
Frivolous Cupid

Frivolous Cupid by Anthony Hope is a light-hearted romantic novel that follows the
amusing romantic misadventures of a young woman as she navigates the complexities
of love and society in 19th-century England.

Chapter I - Frivolous Cupid

Chapter I begins with Harry Sterling’s return to Natterley, where he is no longer the
gangly schoolboy the townspeople once knew. He now moves with the quiet
confidence of youth on the cusp of adulthood. A cigarette rests between his lips—not
smoked with bravado, but with the casualness of someone aware of the image he
projects. At the lawn-tennis club, reactions to him vary. Young men nod in quiet
approval, while younger boys look on with admiration laced with envy. The girls—older
and younger—show a curious deference, uncertain whether to treat him as peer or
possibility. Standing apart from the crowd, Mrs. Mortimer watches, startled by the
grown presence of someone she remembered with uncombed hair and shoelaces
forever undone. His transformation amuses her at first, but the amusement is tinged
with something she doesn’t yet name. She sees a young man where once there was
only a boy, and the change unsettles her.

At a glance, Harry’s approach to Mrs. Mortimer might seem innocent, but his intentions
are shaded with something more deliberate. Skipping a chance to partner with the
Vicarage girls, he chooses her company instead, and with practiced ease, begins to
draw her into conversation that feels more like flirtation than formality. She tries to
steer things toward the expected—his studies, his plans—but Harry seems
uninterested in small talk about the future. He watches her face as she speaks, laughs



more softly than is necessary, and sometimes says nothing at all, as if enjoying the
silence between them. Mrs. Mortimer maintains her composure, reminding herself that
she is a married woman with a son not far from Harry’s age. Yet inside her, a different
awareness has begun to stir—of being noticed, of being seen beyond domestic roles
and polite obligations. It thrills her. It frightens her. And most of all, it challenges the
quiet order of her world.

As the summer days roll on, the line between polite interaction and private indulgence
begins to blur. Mrs. Mortimer observes how Harry behaves around others, particularly
Maudie Sinclair, the lively neighbor girl who once splashed through puddles with him
and shared jam sandwiches in childhood. There is still warmth there, but the intimacy
has shifted. Maudie laughs loudly, but Harry’s smiles are reserved, as though meant
for someone else. Meanwhile, Mrs. Mortimer grows increasingly aware of Harry’s subtle
attentions. He never oversteps, but his glances linger, and when he speaks, his words
seem tuned to her reactions. The complexity of her emotions—embarrassment,
anticipation, shame, and a strange kind of joy—swirls just beneath the surface. She
finds herself thinking of him when she shouldn't and scolding herself for it afterward.
Yet the thoughts return uninvited, stronger each time, as if daring her to acknowledge
them.

When the Mortimers are invited to dine with the Sterlings, the evening unfolds with
social grace and quiet tension. Conversation flows freely around the table, yet beneath
the chatter, Mrs. Mortimer senses Harry watching her. After dessert, as chairs scrape
and guests prepare to depart, he is volunteered to escort her home. The suggestion is
made casually, yet accepted with telling silence. Under the moon’s pale light, they
take the longer path—not by necessity, but by quiet agreement. The night air is cool,
the road familiar, but the mood between them is different. At one bend, where
shadows fall thickest, Harry offers his arm, saying it’s for safety, though they both
know better. She accepts, resting her hand lightly on his sleeve, and the gesture holds
longer than it should. Neither speaks. The silence is not awkward, but charged—too
dense to name, too subtle to ignore.



That evening walk becomes a turning point. Not because of any explicit act, but
because of what it implies—what it awakens. In that brief time, Mrs. Mortimer realizes
that something dormant within her has stirred. She had not asked for admiration. She
had not sought attention. But it had come, and it had taken root in the space between
propriety and possibility. As they part at her door, Harry tips his hat, says goodnight,
and walks away with unhurried confidence. Inside, she stands by the window longer
than necessary, staring into the night and feeling the pulse of her own unrest. There
has been no scandal, no betrayal. Only a shift—one that may be denied, delayed, or
dismissed—but not easily undone.



Chapter IX - Frivolous Cupid

Chapter IX begins in the stillness of early evening, where golden light casts soft
shadows across the quiet meadows, and Hilda finds herself haunted by a memory that
refuses to settle. A kiss, brief and impulsive, shared with young Harry Sterling, has
planted itself deeply in her conscience, unsettling her peace. She had not intended to
invite affection, and certainly not from someone whose youth and idealism stood in
sharp contrast to her mature restraint and married status. Her feelings have become
entangled—part guilt, part dismay, part wistful regret. The meadow remains
unchanged, but within her, something has shifted. The memory clings to her as she
returns home, where Mr. Mortimer’s warm detachment provides no clue to the
moment that has rattled her core. She listens to the rhythm of her household—the
familiar ticking of the clock, the clatter of dishes—desperate to root herself back into
normalcy.

