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						publication 
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						this 
						book, 
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						contribution 
						has 
						been 
						made 
						to 
						Graham 
						Windham, 
						the 
						organization 
						Eliza 
						Hamilton 
						established 
						over 
						two 
						hundred 
						years 
						ago. 
						Today, 
						Graham 
						Windham 
						is 
						an 
						award-winning 
						orga-
						nization 
						that 
						serves 
						nearly 
						5,000 
						children 
						and 
						families. 
						In 
						November 
						2015, 
						Phillipa 
						Soo 
						and 
						Morgan 
						Marcell 
						created 
						the 
						Eliza 
						Project 
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						give 
						young 
						people 
						served 
						by 
						Graham 
						Windham 
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						opportunity 
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						means 
						of 
						expression 
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						to 
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						Hamilton’s 
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						July 
						4, 
						1854, 
						Washington
					

					
						M
						y 
						dearly 
						beloved 
						Elizabeth, 
						for 
						I 
						hope 
						that 
						is 
						what 
						you 
						will 
						be 
						called, 
						if 
						you 
						are 
						born 
						a 
						girl, 
					

					
						My 
						daughter, 
						who 
						is 
						your 
						grandmama, 
						has 
						asked 
						me 
						to 
						devote 
						this 
						day 
						to 
						writing 
						a 
						letter 
						to 
						you, 
						about 
						my 
						very 
						long 
						and 
						fortunate 
						life. 
						I 
						am 
						not 
						much 
						given 
						to 
						letter-writing 
						nowadays, 
						nor 
						was 
						I 
						ever 
						inclined 
						to 
						write 
						about 
						myself, 
						yet 
						you 
						may 
						perhaps 
						find 
						much 
						to 
						interest 
						you 
						herein. 
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						To 
						look 
						at 
						me 
						today, 
						a 
						tiny 
						dot 
						of 
						a 
						woman, 
						you 
						would 
						not 
						know 
						that 
						I 
						once 
						was 
						married 
						to 
						a 
						brilliant 
						man 
						whose 
						name 
						is 
						writ 
						large 
						in 
						history. 
						Nor 
						would 
						you 
						guess 
						that 
						Mr. 
						Benjamin 
						Franklin 
						taught 
						me 
						to 
						play 
						back-
						gammon, 
						or 
						that 
						General 
						Washington 
						and 
						his 
						wife, 
						Martha, 
						were 
						good 
						friends 
						to 
						me. 
					

					
						Together 
						with 
						Mrs. 
						Dolley 
						Madison, 
						the 
						wife 
						of 
						our 
						fourth 
						president, 
						I 
						raised
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						funds 
						for 
						the 
						Washington 
						Monument, 
						which 
						will 
						one 
						day 
						rise 
						in 
						this 
						city. 
						Indeed, 
						I 
						have 
						met 
						and 
						conversed 
						with 
						all 
						fourteen 
						presidents, 
						among 
						them 
						the 
						odious 
						Mr. 
						John 
						Adams, 
						the 
						despicable 
						Mr. 
						Andrew 
						Jackson, 
						and 
						even 
						the 
						young 
						Mr. 
						Franklin 
						Pierce, 
						who 
						holds 
						the 
						office 
						today.
					

