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					The nights when Father didn’t have to perform surgeries, he taught me English and told me stories about San Francisco, where his American teacher, Dr. Smith, lived. Dr. Smith had to leave Wuhan after the Communists took over China. He gave Father a picture of the Golden Gate Bridge and invited him to work with him in his hometown of San Francisco. But Father didn’t want to leave his patients.
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					My mother wasn’t always pleased with me because I didn’t behave like a traditional Chinese girl—speaking in a low voice, playing piano, and learning the fan dance. But my father loved my curiosity and strong spirit. He answered my endless questions and clapped with me when I sang English folk songs at the top of my lungs.

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

		

		
			
				
				 

				

		

		
			
				
					I dreamt of going to America and eating foods with funny names like hot dogs, pizza, Twinkies, tater tots, and banana splits. 

					My mother wasn’t always pleased with me because I didn’t behave like a traditional Chinese girl—speaking in a low voice, playing piano, and learning the fan dance. But my father loved my curiosity and strong spirit. He answered my endless questions and clapped with me when I sang English folk songs at the top of my lungs.

				

			

		

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					The year I turned five, we were no longer allowed to read English books or speak in foreign languages. But Father and I secretly continued our English lessons. He told me, “Remember, my dear, knowledge is power. One day you will have a chance to use it.” I wasn’t sure when and where I would ever be allowed to speak English outside of our home.

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					Everyone was busy with revolutionary activities, so there were not enough people to work in the factories. When our building’s electricity went out, we would close the curtains and light a small candle. The high point of those days was hiding under a blanket and listening to songs from the American international broadcast Voice of America. 
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					Our life soon changed for the worse. Mao’s portraits and teachings hung on walls all over the city. We were ordered to wear Mao uniforms, Mao buttons, and to carry The Little Red Book, which contained Mao’s teachings. I was sad I could no longer wear my chrysanthemum flower dress. 

					Food and other daily necessities became scarce. We were issued ration tickets. Red was for eggs, green for meat, and yellow for soap. But the shelves at the store were always empty.
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					One day, Comrade Li moved into Father’s study. At first, I thought he was my friend because he folded origami birds and used them to trade food with me. But soon, I understood why my parents were afraid of him.

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					Comrade Li was the leader of the Red Guard, an organization made up of teenage students. The group claimed they were Mao’s most loyal followers. They marched around the neighborhood, singing revolutionary songs and dragging away anyone who didn’t conform, like our friends who lived upstairs, Dr. Wong and Mrs. Wong. They destroyed items that were considered Western, like sewing machines, refrigerators, and space heaters. 

				

			

			
				
					I sensed danger was near when Father came home with a letter from Dr. Smith. He whispered to Mother, “Someone opened the letter. We can’t write to him anymore.”
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					“Why are they doing this, Daddy?” I whispered. Father didn’t answer; he only held my hand tighter. 

				

			

			
				
					The next day, Father walked me home from school. When we got to the courtyard, the air smelled of ink. Our building was covered in posters. Comrade Li drew a red X as bright as blood over Father’s name on one of the posters. The Red Guards were stomping on the flowers in our garden while their speakers blared out revolutionary songs.

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

		

		
			
				
				 

				

			
				
				 

				

		

		
			
				
					The next day, Father walked me home from school. When we got to the courtyard, the air smelled of ink. Our building was covered in posters. Comrade Li drew a red X as bright as blood over Father’s name on one of the posters. The Red Guards were stomping on the flowers in our garden while their speakers blared out revolutionary songs.

				

			

			
				
					“Why are they doing this, Daddy?” I whispered. Father didn’t answer; he only held my hand tighter. 

				

			

		

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					Once in our apartment, he ran to the fireplace, lit a fire, and burned stacks of letters and books. Wisps of ash bumped around the fireplace like frightened butterflies. Father even threw in the English lesson book we had made together.

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					I watched the fire slowly destroy the picture of the happy girl on the cover—first her hair, then her face, and finally her ice cream and dress. Tears rolled down my face. My happy days were burning along with her.
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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);
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