The following morning arrives with clarity in the air, but none within Hilda. Shame,
uninvited yet unavoidable, presses into her like the tight bodice of her dress, each
breath a reminder of boundaries crossed. Though Harry may view the incident with
boyish enthusiasm or romantic flair, for her, it is a tremor in the foundation of her
character. At the local Vicarage gathering, Hilda moves with controlled elegance, her
smiles measured and her voice steady, yet inside she scans each corner for Harry,
dreading and longing for his gaze. She wants to forget but fears being forgotten. The
party’s cheerfulness only accentuates her inner disquiet, a jarring contrast that turns
every laugh into static in her mind. When Harry does appear—unburdened, eager, and
earnest—Hilda sees not a lover but a child wielding something too powerful to
understand. His persistence, while innocent to him, feels dangerous to her, like a
match struck too close to dry grass.



Mrs. Sterling’s conversation later that evening deepens the conflict. Speaking as only a
mother could, she praises Hilda’s grace and subtly hints at the influence she may have
on her son, who she fears is too easily impressed by pretty things and gentle words.
Hilda nods politely, heart sinking with every compliment. Each phrase feels like an
unknowing indictment, reminding her of the power imbalance, of how easily Harry
could be shaped or misled by admiration. And although Mrs. Sterling speaks without
suspicion, Hilda hears an echo of judgment in every word. Her role, once simply social
and supportive, now feels fraught with responsibility she did not ask for. She is not
merely an older woman admired by a younger man; she is a potential threat to his
innocence and her own name. The weight of this realization bears down with the full
force of decorum and expectation.

Hilda tries to retreat into the safety of routine. She avoids long glances and carefully
reroutes her conversations when Harry is near. But even the most composed routine
can fracture under pressure, and that moment comes quietly, on a day that seemed
ordinary until it was not. Harry appears at her doorstep, uninvited yet somehow
expected, carrying with him the bright, unsettling presence of youthful hope. He is met
not only by Hilda, but by Maudie Sinclair, a family friend whose easy manner belies a
sharp instinct. The encounter becomes a high-wire act, with every word and gesture
walking the thin line between casual interaction and revelation. Hilda speaks too little,
afraid of saying too much. Harry, oblivious to the undertow, lingers with the
earnestness of someone unaware that the water is rising.

The chapter closes not with scandal or confrontation, but with silence—a silence thick
with what has not been said. Hilda stands beside her husband at dinner, answering
questions and serving tea, her mind somewhere between guilt and grief. She knows
that nothing outward has changed, but everything inward has. The world still sees a
refined hostess, a devoted wife. But inside, she measures every movement against the
fear of discovery and the ache of wanting what she cannot allow. The story leaves her
poised at a precipice, where emotion and ethics struggle for balance, where one wrong
step could undo a carefully lived life.



Chapter X - Frivolous Cupid

Chapter X opens on a day brushed with sunlight and sea breeze, yet Mrs. Mortimer
feels the weight of solitude. Dressed in the subdued shades of mourning, she and her
son Johnnie appear almost misplaced amidst Brighton’s color and laughter. Years have
passed since she chose to leave Natterley, not merely to be nearer to George’s office,
as she had written, but to create distance between her heart and its unresolved past.
Proximity to work was the shield; emotional survival was the cause. Her life has grown
quiet, shaped around Johnnie and routine, yet memory remains unquiet. Each footstep
by the sea echoes with the voices of choices once made in silence. Her calm presence
on the bench hides the inner dialogue—regret dressed as reason, love hidden under
duty. While children play and waves lap the shore, her thoughts stay tethered to what
was never said.

As she sits watching the promenade, her stillness masks a growing unease. A couple
approaches, and instinct draws her attention to the man’s walk, his carriage, the
careless glance he casts at his companion. It isn’t until they are closer that she sees
more than coincidence—she sees resemblance. Her body stills, her eyes narrow just
slightly. That familiar tilt of the head, the rhythm in his steps—it unsettles her.
Something about him brushes against memory like a whisper. He could be the age
George once was when the world felt full of decisions still waiting to be made. The
woman beside him, young and effortlessly cheerful, seems unaware of the subtle
drama unfolding in Mrs. Mortimer’s gaze.

He looks toward her, briefly, without recognition. The glance holds no weight for him.
But for Mrs. Mortimer, it lingers, stirring a thousand things left unspoken. She does not
speak, does not move. Hope, though never declared, flickers in the brief space
between recognition and ignorance. When he turns away, the silence grows loud in her
chest. It’s not pain, exactly—more like the ache of being forgotten by someone who



never really knew you. In that moment, surrounded by movement and laughter, she
becomes stillness itself, a marker of time paused and untouched.

