
CHAPTER I - Thuvia, Maid of Mars

CHAPTER I – Thuvia, Maid of Mars begins amidst the lush splendor of Ptarth’s royal
gardens, where the atmosphere is thick with unspoken tension and looming political
consequence. Thuvia, princess of Ptarth, stands firm against Astok, Prince of Dusar,
who, emboldened by his station, attempts to claim more than polite affection. Her
rejection is immediate and fiery—an assertive reminder that status does not entitle
desire. When Astok presses further with a forceful gesture, Thuvia's cry for help
pierces the warm Martian air, and it is answered by Carthoris, Prince of Helium, whose
sudden arrival halts the confrontation. Swift and unrelenting, Carthoris disarms the
situation with the poise of a seasoned warrior and the vulnerability of a man who has
long harbored love for the woman he just defended.

The scene swells with quiet tension as guards arrive, removing the urgency of
immediate violence but leaving the embers of hostility smoldering between Helium
and Dusar. Carthoris, though his heart is exposed, remains dignified, even as Thuvia
kindly yet firmly declines his affections. Her betrothal to Kulan Tith, the Jeddak of Kaol,
is not borne of personal desire but forged in the fires of diplomacy—a union meant to
bind cities, not hearts. Carthoris’s disappointment is palpable, but so too is his honor;
he accepts her refusal not as defeat, but as an obligation to her duty, even as it pains
him. This early emotional turbulence sets the tone for a narrative where duty often
eclipses personal desire and where political necessity carries the weight of sacrifice.

As the sun lowers over Ptarth, Carthoris presents an offering not of words, but of
intellect—a navigational invention that could reshape Martian travel. This automatic
guidance device, designed to steer airships safely around obstacles, is more than a
gift; it is a symbol of Helium’s advancement and willingness to build peaceful ties with
Ptarth. Thuvan Dihn, thoughtful and pragmatic, listens with interest. Yet, during the
demonstration, a servant interjects with a seemingly innocuous observation about the



mechanism’s controls. His suggestion that a subtle recalibration might cause dramatic
misdirection plants a seed of doubt that Carthoris, in his eagerness, does not
immediately recognize. It is a moment loaded with quiet foreshadowing, suggesting
that the realm of technology, like diplomacy, is vulnerable to manipulation.

In the days that follow, Carthoris prepares to depart Ptarth, determined to respect
Thuvia’s decision but unable to quash the ache of unfulfilled love. He carries with him
the heavy knowledge that honor demands distance, yet his thoughts circle endlessly
around her image—her poise, her defiance, her compassion. As he leaves, the
implications of his stay ripple outward: Astok’s pride has been bruised, tensions
between Dusar and Helium have escalated subtly but significantly, and Thuvia’s
internal conflict has only deepened, though she keeps it hidden beneath her royal
composure.

The chapter’s narrative expertly blends themes of romantic restraint, political
complexity, and the looming presence of technological wonder. Barsoom, with its
dusty deserts and opulent cities, becomes the backdrop for a story as much about
interpersonal loyalty as it is about national interest. Every glance and gesture between
the characters carries dual meaning—one for the individual, one for their cities.
Helium’s offer of cooperation through Carthoris’s invention seems generous, but in a
world so fraught with old grudges and delicate alliances, even goodwill can be a chess
move.

Ultimately, this opening chapter sets the stage for conflict that will stretch across the
Martian landscape. Carthoris’s silent departure, Thuvia’s unvoiced turmoil, and Astok’s
humiliated retreat are the sparks. What follows promises to be a fire fed by ambition,
jealousy, and the timeless pull between duty and love. In the shadows of Ptarth’s
gardens, war may have been avoided today, but the future of Barsoom lies uncertain
beneath its twin moons.