					
						The 
						legacies 
						of 
						some 
						presidents, 
						my 
						dear, 
						are 
						greater 
						than 
						those 
						of 
						others.
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						My 
						story 
						began 
						on 
						a 
						hot 
						August 
						day 
						in 
						1757. 
						My 
						parents, 
						of 
						old 
						Dutch 
						stock, 
						were 
						Philip 
						Schuyler 
						and 
						Catherine 
						van 
						Rensselaer 
						Schuyler 
						and 
						were 
						most 
						prominent 
						in 
						the 
						province 
						of 
						New 
						York. 
						I 
						was 
						given 
						the 
						name 
						Elizabeth, 
						though 
						my 
						family 
						called 
						me 
						some-
						times 
						Betsey, 
						and 
						sometimes 
						Eliza, 
						and 
						sometimes 
						Bess, 
						but 
						never 
						Lizzy. 
						Before 
						my 
						birth 
						came 
						that 
						of 
						my 
						sister 
						Angelica, 
						and 
						not 
						long 
						after 
						I 
						was 
						born 
						my 
						mother 
						was 
						delivered 
						of 
						another 
						girl, 
						our 
						dear 
						sister 
						Margarita, 
						called 
						Peggy. 
						My 
						beloved 
						mamma 
						gave 
						birth 
						to 
						fifteen 
						children 
						over 
						the 
						course 
						of 
						her 
						long 
						years, 
						yet 
						fully 
						seven 
						of 
						my 
						brothers 
						and 
						sisters 
						did 
						not 
						survive 
						infancy. 
						It 
						pained 
						my 
						heart, 
						as 
						a 
						child, 
						to 
						think 
						of 
						them. 
						It 
						pains 
						me 
						now. 
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						When 
						I 
						was 
						eight 
						years 
						old, 
						we 
						moved 
						to 
						a 
						grand 
						and 
						formal 
						house, 
						Albany’s 
						finest, 
						which 
						my 
						father 
						built 
						at 
						great 
						expense, 
						although 
						to 
						me 
						it 
						was 
						simply 
						home. 
						It 
						sat 
						high 
						on 
						a 
						hill 
						over 
						the 
						Hudson 
						River 
						and 
						could 
						be 
						seen 
						by 
						friend 
						and 
						foe 
						for 
						miles 
						around. 
						Acres 
						of 
						gardens 
						and 
						farms 
						surrounded 
						it, 
						and 
						beyond 
						that, 
						woods 
						and 
						valleys. 
						Our 
						es 
						tate 
						was 
						called 
						the 
						Pastures, 
						and 
						I 
						loved 
						the 
						place 
						dearly. 
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						When 
						we 
						were 
						not 
						at 
						our 
						lessons, 
						or 
						at 
						prayer, 
						or 
						sewing 
						or 
						knitting 
						or 
						prac 
						ticing 
						our 
						instruments, 
						we 
						were 
						free 
						to 
						roam 
						the 
						forest 
						and 
						valleys, 
						the 
						rocks 
						and 
						waterfalls 
						all 
						around 
						us.
					

					
						That 
						was 
						what 
						I 
						liked 
						to 
						do 
						best—how 
						I 
						laughed 
						when 
						girls 
						from 
						the 
						city 
						came 
						to 
						visit 
						and 
						dared 
						not 
						climb 
						or 
						run 
						for 
						fear 
						of 
						falling! 
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						From 
						Mamma 
						we 
						learned 
						to 
						be 
						good 
						housekeepers, 
						yet 
						even 
						then 
						I 
						was 
						aware 
						that 
						the 
						most 
						difficult 
						tasks 
						in 
						the 
						household 
						were 
						taken 
						up 
						by 
						Silvia 
						and 
						her 
						sons 
						Tom 
						and 
						Hanover—those 
						are 
						the 
						names 
						I 
						remember. 
						And 
						Prince, 
						of 
						course, 
						who 
						was 
						my 
						father’s 
						longest-serving 
						help 
						and 
						support. 
						As 
						I 
						grew 
						older, 
						I 
						came 
						to 
						realize 
						it 
						is 
						a 
						great 
						sin, 
						then 
						and 
						now, 
						to 
						hold 
						souls 
						as 
						property, 
						with 
						no 
						freedom, 
						no 
						pay, 
						and 
						no 
						surnames 
						of 
						their 
						own. 
					

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					
						When 
						my 
						father 
						died, 
						my 
						brothers, 
						sisters, 
						and 
						I 
						freed 
						them 
						all. 
						And 
						in 
						my 
						later 
						life, 
						I 
						supported 
						my 
						husband 
						as 
						he 
						helped 
						found 
						a 
						school 
						for 
						the 
						children 
						of 
						those 
						who 
						were 
						formerly 
						enslaved.
					