Johnnie sits nearby, playing with stones, unaware of his mother’s fragile stillness. She
watches him too, wondering what memories he will carry into adulthood. Will he
someday sit by the sea and search passing faces for the shape of someone half-
remembered? Will he understand that love is not always loud, and that sometimes
letting go means never having been noticed at all? These questions hover like mist
over the ocean—thick enough to feel, but impossible to grasp. She knows the world
will pull him forward, far from this quiet bench and her silent reflections. And so, she
says nothing. She lets him throw his stones into the surf, watching each splash as if it
could erase a moment or restore one that never truly formed.

As the couple disappears into the crowd, Mrs. Mortimer remains seated, eyes trained
on the emptiness they leave behind. There is no tear, no sigh—only the soft tightening
of her mouth, the barely perceptible shift in posture. She is alone again, yet more than
alone—she is displaced. Not in space, but in time. Her mourning is not just for a
husband or a past life, but for the version of herself who once imagined endings to
stories that never got their middle. Around her, Brighton continues with its usual
charm. Children laugh, gulls cry, and the carousel spins without pause. But Mrs.
Mortimer stays still, not waiting, just remembering.

The story closes with no grand reunion, no revelation or apology. What remains is a
woman who knows that not every story ends with closure—some simply stop. She has
loved, she has let go, and she has carried on, even when memory pressed against her
like salt in the sea air. And that, in its own quiet way, is its own kind of triumph.



Chapter II - Frivolous Cupid

Chapter II opens inside the inviting parlor of Colonel Holborow’s residence, where a
group of bachelors shares laughter and brandy while recounting personal stories. The
room, thick with camaraderie and casual arrogance, becomes the stage for Jack
Dexter’s memorable confession. Unlike the others, who told light-hearted tales or
excused their singlehood with vague regrets, Dexter's account veers into absurd
territory. His attempt to woo Lady Mary Fitzmoine, a woman of grace and social
standing, is repeatedly thwarted by her ever-watchful mother, the Duchess. While the
duchess found Dexter charmingly unfit, he saw only opportunity in her disapproval.
Following Lady Mary from England to Switzerland, he believed destiny was on his side.
Yet, it wasn’t love that greeted him there—it was confusion. A misdirected letter,
bearing only an initial, turned a hopeful courtship into an escalating series of comedic
disasters, leading Dexter further from his goal than he ever imagined.

With confidence inflated by the cryptic note, Dexter positions himself as the secret
suitor Lady Mary must have longed for. But instead of romantic fulfillment, he finds
himself tangled in misapprehensions. His assumptions—born more of desperation than
evidence—drive him to approach a woman veiled in mystery and moonlight. What
should have been a tender exchange becomes a public farce when his stolen kiss is
received not by Lady Mary, but by a stranger. The true recipient of the note, it turns
out, was an entirely different man who hadn’t even arrived yet. The embarrassment
multiplies as the onlookers, including Lady Mary and her vigilant chaperone Miss
Dibbs, react with predictable horror. Dexter’s illusion is shattered. His confidence,
carefully assembled on vague clues and wishful thinking, crumbles in front of everyone
who matters most.

What follows is less redemption than survival. Dexter fumbles for explanations, only to
dig himself deeper into social disgrace. Lady Mary, already skeptical, turns cool and



curt, her previous interest now frozen over. Dexter watches his chances slip away not
due to lack of affection, but due to a moment of rashness built on flawed reasoning.
The scene becomes not just a cautionary tale, but a portrait of how a small
misunderstanding, when fueled by eagerness, can dismantle even the most carefully
crafted pursuit. Humiliation doesn’t end at the misinterpreted kiss—it is prolonged by
whispers, stares, and the aching realization that all eyes are on him, not in admiration,
but in disbelief.

The woman in blue, whom Dexter had believed to be his hidden paramour, turns out to
be an eccentric traveler with her own designs entirely unrelated to romance. Her
presence at the inn, meant only for a fleeting encounter with a long-lost cousin, had
nothing to do with Dexter’s wild assumptions. Once the truth is known, the comedy
sharpens. His misjudgment is no longer romantic—it becomes absurd. Even his rivals
at the gathering, though sympathetic, cannot suppress their laughter. Yet Dexter, to
his credit, owns the tale. He spins it with charm and wit, using the sting of failure to
entertain and, perhaps, to deflect from its deeper pain. The audience laughs, but it
also learns.

