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Frida Means Sunlight 
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			       “Mom, please just let me go! I’m begging you, please, please, please!” Whined Frida. “No, dear. You know how dangerous the lands are. And that fruit will make you sick. We can’t risk any of this.” Replied her mother. Hmmmm, maybe when I’m older... Frida thought. “And you’re not going up there when you’re older either, it will do the same damage.” Explained her mother while she kissed Frida’s forehead. Once her mother left, Frida wiped away the kiss aggressively and gave the exit where her mother had left a dirty look. 
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			       “I hate the ocean and I love the sand, I love the fruit, oh, how sweet it is! The sand, so warm. The ocean has nothing like that! It’s so, cold, dirty, blue, horrible!!!! I love the sun so yellow and bright. Why do they keep me here? I mean, I know I’m a mermaid and all, but still, why can’t I just lay in the sand, eat the fruit, and enjoy the sunshine?!” She flung her arms up in the air, and frowned. Ignocial, her turtle friend, answered the rhetorical question, “We need to keep you safe, Frida.” “The ocean is the world’s trash can and toilet.” Frida bounced back in a snarky way while nodding her head once strongly at the end. “Yes,”  agreed Ignocial with a puzzled look. “but this is where mermaids live! This is where YOU live.” Ignocial continued. Frida whines, “I know, but just why!? Sure, the sea’s beautiful, but the land is as amazing as sand, fruit and sunshine!” 
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			       Her mother renters, “Sweetie, we’ve been over this, the sun damages us and the fruit’s bad for you!” Frida shouted, “Ugh!” She was annoyed with her mother. “But moooooom! Frida means sunlight, so why would you name me that anyway!?” Frida swivels out of her mother’s hug and crosses her arms while looking down sadly. 
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			       Frida swims up to the surface. She peaks her bold, brown eyes above the waterline. She could hear the loud waves behind rushing back and forth. They seemed as if they were creeping up behind her, and quickly rushing away smoothly. As they got closer, they grew loud and big, as they got farther, they hushed down quiet, and disappeared. As she quickly and quietly crawled and pulled herself out of the water, her scaly, ombré with blue, green, and yellow tail dragged along the warm, soft sand. The sun shines over the blue water and she stares at the beautiful glare. 
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			       She had noticed a short, brown stem. “Huh?” She questioned. She crawled closer to it, and 
pulled it out of the sand. It was a shiny, ripe, green apple! Her blue, green, and yellow ombré hair glistened in the sunlight. She wiped away the sand on the apple clean. As she bit into the apple, she was once again amazed by the crispy, sweet, ripe taste while she thought about the most extravagant taste she was experiencing as if she was in slow motion. She loosened her grip on the apple.

        She took it into the other hand which was resting in the soft, warm sand. She laid her head on a wet rock she found behind her as she was crunching the apple with a smile. She carefully looked into the sunlight and gave it a soft smile. “I hate the ocean.” She muttered in a soft voice while slightly shaking her had and smiling. She looked into the blue saltwater, and thought about her mother and Ignocial. “What if they’re worried about me?” She looked down and sighed. “But I like it here,” she thought about them again. “But they don’t like ME here.” She started to cry. She had thought about the memories with them.  
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			       She let go of the apple and sat up. As Frida wiped away her dark blue tears, she started to feel weird. She started to miss her family. Frida swam back through the blue, salty water and once she made it back, she saw Ignocial’s arm in her mother’s shoulder while she cried. Ignocial turned his head and and frowned deeply. Then, he saw Frida. He excitedly rushed over in a dash. Her mother looked over, sniffling, she was so speechless. She rushed over and they all had a group hug. “What happened?” Asked her mother. 
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			       Frida replied, “I got mad because of our argument.” Her mother added, “So you decided to swim off to somewhere you could if announced mermaids to the he entire world or eaten fruit and also got sunlight into your system!? We were worried sick!” Then, Frida promised solemnly, “I know and I’m so sorry it will never happen again.” Her mother was relieved, “Thank you, we’re happy you’re safe!” Ignocial added, “We love you so much!” “Yes.” Agreed her mother. “I love you guys too!” Answered Frida. They lived happily ever after!
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			       Hi there, my name is Ava M. I wrote this story because I am extremely close with my family, and I love unicorns and mermaids. I’ve been dancing since I was four. I love to swim, and I love acting and singing in plays. I also love music so much, I have close to 10 favorite songs! I also play the guitar. I like shopping and I love art. I draw almost everyday! I love to go to the beach with my family. My favorite foods are tacos and burritos. I have a sister and she’s one of my best friends. When I grow up, I want to be a teacher. My mom, grandma, and aunt are all teachers. My grandma is retired though. I am always energetic and happy. Thank you for reading my story! I also have some other stories, Morning Memory and The Lost and Found Unicorn. 
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OEBPS/ibook.js
/*
 * Based on Apple's iBook JS Framework
 * Stripped down and enhanced for Book Creator
 */

