
		
			The Flame Of Industrialization 

By Ryan Christian 
Mrs Foster-4th 
2-21-17

[image: ]


			

		

	
		
			[image: ]
[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]
[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]
https://m.youtube.com/watch?v=t62fUZJvjOs

[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]
[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]
[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]

[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]
[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]
https://m.youtube.com/watch?v=-BgdN4ENt90

[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			
Picture Sites

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Triangle_Shirtwaist_Factory_fire

https://www.pinterest.com/helenluinpa/1911-march-25-fire-triangle-shirtwaist-factory-new/

https://www.osha.gov/oas/trianglefactoryfire.html

https://www.flickr.com/photos/lunazolnir/galleries/72157623628769279/

http://immigrants1900.weebly.com/living-conditions.html

http://www.american-rails.com/railroad-tycoons.html

http://www.victoriana.com/Mens-Clothing/

http://www2.wisd.net/archive/industrialtech/MANUFACTURING/INDUSTREV.htm

http://www.old-picture.com/daguerreotypes/Workers-1800s.htm

http://industrialrevolutionwork.weebly.com/workers-in-the-1800s.html

https://www.pinterest.com/pin/489414684475158110/

http://www.shmoop.com/progressive-era-politics/labor.html


			

		

	
		
			Citations 

https://sites.google.com/site/hartswebquestcentral/home/socialissuesgilded-age

http://www.history.com/topics/triangle-shirtwaist-fire

http://www.shmoop.com/transcontinental-railroad/environment.html

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Dorothea_Dix

The American Pageant 16th edition

https://m.youtube.com/watch?v=-BgdN4ENt90


			

		

	
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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This kind of capitalizing behavior isn’t totally bad. Someone has to be the top corporate dog. At least its fostering the
development of better technology and products. The basic standard of living is better now. I didn’t believe it at first
until Connor told me about his home country... that eliminated all the doubt in my mind. We’ve certainly been
improving on this side of the Atlantic. Stuff is generally more affordable these days. Unless you want one of those
fancy automobiles. You still have to sell your soul to afford one of those.

The tycoon walks out, and the crowd outside roars as the door opens. I see the flash of cameras, snapping pictures
for the papers. The camera is another mysterious invention that intrigues me. Every time I see something like that, 'm
amazed at the progress we’ve made since our nations humble beginnings.

The day ends like it always does. With a heavy feeling of exhaustion and a melancholy feeling I pick up from spending
every single day the same way. Connor and I walk home together like always, but this time we stick to the main road.
No strike tonight. Our paths fork and I say goodbye to my companion. I continue to my house and I get greeted by

my lovely children at the door. I kiss their forcheads and wrap my arms around them, and I reassure myself of why I

wake up to go that job everyday. I do it for the glowing faces below that look up at me, filled with love, innocence, and
youth. We eat a steamy dinner and I wish my kids Braden and Andrew goodnight. I lay in bed, staring at the ceiling.
Something about the boss set an uneasy feeling in my stomach. I forget about it soon, and I drift into the darkness of
my dreams.
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“I see.” My wife smirks, knowing just exactly how worked up Connor can get if pushed.

“Yeah, so the next thing I knew, Connor was on top him. So, I grabbed him and we ran to his house. We warmed
up, had a couple beers, and then I slipped Anne a little of the extra that we don’t need.”

We chit chat for a while, and then decide to head to bed. I need to make sure I’'m there on time in case the boss is
coming, I turn out the light in our room and lay down on my pillow.

I can’t help but marvel at how completely fascinating the light bulb on my bedside table is. It’s a miracle that we
can harness electricity for a much safer way to light our houses. I remember how I almost burned our little shack down
on the prairie as a kid. I tipped over one of our kerosene lamps in a game of tag around the living room. Just another
one of Mr. Edison’s genius inventions. As I sit there thinking about the new technology and innovations, my brain

becomes sluggish and I begin to drift into a comforting emptiness. With a final sigh, I fall deep into slumber.
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The conversation continued for another three mugs, and progtessively got louder and more rambunctious until
Connors wife chewed us out because the kids were in bed. I figure it’s time for me to head home, so I slip Anne
some spare cash as I thank her for the food, drink, and toleration. I flash a smile to Connor and make my exit,
careful to shut the door quietly so as not to wake up the kids.

I hurry along the streets, anxious to get home to my family. The boys are in bed for sure, but I know Ava is
beginning to wonder where I am. After a long walk in the crisp cold, I see the familiar molding above the doorway
of my small apartment. Immediately a smile creeps onto my face, as I remember the warm feelings connected with
the three rooms and the three people on the other side of that door. I jab my key in the door, give it a sharp twist,
and then walk into the living room of our small flat with a sudden shift in my attitude. My wife turns around and her

smile brightens up the room. I walk in, greet her with a hug and begin to explain why I came in so late.