This tale, while amusing in its delivery, touches on larger truths about the hazards of
overconfidence in love. Mistaking signals, rushing conclusions, and ignoring context
are not just errors in courtship—they’re reflections of a deeper need for connection
that often clouds judgment. Dexter’s misstep highlights how romance, when pursued
through fantasy instead of communication, often ends in confusion or disappointment.
In love, context is everything, and clarity is worth more than assumption. Despite his
blunder, Dexter's story leaves a lasting impression. Not just for the humor, but for the
humanity underneath it.

As the conversation drifts toward quieter topics, Dexter’s tale continues to resonate.
His openness in sharing, even at his own expense, wins back a measure of respect.
The room that once erupted in laughter settles into thoughtful silence. Each man,
though still amused, reflects privately on past embarrassments and future hopes. No
one escapes such moments entirely, and Dexter has only made visible what most



conceal. Love, he proves, is not just about grand gestures or strategic pursuit—it’s
often about understanding when to step back, read carefully, and above all, never
assume what hasn’t been said.



Chapter III - Frivolous Cupid

Chapter III opens with a sense of confusion surrounding Smugg's unexpected
engagement, which seems out of place to his peers, who view him as neither
particularly charming nor socially impressive. As the group of friends shares daily life
preparing for exams, Smugg becomes the subject of mild curiosity and quiet ridicule.
Yet, beneath his seemingly ordinary demeanor, he carries a private routine that breaks
the monotony. Mornings that once held sleepy lectures or idle chats now find Smugg
missing, which stirs suspicion. When it becomes clear he’s been meeting Betsy
Dill—someone the whole group admired—opinions shift. The others feel betrayed, not
just by his secrecy, but by his quiet success in winning over Betsy while still engaged
to another. What began as amusement turns into quiet judgment, changing the tone of
their friendship.

The situation intensifies when Joe Shanks enters the picture, not with threats, but with
startling news. He claims Betsy as his own, announcing a bond that predated all
others. The revelation sends a jolt through the group. Smugg, who thought himself the
clever suitor, now finds himself outmaneuvered. His previous confidence with Betsy
vanishes, replaced by shame and a quiet retreat into himself. His silence speaks more
than defense could. For the group, Joe's arrival brings a sense of justice, although not
without discomfort. They are forced to reflect not only on Smugg’s betrayal, but on
their own objectification of Betsy. The competition among them had masked a deeper
truth: Betsy was not a prize to be won, but a person with choices, one of which had
clearly been made.

Smugg’s situation quickly unravels. The engagement he maintained in theory now
feels like a hollow formality, lacking the loyalty and sincerity it should represent.
Betsy’s decision to marry Joe—bold and public—finalizes Smugg’s fall from grace. Yet,
even as the group watches his confidence crumble, a small current of sympathy



emerges. It’s not admiration, but a recognition that people often mask their confusion
with poor decisions. Smugg hadn’t planned this collapse, but his deception made it
inevitable. The others see him not just as a fool but as someone caught between
expectation and desire, punished for trying to play both sides. It’s a mistake some
recognize in themselves, though unspoken.

What lingers after Joe and Betsy's announcement isn’t triumph but discomfort. For all
their teasing and assumptions, no one truly understood the depth of Smugg’s
emotional entanglement. He hadn’t just betrayed someone distant—he’d betrayed
himself. Saving money for a future he quietly undermined, chasing a connection that
was never secure, he now stands without direction. The group, too, feels altered. The
fun they shared suddenly seems juvenile, their rivalry meaningless. Conversations now
carry a new tone: reflective, even cautious. Where they once laughed at Smugg, they
now speak with restraint, as if aware that mockery no longer fits. The chapter ends not
with closure, but with a subtle change in how they view each other.

Smugg doesn’t speak much in the following days. He shows up, he studies, he leaves.
But something has shifted in his posture and expression. There’s no anger, no self-
pity—only the quiet weight of consequence. The group never sees Betsy again after
the announcement, and she quickly becomes a subject they avoid. Joe's victory, if it
could be called that, also disappears into the quiet rhythm of local gossip. What
remains is a sense of the unpredictability of affection, the absurdity of competing for
someone’s heart without truly knowing them. Smugg’s silence becomes part of the
group’s memory, not as shameful as it once felt, but as a shared lesson no one dares
to summarize aloud.

In the end, Chapter III presents more than a tale of jealousy and betrayal. It challenges
assumptions about love, worth, and loyalty, showing how the human heart rarely
moves in expected directions. The chapter reminds us that real growth often comes
through awkward, painful revelations that force characters—and readers—to
reconsider how relationships should be valued. Even in disappointment, there is room
for insight, and Smugg’s quiet fall leaves behind the kind of impression that lingers



longer than scandal.



