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			RECAP: Karl Marx, a superhero under the name of the Radical Orator, and his sidekick, Friedrich Engels, were called to battle to face the evil, capitalist Adam Smith. The fight grew larger as Adam Smith revealed himself to be an evil cyborg created to kill the great communists, but Marx was able to start a revolution and ultimately defeat him. After the defeat of Mecha-Smith, Marx and Engels proclaimed their undying love for each other and made love, but Marx instantaneously died of bronchitis starting the act. 
Who will be the one to answer the call when the evil capitalists come to dominate the world? The answer can be found a few years later within America.

Previous Installment: 



LATE 19TH CENTURY AMERICA:
Two hooded men and a group of their fellow followers stood in front of a worn down, wooden coffin in an underground cave located in the remote US. The area was dark, barely lit by a single flame of a candle sitting on the coffin. The sound of water flow can faintly be heard coming from a nearby cave system. 
One of the men unhooded himself. The man had an heavily built body, with a respectable beard. Leaning over to the other hooded figure, the man whispered something faint within his ear. 
“Do you really think we’re ready James? Will this really work?” the hooded figure asked, as he unhooded himself. 
“Ready as ever, Eugene. The ritual cannot be delayed further if this is to properly work,” James breathed. The leaders signalled their followers, and the fifteen men in the cave gathered around the coffin. The followers placed their hands on the lid as James and Eugene stepped back in preparation of the mysterious ritual.
The men wait for the flame of the candle to go out, launching them into total darkness. Once then, James threw an silver amulet into the air. Landing on the coffin, the amulet exploded, lighting the room with a variety of colors, before fading into the darkness.
Suddenly, the coffin busted open and the figure of a robed Karl Marx jumped out. Disoriented and weak, he quickly 
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			collapsed on the cold floor of the cave. James went to hold the wide-eyed Karl up, grabbing his sleeves, while Eugene approached him to talk.
“Who are you people?” Karl exclaimed, attempting to shove James off him. “Where am I? What is this strange place?”
“My name is Eugene V. Debs,” Eugene said. “The man holding you is James B. Weaver. We are a collection of populists and socialists who resurrected you to help in our fight. Us two happen to be the leaders of this movement.”
“What fight? You still haven't told me where I am,” Marx said.
Eugene looked at James, hesitant to answer Marx. Letting go of Marx, James finally spoke. “Right now, you're in America. We've revived you do you can fight the evil capitalists that threaten to destroy us.”
Marx let out a huge gasp, collapsing onto the ground in shock of the revelation. “America?! I'd rather die again than be in a country of filthy capitalists!”
“Marx, we need you. These capitalists aren’t like any other we’ve faced,” Eugene pleaded. “Before, the American economy was made up of small merchants and farmers. Competition was plentiful and our nation was fairly primitive. When the civil war came, everything changed. The Union in the north increased manufacturing and built more infrastructure such as railroads, factories, and telegraphs to help the war efforts. After the Union won the war, the factories and infrastructure stayed to be used by 

businesses. With the help of new technology and industries, such as steel and oil, these businesses grew quickly and soon enough, the merchant and farming based economy of America disappeared to these corrupt capitalist tycoons. The expansion of railroads also created more corrupt capitalists to take over America. Please Marx, you must help us.” 
“Give me one good reason why I must help,” Marx demanded, still sitting on the floor.
“A few years ago, the love of your life, Mr. Engels, came here to stop the capitalists,” James explained. “We believe that he’s been captured by the Terrible Trust, the largest organization of capitalists that we’ve been fighting.”
Marx paused and glanced around the dark cave. Finally, Marx stood up. “When do I start my fight against this ‘trust’?”
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			James and Eugene led the robed Marx, the Radical Orator, to another part of the cave they were hiding out in. They finally came to a brightly lit room, not with flames, with a light bulb instead. The room was empty, save for a man-sized rectangular mirror. The populist and socialist stood Marx in front of the mirror and began disrobing him. Marx almost began to protest, when he noticed his body.
His body was no longer all skin and bones. Rather, his right arm, his legs, and parts of his torso were now metal. Strewn across Marx’s metallic body were various inventions and gadgets, presumably to be used in combat and battle.
“What did you do to me?” Marx uttered, horrified at the sight of himself. 


