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Every urban legend holds some truth…

Curse of the Nain Rouge
THE LEGEND OF DETROIT’S RED DEVIL

There are many urban legends of hauntings throughout the state of Michigan. Some
tell of an ominous white ghost, others of
mysterious dog-headed creatures. But none
is quite as haunting as that of the curse
placed on the city of Detroit by a small red
devilish-looking creature . . . the Nain Rouge.
The legend is so infamous that each year
the city takes to the streets in a parade to
protest the red devil, dressed in black and
red costumes. Performers throw fireballs
into the air while a red creature with sharp
fangs and pointed ears awaits to make his
annual speech, warning the city of a curse
that promises misfortune.
1

“I’m going to tear this city apart!” bellows
the Nain. Tattered black leather strips of his
coat clapping against the pavement. “Destruction awaits you all!”
Citizens raise their clenched fists into the
air in protest. Some even cheer the creature
on, hoping they’ll be exempt from the evil
he promises to unleash. As the rally continues into the night, the Nain Rouge slips
away back into the shadows.
*****
The year was 1701 when Detroit’s
founder, Antoine de la Mothe Cadillac, began building the city. Day in and day out,
Cadillac paced back and forth, trying to
come up with new ideas for architecture. As
time went on, he became more and more
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impatient, growing anxious to see his finished creation.
“Perhaps a fortune-teller could show me
the future of the city!” Cadillac finally shouted, following a week-long stretch of sleepless pacing.
In that instant, one sharp knock echoed
through the thick wood of the front door.
On the other side, as if straight out of his
thoughts, stood a fortune-teller, draped in
elegant fabrics and lace. She reached out a
frail hand; a deck of cards balanced at the
tips of her delicate fingers.
With a sigh of relief, Cadillac quickly
stepped aside and invited the mysterious
woman in, motioning for her to take a seat
on one of the luxurious sofas that decorated
his living room. He stepped into the kitchen
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and filled a tea kettle, placing it on the
burner before turning to the fortune-teller.
“So tell me, madame,” Cadillac said in his
rich French accent, “to whom do I owe the
gratitude for such a surprisingly well-timed
visit?”
The frail woman said nothing as she unlatched the small box of cards. Each one
caught a glimmer of light from the overhanging chandeliers, appearing to sparkle
as she fanned them effortlessly onto the
hand-carved hickory tabletop.
Cadillac understood what the fortuneteller wanted and quickly took a seat across
from her to admire the beautifully embellished cards.
“Think about the card very carefully, for
once it is chosen, you will not get a chance
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to pick another,” warned the woman, with a
crackling voice that sounded a thousand
years old.
After a few moments of studying the
cards, Cadillac closed his eyes and positioned his hand over the deck. Instinctively,
he reached out and lifted one from the pile,
holding it up for the fortune-teller to see. He
opened his eyes again and saw a burn
across the woman’s face that he hadn’t noticed before. She removed all the other
cards from the table.
Just one card remained, with a funny little
devilish-looking creature painted on the
front. The fortune-teller looked up at Cadillac for the first time. The corners of her lips
pulled down, and a sense of sorrow filled
her shadowy eyes.
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“You have chosen the Nain Rouge. With
this card comes a price that not only one
shall pay but instead will be the price of
many. You must appease the Rouge to show
you are worthy, but if you offend him in any
way, you and your people will forever reap
the curse of tragedy and misfortune,” she
howled.
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The kettle whistled, startling Cadillac,
who jumped from his seat. When he returned with a pot of tea, the living room was
empty. It was as if no one had been there at
all.
In the morning, the fortune-teller’s warning repeatedly played in his head like a
curse. But he ignored it and carried on construction of his beloved Detroit. Years
passed, and his colony prospered. His people celebrated their successes, and Cadillac
shrugged off the fortune-teller’s warnings.
In time, the colony began to complain of
unfair living conditions—the poor were suffering, struggling to find work, while the rich
lived in excessively large homes. But Cadillac chose to ignore the complaints of the
people.
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One night during a grand celebration at
his home, a small red-faced creature suddenly appeared in front of him and his
guests. With eyes black as coal, the creature
flashed a smile filled with sharp, jagged
teeth. Immediately, Cadillac remembered
the fortune-teller’s warning and the image
of the Nain Rouge that appeared on his
card.
Afraid to make a fool of himself in front of
his people by paying the funny-looking animal any kind of flattery, Cadillac lifted his
boot and kicked the beast from the steps of
his porch. The crowd roared with laughter,
pointing at the creature, and the children
chased him away into the woods. As the sun
began to set, an ear-piercing shriek of
laughter tore through the Detroit night. The
sky was redder than anyone had seen before.
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That night, Cadillac restlessly tossed and
turned. He dreamed of fire and riots destroying the city he worked so hard to build
and the suffering of his people forced to
flee their homes—each nightmare more tragic than the last.
The next morning, those dreams of terror
became a tragic reality. Rioters took to the
streets with fires burning down more than
400 buildings. Thousands of homes and
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small businesses were looted. People fled to
safer neighborhoods, beginning the great
collapse of Detroit.
Cadillac was arrested, forced to sell his
prized property to pay for the trial, he fled to
Louisiana and eventually died alone, leaving
his children nothing. Even after Cadillac’s
death, the city of Detroit faced many years
of war and suffering; the massacres lasting
for one hundred years in the wake of the fortune-teller’s warnings.
Sightings of the Nain Rouge have been
recorded many times throughout Detroit’s
history. It is said that before every tragedy,
the red devil makes an appearance to remind everyone of the curse that was
brought upon the city by its founder, Cadillac.
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The city continues to battle unfortunate
events—tragedies where the Rouge has
been “seen” just moments before, including
the 1967 riot where two thousand buildings
burned down and a terrible plane crash in
1987.
These events prompted the annual
Marche Du Nain Rouge, which began in
2010, to redeem Detroit of Cadillac’s mistakes.
Since the parades began, little has been
said or seen of the Nain Rouge. Has the fortune-teller’s ancient curse been lifted? Has
Detroit finally made peace with the Red
Devil for good? Only time will tell.

*****
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!e End.

12

The Curse of the Nain Rouge: The Legend of Detroit’s Red Devil
© 2020 Written & Illustrated by Michelle L. Nunley

All rights reserved.This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or
used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the
publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.
Printed in the United States of America
Written by Michelle Nunley, 2020
Website: www.BoggessArt.com Social Media: @BoggessArt
Short story, approx. 1,200 words