Chapter IV - Frivolous Cupid

Chapter IV shifts the focus toward Poltons’ vibrant gathering, where wit, charm, and
subtle rivalry shape the interactions among its guests. At the heart of this social
setting is Miss Audrey Liston, a novelist whose keen observation turns every moment
into potential material. With her sharp eye for detail, she notices emotional currents
others overlook, especially the gentle pull forming between Sir Gilbert Chillington and
Miss Pamela Myles. As a writer deeply invested in realism, Miss Liston draws from
these relationships for her newest work, quietly blending truth with fiction. She
becomes both participant and observer, torn between artistic curiosity and the
personal consequences of her narrative choices. Each conversation she hears, every
glance she catches, adds texture to the evolving story in her mind.

As her inspiration deepens, Miss Liston finds herself unsure whether to guide her
fictional couple toward heartbreak or happiness. Her uncertainty mirrors the ambiguity
of real emotions unfolding before her. Sir Gilbert, well-meaning yet unaware of his role
in her mental novel, offers subtle clues of his interest in Pamela. Pamela, for her part,
navigates between aloofness and warmth, giving the budding romance an air of
unpredictability. Miss Liston feels the pressure of storytelling ethics: how far can she
fictionalize people she knows without distorting their truths? This question nags at her
as she struggles with scenes that might soon be mirrored in reality. The writer’s craft
becomes an emotional burden rather than an escape, pulling her deeper into the
delicate drama around her.

Moments of clarity come not through dramatic declarations, but in the quiet reflection
Miss Liston indulges in during solitary walks or late-night revisions. She senses that her
writing, though drawn from others, now holds a mirror up to herself. Her envy of
Pamela’s unfolding romance isn’t spiteful, but a gentle ache of what she has yet to
experience. Observing Gilbert’s sincerity and Pamela’s hesitations, she realizes that



love is rarely as tidy as a story arc. It’s messy, unpredictable, often lacking the
satisfying symmetry novels provide. And yet, that very unpredictability gives it its
weight. Her writing, if honest, must reflect this ambiguity, even if it leaves the reader
with more questions than answers.

The gathering at Poltons continues with garden strolls, drawing-room games, and
candlelit dinners, but the emotional stakes rise beneath the surface. Miss Liston
overhears fragments of conversations—some meant for others, some clearly
veiled—and they feed both her curiosity and her caution. A single sentence from
Pamela, wistfully delivered, can rewrite a whole imagined chapter. Sir Gilbert, though
earnest, seems unaware of how close he stands to both affection and rejection. The
narrator watches Miss Liston vacillate between involvement and detachment. Her
laughter grows quieter, her smiles more reflective. Art, for her, is no longer a mere
hobby—it’s a lens that exposes more than it protects.

As the chapter nears its close, the truth begins to dawn. The plot Miss Liston had
hoped to control begins slipping from her fingers. Real people won’t follow her cues,
and their choices don’t always reward narrative logic. When Sir Gilbert and Pamela’s
understanding matures—silently, through shared glances and meaningful
silence—Miss Liston does not feel robbed of an ending but gifted with perspective. The
final pages she drafts for her manuscript abandon melodrama. They embrace subtler
truths: that attraction can coexist with misreading, that kindness doesn't guarantee
reciprocation, and that love, in its truest form, is a patient unfolding rather than a
scripted climax. Her pen slows. A pause follows, not from lack of inspiration but from
reverence for what cannot be easily captured.

In the end, Miss Liston’s fictional couple doesn’t neatly match their real-life
inspirations. But they carry echoes—gentle shadows of Gilbert’s sincerity, of Pamela’s
composed depth, and of her own quiet ache for clarity. Art imitates life, but only
partially; it’s the gaps that reveal the soul of a story. Her stay at Poltons ends not with
a chapter’s completion but with acceptance that some emotions cannot be written to
closure. And perhaps that’s the truest form of storytelling. A narrative that honors



uncertainty, crafted by a writer who finally sees her characters—and herself—as they
are, not as she hoped they’d be.



Chapter V - Frivolous Cupid

Chapter V opens amid the ever-bubbling atmosphere of Poltons Park, where guests
trade not only pleasantries but pointed glances and subtle moves in a game of social
chess. The narrator, a quietly attentive observer, first paints Jack Ives as bold and
straightforward—one of the few men at ease in courting Trix Queenborough despite
her wealth and status. Rather than being intimidated, he thrives on the challenge she
presents, while others circle cautiously, weighed down by propriety or calculation. Trix,
however, is no passive recipient of affection. She revels in the tension she creates,
drawing admirers close only to keep them dangling. Her behavior casts uncertainty
over every interaction, causing stirrings among both friends and rivals, and drawing
out motives not easily confessed in words.

