
Chapter V - Thuvia - Maid of Mars

Chapter V begins with Carthoris fighting for survival as he races through a black
tunnel, chased by snarling banths whose roars echo through the passage. The
oppressive darkness is pierced only by his determination and the cold gleam of his
blade. Each step forward is a victory against the fear pressing in around him. Emerging
into a luminous valley under the light of Mars’s moons, he’s struck by the surreal
beauty of the hidden world before him—lush landscapes, red-furred lions, and copper-
skinned people unlike any he’s met on Barsoom. This sudden shift from terror to awe
unsettles him, but there’s no time to rest. The creatures here may be unfamiliar, but
the danger is no less real. Carthoris moves cautiously, his thoughts drifting toward
Thuvia, whose absence sharpens his focus more than any weapon ever could.

His hopes are realized when he stumbles upon Thuvia, her figure framed against the
otherworldly glow of the valley. The joy is short-lived, however, as they are soon
caught in the chaos of a fierce clash. Green warriors, savage and relentless, descend
upon the city. Carthoris leaps into the fight, blade flashing with inherited precision. The
defenders, though appearing primitive, show remarkable coordination, aided by their
animal companions—mighty lions that leap into battle with silent understanding.
Thuvia, though not wielding a weapon, stands tall. Her very presence inspires
resistance, and her quiet strength holds Carthoris steady. With each parried blow and
calculated strike, Carthoris proves that his loyalty is more than words—it is forged in
action.

The tension deepens as the battle stretches on, and Carthoris’s gaze often returns to
Thuvia, measuring every risk through the lens of her safety. His heart beats not just for
survival but for her, though she remains distant, unsure of what to believe. Her recent
abduction has left her cautious, even of him. Despite the urgency of the battle, an
unspoken dialogue lingers between them—questions, doubts, and unacknowledged



hope. Carthoris knows that her heart may still belong to another, yet he cannot stop
himself from fighting as if it were his own to protect. Even when Hortan Gur, the
ruthless leader of the green warriors, presses the attack, Carthoris does not flinch. His
mind is a storm of emotion, but his sword never falters.

As arrows fly and steel clashes, the tide begins to turn. The city’s bowmen, though
armed with simple weapons, fight with disciplined fury, their unity overcoming the
green men’s brute force. With them, the great lions move in near silence, their golden
eyes locked onto enemies with predatory focus. Carthoris, caught between the chaos
of war and the stillness of his feelings, presses forward with unmatched resolve. His
presence becomes a rallying point. Thuvia watches, torn between admiration and
apprehension. In this storm of motion and meaning, their connection deepens, shaped
not by words but by shared danger and trust earned through risk.

The battle finally breaks as the green warriors retreat, their numbers thinned and
morale shattered. Carthoris, though exhausted, does not celebrate. His eyes are only
on Thuvia, who still seems uncertain of where he stands. She thanks him with grace,
but her expression is guarded. He senses her doubts—wounds not yet healed,
suspicions still alive. Yet her closeness, her willingness to stand beside him in this
foreign place, tells him she hasn’t turned away. The war around them is easing, but
another continues quietly between heart and reason. They are surrounded by
mystery—who are these people, and what lies behind their command of lions and
strength of will?

Carthoris senses that the city holds more than just warriors and beasts. There’s an
ancient knowledge pulsing beneath its soil, and it has chosen to reveal itself to him
and Thuvia at a critical moment. His curiosity is matched by concern. Will this place
become refuge or trap? And more urgently, can it offer them the space to understand
each other before war, duty, and deception pull them apart again? The victory feels
momentary, a pause in something larger. Carthoris remains ready—ready to fight
again, not just for peace, but for a truth he can’t yet speak: that every step he takes is
for her.



This chapter threads themes of identity, devotion, and cultural mystery into one
tapestry of action and emotion. Carthoris’s battle is not only against foes but against
the uncertainty that clouds Thuvia’s trust. And Thuvia, surrounded by strength and
danger alike, must decide whom to believe in a world where loyalty is tested
constantly. Their bond, while not yet secure, is building its foundation in shared trials.
In the heart of an unknown land, under twin moons and uncertain fates, something
genuine is taking root—born not of promise, but of proof.