“We got our hands on the products of the capitalists from the Terrible Trust,” Eugene answered. “The world has had a technological revolution, a second industrial revolution. Out of this came inventions that we’ve used to rebuild you. You, Karl Marx, will use the capitalist creations you now have to end their reign.”
Marx placed his still-human hand on the cold, metallic parts of his torso. James began to explain his modification. “First, we needed a stronger body. We initially considered iron, but instead opted for steel. The Bessemer process made it easy and cheap to make steel, allowing the evil Andrew Carnage-ie to build his empire and Cornelius Commander-bilt to strengthen and spread his railroads across America.”
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			Suddenly, Marx felt a strange warmth throughout himself, feeling much more powerful while smelling the strange scent of kerosene. “We’ve also decided to equip you with a combustion engine to replace your heart,” James added. “The engine is powered by oil, which started in 1859 and grew overnight, replacing whale oil flames as the light source of Americans. This new discovery also led to the rise of John D. Wreck-A-Fellow with his Standard Oil Company merging and taking over other businesses in the same market. With his oil powering your combustion engine, you will be stronger than many humans.” 
Marx examined the various instruments on his body. On his arm was a light bulb mounted on a gun-barrel-like object. “That would be your light-cannon,” James said. “We’ve used the light bulb, invented by Thomas Edison to replace the old kerosene lamps and candles, and repurposed it as a long range weapon.” Also on his arm was the microphone of a telephone mounted on the wrist. “We’ve mounted a telephone custom made by Alexander Graham Bell so we can communicate with you from afar and feed you information. All you have to do, Marx, is connect yourself to a telephone line. You can also connect yourself to a telegraph line and communicate through there. The telegraph lines grew due to the war and now span the continent.”
Marx then looked down at his steel legs. He took a step, and out of his feet came out a set of wheels. James then stated,
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			“We’ve mounted train-wheels to your feet. The Union created a lot of railroad tracks, including a transcontinental railroad track, to get supplies and troops across the continent quickly, using railroad companies and giving them loans and land grants. After the war, the railroads continued to grow with the help of the government. If you find a railroad track, then you can use it with your new legs and travel faster on land than any horse or carriage to outrun those capitalists.”
Marx examined his other attachments, including a phonograph, mimeograph and cash-register. Though Marx asked the two why he included these instruments in a machine designed for combat, they never gave the Radical Orator a definite answer, rather just alternative facts.


Later, Marx and the other men climb to the surface, coming out into a vast plain of grass and nothing else. Nearby laid a train track without any other man-made structure in sight. Eugene signalled everyone to the track.
“Our plan is to wait here to catch a train to Chicago. We will then incite a worker’s strike against the railroads to serve as a distraction. Once the strike grows, we strike the Terrible Trust with Marx and destroy those capitalists!” Eugene shouted. 
After a war cry, the group of populists, socialists, workers, and other men of various backgrounds heard the distant sound of a train on rails. Marx, using his new gadgetry, squinted at the distance and saw the incoming locomotive speeding closer to the men. Once the train started to pass by, the men started to leap onto the sides of the train. Marx hopped on as the end of the train was about to pass.
The men climbed to the top of the train, waiting to see Chicago, their destination. Marx made his way to Eugene and James. 
“So when you said that we were going to strike, do we mean strike, as in strike a revolution, my comrade?” Marx asked. 
“No,” Eugene rejected. “We are joining with a group of workers to form a union, and we will use our first amendment to express our dissatisfaction to the government about the condition of the common worker.”
“Lame,” Marx said, with a sigh. “So, why are we doing this 
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			‘strike’ again?”
Eugene turned to the horizon and explained. “We are doing this against a railroad company called the Pullman Company. Railroad companies have had a history ever since the war. Railroads were initially made to transport supplies, mail, and people around, which they did excellently, being faster than any mode of transportation to this day. Our government saw this and gave them grants of land and loans to build more tracks around the US. The construction of these tracks saw some good come out of them. As more tracks were built towards the Pacific, the West could finally connect with the east, resulting in the western economy connecting with the east and more settlement within the west, stimulated mining and agriculture, brought immigrants over for work, and resulted in the creation many cities and settlements with the fast shipment of supplies and people. But, the expansion of the tracks destroyed land and environments in the west, due to their construction and the people who were headed west. They’re responsible for the killings of buffalo herds. They’re also responsible for the mistreatment of Native Americans. Our expansion into the west infringed onto their land, resulting in violence and Native loss of land, people, and their own cultures and tribes with the help of the government too and in exchange for mines.”
“Ok comrade,” Marx said. “But these railroads just killed some grass and animals. What’s the big deal?”
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			“The big deal is that the railroads have done more than exploit the environment. They exploit the people too!” Eugene exclaimed. “The government assistance of the railroads made them the nation’s biggest business, employing more than any other business as well as getting money from many foreign and domestic investors. The now colossal railroad businesses were prone to corruption and other scandals. The money that railroads got resulted in the Credit Mobilier scandal where government officials working on the Pacific Railroad created their own construction company to self-hire from to build the railroad and reap many profits, sharing stocks with a few congressmen who funded the company and accepted bribes. Be sure to keep in mind that this is only one incident of capitalistic corruption of the railroads. Railroad companies sometimes shared their profits together and agreed to kill competition by raising their prices enormously high to preserve their power in agreements called ‘pools’. These monsters even circumvented the law by giving bribes to judges and legislatures to take control of the office, all the while paying politicians and journalists to keep quiet about their corruption. The list goes on about corruption of railroads, such as giving rebates to more powerful shipping and charging high for smaller farmers and producers, using stock watering to inflate their value, etc.”
Marx sat on the roof of the train, his mouth open in awe at 

