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With my back against a golden throne, I fought once again for Dejah Thoris.

EDGAR RICE BURROUGHS
Edgar Rice Burroughs, the prolific novelist and short-story writer best remembered as the creator of Tarzan, was born in Chicago on September 1, 1875, the son of a prosperous businessman who had served as a Union officer in the Civil War. Burroughs graduated from Michigan Military Academy in 1895, but failed to pass the rigid entrance examination for admission to West Point. After a brief stint with the Seventh Cavalry in the Arizona Territory, he wandered throughout the West, working as a gold miner, cowboy, and railroad policeman before becoming a full-time writer. An avid reader of pulp fiction, Burroughs was appalled at how unfavorably the adventure stories serialized in popular mass-market magazines compared with his own restless imagination. His first notable story was “Dejah Thoris, Princess of Mars,” serialized in 1912 in All-Story Magazine as “Under the Moons of Mars” and later published in book form as A Princess of Mars. In 1914 he published Tarzan of the Apes, the story of an orphaned English lord who is raised by apes in the jungles of Africa, and history was made. To date the novel, along with its twenty-two sequels, has sold more than thirty million copies in dozens of languages. In 1923, Burroughs became the first American writer to incorporate himself. From Tarzana, his ranch in Southern California, he struck lucrative syndication and licensing deals that placed Tarzan in the comic strips, on the radio, in countless motion pictures, and eventually on television. In 1931, tired of sharing his income with middlemen, Burroughs began publishing all his own books (he wrote more than sixty) under the Edgar Rice Burroughs, Inc., imprint. An eyewitness to the bombing of Pearl Harbor, Burroughs served as a war correspondent in the South Pacific during World War II. Edgar Rice Burroughs died of heart failure at his home near Tarzana, California, on March 19, 1950.
“Most of the stories I wrote were the stories I told myself before I went to sleep,” Burroughs once remarked. In addition to the Tarzan books, he turned out a plethora of fantasy and science fiction. His so-called Mars series, featuring the novels A Princess of Mars (1917), The Gods of Mars (1918), and The Warlord of Mars (1919), details the adventures of John Carter, an aristocratic Virginian who mystically transports himself to the red planet. The Pellucidar cycle, a second group of fantasy novels, includes At the Earth’s Core (1922) and Pellucidar (1923), in which hero David Innes bores through the earth’s crust only to discover a primitive Stone Age world lurking below. One of Burroughs’s most unusual and intriguing locales is the lost continent of Caspak, a dark and mysterious prehistoric realm that forms the background for The Land That Time Forgot (1924). “Many readers consider Burroughs’s best novel to be The Land That Time Forgot, ” the award-winning science-fiction writer Brian Aldiss has stated. “The beginning of the story contains echoes of both Poe and Conan Doyle.” Later in his career, Burroughs wrote a sequence of science-fiction novels chronicling the exploits of Carson Napier on the planet Venus: Pirates of Venus (1934), Lost on Venus (1935), and Carson of Venus (1939). “Burroughs, of course, is best known as the inventor of Tarzan,” the science-fiction author and critic Frederik Pohl has commented. “To the world at large that undoubtedly overshadows everything he has done in science fiction, but his contributions to science fiction were, in fact, enormous.”
“Burroughs is a fascinating figure to contemplate, an archetype American dreamer,” according to Gore Vidal. “When I was growing up, I read all twenty-three Tarzan books, as well as the ten Mars books. . . . There is something basic in the appeal of Tarzan which makes me think that he can still hold his own as a daydream figure, despite the sophisticated challenge of his two contemporary competitors, Ian Fleming and Mickey Spillane. For most adults, Tarzan (and John Carter of Mars) can hardly compete with the conspicuous consumer consumption of James Bond or the sickly violence of Mike Hammer, but for children and adolescents, the old appeal continues. All of us need the idea of a world alternative to this one. From Plato’s Republic to Opar to Bond-land, at every level, the human imagination has tried to imagine something better for itself than the existing society. . . . In its naïve way, the Tarzan legend returns us to that Eden where, free of clothes and the inhibitions of an oppressive society, a man can achieve in reverie his continuing need . . . to prevail as well as endure.”

ILLUSTRATIONS
With my back against a golden throne, I fought once again for Dejah Thoris.
I turned to meet the charge of the infuriated bull ape.
I sought out Dejah Thoris in the throng of departing chariots.
