Original Text:

Over a score of officers were stretched upon the ground. Blood gushed
from a hundred wounds, and the air was filled with the agonizing cries of
the dying and injured. Those who escaped the deadly missiles which flew
from the boom wavered for a moment. They dashed over the mangled
bodies of their comrades with drawn revolvers, the glittering barrels of
which were belching fire every instant. Bullets sped into the howling
Anarchists in murderous storms, strewing the street with dead and
dying...Officers and Socialists fall in hand-to-hand combat, and others were
brought to earth by the assassin. Bystanders who had been attracted by
the roar of the battle shared no better. They were shot down where they
stood, or overtaken by the leaden storm while fleeing. The street was
littered with the victims...The officers were crazed with fury. They pressed
forward into the teeth of a hurricane of bullets and stones. . . The result of
this terrible encounter will not be known for hours. Two policemen are
already dead. John Degan, shot in the region of the heart; Olaf Hanson,
and twenty-one others are more or less wounded, five of them seriously.
Fifty or more of the strikers must be dead and wounded. The street was
strewn with them, and many escaped, dragging broken limbs behind them.
One, a boy, died in a drug store at the corner of Halsted and Madison
streets, and an unknown Bohemian lies dead in the Desplaines Street
Station.
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