what he just heard. “Those railroads will pay for their treachery!” he vowed.
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			“I’m afraid that those aren’t our only enemies,” James interrupted as he burst into Marx and Eugene’s conversation. “Corruption is all around us; in steel, oil, you name it. Let’s look at one of the members of the Terrible Trust: John D. Wreck-A-Fellow. His Standard Oil Company is a monster of its own as it will ruin you. Through the use of his Hammer of horizontal integration, he is able to shut out competition by buying out competition to monopolize his market. He can also get his competition to put their stocks in his ‘Board of Directors’, allowing him to take over the competition in his anti-competitive method known as the trust. He’s taken over 95% of the oil refineries in America. His trusts have killed the American aristocrat to be replaced with the American businessman.”

“There are more we have to watch out for,” Eugene warned. “Andrew Carnage-ie. We may have mentioned him before; he doesn’t have the word ‘Carnage’ in his name for nothing. He doesn’t take over your business like Wreck-A-Fellow does, but he employs vertical integration: he controls every aspect of making his steel, from the mines to his steel factories so he doesn’t have to pay as much and maximize his profits. He doesn’t take over businesses, but his factories are dangerous for his workers who work with little pay. He disguises himself as a philanthropist, but he takes his philanthropy money from his workers, further hurting them.”
Marx’s expression grew more worried by the minute. “There can’t be more capitalists we need to worry about, right comrade?”
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			“I wish,” James said. “There’s JP Morgue-an, a banker who sends you to the morgue with his dirty capitalist tactics. He takes over other companies like Wreck-A-Fellow during times of economic crisis; his tactic is called interlocking directories. Other than him, there are many dirty businessmen in the Terrible Trust; many are from various industries like tobacco, sugar, leather, and harvesters.”
“These businesses don’t just pose a threat to us,” Eugene added. “They pose a threat to the common worker. Some farmers were able to find success by industrializing their farms through new technology such as combines and refrigerated railroad cars to become large scale corporations. However, most farmers and producers needed to move to the city for consistent wage. Here, they work jobs in places such as mines, mills, and factories, where the pay is low, the hours long, and the danger is high, without any regulations for the workers. When workers try to change their poor conditions by forming organizations and unions to better their cause, corporations hire strikebreakers to beat them up, judges threaten to end their strikes with the threat of troops, or companies could simply put them on a blacklist to make sure they don’t get hired anywhere. By setting their pay low and limiting their opportunity, these workers are no better than serfs.”
“What are we going to do then? How can we stop these oppressors?” Marx questioned. 
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			“My populists and I will try to take control of the US presidential office,” James answered. “I want to better the worker’s cause, through shorter work days, one term limits for presidency, silver to cause inflation in the economy, government owned railroads, a graduated income tax, direct election of senators, and more citizen participation in legislation.”
“And I will try to incite a workers strike at the Pullman Company,” Eugene added.
Suddenly, the train came to a halt, with the city of Chicago barely in sight. Marx, James, Eugene, and the others stood up to see what stopped them. As the group split up to find the problem, an explosion hit the back car, lurching the whole train and knocking some men off. Marx looked to the front of the train to see a distant, shadowy figure descend down from the sky onto the train’s roof. The shadowy figure walked as James raised his free silver knuckles and Eugene cocked his revolver. Marx pointed his cannon of light to the figure as he started to make out his face. The figure, a man, had a fairly lean build, with another mustache and carried the scent of burning oil.
“Wreck-A-Fellow,” James growled. “What are you doing here?”
“Stopping your little strike,” he replied, with a smirk on his face. “My friend, George Pullman, informed me that you’d be mounting a little uprising on his company. He sent me to 


