presentationsandactivities/
presentations/immigration/italian3.html
http://cprr.org/Museum/Riding_the_Rails_Intro.html
http://www.loc.gov/teachers/classroommaterials/presentationsandactivities/
presentations/timeline/riseind/city/
http://www.nysl.nysed.gov/edocs/education/sedhist.htm#free
http://www.history.com/topics/industrial-revolution/videos/steam-engine-drives-transportation-revolution
The American Pageant 

https://ziyodadjalilova.wordpress.com/2013/05/28/an-american-ethnic-group-italian-immigration/
http://www.everyculture.com/multi/Ha-La/Italian-Americans.html
http://www.dailymail.co.uk/news/article-2089243/Slumdogs-New-York-The-remarkable-images-capturing-immigrant-families-unrecognisable-19th-century-New-York.html
http://italophiles.com/mulberry.htm
http://www.latinamericanstudies.org/italian-immigrants-1.htm
http://www.amny.com/eat-and-drink/eataly-downtown-touring-the-second-nyc-location-of-the-italian-food-hall-1.12123150
http://www.enchantedlearning.com/europe/italy/
https://www.wdl.org/en/item/158/
http://www.lakeshorelearning.com/general_content/free_resources/downloadClipArt.jsp?filename=class_tn.gif&filepath=/media/images/free_resources/clip_art/kidsteachers/
class_tn.gif&collectionName=kids%20and%20teachers&folderName=kidsteachers
http://www.quienesjesuscristo.info/souvenirs-para-bautismo/
http://ephratapubliclibrary.libguides.com/content.php?pid=378069&sid=311196
http://keywordsuggest.org/gallery/192195.html
http://7-themes.com/7025836-old-train-wallpaper.html
http://clipart-library.com/puff-cliparts.html
http://es.treknature.com/gallery/North_America/United_States/photo210130.htm
https://en.m.wikipedia.org/wiki/American_bison
https://www.pinterest.com/mellalee/the-early-1900s-fashion-and-lifestyle/
http://www.thepublicprofessor.com/wp-content/uploads/2012/08/textile-factory-workers.gif
http://americangirl.wikia.com/wiki/Meet_Josefina
http://www.continuetolearn.uiowa.edu/laborctr/child_labor/about/us_history.html
https://www.emaze.com/@AOWLIIRI/Industrial-Revolution
https://unit5theprogressiveera.wikispaces.com/The+Standard+Oil+Octopus+Political+Cartoon?responseToken=6d5db282bb5f96e2dec51d13f8efa597












Sources: photos


			

		

	



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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