// Top-level object containing some core constants providing information about the environment.
var iBook = {};

// Indicates whether the platform is an iBook.IS_IPAD.
iBook.IS_IPAD = (navigator.platform == 'iPad');

// Indicates whether the platform supports touches.
iBook.SUPPORTS_TOUCHES = ('createTouch' in document);

// The interaction start event name
iBook.START_EVENT = iBook.SUPPORTS_TOUCHES ? 'touchstart' : 'mousedown';

// The interaction move event name
iBook.MOVE_EVENT = iBook.SUPPORTS_TOUCHES ? 'touchmove' : 'mousemove';

// The interaction end event name
iBook.END_EVENT = iBook.SUPPORTS_TOUCHES ? 'touchend' : 'mouseup';

// The CSS selector for media elements.
iBook.MEDIA_BASE_CSS_SELECTOR = '.ibooks-media';

// The HTML attribute for the audio source
iBook.MEDIA_AUDIO_SOURCE_ATTRIBUTE = 'data-ibooks-audio-src';

// The HTML attribute for the audio reset on play
iBook.MEDIA_AUDIO_RESET_ATTRIBUTE = 'data-ibooks-audio-reset-on-play';

// The HTML attribute for pausing iBooks read aloud
iBook.MEDIA_PAUSE_READ_ALOUD_ATTRIBUTE = 'data-ibooks-pause-readaloud';

iBook.HYPERLINK_ATTRIBUTE = 'data-bookcreator-link';

// CSS class name on active elements
iBook.ACTIVE_CSS_CLASS = "active";

// Tap threshold value, in pixels
iBook.TAP_THRESHOLD = 10;

iBook.handleLink = function (e)
{
    var link = e.target.getAttribute(iBook.HYPERLINK_ATTRIBUTE);
    if (link)
    {
        e.preventDefault();
        window.location.href = link;
    }
}

iBook.getEventClientX = function (event) {
    if (event.changedTouches && event.changedTouches.length == 1) {
        // Touch interface
        return event.changedTouches.item(0).clientX;
    }
    else {
        // Desktop interface
        return event.clientX;
    }
}

iBook.getEventClientY = function (event) {
    if (event.changedTouches && event.changedTouches.length == 1) {
        // Touch interface
        return event.changedTouches.item(0).clientY;
    }
    else {
        // Desktop interface
        return event.clientY;
    }
}

/* ==================== BASE CONTROLLER ==================== */

function iBooksBaseController()
{    
    // Set true for an onscreen log
    if (false)
    {
        var logArea = document.createElement("textarea");
        logArea.id = "logArea";
        logArea.style.position = "absolute";
        logArea.style.bottom = "5px";
        logArea.style.left = "5px";
        logArea.style.width = "420px";
        logArea.style.height = "150px";
        logArea.style.zIndex = 4000;
        var body = document.getElementById("main");
        body.appendChild(logArea);
        
        iBook.log = function (msg) {
            var logArea = document.getElementById("logArea");
            if (!msg) msg = "null";
            logArea.value = msg + "\n" + logArea.value;
        };
    }
    else
    {
        iBook.log = function (msg) {};
    }    
    
    this.media = new iBooksMediaController();
    this.link = new iBooksLinkController();
}

