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ROSE LATULIPPE.

A FRENCII-CANADIAN LEGEND.
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All ways at once, you would have said,
Tijll the snow was whirled far over the head,

And towards the evening a storm uprose
Which frightened all save Ma'amselle Rose.

The windows rattled—what did ghe care?
She was upstairs plaiting her long brown

hair.

The watch-dog howled, but she did not hear,
She wag hanging an ear-ring in either ear;

And thinking of onyx and filigree,
‘And musing, of these, which ghall it be,

d Mare Marmette
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She hardly observe re Mook for her

Who hag come in & trembl
pet.

Old Mbre Marmette, with her wither'ed face,
Under the cap with its starched white lace,

Just as one sees ina c'old.Mnrch wood
‘An old brown leaf, with its snowy hoo

Pushed hack a little, that one may know
Will melt full soon the frost and the snow.
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I fear for you, child, and I

the Curé has known,

"y i § ight
Tis the wildest nigh e g howl % & moan

And to hear that good

1 to drive one on to one'’s knees,
to be sure, we all might freeze

¢ Why, how you
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Though there,
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Sa,t;skl\la‘amselle Rose, as she stops in her

walk
To drape her fowered Indian shawl,
':l[‘?unlk&l?\?; i‘t makes her look quite tall.

« pMon Diew, yoOu talk,” says Ma'amselle

Rose,
\Vit(l;seher laughing eye and her petulant

pose,
¢ Ag if we had not seen nights as dark’,,
Or liald never heard old Pierrot bark!
Then to the window quick she flies—
“i(ﬁ)k, Mere Marmette, look, look, what
eyes |

What a figure ! what grace! what a noble
steed !
Now, who can it be?” Now Who, indeed?

# Ciel, T know not ! Some stranger bold—
The town is full of such, I'm told ;

And Rose Latulippe, look you do not forget
The last advice of your old Marmette,

Dance, dance, little Rose, dance all youlike
11 the midnight hour from the clock shall
strike ;

But to dance after twelve to-night is a sin,
VWhether with stranger or kith or kin.

And the Curé saya— " 1 know, I know,
Good mother Marmette, you tease one 50 v

And with in the mirror a flying peep,
Away to the dance flies Rose Latulippe.

Already the guests are gathering all
In the long low room and the narrow hall,

Where hang tho rude sticks and the stout
raquettes,
And the great fur coats in patches wet

With the falling snow that still outside
Is whirled aloft in an eddying tide !

There are the tenants from west and east,
From north and south, all bidden to feast

On patés, and fowls, and ragofits immense,
All at their generous Seigneur's expense.

And here is old Jacques the blind habitant,
AWho can sing you the whole of Le Juif
KErrant,

And play on his fiddle such tunes 8o gay,
‘As Le vent frivdlant and J ‘wi tant dansés

And now all the Seigneury forms in & line,
Then the Grande Promenude with an air so
fine,

One can hardly believe it is Homespun Grey
And Bottes Sauvayes who are leading tho
way.

And next they engage in a merry round
dance, .
Tmported, of course, direct from France,

Which must surely gladden our gay little

Rose,
In her dark-blue skirt and her searlet hose.

But where is Rose? In the window seat
She seems to have found a cosy retreat,

And with her the stranger, tall and bold,
From her window she saw alight in the cold.

His eyes flash fire, and his brow is stern,
Yet his words with & thrilling music burn.

He knows her name, he has called her Rose,
Till her check with & brighter crimson
glows ;

He takes her hand, he holds it fast,
‘And into the circlo they glip at last.

Then who 8o happy a8 little Rose,
While her red cheek redder and redder

grows !

Again and again they dance like this,
And once has the stranger atolen a kiss,

That has almost frightened our brave little

Rose—
Like a shudder of fire through her frame it
goes—

i1l the girls all stand ina whispering ring,
And deem it the very atrangest thing,

That Rose should have known this cavalier,
And finish by deeming it very queer,—

An girls in all ages somehow do
When they have not been courted too.

