Chapter VIl - Thuvia - Maid of Mars

Chapter VIII plunges Thuvia into the core of Lothar’s delusion, alone in the company of
Tario, the intangible Jeddak whose will shapes the world around him. With regal
defiance, she declares her identity—not as a vision or fantasy, but as a daughter of
Ptarth. Tario’s disbelief is clear; to him, all things are constructs of thought, and
Thuvia's assertion of reality is both fascinating and threatening. He tries to bend her
emotions with hypnotic force, weaving her senses into a web of momentary
infatuation. But Thuvia, rooted in truth, snaps free, reclaiming control with a forceful
warning. She speaks of Carthoris, the warrior whose loyalty remains unbroken, and

promises resistance over surrender.

Tario's captivation curdles into fury. With a mind used to shaping others, he cannot
accept rejection. Thuvia’s resistance pushes him to violence, but she does not falter.
Her instincts awaken, and with swift resolve, she strikes him down before harm can
reach her. In that moment, the illusions around her waver. Phantom bowmen appear in
defense of their fallen master, revealing Lothar’s unsettling secret—its people and
protectors exist only through force of belief. But belief, as strong as it is, falters in the
presence of authentic will. As Tario lies unconscious, his world flickers. Thuvia, though

surrounded by illusion, becomes the only fixed point of truth in the room.

When Carthoris finally bursts in, the surreal tension shifts to sudden relief. Thuvia,
shaken but composed, sees not just a rescuer, but a symbol of what is real in a place
built on lies. Their reunion is brief—hope is offered, but escape remains elusive. Jav,
ever scheming, interrupts their path to freedom. He wishes to usurp Tario, not for
justice, but to mold Lothar in his own image. Carthoris instantly senses the rot in Jav’s
ambition, but there is no time to argue. Thuvia stands between two Martians—one
whose illusions collapse, and one who wishes to control them. Power, in Lothar, is not

built by law or honor but by the dominance of thought.



Tario revives before Jav’s plan can unfold, adding fuel to the already chaotic tension.
His anger is not just political—it is personal, sharpened by rejection and wounded
pride. Jav’s betrayal is met with venom, and Tario calls for vengeance in the only way
he knows—through the imagined spectacle of death. The floor beneath them begins to
sink, not through mechanics, but through the sheer will of a ruler whose fantasies
demand obedience. This trap, known as the Hall of Doom, becomes their arena.
Surrounded by illusion, facing death shaped by thought, Thuvia and Carthoris brace for

what seems final.

In the face of destruction, clarity emerges. Carthoris does not plead, and Thuvia does
not panic. Their bond, forged through peril and doubt, is now steel. Each stands with
the other, no longer questioning loyalty. In the fading light of Lothar’s illusions, they
find truth in their shared resolve. Thuvia's courage becomes the axis around which
hope spins. Her composure in the face of sinking walls is not resignation, but proof that
dignity survives even in helplessness. Carthoris, driven by honor and love, keeps his

eyes on her—not as a prize, but as a partner.

As the floor sinks lower, the couple looks upward, not for rescue, but for meaning.
They understand that Lothar’'s world cannot be destroyed by weapons—it must be
undone by disbelief. If reality here is governed by thought, then surviving requires
more than muscle. It demands conviction. In their calm defiance, they begin to unravel
the power Lothar holds over them. Tario watches, confused by their peace. He
expected fear, but receives stillness. That stillness weakens the illusion’s grip. The Hall

of Doom, an imagined execution, begins to fail—not from rebellion, but from disbelief.

This chapter sharpens the novel’s central tension between perception and truth.
Lothar is not simply a city of ghosts; it is a reflection of minds too afraid to face loss.
Thuvia and Carthoris are its antidote—real people who love, resist, and persist not
because they believe in power, but because they believe in each other. Even in chains,
they remain free. The deeper message becomes clear: what cannot be controlled
cannot be destroyed by illusion. Through faith in something beyond illusion—loyalty,

love, dignity—they begin to reclaim the world from those who manipulate it. And so, as



the Hall of Doom threatens to erase them, their very presence begins to erase the Hall

itself.