deal with you lot.”
“What do you intend to do Wreck-A-Fellow? You’re only one man. We have an army of men who oppose everything you stand for!” Eugene snarled, raising his revolver at the oil tycoon. 
“How do you intend to stop me anyways?” Wreck-A-Fellow queried. Wreck-A-Fellow, in the blink of an eye, took out a dagger and launched it into one of James’s populists, knocking him down. Rather than killing him though, he stood up, his eyes glowing green. 
“Trusts. Money. No strike. Worship Wreck-A-Fellow,” the populist stated in a monotone and zombie-like voice. 
“He’s speaking capitalist my comrades!” Marx exclaimed. 
Wreck-A-Fellow turned his eyes to the mechanized Marx. “I see you’ve gotten yourself a new weapon. Too bad he won’t be of any use once I’m done with all of you,” he said. 
“I won’t let you get away with turning one of my own, Wreck-A-Fellow!” James screamed, running at him on the roof of the train. Wreck-A-Fellow then pointed his index finger at James, stopping him in his charge. James then collapsed, as well as his fellow populists.
“How do you intend to stop my Terrible Trust, when your populist party lost the Election of 1892 with only four states secured?” Wreck-A-Fellow jeered at the defeated populists. “You have no power!”
Eugene, wasting no further time, shot Wreck-A-Fellow with 
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“Wreck-A-Fellow,” James growled. “What are you doing here?”
“Stopping your little strike,” he replied, with a smirk on his face. “My friend, George Pullman, informed me that you’d be mounting a little uprising on his company. He sent me to 


deal with you lot.”
“What do you intend to do Wreck-A-Fellow? You’re only one man. We have an army of men who oppose everything you stand for!” Eugene snarled, raising his revolver at the oil tycoon. 
“How do you intend to stop me anyways?” Wreck-A-Fellow queried. Wreck-A-Fellow, in the blink of an eye, took out a dagger and launched it into one of James’s populists, knocking him down. Rather than killing him though, he stood up, his eyes glowing green. 
“Trusts. Money. No strike. Worship Wreck-A-Fellow,” the populist stated in a monotone and zombie-like voice. 
“He’s speaking capitalist my comrades!” Marx exclaimed. 
Wreck-A-Fellow turned his eyes to the mechanized Marx. “I see you’ve gotten yourself a new weapon. Too bad he won’t be of any use once I’m done with all of you,” he said. 
“I won’t let you get away with turning one of my own, Wreck-A-Fellow!” James screamed, running at him on the roof of the train. Wreck-A-Fellow then pointed his index finger at James, stopping him in his charge. James then collapsed, as well as his fellow populists.
“How do you intend to stop my Terrible Trust, when your populist party lost the Election of 1892 with only four states secured?” Wreck-A-Fellow jeered at the defeated populists. “You have no power!”
Eugene, wasting no further time, shot Wreck-A-Fellow with 



			

		

	
		
			his revolver. The bullet however, ricocheted off of Wreck-A-Fellow’s body, as Wreck-A-Fellow turned towards Eugene. 
“Mr. Debs, it seems like your strike has turned violent,” Wreck-A-Fellow taunted. Eugene tried to prepare another shot, when US soldiers arrived to oppose the remaining men. “The government has been sent to stop you and your fellow workers to end this strike. I do believe that you’re going to jail.” 
The soldiers grabbed Eugene by force, dragging him away from Marx off the train. “Marx, finish this fight for us! The cause is not over yet!” he cried.
Marx was the only man left for the cause of James and Eugene. He fired his light cannon towards Wreck-A-Fellow, as a yellow beam was emitted from the cannon. The beam speeded towards Wreck-A-Fellow, hitting him directly in the head. However, Wreck-A-Fellow absorbed the beam and now turned to face Marx, the Radical Orator himself. 
“Mr. Debs and Mr. Weaver seem to have equipped you with some new weaponry,” Wreck-A-Fellow smirked. “Your weapons do not have any power over me Mr. Marx. I am a product of this industrial age; you cannot even touch me with your industrial weapons.”
“Well I guess I’ll have to do this the old fashion way, my friend,” Marx shouted, pulling out a copy of the Communist Manifesto. He threw the communist book towards Wreck-A-Fellow, as the book spun faster and faster with flames of 

red emerging from the pages. The book hit Wreck-A-Fellow directly in the torso, as Wreck-A-Fellow was launched back by the impact and collapsed. 
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			“You are no match for my communist ways, my friend,” Marx taunted. Suddenly, Wreck-A-Fellow stood back up, seemingly with no injury from the impact of the book. “How? How did you survive my manifesto?” Marx questioned in awe and with fear. “Very few people ever survive the manifesto!”
“With the use of Shmoop™ summaries and analyses, I’ve read through your Communist Manifesto and have learned all of your tricks, without being exposed to the manifesto’s dangerous pages and ideals through the use of Shmoop™ summaries and analyses,” Wreck-A-Fellow cited. “Be sure to register for Shmoop™ Premium to gain access to extra educational courses and a personalized study and college plan for the price of only $24.99 monthly (sponsored by Standard Oil Company).”
“Impossible!” Marx screamed. Marx threw another Communist Manifesto, but it was no use. Wreck-A-Fellow, through the use of Shmoop™ summaries and analyses, gained immunity from the communist ideals. Marx, with his fists raised up, approached the oil tycoon who stood firmly. Marx threw a punch at the tycoon, but Wreck-A-Fellow swiftly caught Marx’s arm in the middle of the punch. The tycoon threw Marx down onto the floor, and kicked him in the torso. Marx grunted, attempting to get up, but the oil tycoon did not let him. Wreck-A-Fellow pinned Marx down, and he doused Marx with oil. Marx looked up at Wreck-A-Fellow, with oil burning in his eyes, and could make out 