But Mere Marmette i3 troubled still,
She follows her pet about until

The stranger has thrown her a wicked
glance,
That might have sent her into a trance

Had she not quickly crossed herself,
And gone on washing and drying the delf;

For now, the feasting and supper all done,
Ta the very height of Mardi-Gras fun.

Soon it will be the midnight hour
When to dance or play will be out of the

power
Of all good Catholics, young and old,

Who may wish to remain in the Church’s
fold.

But so proud and happy is Ma’amselle Rose,
In her dark-blue skirt and her scarlet hose,

With the stranger’s arm around her waist,
And her hand on his shoulder lightly placed,

That when he beseeches for one turn more,
She slips on his arm out through the door

Into the dim and narrow hall,
Where creep the long shadows up the wall.

énd lo, in a minute or less, that same Rose,
Surnamed Latulippe, as the story goes,

In the stranger’s arms is spinning around
To a strange and diabolical sound,

Which cometh from no known instrument,
As old blind Jacques, in his corner intent

On a big pork pité, very well knows :
Alas for poor little Ala'vmselle Rose |

For presently, londer than Rose quite likes,
The tall old clock on the staircase strikes.

 AMfon Dieu ! " she cries, © you must let me
¥ )
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"iy twelve and after!”—‘ Nay, nay, not
8o}

I have you and hold you, and fold you tight,
You ure mine,” says the stranger, *from
to-night.

Dance, dance little LRose, a word in your
ear,

. . . .

You are dancing with Lucifer, what dost
thou fear?”

But Rose is praying - she hreaks the spell,
A gasp, & sCream-— now that was well,

Old Mere Marmette is on the scene,
She sees it all, and with terrible mien

Svhe rushes abont, she gives the alarm,
Now who will save her child from harm?

This no one can do.  Tho dancers spin—
.
(God save us all from such mortal sin,)

The room is full of horrible fumes,
; .
The stranger a horrible shiape assumes §

e is nearing the door, he will bear her
away,
Lixsteed is in waiting, thoy hoar him neigh,

(And of all vile sounds of things accurst,
The neigh of the Devils own steed is the
worst !)

When from the ontside the handle is turned
And in walks the Curd, swiling uud learned.

e takes it all in,

The Curé! the Curé!
1 of horrible sin,

From Rose, in her peri

To Mother Marmette and the aghd Scig-
neur,

The wl\ispering girls and the dazed voya-
geurs.

And breathing a hurried and silent prayer,

‘And making the sign of the cross in the alr,

And saying aloud, * The Church hath
power

To save her children in such an hour.”

He taketh the maiden by hoth lhier hands
Whilst Lucifer dark and discomfited stxm(is;

Snorting and stamping in fiendish ire,
lie gains his steod with the eyes of fire,

Who gives one loud and terrible neigh,
And then in the darkness thunders away,

Such is the story of Ma’amsello Rose,
Rose Latulippe, and the sequel shows

That the stranger really was Lucifer, since,
\V(l]\.en lights were brought, and the horse’s
ints

’In the snow were looked for, strange to 8ay,
The snow was actuslly burned away.

The fiery steed with the fiery hoofs
Had melted it all.  Beside such proofs

No more is needed, that is clear,
And the girls who had grudged
cavalier,

her her

’I‘l:mgh they looked askance for a week or

wo,

Made friends again, as good girls should do.

As for the moral, I only can say,

That Rose never danced again from that
day.

If this be not sufficient, I think we can

find
Another refloction good for our mind,

In the fact that there is not on earth a land,
Whether worlds away or close at hand,

B‘arren or populous, rich or poor,
That dare practise deeming itsolf secure

From the wiles of the Evil One, Father of
ies,
Lucifer, fallen from heavenly skies,

And maidens in Canada, just as in France,
Should ever remember the terrible dance,

Which once with the devil danced Ma'am=
selle Rose,
Surnamed Latulippe, as the story goes.
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