
		
			
				 

			

		

		

		
			
				 

			

		

		
			
				 

			

		

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					Small-Girl Zora demolished baby dolls 

					and smashed tiny tea sets to smithereens. 

				

			

			
				
					Zora, are you 

					up in that 

					tree again? 

				

			

			
				
					You’re gonna 

					break your neck!

				

			

			
				
					You’re gonna get into 

					a whole heap a’ trouble,

					is what you’re gonna get . . . Didn’t Daddy tell you to 

					stop climbing trees?
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					She snuck out in the middle of the night to play tag with the moon.
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					She refused to wear her hat in the sun, always lost her sandals, and never came home clean.

				

			

			
				
					 Why can’t you be 

					more ladylike, 

					like your older sister? 

				

			

			
				
					Don’t fill up the whole tub! 

					Water is scarce these days. 

					I sure hope it rains soon.

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					And Small-Girl Zora constantly told 

					outlandish stories. When she prattled on about ghouls and a skinny yellow mule, she saw her grandma’s face squinch up like a prune. 

				

			

			
				
					These old-timers better 

					stop filling that child’s 

					head with nonsense! 

					Quit with these outrageous 

					tales, Li’l Bit! What happens 

					when your daddy finds out 

					you been telling lies?

				

			

			
				
					Those ain’t lies! 

					Weave us some more 
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					My granny frowns 

					when I tell tales, and 

					it makes her whiskers 

					poke out. I tried to 

					clip ’em once!
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					Hoots, hollers, snickers, and screams.

					The small girl steamed. And then she dreamed.

				

			

			
				
					Change the world? 

					How? A story’s just 

					a mess of words.

				

			

			
				
					Change the world? How? All a girl needs to know is how to change 
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					“I’m gonna stack stories so high I’ll be able to jump at the sun and 

					actually touch it! Can’t these folks see all the tears of JOY and 

					LAUGHTER in my wake? All this wet could end our drought.” 

					She ran into the shed to grab Mama’s old watering can. “Pretty soon 

					I’ll gather enough tears to flood all of Eatonville and bring back my 

					mama’s garden! I’ll start with Farmer Killicks.” 

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					 Collard greens turning to collard browns! Beets 

					begging for a drink! 

					Shriveled-up scallions lying limp on the land instead of stretching toward the sun! 

					I’ll save you!
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					Sinking into the fancy settee in the Killickses’ parlor, Small-Girl Zora fidgeted. 

					“Do y’all want to hear any tall tales?” Zora’s small-girl voice squeaked. 

					Mrs. Killicks looked doubtful. “We don’t make a lot of chitchat,” she said. 

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					“Silence is a virtue,” Farmer Killicks grumbled. “Children should be seen and not heard.”

					“But I’d love to play a hymn for you on my organ!” Mrs. Killicks piped up. 

					She sat down and began to play a slow tune.

					Small-Girl Zora knew she shouldn’t interrupt, but how was she supposed to fill her watering can if these folks didn’t want to listen to her stories? 
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					Finally, Small-Girl Zora gathered her courage and cleared her honey-child throat. “How’d you like to hear the one about how serpents got their poison and rattles? Seems Brer Snake was upset at being tromped and stomped while he slithered on the ground. He didn’t have no claws to fight with or feet to get out of the way, y’know.”

					“Serpent?!” Mrs. Killicks shrieked. “Where?? WHERE?!?” 

					She leapt up onto a stool. 

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					Farmer Killicks, who had drifted off to sleep, jumped straight up with a shout. 

					Small-Girl Zora decided that a silent exit was best. She sneaked out through the cat flap. 
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					As she hotfooted herself away from the farmstead, Small-Girl Zora decided to try some tale-telling over at Mr. Starks’s general store. There were always elders on the front porch sharing fables, news, and jokes. 
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					ever seen!

				

			

			
				
					Sure is! This is usually 

					one of the wettest places 
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					As soon as Zora’s small-girl foot hit the first step, everybody clammed up. 

					“The porch ain’t no place for a little girl,” they said. “This here is a grown folks’ spot. Head on home and help your mama.”

					“I am helping my mama!” Small-Girl Zora sassed. “I’m fixing to flood all of 

					Eatonville and save her garden.” She dashed inside before the grown folks 

					could catch her and scold her for backchat.
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					“Can I tell you a tall tale, Mr. Starks?”

					“You gonna pay me for my time?” he barked. 

					Small-Girl Zora wanted to roll her eyes at that but concentrated 

					on her story instead. Taking a deep breath, she wove the pieces 

					together: “Last week, my brothers and sisters and I boiled a heap 

					of eggs in the backyard . . . 

					“You see, a haint had scared our hens so bad they started laying magically multiplying eggs. I’ll bet they’re multiplying in my 

					stomach as I speak.” She rubbed her tummy. “I haven’t been able 

					to eat a thing since last Tuesday.” 
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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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