Wreck-A-Fellow holding a burning match.
“Mr. Marx, your friend, Mr. Engels, came a few years ago to fight me. He simply was no match for me as I swiftly defeated him and burned him using my oil. I guess I’ll have to do the same to you,” Wreck-A-Fellow sighed, with slight disappointment at the short fight given by Marx. 
“No...,” Marx weakly moaned as he was engulfed into flames and blacked out.
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			Marx woke up on a small bed. Looking around, he was in a small room with only a bed, a desk with a mirror, a door, and a small window. Attempting to rise, Marx, felt a jab of pain in his human parts of his torso. After getting his feet on the ground, Marx slowly rose towards the desk and looked into the mirror. His face, still human, now was half burnt, as well portions of his human arms and torso. Hesitantly, he touched his burns, and felt the sting.
Marx heard the door open, and he saw a woman burst into the room. Around her thirties, the woman was fairly short, wearing a plain dress smudged with dirt. She walked with a limp and a slightly hunched back. 
“Sir, you shouldn’t be up. You need to sit down,” the woman pleaded.
“Who are you to tell me what to do, woman?” Marx retorted.
The mysterious woman then hit Marx on the soldier, as he yelped and fell down onto the floor. “I’ll have you know that I run this settlement, and I can have you thrown out into the streets if I so please!” the woman exclaimed.
“Okay, never mind!” Marx squeaked. “Who are you though? Where am I and what is this place? ”
“I am Ms. Jane Addams,” the woman said. “You are currently resting in the Hull House, a settlement home for immigrants just like you.”
“I am not an immigrant! I am a temporary guest in this trashy, capitalistic dump you call a country!”

Jane slapped Marx again. “Don’t interrupt me. As I said, you are residing a settlement home, which offers immigrants opportunities to live, educate themselves, care for their children, and adjust to America. This is the first settlement home in America you see here, but there are others just like mine who welcome immigrants with open arms, unlike other places in America.”
“What do you mean, Ms. Addams?”
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			“Well sir, you might know, southern and eastern Europeans you may know haven’t been able to live in their countries due to their poor living conditions, harsh governments, and persecution. The opportunity given by big business has attracted them to immigrate to America, but some Americans don’t want them here, as these nativists think they’ll only shut out the Anglo-Saxon vote or lower wages or bring evil ideals like ‘socialism’ here. In fact, the government banned the Chinese from coming here in the year of ‘82. So when they come here unwelcomed, they have other problems to face. These new immigrants end up in large cities, which have significantly grown. They’ve grown due to the attraction of electricity, running water, new skyscraper buildings and marveling bridges, and steady industrial factory jobs and wages, resulting in the massive migration of previous farmers and producers as well from rural America. So with a city populated with both rural Americans, immigrants, and existing city dwellers, there’s bound to be some overpopulation. These immigrants stick together and go to slums, cramped tenement neighborhoods filled with disease, dirty water and air, and poverty. The filth wasn’t just limited to the slums; the growth of the cities has resulted in endless waste, without a way to dispose it which clogs up our streets with its stench. On top of that, these outsiders have to find a way to find success through their jobs. Mob bosses also exploit them; though they do take care of them 

by finding them shelter, schools, hospitals, and jobs, it’s usually in exchange for a vote to keep them in office. Take a look at Boss Tweed and Tammany Hall. He’s used the immigrants to keep his crony-filled political machine running. With these hardships of the cities and the people, these immigrants, already struggling, have a hard time to preserve their culture, succumbing to the American way. Adding on to what I’m saying, it isn’t just the immigrants having trouble, but Americans too with these growing cities. Traditional religious practices seemed dated in the cities. Thus, religious change came about with liberal Protestantism and Fundamentalism. Liberal Protestantism tried to adapt Christian doctrines to modern times by implementing new sciences such as Darwinism. They interpreted bible stories more as models on everyday life rather than literal stories. They also helped the social gospel movement, which pushed for church involvement in social reform seen in my Hull House. The Fundamentalists stuck to the old faiths, rejecting new science. The world is changing. It’s hard for people to keep up and accept the new.”
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			“Ok Ms. Addams, but I don’t see how you are still able to do this, despite your status as a, you know, as a woman. Where I’m from, Ms. Addams, women don’t do much,” said Marx. 
“Yes, I might not be a man, but that doesn’t mean we women haven’t been closing our gap. Our move to the city has drastically changed our roles; no longer are we only the housekeeper or family maker. City life has spread now smaller families apart, giving us a new role. Us women have been running settlement houses, but are also doing more than that. Lately, some of us are holding jobs; we’re teachers, clerks, secretaries, and social workers like me. They might not pay well, but we finally have some independence, which Charlotte Perkins Gilman can be thanked for. But just like me, most women aim to change America socially. Our 