As the narrative progresses, Lord Newhaven’s arrival sharpens the mood. His presence
is a reminder that courtship in their circle is as much about match-making as it is
matchmaking. Though aristocratic and earnest, he finds his pursuit complicated by
Trix’s mercurial temperament. The narrator, feeling the pressure of competition and
the charm of Trix’s teasing nature, finds his own emotions in flux, yet unspoken.
Meanwhile, Mrs. Wentworth emerges—a widow with quiet dignity who seems out of
place among the emotional dramatics, yet increasingly central. Jack Ives, perhaps
fatigued by Trix’s elusive nature or moved by genuine feeling, begins to seek refuge in
Mrs. Wentworth’s calm presence. His transition is subtle, almost imperceptible, but
speaks volumes about the type of affection that sustains over the thrill of pursuit.

The narrator's tone blends curiosity and reflection as he witnesses the romantic
landscape shifting beneath his feet. Trix, realizing that Ives is slipping from her grasp,
attempts to reassert her influence, but too late. Her flirtations, once an effortless tool
of control, now appear hollow in contrast to the sincerity Mrs. Wentworth evokes in
Ives. Ives’s sudden engagement to the widow surprises many, not least Trix, who



masks her reaction behind laughter and clever remarks. Yet beneath her composed
exterior lies the sting of rejection—not merely of affection, but of the control she
thought unshakable. This event forces the guests at Poltons to reevaluate their
positions. The delicate games they’ve played have real consequences, not just for
status, but for emotional fulfillment and self-awareness.

Trix’s influence continues to ripple, affecting not only the suitors but also the women
who quietly admired them. Her careless provocations, though masked in wit, reveal
the underlying cruelty of using affection as entertainment. Lord Newhaven, sensing
that he too has been a pawn, withdraws with dignity, leaving behind not bitterness,
but a lesson in restraint. For the narrator, who has observed all with a blend of
detachment and empathy, the revelation is more personal. He sees the dangers of
passive observation and missed opportunities. His neutrality has shielded him from
risk, but also from the depth of feeling that Ives now embraces. Poltons, once a
pleasant escape, now feels like a stage of unfinished plays, of emotions rehearsed but
never fully performed.

Love in this world is a negotiation between heart and calculation, and those who thrive
learn to recognize the cost. Jack Ives’s choice, while not grand in its announcement,
signals a profound shift in values. Mrs. Wentworth, quiet but resolute, represents more
than a romantic reward—she stands for clarity, honesty, and the kind of affection that
grows through understanding rather than conquest. The shift away from Trix’s orbit is
not just a change of affection, but a turning point in maturity. By stepping away from
the performance, Ives finds something real. In contrast, Trix remains where she
began—admired, surrounded, yet curiously alone. Her power, once taken for granted,
is shown to be fragile when not reciprocated with sincerity.

This chapter illustrates how romantic entanglements, when entangled with ego,
expectation, and social play, can lead not to triumph, but to emptiness. Trix's arc is a
lesson in the limits of manipulation and the unexpected strength found in gentleness.
Jack Ives's pivot toward Mrs. Wentworth redefines the kind of love worth pursuing—one
grounded in mutual respect and quiet connection. In the end, Poltons Park becomes a



symbol not just of leisure, but of awakening. Beneath its hedges and drawing-room
banter, choices are made that shape not just futures, but personal identities. The story
suggests that while Cupid may be frivolous, the heart, when awakened to truth, is
anything but.



Chapter VI - Frivolous Cupid

Chapter VI begins with the quiet rustle of leaves and the hum of bees in an English
orchard, where a philosopher sits reading, lost in his abstract thoughts. He is deeply
immersed in a dense treatise on ontology, absorbed in reasoning that floats high
above the tangible world around him. His detachment from nature’s softness and life's
emotional tides is deliberate, shielding himself behind intellectual walls. It is in this
meditative state that Miss May finds him. She arrives, seemingly playful, yet driven by
a quiet urgency. Presenting a romantic dilemma disguised as literary discussion, she
poses a choice between two suitors—one dependable, the other admired but
indifferent. Beneath her hypothetical tone lies vulnerability, seeking not advice but
recognition from someone who remains alarmingly blind to her meaning.

The philosopher listens carefully, responding not with feeling, but with logic rooted in
probability and sensibility. He suggests that affection, when mutual and steady, offers
a more reliable path to happiness than infatuation with someone who may never
reciprocate. His tone is gentle but clinical, as though solving a riddle rather than
addressing a heart at stake. Miss May receives his response quietly, though it pricks at
her hopes. In her carefully veiled narrative, she had dared to express what could not
be spoken directly. The philosopher remains unaware, interpreting her dilemma as
abstract. Her admiration, once subtly offered, now fades beneath a blanket of
resignation. She nods in agreement but offers no joy in her reply.