She drew upon the marble floor the first map of Barsoomian 
territory I had ever seen.
The old man sat and talked with me for hours.

A NOTE ON THE TEXT
A Princess of Mars was first published in serial form in 1912 in  All-Story Magazine as “Under the Moons of Mars.” This Modern Library Paperback Classic was set from the first complete edition, published as A Princess of Mars in 1917 by A. C. McLurg of Chicago, and includes the original illustrations by Frank E. Schoonover, reprinted here by permission of his granddaughter Louise Schoonover Smith. The McLurg text has been reproduced here largely intact; some errors and inconsistencies have been silently corrected.

FOREWORD
To the Reader of this Work:
In submitting Captain Carter’s strange manuscript to you in book form, I believe that a few words relative to this remarkable personality will be of interest.
My first recollection of Captain Carter is of the few months he spent at my father’s home in Virginia, just prior to the opening of the civil war. I was then a child of but five years, yet I well remember the tall, dark, smooth-faced, athletic man whom I called Uncle Jack.
He seemed always to be laughing; and he entered into the sports of the children with the same hearty good fellowship he displayed toward those pastimes in which the men and women of his own age indulged; or he would sit for an hour at a time entertaining my old grandmother with stories of his strange, wild life in all parts of the world. We all loved him, and our slaves fairly worshipped the ground he trod.
He was a splendid specimen of manhood, standing a good two inches over six feet, broad of shoulder and narrow of hip, with the carriage of the trained fighting man. His features were regular and clear cut, his hair black and closely cropped, while his eyes were of a steel gray, reflecting a strong and loyal character, filled with fire and initiative. His manners were perfect, and his courtliness was that of a typical southern gentleman of the highest type.
His horsemanship, especially after hounds, was a marvel and delight even in that country of magnificent horsemen. I have often heard my father caution him against his wild recklessness, but he would only laugh, and say that the tumble that killed him would be from the back of a horse yet unfoaled.
When the war broke out he left us, nor did I see him again for some fifteen or sixteen years. When he returned it was without warning, and I was much surprised to note that he had not aged apparently a moment, nor had he changed in any other outward way. He was, when others were with him, the same genial, happy fellow we had known of old, but when he thought himself alone I have seen him sit for hours gazing off into space, his face set in a look of wistful longing and hopeless misery; and at night he would sit thus looking up into the heavens, at what I did not know until I read his manuscript years afterward.
He told us that he had been prospecting and mining in Arizona part of the time since the war; and that he had been very successful was evidenced by the unlimited amount of money with which he was supplied. As to the details of his life during these years he was very reticent, in fact he would not talk of them at all.
He remained with us for about a year and then went to New York, where he purchased a little place on the Hudson, where I visited him once a year on the occasions of my trips to the New York market—my father and I owning and operating a string of general stores throughout Virginia at that time. Captain Carter had a small but beautiful cottage, situated on a bluff overlooking the river, and during one of my last visits, in the winter of 1885, I observed he was much occupied in writing, I presume now, upon this manuscript.
He told me at this time that if anything should happen to him he wished me to take charge of his estate, and he gave me a key to a compartment in the safe which stood in his study, telling me I would find his will there and some personal instructions which he had me pledge myself to carry out with absolute fidelity.
After I had retired for the night I have seen him from my window standing in the moonlight on the brink of the bluff overlooking the Hudson with his arms stretched out to the heavens as though in appeal. I thought at the time that he was praying, although I never had understood that he was in the strict sense of the term a religious man.
Several months after I had returned home from my last visit, the first of March, 1886, I think, I received a telegram from him asking me to come to him at once. I had always been his favorite among the younger generation of Carters and so I hastened to comply with his demand.
I arrived at the little station, about a mile from his grounds, on the morning of March 4, 1886, and when I asked the livery man to drive me out to Captain Carter’s he replied that if I was a friend of the Captain’s he had some very bad news for me; the Captain had been found dead shortly after daylight that very morning by the watchman attached to an adjoining property.
For some reason this news did not surprise me, but I hurried out to his place as quickly as possible, so that I could take charge of the body and of his affairs.
I found the watchman who had discovered him, together with the local police chief and several townspeople, assembled in his little study. The watchman related the few details connected with the finding of the body, which he said had been still warm when he came upon it. It lay, he said, stretched full length in the snow with the arms outstretched above the head toward the edge of the bluff, and when he showed me the spot it flashed upon me that it was the identical one where I had seen him on those other nights, with his arms raised in supplication to the skies.