					
						It 
						seems 
						the 
						day 
						is 
						coming 
						when 
						our 
						country 
						will 
						not 
						permit 
						any 
						human 
						person 
						to 
						be 
						enslaved. 
						I 
						pray 
						nightly 
						I 
						will 
						see 
						that 
						happen 
						in 
						my 
						lifetime. 
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						Prince, 
						of 
						course, 
						who 
						was 
						my 
						father’s 
						longest-serving 
						help 
						and 
						support. 
						As 
						I 
						grew 
						older, 
						I 
						came 
						to 
						realize 
						it 
						is 
						a 
						great 
						sin, 
						then 
						and 
						now, 
						to 
						hold 
						souls 
						as 
						property, 
						with 
						no 
						freedom, 
						no 
						pay, 
						and 
						no 
						surnames 
						of 
						their 
						own. 
					

				

			

			
				
					
						When 
						my 
						father 
						died, 
						my 
						brothers, 
						sisters, 
						and 
						I 
						freed 
						them 
						all. 
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						in 
						my 
						later 
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						my 
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						coming 
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						our 
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						will 
						not 
						permit 
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						to 
						be 
						enslaved. 
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						pray 
						nightly 
						I 
						will 
						see 
						that 
						happen 
						in 
						my 
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						have 
						s 
						pent 
						too 
						much 
						of 
						this 
						letter 
						on 
						my 
						own 
						history, 
						when 
						the 
						history 
						of 
						the 
						nation 
						was 
						being 
						lived 
						at 
						that 
						moment, 
						too! 
					

					
						When 
						I 
						was 
						born, 
						these 
						United 
						States 
						did 
						not 
						exist. 
						I 
						could 
						count 
						the 
						colonies 
						without 
						reaching 
						twenty. 
						Our 
						government, 
						now 
						situated 
						here 
						in 
						the 
						very 
						city 
						where 
						I 
						write, 
						was 
						far 
						away, 
						in 
						England, 
						and 
						we 
						were 
						ruled 
						by 
						a 
						king. 
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									beloved 
									child, 
									will 
									be 
									born 
									in 
									a 
									vast 
									nation 
									whose 
									territories 
									stretch 
									from 
									ocean 
									to 
									ocean. 
									You 
									will 
									grow 
									up 
									with 
									railways 
									that 
									crisscross 
									the 
									continent, 
									and 
									steamships 
									that 
									will 
									travel 
									to 
									lands 
									whose 
									names 
									are 
									unknown 
									to 
									me. 
									You 
									will 
									come 
									of 
									age 
									in 
									a 
									strong 
									and 
									stable 
									country 
									 
								

							

						

						
							
								
									esteemed 
									throughout 
									the 
									world. 
									That 
									is 
									in 
									part 
									because 
									of 
									my 
									adored 
									husband, 
									your 
									great-
									grandfather 
									Alexander 
									Hamilton. 
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						nation 
						was 
						being 
						lived 
						at 
						that 
						moment, 
						too! 
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						exist. 
						I 
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						the 
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						without 
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						government, 
						now 
						situated 
						here 
						in 
						the 
						very 
						city 
						where 
						I 
						write, 
						was 
						far 
						away, 
						in 
						England, 
						and 
						we 
						were 
						ruled 
						by 
						a 
						king. 
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						beloved 
						child, 
						will 
						be 
						born 
						in 
						a 
						vast 
						nation 
						whose 
						territories 
						stretch 
						from 
						ocean 
						to 
						ocean. 
						You 
						will 
						grow 
						up 
						with 
						railways 
						that 
						crisscross 
						the 
						continent, 
						and 
						steamships 
						that 
						will 
						travel 
						to 
						lands 
						whose 
						names 
						are 
						unknown 
						to 
						me. 
						You 
						will 
						come 
						of 
						age 
						in 
						a 
						strong 
						and 
						stable 
						country 
						esteemed 
						throughout 
						the 
						world. 
						That 
						is 
						in 
						part 
						because 
						of 
						my 
						adored 
						husband, 
						your 
						great-grandfather 
						Alexander 
						Hamilton. 
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OEBPS/scripts/region-magnificationator.js
/* Region-Magnificationator
 *
 * This JavaScript adds simple touch-to-popup functionality
 * 
 * It looks for elements with a data-mag-target attribute:
 * 
 * <div data-mag-target="page7_item1_1">...</div>
 * 
 * For ease of converting to KF8, intra-page popup order
 * should also be defined by setting an ordinal attribute.
 * This script, however, will ignore it:
 * 
 * <div data-mag-target="page7_item1_1" data-mag-ordinal="1">...</div>
 *
 * This script has no library dependencies.
 *
 * It is designed to work in both mouse and touch environments.
 */