“We were on the way back from the factory and there was a labor strike going on in the main road. We took a
side alley but ran into two men looking to make a quick buck. The head dude made a big mistake. Apparently, he’s
not fond of immigrants. He started bad mouthing immigrants in front of Connor... and well, I think the best way to
say it is that Connor didn’t particularly agree with his views. He also didn’t particularly like the fact that he was

blocking our way and demanding the money we just worked 14 hours for.”
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1 begin to smell a horrid stench, and before I can place a name with the odor, I hear yelling. I get up and look
over the staircase to see what the cause was. There was an enormous pile of fabric scraps and papers in a corner that
had caught fire. At the edge of the pile, there’s an overturned kerosene lamp. I almost laugh in contempt, thinking
about the light bulb next to my bed. Then I see the flames continue growing and catch on the tables around it.
People run away to get to the exits, and the flame continues to consume whatever it can get its hands on. ~ Connor
and I hurriedly start the descent down the stairs. I hear the yelling increase, and I turn to see the fire growing closer
and closer, having almost absorbed the entire left corner of the building,

A group of us get to one of the side doors and push. Its locked. The flashes of panic on the faces of my
coworkers ignite a primal fear in me. I grab Connors sleeve and rush with him down to another exit. Its locked. By
now I can feel my heart in my throat, the blood pounding and my brain telling me to run. But there’s nowhere to go
to. We had tried all the doors we could get to, but now the fire was a mere 10 meters away. I close my eyes as we
stand cornered in a hallway, the fire approaching us with a sick grin. I can’t think. I can hardly breathe. I open my
eyes and see Connor suffering from the smoke too, and all I can think is, “this is it.”” The smoke fills my lungs, and I
cough uncontrollably. The heat is almost unbearable now. I look up to the ceiling and pray.
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My family is waiting for me in the lobby, and I hug them tightly when I see them. I explain that I'm okay,
but I have to take Connor north. They help me home, and we pack my bags quickly so I can leave as soon as
possible. Within the hour, I’'m ready to head back to the hospital. On my way out the door, I remember to grab
some cash from my savings under the mattress. I rush back to the clinic with a purpose. When I get there, the
nutse from earlier is ready with Connors bed on wheels ready to be transported.

The nurse accompanies me to the train station. I stroll to the ticket booth and buy two. The price was
outrageous! I spent half the savings I brought with me on our tickets alone. The railroads have been kicking up
prices for people who aren’t “loyal customers”, which basically meant everyone besides companies that used
them for shipping. The nurse helps me load him into our train car, and then makes her departure.

The train lurches forwards and I steady the cart Connor is on. The locomotive begins to churn and take off
from the station and my eyes wonder out the window as we begin our journey. As we fly through the
countryside, I can’t help but notice how the train tracks looked like a scar upon the face of mother nature. They
cut through the hills and the valleys. The had driven of herds of buffalo, because of the land they acquired from
government land grants, and because of the men who shot them from the comfort of their seats in the train. But

it also opened more land to the plow, and increased the flow of settlers out to the homestead. More land was

being tilled than ever before thanks to the iron horse.
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As I stand there praying I notice window a couple floors up where I'm gazing. Why didn’t I thin k of that
sooner. I look around us, peering through the haze, and I find a window just a few feet into the fire. I look to
Connor to get his attention, but I see him barely conscious, leaning against the wall. I can’t leave him here. I
throw the stocky man over my shoulder and get one last breath of smoke filled air. I stumble into the edge of
the flame and kick out the window. The flames begin to blister my skin. I prop Connor against the edge of the
window and crawl through to the outside. I find a ledge to put my footing on, and I struggle to pull Connor
through the window, aware that he has started to burn far worse than my own skin had.

I finally free him from the building, and now realize that we’re standing on a ledge on the second story. The
fire will come out of the window soon. I must get us down. I scan the ground below us, and I see a stand outside
with a cloth canvas stretched above it. I take a deep breath and jump.

We hit the center of the canvas and roll to the outside edge of the stretched fabric before it collapses and
we fall over the edge onto the rough pavement. My head smacks against the ground and the world becomes
fuzzy. I start to slip out of consciousness just in time to see help coming,
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The building looms

behind us, and the faded letters on the wall glare at us as we leave. A building, inanimate, but alive

with the hustle of men worked ruthlessly till they're numb. I know that building is alive and hungry. Its hunger

motivates me to kee

p moving, a feeling of freedom fostered with every step further.