There were no marks of violence on the body, and with the aid of a local physician the coroner’s jury quickly reached a decision of death from heart failure. Left alone in the study, I opened the safe and withdrew the contents of the drawer in which he had told me I would find my instructions. They were in part peculiar indeed, but I have followed them to each last detail as faithfully as I was able.
He directed that I remove his body to Virginia without embalming, and that he be laid in an open coffin within a tomb which he previously had had constructed and which, as I later learned, was well ventilated. The instructions impressed upon me that I must personally see that this was carried out just as he directed, even in secrecy if necessary.
His property was left in such a way that I was to receive the entire income for twenty-five years, when the principal was to become mine. His further instructions related to this manuscript which I was to retain sealed and unread, just as I found it, for eleven years; nor was I to divulge its contents until twenty-one years after his death.
A strange feature about the tomb, where his body still lies, is that the massive door is equipped with a single, huge gold-plated spring lock which can be opened only from the inside.
Yours very sincerely,
 EDGAR RICE BURROUGHS.

INTRODUCTION
Ray Bradbury
This introduction is being written by a twelve-year-old boy and an eighty-two-year-old man.
I’ve encouraged the boy to yell at the old man, “Get away, get away!” So far it’s worked. I’m allowing the boy to proceed with the praise needed for Edgar Rice Burroughs and his planet Mars.
Please imagine a Saturday night in 1932 on which this lad dons his roller skates, hitches up his dog, and allows himself to be pulled downtown to buy the Sunday papers.
Arriving, he clutches at two things: a weekend insert in one of the Chicago papers carrying a reprint of an Edgar Rice Burroughs Martian novel and, in the comics section, a full page of Burroughs’s Tarzan, drawn by Harold Foster (who later created Prince Valiant).
Gliding home, with the fabulous papers in one hand and the dog’s leash in the other, this boy anticipates lying on the floor Saturday night, drowning in the comics, and diving deeply into Edgar Rice Burroughs’s Mars.
This boy’s exhilaration was probably no more remarkable than that of nameless thousands of other boys, but in him it caused a wild appreciation beyond telling. 
I think the great attraction of Burroughs is that he provides us with an environment where the creatures have as many legs as spiders, people can take their heads off at their convenience, and men have enough arms to throw four spears simultaneously. On top of which, everyone is a beautiful green color. This atmosphere provides a freedom where young minds can roam at will.
In other words, there are no horses, no cowboys, no cows, no overfamiliar villains, and young readers can provide their own creatures. The fact that Burroughs’s Mars is impossible gives you a chance to imagine amid the author’s creatures.
During the late summer of 1934, a carnival arrived in my home-town with a stunning magician, Mr. Electrico, who wielded his fiery sword one night from his electric chair, touching me on the brow, and shouted for me to live forever. Sitting with him the next day by the lake shore, I allowed him to speak his small philosophies, and he encouraged me to tell my large ones.
When I left Mr. Electrico and walked to the carnival that afternoon, I stood by the carousel and stared at the horses rushing toward the future and knew that my life had been changed forever, just as Mr. Electrico said. I stood, listening to the calliope, and wept.
Not long after, that boy sat down and wrote his first story. Its title was:
BURROUGHS’ “THE GODS OF MARS” A SEQUEL BY RAY BRADBURY 
They say you cannot go home again, but with this book you can go home if you send the boy ahead to test the waters. The waters, that is, of deep space. There is no way to study Burroughs unless you allow yourself to drown, minus the mature baggage, which would prevent your experiencing Mars.
Once they immerse themselves in his planetary novels, young men are indeed summoned to live forever. For Burroughs’s forte is not stylistic but romantic, causing you to wake mornings certain that you will survive Eternity.
I don’t know how many girls read Burroughs. They don’t need him. Girls enjoy knowing that they create the universe, which indeed they do. They birth it, nurse it, teach it, marry it, and birth it again. The great cycle is theirs. Conversely, boys a long way from manhood are loose cannons. They are born directionless, early on not knowing where to go. Burroughs points a direction: Mars itself, and all the fabulous creatures there.
Did I hear someone shout Character?
It almost seems that this old man is catching up with his younger self.