She presses on, asking whether the woman in her story might someday be loved by
the one she truly desires. Again, he turns to logic, warning against building dreams on
uncertainty. The philosopher cannot see that she is not merely telling a story—she is
exposing her own heart. This unawareness speaks volumes. It shows the gap between
intellect and emotion, a divide too wide to bridge with argument alone. Her expression
falters, but she masks it quickly with a smile. There is grace in her composure, despite



the slow ache of rejection unspoken. She has come seeking possibility, only to be
offered reassurance in practicality.

As their conversation ends, the philosopher believes he has done her a service. He
feels satisfied, having offered clarity to a mind in confusion. But Miss May walks away
quieter than before. She leaves with no confession, no plea, only a gentle farewell. He
watches her go, then turns back to his book, his world of abstraction resuming its
rhythm. The orchard’s beauty remains unchanged, yet something tender has been
missed. In the balance between heart and reason, only one voice was heard. Her
presence fades, like sunlight slipping behind leaves, leaving the philosopher none the
wiser. In his world, all remained orderly—but not whole.

The story reflects a recurring theme in relationships: the misalignment between clarity
of thought and depth of feeling. It shows how people, even when deeply intelligent,
can misread what is in plain view when emotion is filtered through theory. The
philosopher did not lack kindness—he lacked perception of what was real in front of
him. Miss May’s restraint and dignity offer a portrait of quiet heartbreak, of a woman
whose feelings were exposed in the only way she could safely risk them. This chapter
reminds readers that behind questions asked in jest or through allegory, truths may
rest, waiting to be heard. Not all advice needs to be practical; sometimes, the heart
asks to be understood, not corrected.

Romantic misunderstandings often arise not from ill will, but from differing languages
of expression. The philosopher spoke the language of caution and structure; Miss May
spoke in hints, glances, and literary metaphors. These different dialects of love never
quite intersected. Her silence, in the end, was not consent but surrender. And though
the day continued as if nothing had shifted, a delicate possibility had quietly withered.
For the reader, the story resonates not through dramatic revelation, but through the
ache of what could have been if one heart had heard the other.



Chapter VII - Frivolous Cupid

Chapter VII unfolds with a storm of unintended consequences stirred by Duke
Deodonato’s well-meaning but overzealous decree. Believing in the virtues of
matrimony as a stabilizing force, the Duke orders all unmarried men over twenty-one
to wed within three weeks. What begins as a social reform soon spirals into chaos.
Women, interpreting the Duke’s public declarations as a sign that he will marry one of
them himself, begin to refuse all proposals. This unintended collective standoff delays
the entire purpose of the edict. Hopes of royal selection outweigh the appeal of
ordinary unions, stalling the entire population’s romantic pursuits. The Duke’s idealistic
pursuit for societal order reveals itself as a complicated web of assumptions and
hidden motivations, all wrapped in the glittering hope of love from above.

When Deodonato tightens the decree, ruling that a woman must accept the first offer
she receives, anxiety reaches new heights. Women, now fearing accidental or
unpleasant marriages, go into hiding. Love ceases to be a free choice and transforms
into a trap. The duchy, once vibrant with the chatter of flirtation and courtship, now
falls silent and fearful. The very people the Duke wished to see happily married now
retreat in dread. Romance, under pressure, collapses. The law forgets its original spirit
and enforces a kind of tyranny that stifles the human heart. When Dr. Fusbius
proposes to Dulcissima and is promptly rejected, her arrest becomes the final spark to
ignite rebellion.

Dulcissima, with grace and defiance, brings her protest before the Duke. Her beauty
catches his eye, but it is her strength of character that holds his attention. In standing
firm, she speaks not only for herself but for every woman burdened by the decree. The
Duke begins to feel the limits of royal power, recognizing that even just laws must be
tempered with compassion. Her resistance presents an unexpected mirror to his own
misjudgment. Deodonato finds himself torn between pride, position, and the quiet



truth that love cannot be mandated. The scene marks a turning point where authority
is forced to reconcile with humanity.

Legal advisors, eager to uphold the Duke’s dignity, offer loopholes and interpretations.
Yet, it is the President of the Council who deftly unravels the situation. By framing
Dulcissima’s rejection not as rebellion but as rightful self-defense, the law is preserved
and justice served. When Deodonato kneels and proposes not as ruler but as a man in
love, the tension dissolves into harmony. Dulcissima, no longer a symbol of protest but
a woman free to choose, accepts. Their union, founded on mutual respect, stands in
contrast to the mechanical pairings once demanded by law. It’s a rare moment when
policy yields to personal integrity.