/*
 * global variables
 */

var DEV_MODE = false; // set to true for console output on device

var MAX_TAP_DIAMETER = 50; // how far can finger stray before no longer tap?
var MAX_TAP_DURATION = 250; // milliseconds 
var PAGINATIONHOTSPOTWIDTH = 0.10; // percent of screen edges to reserve for page forward/backward
var MAG_TARGET_ATTRIBUTE = 'data-mag-target';

var currentlyShowing = null;
var startCoords = null;
var startTime = null;
var maxPageBackXValue;
var maxPageForwardXValue;

var isTextSelected = false;

/**
 * initialize
 * 
 * @function main
 */
function main() {

	// dev mode 
	if (DEV_MODE && 'ontouchstart' in window) {
		console = new MobileConsole();
	}
	
	// estimate position of page back/forward hotspots
	var windowWidth = document.getElementsByTagName('div')[0].offsetWidth;
	maxPageBackXValue = (windowWidth * PAGINATIONHOTSPOTWIDTH);
	minPageForwardXValue = windowWidth - maxPageBackXValue;

	// set up triggers
	var triggers = getTriggers();
	initializeTriggers(triggers);

	// use body as event backstop
	addEventListeners(document.body);

}

/**
 * find triggers
 * 
 * @function getTriggers
 * @return {Array<Element>} 
 */
function getTriggers() {
	var anchors = document.getElementsByTagName('div');
	var triggers = new Array();
	for( var i = 0; i < anchors.length; i++ ) {
		if (anchors[i].hasAttribute(MAG_TARGET_ATTRIBUTE)) {
			triggers.push(anchors[i]);
		}
	}
	return triggers;
}

/**
 * add event listeners and connect triggers
 * to popups
 * 
 * @function initializeTriggers
 * @param {Array<Element>} triggers
 */
function initializeTriggers(triggers) {
	for( var i = 0; i < triggers.length; i++ ) {
		addEventListeners(triggers[i]);
		// store ref to popup in trigger DOM object
		var targetId = triggers[i].getAttribute(MAG_TARGET_ATTRIBUTE);
		var popup = document.getElementById(targetId);
		if (!popup) throw Error('Invalid mag target: ' + targetId);
		triggers[i].jsPopupTarget = popup;
	}
}

/**
 * @function addEventListeners
 * @param {Element} el
 */
function addEventListeners(el) {
	if ('ontouchstart' in window) {
		console.log('adding touch events');
		el.addEventListener('touchstart', handleTouchStart, false);
		el.addEventListener('touchend', handleTouchEnd, false);
	} else {
		el.addEventListener('mousedown', handleTouchStart, false);
		el.addEventListener('mouseup', handleTouchEnd, false);
	}

}

/**
 * @function handleTouchStart
 * @param {Event} event
 */
function handleTouchStart(event) {
	isTextSelected = checkIfTextSelected();
	if (event.currentTarget === document.body || event.currentTarget.hasAttribute(MAG_TARGET_ATTRIBUTE)) {
		event.stopPropagation();
		startCoords = getCoordinates(event);
		startTime = (new Date()).getTime();
	}
}

/**
 * Determine if action should be taken
 * 
 * @function handleTouchEnd
 * @param {Event} event
 */
function handleTouchEnd(event) {
	if (event.currentTarget === document.body || event.currentTarget.hasAttribute(MAG_TARGET_ATTRIBUTE)) {
		if (startTime != null) {
			event.stopPropagation();
			var endTime = (new Date()).getTime();
			var duration = endTime - startTime;
			if (duration <= MAX_TAP_DURATION) {
				handleFullTouch(event);
			}
		}
	}
}

