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“Oh let me in! Let me in! | am cold, and I’'m so wet!”
exclaimed suddenly a child that stood crying at the door
and knocking for admittance, while the rain poured down,
and the wind made all the windows rattle.




“Poor thing!” said the old poet, as{he went to open the
door. There stood a little boy, quite naked, and the water
" ran down from his long golden hair; he trembl'ed with
cold and had he not come into a warm room he would
most certainly have perished in the frightful tempest
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Then the boy recovered, his cheeks again grew rosy, he jumped
down from the lap where he was sitting and danced round the
kind old poet.

“You are a merry fellow,” said the old man. “What’s your name?”

“My name is Cupid,” answered the boy. “Don’t you know me?
There lies my bow; it shoots well, | can assure you! Look, the
weather is now clearing up, and the moon is shining clear again
through the window.”




“Why your bow is quite spoiled,” said the old poet.

“That was sad indeed,” said the boy, and he took the bow in his
hand and examined it on every side. “Oh, it is dry again, and is
not hurt at all; the string is quite tight. | will try it directly.” And
he bent his bow, took aim, and shot an arrow at the old poet,
right into his heart. “You see now that my bow was not spoiled,”
said he laughing; and away he ran.
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When the university students come from the lectures, he runs
beside them in a black coat, and with a book under his arm. It is
guite impossible for them to know him, and they walk along with
him arm in arm, as if he, too, were a student like themselves; and
then, unperceived, he thrusts an arrow to their bosom.




. When the young maidens come from being examined by the
~ clergyman, or go to church to be confirmed, there he is again
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cIose behmd them. Yes, he is forever following peo









Ask them only and you will hear what they’ll tell you. Oh, he is
a naughty boy, that Cupid; you must never have anything to do
with him. He is forever running after everybody. Only think, he
shot an arrow once at your old grandmother! But that is a long
time ago, and it is all past now; however, a thing of that sort
she never forgets. Fie, naughty Cupid! But now you know him,
and you know, too, how ill-behaved he is!

Thre “End
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