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					For J.S.K. and A.A.K.

					–S. J. S.

					For everyone who has been my faith when I have been my doubt. 

					Thank you for keeping me going.

					–B. K.

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					Foreword

					All my life, people set limitations on me. They said I would never walk. Then they said I would never farm. They certainly never thought I would set records with my running. No matter what people said, I always believed in myself. I knew my body better than anyone else. I knew what I was capable of. I kept trying. I never gave up. And I always held on to hope. 

					I wish the people from my birthplace of Punjab could see me now. The boy they teased for not being able to walk became the oldest person to ever run a marathon. I was the first 100-year-old to ever run 26.2 miles. 

				

			

			
				
					Doctors couldn’t figure out why I had trouble walking as a child, nor could they figure out why I was able to begin walking and, eventually, running. I think of it as a reminder that all of our bodies are different—and so are our experiences with disabilities.

					I’m now 113 years old, which means I’m probably more than 100 years older than you. Can you believe that? 

					My secret to a long and healthy life has been taking care of my mind, body, and soul. Every day, I challenge myself to think, exercise, eat healthy, and pray. I have really enjoyed my long life and hope you have a long and happy life too. I’d love for you to take care of yourself, try your hardest, and always choose yes when you meet a challenge. And who knows? Maybe one day you can break my record for the oldest person to ever run a marathon. Nothing would make me happier!
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					It was a sweltering summer. 

					Little Fauja Singh sat under the shade of a banyan tree in his village in Punjab, eating mangoes and watching the other children play. 

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					Fauja was smart and funny. He and his friends liked to play cards and marbles while sitting in a circle and telling jokes. 

					But Fauja longed to join them when they ran and jumped.

					He longed to play hopscotch, to rescue a runaway cricket ball, or to run with a kite flying high across the sky. 
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					He wished he felt as strong as his name, which meant “warrior lion”! 

					When he was very little, his parents thought that he might never walk.

					Month after month and year after year went by, but Fauja did not take a single step.

					Aunts and uncles, grandmas and grandpas shook their heads gravely and said: 

					“It’s too hard. He’s too weak.”

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					But Fauja did not listen and Fauja did not stop. 

					Instead, every morning he would listen to his mother, who said: “You know yourself, Fauja, and you know what you’re capable of. Today is a chance to do your best.” 
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					Fauja practiced walking outside his family’s hut each day, staying in the mud to soften every fall.

				

			

			
				
					He practiced and prayed for months. He could feel himself getting stronger, inside and out.

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					Then, a few days after Fauja’s fifth birthday, a wonderful thing happened. 

				

			

			
				
					He took one step… 

						And another… 

				

			

			
				
					Fauja Singh was finally walking!
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					and another!
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					Fauja’s parents were proud that their son understood what he was capable of and that he worked hard to achieve his goals. They were thrilled Fauja could walk because they knew it would make his life easier. His parents were so happy, they shared prayers of thanks and distributed parshad to the entire village.

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					Once Fauja began to walk, his legs needed strengthening.

					He practiced walking around the banyan tree every day. Some bullies thought his legs looked like sticks, and they teased Fauja by calling him “danda.”

				

			

			
				
					But Fauja did not listen and Fauja did not stop. Though his legs were weak, Fauja’s spirit was strong. 
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					As Fauja got bigger, it was time to go to school. But the school was miles away from his small village. There were no buses. Fauja’s legs could not carry him all that distance, and they couldn’t bring the school to him.

					So while Fauja’s friends went to school, he got his education on the farm, learning to plant, plow, and pick all kinds of crops.

					“It’s too hard. He’s too weak,” said the neighbors. 

				

			

			
				
					But Fauja did not listen and Fauja did not stop. 

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					He’d walk behind the buffaloes, planting seeds and getting stronger with each step.

					Fauja worked and worked and worked. He walked and walked and walked. He farmed and farmed and farmed. 

					And when Fauja turned fifteen, the whole village witnessed a new wonder:

					Fauja could walk an entire mile!
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					Fauja progressed by leaps and bounds, and he took many big steps over the next few years. 

					He got married, he had children, and he even got his own farm. 

					Fauja loved life in Punjab. He loved flying kites in the open fields with his children. He loved the excitement of a close cricket match played with friends. And he loved the joy that filled the village during the harvest festival of Vaisakhi. 

				

			

			
				
					He taught his children how to farm, just like his father had taught him. 

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					Every morning, he would tell his children: “You know yourself, and you know what you’re capable of. Today is a chance to do your best.”

					He cherished every step in his life’s journey. 
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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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