// On DOM content loaded, instantiate the iBook base controller
window.addEventListener("DOMContentLoaded", function() {
    window.iBookController = new iBooksBaseController();
}, false);

/* ==================== ELEMENT PROTOTYPE ADDITIONS ==================== */

// Indicates whether the element has a given class name within its <code>class</code> attribute.
Element.prototype.hasClassName = function (className)
{
    return new RegExp('(?:^|\\s+)' + className + '(?:\\s+|$)').test(this.className);
}

// Adds the given class name to the element's <code>class</code> attribute if it's not already there.
Element.prototype.addClassName = function (className)
{
    if (!this.hasClassName(className))
    {
        this.className = [this.className, className].join(' ');
        return true;
    }
    else
    {
        return false;
    }
}

// Removes the given class name from the element's <code>class</code> attribute if it's there.
Element.prototype.removeClassName = function (className)
{
    if (this.hasClassName(className))
    {
        var curClasses = this.className;
        this.className = curClasses.replace(new RegExp('(?:^|\\s+)' + className + '(?:\\s+|$)', 'g'), ' ');
        return true;
    }
    return false;
}

// Adds or removes the given class name from the element's <code>class</code> attribute based on a condition. If no
// condition is set, the class will be added if it is not already present and removed if it is.
Element.prototype.toggleClassName = function (className, condition)
{
    if (condition == null)
    {
        condition = !this.hasClassName(className);
    }
    this[condition ? 'addClassName' : 'removeClassName'](className);
}

/* ==================== LINK CONTROLLER ==================== */

function iBooksLinkController()
{
    // <img data-bookcreator-link="page002.xhtml" .../> or <img data-bookcreator-link="http://www.google.com" .../>
    var imgElements = document.documentElement.getElementsByTagName("img");
    
    for (var i = 0, max = imgElements.length; i < max; i++)
    {
        var img = imgElements[i];
        var link = img.getAttribute(iBook.HYPERLINK_ATTRIBUTE);
        if (link)
        {
            // iBook.log("adding image click:" + link);
            img.addEventListener("click", iBook.handleLink, false);
        }
    }
    
    document.querySelectorAll('.item.link a').forEach(function (a) {
    	var remote = a.href.toLowerCase()
    	remote = remote.startsWith('http:') || remote.startsWith('https:')
    	var link = a.parentNode
        if (!remote && a.parentNode.getAttribute('data-bookcreator-content-type') !== 'application/pdf') {
        	a.setAttribute('disabled', 'true')
        }
    })
}

/* ==================== MEDIA CONTROLLER ==================== */

function iBooksMediaController()
{
    this.allMedia = [];

    var audioElements = document.querySelectorAll(iBook.MEDIA_BASE_CSS_SELECTOR + "-audio");

    if (audioElements) {
        for (var i = audioElements.length - 1; i >= 0; i--) {
            this.allMedia.push(new iBooksAudioController(audioElements[i]));
        }        
    }
    
    var videoElements = document.documentElement.getElementsByTagName("video");
    
    for (var i = 0, max = videoElements.length; i < max; i++) {
        this.allMedia.push(new iBooksVideoController(videoElements[i]));
    }
}

/* ==================== VIDEO CONTROLLER ==================== */

function iBooksVideoController(element)
{    
    this.media = element;
    this.media.addEventListener("play", this, false);
}

iBooksVideoController.prototype.pause = function()
{    
    this.media.pause();
}

iBooksVideoController.prototype.handleEvent = function(event)
{
    if (event.type == "play") {
        // iBooks will stop any other media automatically
        // but let's also call pause() on each item to reset the UI
        
        var allMedia = iBookController.media.allMedia;
        
        for (var i = 0, max = allMedia.length; i < max; i++) {
            if (allMedia[i].media != this.media) {
                allMedia[i].pause();
            }
        }
    }
}

