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					In 1762, as fate had determined it, a son was born to King Ibrahima Sori. He was named Abdulrahman, which meant “servant of God.” The prince grew up listening to stories of how his father had defeated their enemies and led the Fulbe people to victory. Ibrahima was chosen to be their king and the Almaami, the one who leads prayers. In the peace that followed, the West African kingdom of Fouta Djallon and its capital, Timbo, grew and prospered.

				

			

			
				
					Nestled at the foot of the Helaya Mountains, the Fulbe called their home many things: It was the land of living water, where Abdulrahman swam in many rivers. It was the land of fruit trees, which he climbed to eat sweet oranges. It was the land of faith, where the sound of Abdulrahman’s prayers echoed from Timbo’s grand mosque. 

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					When Abdulrahman turned seven, he was sent to school. Curious and clever, he quickly mastered reading and writing. But what fascinated him most were the stories about the prophets in the holy Quran. Moses, Jesus, and Muhammad had faced great challenges and ordeals. Each had accepted their fate determined by God, no matter how difficult.
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					Observing his son’s intelligence, King Sori sent Abdulrahman to Timbuktu at the age of twelve. Famous for the University of Sankore, built in 989, Timbuktu bustled with scholars, schools, and libraries. Like a parched reed soaking up water, Abdulrahman absorbed lessons of geography, astronomy, calculations, and the law. He became fluent in Arabic and four other African languages. Keeping his faith, he prayed five times a day, facing east, toward Arabia and the holy city of Makkah. 

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

		

		
			
				
				 

				

		

		
			
				
					Observing his son’s intelligence, King Sori sent Abdulrahman to Timbuktu at the age of twelve. Famous for the University of Sankore, built in 989, Timbuktu bustled with scholars, schools, and libraries. Like a parched reed soaking up water, Abdulrahman absorbed lessons of geography, astronomy, calculations, and the law. He became fluent in Arabic and four other African languages. Keeping his faith, he prayed five times a day, facing east, toward Arabia and the holy city of Makkah. 

				

			

		

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					Five years later, Abdulrahman’s studies were complete. He returned home a tall, handsome young man with long plaited hair, a sign of status among the Fulbe. 

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					He entered the army and began his training as a warrior. 

				

			

			
				
					And in his role as prince, he met merchants and diplomats from Africa and across the East at his father’s court.
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					In 1781, a great curiosity arrived: the first white man to reach Timbo. John Cox, a one-eyed Irish surgeon, had come ashore with his ship-mates. When he’d gotten lost while hunting, his companions had sailed off without him. 

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					Found sick and injured, King Sori gave the surgeon a house and a nurse and allowed him to stay as long as he wished. Over the next six months, Cox and Abdulrahman spent time together, learned a little of each other’s language, and became friends. When Cox became homesick, the king provided guards who took 	him to the coast, where he boarded a ship back to Ireland. 
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					By twenty-six, not only was Abdulrahman a prince destined tobe king, he was also a scholar, a warrior, a husband, and the father of a son named Husayn. One day, while on patrol with an army of two thousand soldiers, he was ambushed by the rival Heboh tribe. 

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					Through a haze of bullets, Abdulrahman saw his soldiers drop like rain. One of his men, Samba, came to his aid, and though they fought like lions, they were captured. 
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					Abdulrahman, along with Samba and the other survivors, was 

					marched to the sea. A great ship awaited them, and Abdulrahman  was filled with dread. He knew what happened to prisoners of war. 	They would be sold to English traders who 	demanded human souls in exchange for 	gunpowder, muskets, tobacco, and rum.

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					He struggled and fought at the realization but was beaten and chained. After being dragged on board the ship, called the Africa, he was lowered into its dark hold. 
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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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