fight for suffrage is larger than it has ever been, with the NAWSA (National American Woman’s Suffrage Association) formed in 1890 fighting for white women’s suffrage and the NACW (National Association of Colored Women) formed in 1896 fighting for black women’s suffrage. Carrie Chapman Catt even changed the argument for women’s suffrage; with the changing lifestyle of the city, she says that women can fulfill their role as caretaker of their family by giving them the vote. And it’s worked; places west of us such as Wyoming and Colorado have given women their suffrage. We’ve also led the Prohibition movement, as some of us believe that alcohol is the cause of poverty and ruined families. These ladies, I myself included, crusade for the ban of alcohol,” Jane explained.
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			“That’s never going to work, Ms. Addams,” Marx said.
“We’ll see about that,” Jane replied. “The truth is that there’s so much injustice here in America. Black Americans still lack the true equality they supposedly earned after the war. Deep in the south, black Americans are still dominated by the white men who rule through the Ku Klux Klan. An ex-slave named Booker T. Washington is trying to fix this, by educating his fellow men so that they can gain economic equality in hopes of stopping segregation and gaining social equality. Other black Americans like WEB Du Bois, don’t agree with Washington’s efforts, as they believe that Washington is condemning his race to labor jobs. Du Bois instead wants complete equality for blacks; the ‘talented tenth’, the smartest and most educated of the black Americans including Du Bois himself as he was the first black graduate of Harvard, should be granted it immediately according to him.”
“I see the injustice you describe, Ms. Addams,” Marx stated. “How do I stop it though?”
“Why do you need to stop it? You’re injured and can barely stand up!” Jane pointed out. 
“Well...,” Marx said. “I’m Karl Marx, the Radical Orator of Europe, here to stop the capitalists on a secret mission. Where might I find them?”
Jane went to peer through the tiny window in the room. Looking back at Marx, she said, “Go through the nearest 

slum, and there you will find a steel factory where your capitalist friends are hiding.” 
Giving her a thanks, Karl Marx, still weak and healing, ran out of Hull house and into the city of Chicago. The growing city was crowded, noisy, and tall, with skyscrapers obstructing Marx from spotting the Terrible Trust. Finally, he led himself towards the Chicago slums, where he entered the foul smelling neighborhood. Piles of waste surrounded him as he struggled to breathe in the foggy, dirty air. Looking for a way out, Marx spotted a man taking pictures of the surroundings and ran up to him. 
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			“Excuse me comrade, how do I get out of these slums?” Marx questioned.
The man, without turning around, answered in a Danish accent, “Follow me.” The two walked through the waste filled slums until the filth disappeared and in sight was a factory. Marx, however, was weakened from the air and needed to sit down. The man took a seat with Marx on the concrete pavement. The mysterious Dane was short with a stern face and spectacles.
“I’m sorry comrade, but who are you and why were you in that place?” said Marx.
“Jacob Riis, journalist,” the Dane replied. “I take pictures and document these slums so those who don’t know about them can read my article, How the Other Half Lives, can see the horrible conditions and push for change. That’s why I was there in those slums: for change.”


Marx, still worn from his previous injuries and being in the slums, was on the verge of collapsing yet again. “You aren’t looking too good,” Jacob said. “Let me tell you something uplifting, which is that there are a lot more people like me, who aim to better America. A man named Thomas Nast exposed corruption in the New York City government through a series of cartoons. Other men and women want to better the lives of other Americans in different ways. Some Americans have aimed to improve education in the cities, which has happened. Teachers now had training, more schools were given government funding, and education was now becoming mandatory for children. Native Americans, previously forgotten, now have Americans fighting for their proper treatment. Leisure is growing in the cities through vaudeville and sports. There is some bad in America, but there’s also some good too.”
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			Marx still on the verge of collapsing, weakly moaned, “But how can that help me defeat the evil capitalists?” 
“You aren’t alone, whoever you are,” Jacob comforted. 
“My name is Karl Marx, the Radical Orator.”
“Marx, we have workers fighting for their proper treatment. Giant labor unions fighting for the common man.”
“I thought these were shut out by big business, comrade.”
“They were, but even then, they’ve grown. The National Union of Labor had 600,000 members before its death in 1877, and after that, the Knights of Labor took over. They’re inclusive of all workers and have campaigned for safety and health codes for workers and other social and economic reforms through successful strikes. They’ve gotten more power as the years have gone by.”
Suddenly, Marx was feeling more empowered. A surge of energy bursted through him, as his internal combustion engine powered on without the use of oil. The collective power of the labor unions revitalized Marx’s communist spirit, completely healing him. 
“Thank you comrade,” Marx called. “Your words have given me new power.”
Marx, now at full strength, ran to the nearby factory. Bursting in, the factory was suspiciously empty. The machines laid still as the only sound in the dark building was Marx’s footsteps. A faint light came from the single office above the working area, next to a staircase leading to it. 