There's a commotion in the road ahead, and upon further scrutiny I can see it's another one of those labor
strikes. They’re one of the most popular reformists of this time. They fight for the advancement of the workers social
status and better pay/working conditions. Just one of many groups that have been starting to form, along with

women’s rights grou

ps, and others led by figures like Dorothea Dix. The principles these reformists fight for are very

admirable, but principle doesn't feed my family. I point to a side alley so we can avoid the commotion and Connor and
ow street. I could have picked better; I think to myself as I see the trash sprawled all over the

I duck into the narrc
ground and the bare

y visible path in front of us. The alley leers at us and I can feel the hairs on the back of my neck

raise. An every feeling creeps in, and I stayed close to the wall, my hand on the box cutter in my coat pocket.
“What have we got here?” a surly man in a wife beater and speckled jeans asks as he steps in front of Connor

from the shadows. I

glance behind me and notice a similarly dressed thug blocking our exit.
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For whatever reason, something seems off as I walk to work that morning,

T open the gates of hell- more commonly known as the factory door- and walk inside like I’ve done almost every
day for the past two years. I make my way up to my sewing table, and plop down next to Connor, who beat me to
work yet again. I notice the glances at the two of us as I sit down with a friendly smile. I hate the judgement thrown
his way simply because he wasn’t born in the same country as the people on the other ends of those glares. I think
that immigration helps make America what we are and that it defines us. They strengthen our industries and our

cultural diversity. Unfortunately, not many people in the factory share that view with me. They see people like Connor

as job thieves and space-wasters. It’s a silly sentiment from a nation built on the backs of immigrant colonies.

Connor hands me a newspaper with a picture of the head of the company on the front cover. The headline read,
“Businessman Visits Factory To Show Confidence in Safety.” I sneer at the title. This factory may be one of the safer
ones, but the press ought to see some of his other factories. We ate in need of some serious reforming to the
workplace, especially in the area of safety. We jibe at the fat man and get started with the days work.
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Due to the night’s events, I decide to walk with Connor the whole way to his house before I head home. We
finally arrive and he invites me in for a drink. My legs ache from the day and running, and I'm mentally worn down-
so I of course indulge in some his home brew. Boy, he knows how to make a good draft. We sit around his small
wood stove to warm up from the harsh bite of the winter night, and his lovely wife Anna brings us the first round
of many I know will come.

“I heard the boss is stopping by the factory sometime this week.”

“Aye. I’ve no respect for that greedy pig.”” Connor responded.
“He’s a selfish exploiting piece of filth is what he is. You know he throws children into some of his
godforsaken factories. Thank heavens we don’t have to deal with some of the dangerous equipment they have to

operate.”
“I feel bad for those poor children that have to work to support their families. The wife and I make what we
need between the factory and her laundry services, and I hope our kids never have to support the two of us.”
“It’s a hard life in those factories. It’s a cry and shame.” T add.
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And it was my only hope to save my dear friend. This railroad could very well be his salvation. With the
reminder of Connor and his critical condition, I glance back down to my comrade to make sure he’s stable. He is
okay for the time being. I look out the window again, and my mind wanders with the passing thoughts of hope,
fear, and anxiety, and I settle in with the rhythmic rumble of the train car.

Will he make it?

Only time can tell.
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I awake to my alarm next to me ringing with an uncontrollable, irritating chatter that gets on my nerves. Its effective,
T’ll give it that. I crawl out of bed, and dress myself in a drab outfit. I make a sandwich and throw an apple in the paper
bag. I kiss my beloved goodbye, and creek open the door, moving silently to let the kids get in a little more shut-eye.
The morning air is bitter. It bites at the edges of my cheekbones as I walk into the open street, sheltering my hands in
the warm shelters of my coat pockets. I arrive to the factory in a timely manner, and I go through my morning routine
to get ready for the work day.

It’s about halfway through the day, there was an excited whisper that resounded throughout the factory. I ask
around and Connor and I learn that the big man is only a block away. We glance at each other, an understandable
disgust flashing from eye to eye between the two of us. The tension rises, and the two of us gtimace in silent anxiety.

The hot knife finally cuts the rope as the door is thrust open with force. A confident man steps across the
threshold into the gloomy and busy building. The giant strolling in is the representation of this industrial boom. He
stands for how this economy can pay off for the common man. He also is one of the reasons that it won’t happen for
many common men. His monopolistic treaties of industry are shutting down the small businesses, and they’re ruining
healthy corporate competition. His wealth just helps him acquire better technology and manufacturing methods, which

help him get more wealth, which leads to a cycle of increased revenue and power- both industrial and political. Men
like him gain so much money and control that they wind up with more in their hands than just the success of their

businesses. He controls the local and half the state government. He controls the fate of the workers in his factories.
Heck, he controls this sliver of America.
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I wake up in a bright white room, startled, and immediately try to sit up. I regret trying to move that quick almost
instantly. I see bandages around my arms and notice Connor on a bed next to mine. We are in a hospital, I realize. A
nurse comes in the corner sees my stirring and comes to check on me.