With humility and reflection, the Duke withdraws the law. The decree had sought to
bind hearts through deadlines and directives, but its repeal allows love to breathe
again. The lesson lingers: rules cannot replace consent, nor force yield true affection.
Deodonato’s transformation from absolute monarch to empathetic suitor signifies a
shift not only in leadership but in societal values. Dulcissima’s courage reshapes the
duchy more powerfully than any policy could. She proves that even in constrained
systems, a voice raised in honesty can echo through chambers of power.

As the tale concludes, the image of a window—clear, open, and revealing—serves as a
final metaphor. In place of rigid doors and locked obligations, the window invites light,
fresh air, and new perspectives. The duchy rediscovers the joy of choice, laughter
returns to the streets, and couples find one another not by decree but desire. The love
story between Deodonato and Dulcissima becomes more than a romantic resolution; it
stands as a celebration of human freedom. And in that spirit, the reader is reminded
that love, when freely chosen, transforms not just hearts, but entire kingdoms.



Chapter VIII -Frivolous Cupid

Chapter VIII opens with Ashimullah once again caught in the tightening grip of court
expectations, his personal beliefs increasingly at odds with the roles imposed on him
by his royal duties. Although once a Christian, his conversion to Islam was more a
matter of necessity than conviction, and the Sultan’s recent insistence on his
maintaining a traditional Muslim household—with multiple wives—tests his integrity.
Ashimullah has no desire to take more wives, not from fear or disdain, but out of deep
loyalty to Lallakalla, the woman he genuinely loves. The contradiction between faith,
personal truth, and political pressure places him in a precarious position. However, his
refusal to openly defy the Sultan forces him into a clever performance that dances
around obedience without surrendering authenticity. What follows is not rebellion, but
a spectacle staged for survival.

With a flair for disguise and timing, Lallakalla takes on the personas of several different
women, each crafted to align with an ideal of feminine allure expected by the court.
From fiery temperament to demure elegance, she performs each character with ease,
convincing the court that Ashimullah’s harem is as full and diverse as any vizier’s
should be. This grand illusion keeps suspicion at bay while allowing the couple to
preserve their monogamous bond. Their nightly performances behind veils and within
palace walls are less about deceit and more about staying true to their shared values.
Every detail—from the styles of clothing to the tones of voice—has been orchestrated
to perfection. Beneath the humor of the act lies a deeper emotional undertone: they
must wear masks to remain free.

The turning point arrives when the Sultan, enticed by what he believes to be a harem
of unmatched beauty, demands one of Ashimullah’s wives for himself. Ashimullah,
alarmed yet composed, prepares for the confrontation that could expose everything.
Lallakalla, ever courageous and brilliant, steps forward as the chosen offering—but not



without a plan. On the appointed day, adorned in rich silks and veiled in mystery, she
enters the Sultan’s presence as the pinnacle of womanly charm. But in a powerful
gesture, she lifts her veil to reveal a bald head, symbolizing the erasure of self forced
by patriarchal expectations. The court gasps. The Sultan, rather than reacting with
fury, is struck by the audacity and honesty of the display.

What might have ended in ruin becomes an awakening. The Sultan, confronted not
only by his misjudgment but by the resilience and devotion of his Vizier and Lallakalla,
begins to understand the hollowness of his own desires. He recognizes that what he
sought in the imagined wives—beauty, loyalty, uniqueness—was already present in
Lallakalla alone. The performative expectations placed upon women, and by extension
upon Ashimullah, dissolve under the clarity of their message. As laughter replaces
tension, the Sultan chooses mercy over punishment, declaring their deception a lesson
he won’t soon forget. Their marriage is spared, and Ashimullah’s loyalty, instead of
being doubted, is honored.

Through its comedic surface, the chapter subtly critiques rigid interpretations of
tradition and authority. The idea that obedience must always take a literal form is
upended by Ashimullah’s creative loyalty. His cleverness lies not in defiance, but in
fulfilling the Sultan’s commands in spirit while protecting the dignity of his marriage.
Lallakalla’s bald head becomes more than a visual twist—it is a symbol of personal
agency within a framework that typically allows women very little of it. The Sultan,
though powerful, is forced into a moment of reflection that reveals the strength of
those he commands. In accepting the couple’s scheme, he inadvertently validates a
softer, more human-centered approach to leadership.

This chapter, in its satire and charm, underscores a timeless truth: that true loyalty
does not always wear a uniform face, and that those who rule are wisest when they
listen rather than impose. Ashimullah’s dilemma mirrors countless historical examples
where power demanded ritual over reason, and where subversion was the only path to
justice. By preserving their love without open rebellion, Ashimullah and Lallakalla
highlight how laughter, grace, and honesty can become tools of resistance. In the end,



their survival is not just a happy outcome—it’s a victory of the heart against
institutional rigidity.