Marx creeped towards the stairs and climbed to the lit room. Opening the door, he only spotted a single kerosene lamp on the floor. Walking to it, Marx lifted the kerosene lamp and smelled the stench of oil. Not just the oil from the lamp, but tons of it somewhere near. Out of the corner of Marx’s eye, he noticed a small wire leading to the wall of the office. The stench of oil grew stronger as Marx approached the wall of 
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			the room. Suddenly, it grew far too strong as the wall seemed to be the origin of the oil stench. Punching a hole into the wall, Marx looked into the hole, where he spotted the source of the oil smell. Tons of barrels seemed to be stacked in the darkness of the factory, as some of the oil started to leak. 
Why was there oil here though? Why was there also a kerosene lamp and a wire leading to the wall. Marx, thinking about these questions suddenly also thought of booby traps used to prevent grave digging at his home. Suddenly, it all came together for Marx.
The oil suddenly combusted, knocking Marx out of the office 


and onto the cold factory floor. A number of figures stood around him. One of them was Wreck-A-Fellow.
“Wreck-A-Fellow!” Marx sputtered, still disoriented from the blast. 
“I see you’ve discovered our hideout,” Wreck-A-Fellow smiled. “The Terrible Trust welcomes you.” 
The dark factory was now lit with the burning oil. Marx could make out a few of the figures standing above him. One was in a steel mechanical suit of armor, equipped with various weapons like Marx himself. “That must be Andrew Carnage-ie,” Marx thought. Another figure had an actual business suit on, but was covered in blood stains and had a crooked smile on his disfigured, erratically twitching face. “That must be JP Morgue-an,” Marx noted. Others surrounded him, but many of them Marx could not recognize.
“I don’t understand why you came back to me just to be beaten again,” Wreck-A-Fellow chided. “Your cause is dead, just like Mr. Weaver, Mr. Debs, and Mr. Engels. You may not know, Mr. Marx, but according to Charles Darwin, Herbert Spencer, and William Sumner, I am better than you. I am richer and more successful than you. I’ve gotten here because of my merit. You’ve stayed in the ground because you and your other non-white friends will never be great like me.” Wreck-A-Fellow signalled the steel Carnage-ie, as Carnage-ie grabbed Marx off the floor. “Destroy him,” Wreck-A-Fellow ordered. 
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			Suddenly, the roof of the factory bursted open as hundreds of men rained from the sky to the factory floor. Many seemed to be workers of all color, led by a mustached, Irish man. 
“Not so fast Wreck-A-Fellow,” the mustached leader declared. “I am Terence V. Powderly, and my Knights of Labor will stop you once and for all!” The knights prepared to charge at the Trust, when Wreck-A-Fellow started laughing wildly.
“How do you intend to stop me, when you have a dissenter among you!” he jeered. Suddenly, an explosion hit the knights as a cloud of dust swept the factory. As the dust cleared, Marx stood up to see the Knights of Labor no more, with Terence standing alone among the members of the Terrible Trust. “Your knights no longer exist, thanks to the work of an anarchist! Tell me how you intend to stop my reign!”
“Wreck-A-Fellow goes down with the help of us!” a voice screamed nearby. Marx and the other members of the Trust turned around to see another group of workers led by yet another mustached man, with a short but able body, at the very edge of the factory building. “I’m Samuel L. Gompers. I lead the American Federation of Labor (AFL), the coalition of specialized skilled labor unions. My federation comes to the aid of the workers!” the short, mustached man shouted as his workers cheered. “Your dirty tactics won’t work on us

Wreck-A-Fellow! We’re skilled labor; you can’t take us out as easily.”
“If you want a fight, go have one,” Wreck-A-Fellow yelled. “Attack them!”
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			The workers, armed with their tools of labor, and the Trust members charged at each other as Marx hid from the fight, still recovering from the blast. Marx witnessed Gompers grab a Trust member, and launch him towards another member of the Trust, knocking both out. On the other spectrum, JP Morgue-an ravenously charged towards an AFL worker and tackled the worker. Pinning him down, Morgue-an ferociously tore up and devoured the worker, leaving blood stains on Morgue-an’s face. Looking at the nearby Andrew Carnage-ie, Morgue-an charge towards him, devouring Carnage-ie too, as Carnage-ie let out screams of terror.
Marx spotted Wreck-A-Fellow throw his capitalist daggers into AFL workers, turning them into capitalists. Wreck-A-Fellow then leaves the the fray of the fight, rushing out of the factory. Pursuing him, Marx quickly sprinted out the same way, into the city of Chicago. Through the streets, Marx pushed the crowds of Americans out of the way, with his eye on the running Wreck-A-Fellow. Arriving at a city square, Marx surveyed the area for the oil tycoon. Nothing; just crowds of civilians with no sign of Wreck-A-Fellow. As Marx continued the search, he then smelled the scent of kerosene. Another explosion hits Marx, knocking him onto the ground and scattering the civilians.
Wreck-A-Fellow stood, now with a glow of green in his eyes. “Time to finally end you, Mr. Marx,” he screeched, holding a bag full of jars of kerosene in one hand and matches in