/**
 * If an event reaches this function,
 * consider it a proper touch event.
 * - If popup showing, hide it
 * - If trigger touched, show that popup
 * 
 * @function handleFullTouch
 * @param {Event} event
 */
function handleFullTouch(event) {
	// If user interacting with link, let it happen
	if (event.target.tagName.toLowerCase() !== 'a') {
		if (currentlyShowing != null && event.currentTarget === document.body) {
			hideAll();
			if (!isTextSelected) {
				// if text selected, don't prevent default
				// or user can't deselect
				event.preventDefault();
			} 
		} else if (event.currentTarget.hasAttribute(MAG_TARGET_ATTRIBUTE)) {
			event.preventDefault();
			var trigger = event.currentTarget;
			var popup = trigger.jsPopupTarget;
			if (popup != currentlyShowing) {
				show(popup);
			}
		}	
	}
}

/**
 * Determines if user has selected text
 * 
 * @function checkIfTextSelected
 * @return {boolean}
 */
function checkIfTextSelected() {
	var txt = '';
	if (window.getSelection) {
		txt = window.getSelection().toString();
	}
	if (txt == '' || txt == null) {
		return false;
	}
	return true;
}

/*
 * show popup
 * 
 * @function show
 * @param {Element} popup
 */
function show(popup){
	hideAll();
	popup.style.display = 'block';
	currentlyShowing = popup;
}

/*
 * hide all popups
 * 
 * @function hideAll
 */
function hideAll(){
	if ( currentlyShowing != null ) {
		currentlyShowing.style.display = 'none';
		currentlyShowing = null;
	}
}

/* ---------------- utilities ------------------- */

/**
 * get event coordinates
 * 
 * @function getCoordinates
 * @param {Event} event
 * @return {Object} containing x and y Number properties
 */
function getCoordinates(event) {
	var x;
	var y;
	if ( 'touches' in event ) {
		x = event.touches[0].pageX;
		y = event.touches[0].pageY;
	} else {
		x = event.pageX;
		y = event.pageY;
	}
	return {'x':x, 'y':y};
}

/**
 * get distance between points
 * 
 * @function getDistance
 * @param {Number} pointA
 * @param {Number} pointB
 * @return {Number}
 */
function getDistance(pointA, pointB) {
	return Math.sqrt( Math.pow((pointB.x - pointA.x),2) + Math.pow((pointB.y - pointA.y),2));
}

/**
 * is event single finger touch?
 * 
 * @function isSingleFingerEvent
 * @param {Event} event
 * @return {boolean}
 */
function isSingleFinger(event) {
	if ( 'touches' in event && event.touches.length > 1) {
		return false;
	}
	return true;
}

/**
 * add a class to a DOM element
 * 
 * @function addClass
 * @param {Element} el
 * @param {String} className
 */
function addClass(el, className) {
	var newClassAtt = '';
	/*
	 * remove existing occurrences
	 */
	var currentClassNames = el.className.split(' ');
	for( var i = 0; i < currentClassNames.length; i++ ) {
		if ( currentClassNames[i] != className ) {
			newClassAtt += ' ' + currentClassNames[i];
		}
	}
	// now add to end		
	newClassAtt += ' ' + className;
	// remove space that may have been added to beginning
	newClassAtt = newClassAtt.trim();
	el.className = newClassAtt;
}

/**
 * check if DOM element has class
 * 
 * @function hasClass
 * @param {Element} el
 * @param {String} classToCheck
 * @return {boolean}
 */
function hasClass(el, classToCheck){
	var existingClasses = el.className.split(' ');
	for( var i in existingClasses ) {
		if( existingClasses[i] == classToCheck ) {
			return true;
		}
	}
	return false;
}

/**
 * By overriding the console with an instance
 * of this class, you can get console output
 * on mobile devices.
 * @class MobileConsole
 */
function MobileConsole() {
    this.outputElement = document.createElement("div");
    document.getElementsByTagName('div')[0].appendChild(this.outputElement);
    var style = 'font-size:0.8em;position:absolute;background-color:rgba(100,150,255,0.5);max-width:40%;top:10px;left:10px;';
    this.outputElement.setAttribute('style',style);
}
/**
 * @method log
 */
MobileConsole.prototype.log = function(txt) {
    var p = document.createElement('p');
    p.setAttribute('style','margin:0;text-indent:0;');
    p.innerHTML = txt;
    this.outputElement.appendChild(p);
}

window.addEventListener('load', main, false);