If you’re going to seek deep character insights into the human spirit, A Princess of Mars will run on empty. This book must haunt you, because Burroughs’s people are impossible. They are phantoms. Their names and characters are written on tombstones on that distant planet. You must accept them for what they are: impossible, but entirely agreeable.
Since they are unreal, never did exist, and never will be born, except in the mind, they make wonderful company for boys. They don’t get in the way. They go to bed with you at night and linger on the ceiling. They rise in the morning mists. That is the length and breadth of characterization in A Princess of Mars.
My memory of Burroughs, then, is that at the age of nine, ten, and eleven, I stood on the lawns of summer, raised my hands, and cried for Mars, like John Carter, to take me home. I flew to the Red Planet and never returned.
Beyond that there’s little to say. A Princess of Mars is no better and no worse than Burroughs’s other books. You must close part of your mature mind to appreciate his wonders.
The boy of twelve has run to the end of this essay, hoping that the old man of eighty-two will somehow not catch up and spoil the game. I leave the game to you and the great pleasure of knowing that when you reach the end of this novel, your eyes half-shut, you too can live forever.
RAY BRADBURY was born August 22, 1920, in Waukegan, Illinois. He is the author of hundreds of published works—short stories, novels, plays, screenplays, television scripts, and verse—including the books  The Martian Chronicles, Fahrenheit 451, Something Wicked This Way Comes, and The Illustrated Man, and the screenplay for director John Huston’s 1956 film Moby Dick. He has been awarded the O. Henry Memorial Award, the Benjamin Franklin Award, the World Fantasy Award for Lifetime Achievement, the Grand Master Award from the Science Fiction Writers of America, and the PEN Center USA West Lifetime Achievement Award, among others. In 2000, he was awarded the National Book Foundation’s Medal for Distinguished Contribution to American Letters.

CHAPTER I
ON THE ARIZONA HILLS
I am a very old man; how old I do not know. Possibly I am a hundred, possibly more; but I cannot tell because I have never aged as other men, nor do I remember any childhood. So far as I can recollect I have always been a man, a man of about thirty. I appear today as I did forty years and more ago, and yet I feel that I cannot go on living forever; that some day I shall die the real death from which there is no resurrection. I do not know why I should fear death, I who have died twice and am still alive; but yet I have the same horror of it as you who have never died, and it is because of this terror of death, I believe, that I am so convinced of my mortality.
And because of this conviction I have determined to write down the story of the interesting periods of my life and of my death. I cannot explain the phenomena; I can only set down here in the words of an ordinary soldier of fortune a chronicle of the strange events that befell me during the ten years that my dead body lay undiscovered in an Arizona cave.
I have never told this story, nor shall mortal man see this manuscript until after I have passed over for eternity. I know that the average human mind will not believe what it cannot grasp, and so I do not purpose being pilloried by the public, the pulpit, and the press, and held up as a colossal liar when I am but telling the simple truths which some day science will substantiate. Possibly the suggestions which I gained upon Mars, and the knowledge which I can set down in this chronicle, will aid in an earlier understanding of the mysteries of our sister planet; mysteries to you, but no longer mysteries to me.
My name is John Carter; I am better known as Captain Jack Carter of Virginia. At the close of the Civil War I found myself possessed of several hundred thousand dollars (Confederate) and a captain’s commission in the cavalry arm of an army which no longer existed; the servant of a state which had vanished with the hopes of the South. Masterless, penniless, and with my only means of livelihood, fighting, gone, I determined to work my way to the southwest and attempt to retrieve my fallen fortunes in a search for gold.
I spent nearly a year prospecting in company with another Confederate officer, Captain James K. Powell of Richmond. We were extremely fortunate, for late in the winter of 1865, after many hardships and privations, we located the most remarkable gold-bearing quartz vein that our wildest dreams had ever pictured. Powell, who was a mining engineer by education, stated that we had uncovered over a million dollars worth of ore in a trifle over three months.
As our equipment was crude in the extreme we decided that one of us must return to civilization, purchase the necessary machinery and return with a sufficient force of men properly to work the mine.
As Powell was familiar with the country, as well as with the mechanical requirements of mining we determined that it would be best for him to make the trip. It was agreed that I was to hold down our claim against the remote possibility of its being jumped by some wandering prospector.
On March 3, 1866, Powell and I packed his provisions on two of our burros, and bidding me good-bye he mounted his horse, and started down the mountainside toward the valley, across which led the first stage of his journey.