/* ==================== AUDIO CONTROLLER ==================== */
/**
 *  This is called when we've found a valid iBooks audio HTML element.
 *  
 *  By default, audio will pause itself on touch, then resume playing when touched again.
 *  To reset the audio track, include the HTML attribute <code>iBook.MEDIA_AUDIO_RESET_ATTRIBUTE</code>
 *  and set the value to equal to <code>true<code>.
 *
 *  For example:
 *  <div class="ibooks-media-audio" data-ibooks-audio-src="audio/src.m4a">Play audio</div>
 *
 *  @property {Object} element The required object to instantiate the <code>iBooksAudioController</code>
 */
function iBooksAudioController(element)
{    
    // iBook.log("iBooksAudioController construction:" + element);
    
    this.el = element;
    this.el.addEventListener(iBook.START_EVENT, this, false);
    this.src = this.el.getAttribute(iBook.MEDIA_AUDIO_SOURCE_ATTRIBUTE);
    this.resetAudioOnPlay = false; // For future maybe
    this.setAudio();
}

// Creates a new audio element, set the source, then load it.
iBooksAudioController.prototype.setAudio = function()
{    
    this.media = new Audio();
    this.media.src = this.src;
    this.media.addEventListener("ended", this, false);      
    document.documentElement.appendChild(this.media);
}

iBooksAudioController.prototype.play = function()
{
    var allMedia = iBookController.media.allMedia;
    
    for (var i = 0, max = allMedia.length; i < max; i++) {
        allMedia[i].pause();
    }
        
    if (this.resetAudioOnPlay) {
        // Remove the existing element to prevent duplicates.
        document.documentElement.removeChild(this.media);
        this.setAudio();
    }
    
    this.el.addClassName(iBook.ACTIVE_CSS_CLASS);
    this.media.play();
}

iBooksAudioController.prototype.pause = function()
{
    this.media.pause();
    this.el.removeClassName(iBook.ACTIVE_CSS_CLASS);
};

// When the audio ends, remove its active class
iBooksAudioController.prototype.ended = function()
{
    this.el.removeClassName(iBook.ACTIVE_CSS_CLASS);
}

/**
 *  On touch start, add an event listener for touch end. Store the
 *  touch start X, Y coordinates for later use.
 */
iBooksAudioController.prototype.touchStart = function(event)
{
//    iBook.log("iBooksAudioController.prototype.touchStart");
    
    this.startX = iBook.getEventClientX(event);
    this.startY = iBook.getEventClientY(event);
    window.addEventListener(iBook.END_EVENT, this, false);
}

/**
 *  On touch end, remove our event listeners. Determine if the user action was a 
 *  tap, or gesture; if the action was a tap then add <code>iBook.ACTIVE_CSS_CLASS</code>
 *  to the body class and prevent default. Otherwise, allow iBooks to handle the event.
 */
iBooksAudioController.prototype.touchEnd = function(event)
{
    /*
    iBook.log("iBooksAudioController.prototype.touchEnd");
    
    iBook.log("event.pageX=" + event.pageX);
    iBook.log("event.clientX=" + event.clientX);
    if (event.changedTouches && event.changedTouches.length == 1)
        iBook.log("event.changedTouches.item(0).clientX=" + event.changedTouches.item(0).clientX);
    */
    
    window.removeEventListener(iBook.END_EVENT, this, false);
    
    this.xTap = (Math.abs(this.startX - iBook.getEventClientX(event)) < iBook.TAP_THRESHOLD);
    this.yTap = (Math.abs(this.startY - iBook.getEventClientY(event)) < iBook.TAP_THRESHOLD);
    
    if (this.xTap && this.yTap) {
        event.preventDefault();
        if (this.media.paused)
            this.play();
        else
            this.pause();
    }
}

// Event triage.
iBooksAudioController.prototype.handleEvent = function(event)
{
    // iBook.log("iBooksAudioController.prototype.handleEvent:" + event.type);

    switch(event.type){
        case iBook.START_EVENT:
            this.touchStart(event);
            break;
        case iBook.END_EVENT:
            this.touchEnd(event);
            break;
        case "ended":
            this.ended();
            break;
    }
}
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