“Nasty fire and fall you took sit. Lay back, relax. You’re going to be okay.” She says.

“I feel fine, just sat up too quick.” I respond. I remember the fire and am surprised that I feel fine.

“That’s good sir, your burns were very minor and they’ve already started to heal. Your friend isn’t so lucky...”
She explains.

We talk and I learn that Connors burns are far worse than what they can treat here at this hospital. The doctor
comes in and tells me of another hospital a couple hours by train from here. I tell them I'd like to take him there as
soon as they’ll release me from the hospital. I learn that I can leave now, and they send me on my way with a burn

ointment. I ask about bills but apparently, the company was covering expenses to keep from being sued and minimize
public opinion being affected. Just before I go to pack for the trip, they inform me that the company won’t pay for the
trip to the other center, or the treatment if I move him. Money, or my friend’s life. Not a hard decision.
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I tug at the handle to the dull, gray door in front of me and drag my bags into the locker room. The locker handle is

stuck like always, and I fur

iously yank at the hinges until the lever releases and I can dump my lunch inside. I continue

my morning drudge with a walk to the main desk to clock in. After I punch in my time, I begin my ascent to the

second floor.
“Morning Connor.”

say to my coworker, friend, and confidant who works next to me at the stitching table.

Day in and day out, Connor is my only friend till I get back to my family at the end of our brutally long houts.

We sit next to each other every day, sewing together clothes and talking about how we are going to make ends meet
just so we could afford the very products sitting right in front of us.

“Aye, good morning

ad.” He responds with his freckled cheeks pulled into a large, tight smile.

Connor had moved here to escape famine and poverty in Ireland, but with the way things are for immigrants in

some parts, his dream took a while to take effect. Heck, even now he struggles more than most people in the factory

with lower wages, and a wife and 3 kids to provide for. I note that I need to stop by his house and sneak my extra off

my paycheck to his kindly

wife in the morning, He would never accept donations from me knowingly.






OEBPS/CI_5D67AF70-AE4A-4D7A-AA42-43ADC4659D3C.jpg
T inquire, “is Aiden still bed-ridden?”

“Unfortunately. The poor baby has been under the weather for almost a week now! He’s starting to get better
but that cough syrup from that doctor is blimey expensive. There’s something fishy about that wanker’s methods I tell
you.”

“Dr. Hatfield? Yeah that mans a crook if you ask me. Save your money, I'd bet my life that cough syrup of his is
just whiskey and honey. If it worked when I was a boy I can’t imagine it won’t now.” I retort. I also remind myself
once again that I need to stop by his side of town.

As the time crawls by, our conversation stops and I settle in to the rhythm of my work. Fold, pin, stitch. Fold,
pin, stitch. My eyelids become heavy, but I don't need to see my work in front of me clearly anymore. I'm familiar
with the feel of folding the exact amount, and my arms naturally pin the fabric an exact 3 inches away from the
previous sliver of metal. By the time my shift ends, I'm already half asleep from my 14-hour work day. Connor

nudges me and points to his pocket watch-one of the few things he has, to remind him of his heritage in Ireland- and
I see that it's time for us to clock out. We pull ourselves from the chairs, and force our bodies to walk down to the

ocker room to grab our personal items. With a final shrug of defeat, I throw open the door to the factory and we
walk out into the cool night air.
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“Look, we don't want any trouble.” I respond.

“There'll be no trouble here.. so long as you don't make a scene.” He grinned.

“Why don't you get out of the way, ya buke.” Connor responded.

“Aye, you see this little pip. I always heard those leprechauns had a fire in them. You filthy lot take your fair
share of our jobs and houses. I think it about time you pay a little back, don't you?”

I wince as I can see the steam building up in my companion. Connor is getting ready to burst at the seams.
Before I can say anything else to try and calm him, the stocky Irishman’s arm shoots straight up into the brute’s jaw.
My eyes widen, but before I know it the man is on the ground taking hits left and right. I shove the guy behind me
and pull Connor off the man and drag him out of the alley before the other fiend can hop into the brawl. I glance
back and to see my quick action payed off. Had I waited another second, the man behind me would have gutted me
with the jackknife I could see him brandishing behind us.

Both men are up on their feet now, but Connor had done a number on the first guy, and neither of them seems
to be moving very fast. We dodge around a corner and follow another alleyway back to the Main Street.