The morning of Powell’s departure was, like nearly all Arizona mornings, clear and beautiful; I could see him and his little pack animals picking their way down the mountainside toward the valley, and all during the morning I would catch occasional glimpses of them as they topped a hog back or came out upon a level plateau. My last sight of Powell was about three in the afternoon as he entered the shadows of the range on the opposite side of the valley.
Some half hour later I happened to glance casually across the valley and was much surprised to note three little dots in about the same place I had last seen my friend and his two pack animals. I am not given to needless worrying, but the more I tried to convince myself that all was well with Powell, and that the dots I had seen on his trail were antelope or wild horses, the less I was able to assure myself.
Since we had entered the territory we had not seen a hostile Indian, and we had, therefore, become careless in the extreme, and were wont to ridicule the stories we had heard of the great numbers of these vicious marauders that were supposed to haunt the trails, taking their toll in lives and torture of every white party which fell into their merciless clutches.
Powell, I knew, was well armed and, further, an experienced Indian fighter; but I too had lived and fought for years among the Sioux in the North, and I knew that his chances were small against a party of cunning trailing Apaches. Finally I could endure the suspense no longer, and, arming myself with my two Colt revolvers and a carbine, I strapped two belts of cartridges about me and catching my saddle horse, started down the trail taken by Powell in the morning.
As soon as I reached comparatively level ground I urged my mount into a canter and continued this, where the going permitted, until, close upon dusk, I discovered the point where other tracks joined those of Powell. They were the tracks of unshod ponies, three of them, and the ponies had been galloping.
I followed rapidly until, darkness shutting down, I was forced to await the rising of the moon, and given an opportunity to speculate on the question of the wisdom of my chase. Possibly I had conjured up impossible dangers, like some nervous old housewife, and when I should catch up with Powell would get a good laugh for my pains. However, I am not prone to sensitiveness, and the following of a sense of duty, wherever it may lead, has always been a kind of fetich with me throughout my life; which may account for the honors bestowed upon me by three republics and the decorations and friendships of an old and powerful emperor and several lesser kings, in whose service my sword has been red many a time.
About nine o’clock the moon was sufficiently bright for me to proceed on my way and I had no difficulty in following the trail at a fast walk, and in some places at a brisk trot until, about midnight, I reached the water hole where Powell had expected to camp. I came upon the spot unexpectedly, finding it entirely deserted, with no signs of having been recently occupied as a camp.
I was interested to note that the tracks of the pursuing horsemen, for such I was now convinced they must be, continued after Powell with only a brief stop at the hole for water; and always at the same rate of speed as his.
I was positive now that the trailers were Apaches and that they wished to capture Powell alive for the fiendish pleasure of the torture, so I urged my horse onward at a most dangerous pace, hoping against hope that I would catch up with the red rascals before they attacked him.
Further speculation was suddenly cut short by the faint report of two shots far ahead of me. I knew that Powell would need me now if ever, and I instantly urged my horse to his topmost speed up the narrow and difficult mountain trail.
I had forged ahead for perhaps a mile or more without hearing further sounds, when the trail suddenly debouched onto a small, open plateau near the summit of the pass. I had passed through a narrow, overhanging gorge just before entering suddenly upon this table land, and the sight which met my eyes filled me with consternation and dismay.
The little stretch of level land was white with Indian tepees, and there were probably half a thousand red warriors clustered around some object near the center of the camp. Their attention was so wholly riveted to this point of interest that they did not notice me, and I easily could have turned back into the dark recesses of the gorge and made my escape with perfect safety. The fact, however, that this thought did not occur to me until the following day removes any possible right to a claim to heroism to which the narration of this episode might possibly otherwise entitle me.
I do not believe that I am made of the stuff which constitutes heroes, because, in all of the hundreds of instances that my voluntary acts have placed me face to face with death, I cannot recall a single one where any alternative step to that I took occurred to me until many hours later. My mind is evidently so constituted that I am subconsciously forced into the path of duty without recourse to tiresome mental processes. However that may be, I have never regretted that cowardice is not optional with me.
In this instance I was, of course, positive that Powell was the center of attraction, but whether I thought or acted first I do not know, but within an instant from the moment the scene broke upon my view I had whipped out my revolvers and was charging down upon the entire army of warriors, shooting rapidly, and whooping at the top of my lungs. Single handed, I could not have pursued better tactics, for the red men, convinced by sudden surprise that not less than a regiment of regulars was upon them, turned and fled in every direction for their bows, arrows, and rifles.