 another. Getting up, Marx threw a Communist Manifesto into the air, hitting an incoming jar of kerosene, blocking the combustion. Marx then charged at Wreck-A-Fellow, throwing a steel punch into the tycoon. The punch connected, as Marx knocked Wreck-A-Fellow back. As Marx prepared another steel punch, Wreck-A-Fellow leaped back up and lit Marx on fire with his kerosene. As Marx went up in flames, Wreck-A-Fellow stepped towards Marx to throw another punch. As Wreck-A-Fellow readied his fist, Marx put himself out, and roundhouse kicked Wreck-A-Fellow, knocking him onto the ground.
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			Looking up, Marx saw the US President standing in front of him. “President McKinley,” Marx gasp. 
“Hello Mr. Marx,” McKinley said. “I’m here to stop your reign of terror  Wreck-A-Fellow.” Holding a hammer, the president smashed Wreck-A-Fellow to the ground again. “I’m busting your trust. Due to your non-existent lawyers, the Sherman Antitrust Act gives me power to use my trust buster to destroy you.” McKinley smashed the defeated oil tycoon once more, causing him to explode into a ball of flames. 
“Thank you Mr. President comrade,” Marx said to McKinley. 
“Glad I could be of help Mr. Marx,” McKinley replied. “Usually through legal loopholes, trusts have gotten around the Antitrust Act. Be glad that Wreck-A-Fellow was stupid enough to not hire lawyers in his Terrible Trust. The ICC is dealing with the remaining pools that the Terrible Trust created right now.”
“How can I repay you Mr. President comrade?” Marx sincerely asked.
Before McKinley could answer, Marx was unfairly imprisoned due to his radical communist beliefs. He was shortly deported back to Germany where he died of bronchitis yet again with his steel body. 

The end.

“I’ve allied myself with a union in the AFL. I’m can fight your cruel practices!” Marx retorted, kicking Wreck-A-Fellow back to the ground again. “It’s no use, Mr. Marx. Kill me, and I come back again! I run the Standard Oil Company. I control American oil. You cannot kill me!” Wreck-A-Fellow maniacally laughed. As Wreck-A-Fellow rose up, Marx heard a loud bang and looked towards Wreck-A-Fellow, now unmoving on the ground. 
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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);
        }
    }
}

/* ==================== 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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INDIAN LAND FOR SALE
GET A HOME PERFECT TITLE
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WITHIN
EASY PAYMENTS THIRTY DAYS
FINE LANDS IN THE WEST

IRRIGATED ~ AGRICULTURAL
IRRIGABLE  GRAZING

DRY FARMING

IN 1910 THE DEPARTHENT OF THE INTERIOR SoLb UNoER SEALED Bios ALLOTTED INDiaN LAND 4s FoLLows:

Locaten. Acces. AnT Location. Aas. Secrir
Colorado 5,211.21 | $7.27 34,664.00 | $19.14

17,013.00 | 24.85 | Oregon...
1,684.50 | 33.45 | South Dakota.
! 11,034.00 9.86 i

| "1,020.00 | “15.43
120,445.00 | 16.53
4,879.00 | 4137
5,641.00 | 36.65 1,069.00 | 17.00
North Dakota.... | 22,610.70 | 9.93 865.00 | 20.64

FOR THE YEAR 1911 [T IS ESTIMATED THAT 350,000 ACRES WILL BE OFFERED FOR SALE

For information as to the character of the land write for booklet, “INDIAN LANDS FOR SALE,” to the
Superintendent U. S. Indian School at any one of the following places:

MINNESOTA: NORTE DAKOTA:  OKLAZOMA Cox SOUTH DAKOTA:  WASHINGTON:
Oniguz.

Fort Tottes, StcudTorkieser.  Chpunodgency, . Fort Simcs,
MONTANA: e L Crow Creek. FortSpoaze.
mep | e, S Eove e .
iy oy e PlasRidgs.  WISCONSIN:
REE N - Rosebad Oacia.
Winaesago. Mo S S Siseton.
WALTER L. FISHER, ROBERT G. VALENTINE,

Socrotary of the Interior. Commissioner of Indian Atsirs:
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