The view which their hurried routing disclosed filled me with apprehension and with rage. Under the clear rays of the Arizona moon lay Powell, his body fairly bristling with the hostile arrows of the braves. That he was already dead I could not but be convinced, and yet I would have saved his body from mutilation at the hands of the Apaches as quickly as I would have saved the man himself from death.
Riding close to him I reached down from the saddle, and grasping his cartridge belt drew him up across the withers of my mount. A backward glance convinced me that to return by the way I had come would be more hazardous than to continue across the plateau, so, putting spurs to my poor beast, I made a dash for the opening to the pass which I could distinguish on the far side of the table land.
The Indians had by this time discovered that I was alone and I was pursued with imprecations, arrows, and rifle balls. The fact that it is difficult to aim anything but imprecations accurately by moonlight, that they were upset by the sudden and unexpected manner of my advent, and that I was a rather rapidly moving target saved me from the various deadly projectiles of the enemy and permitted me to reach the shadows of the surrounding peaks before an orderly pursuit could be organized.
My horse was traveling practically unguided as I knew that I had probably less knowledge of the exact location of the trail to the pass than he, and thus it happened that he entered a defile which led to the summit of the range and not to the pass which I had hoped would carry me to the valley and to safety. It is probable, however, that to this fact I owe my life and the remarkable experiences and adventures which befell me during the following ten years.
My first knowledge that I was on the wrong trail came when I heard the yells of the pursuing savages suddenly grow fainter and fainter far off to my left.
I knew then that they had passed to the left of the jagged rock formation at the edge of the plateau, to the right of which my horse had borne me and the body of Powell.
I drew rein on a little level promontory overlooking the trail below and to my left, and saw the party of pursuing savages disappearing around the point of a neighboring peak.
I knew the Indians would soon discover that they were on the wrong trail and that the search for me would be renewed in the right direction as soon as they located my tracks.
I had gone but a short distance further when what seemed to be an excellent trail opened up around the face of a high cliff. The trail was level and quite broad and led upward and in the general direction I wished to go. The cliff arose for several hundred feet on my right, and on my left was an equal and nearly perpendicular drop to the bottom of a rocky ravine.
I had followed this trail for perhaps a hundred yards when a sharp turn to the right brought me to the mouth of a large cave. The opening was about four feet in height and three to four feet wide, and at this opening the trail ended.
It was now morning, and, with the customary lack of dawn which is a startling characteristic of Arizona, it had become daylight almost without warning.
Dismounting, I laid Powell upon the ground, but the most painstaking examination failed to reveal the faintest spark of life. I forced water from my canteen between his dead lips, bathed his face and rubbed his hands, working over him continuously for the better part of an hour in the face of the fact that I knew him to be dead.
I was very fond of Powell; he was thoroughly a man in every respect; a polished southern gentleman; a staunch and true friend; and it was with a feeling of the deepest grief that I finally gave up my crude endeavors at resuscitation.
Leaving Powell’s body where it lay on the ledge I crept into the cave to reconnoiter. I found a large chamber, possibly a hundred feet in diameter and thirty or forty feet in height; a smooth and well-worn floor, and many other evidences that the cave had, at some remote period, been inhabited. The back of the cave was so lost in dense shadow that I could not distinguish whether there were openings into other apartments or not.
As I was continuing my examination I commenced to feel a pleasant drowsiness creeping over me which I attributed to the fatigue of my long and strenuous ride, and the reaction from the excitement of the fight and the pursuit. I felt comparatively safe in my present location as I knew that one man could defend the trail to the cave against an army.
I soon became so drowsy that I could scarcely resist the strong desire to throw myself on the floor of the cave for a few moments’ rest, but I knew that this would never do, as it would mean certain death at the hands of my red friends, who might be upon me at any moment. With an effort I started toward the opening of the cave only to reel drunkenly against a side wall, and from there slip prone upon the floor.
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« At of our e-books and information on where to buy them

« The Modern Library Editorial Board's 100 Best Novels and
100 Best Nonfiction Books of the Twentieth Century written
in the English language

« News and announ

s

Questions? E-mail us at modernlibrary@ randomhouse.com
For questions about examination or desk copies, please visit
the Random House Academic Resources sie at
www.randomhouse.com/academic
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