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THE BLACK TULIP

Alexandre Dumas!?

Introduction

The Dutch are the people of Holland, They grow many beautiful flowers,
Th? flowers are famous all over the world, This story is about a man who tried
m

to fr

many beautiful colours, Lo

ow a black tulip, Tulips are flowers which stand up very straight and have

Cornelius Van Baerle was a rich young man who passed his -time growing
tulips, He grew many kinds of tulips of different colours from any that had
been grown before, Most of all, he wanted to grow a black tulip, because there
was a big prize offered for the fxrst man who could grow a black tulip,

Cornelius had an enemy named Isaac B]oxtel He also was "a tulip-grower
and he was afraid that Cornelius wofﬁ&’é‘ét the prize before him, so he went
to the offices of government and told stories against Cornelius, and Cornelius
was sent to prison, The daughter of the prison-keeper was Rosa, Cornelius and
Rosa fell in love and Rosa helped Cornelius to go on growing his tulip, One proud
and happy day Rosa was able to bring a new black tulip to show to Cornelius,
but soon afterwards Rosa and Cornelius were vere unhappy—someone had
stolen the black tulip) Of course it was Isaac Boxtel, and he went off with it
as fast as he could to Haarlem, where the prize was to be given, Rosa followed
him-but I shall not tell you the end of the story, BRI |

The brothers De Witte who come into the story were real people, and they
were killed just as it says in the book, The Przln'crc‘esg)f Orange, who comes into
the story, later became King William III of England, ~ Z% {4k A& TA

The Black Tulip was written by a famous French writer, Alexandre Dumas
(1802—1870), He also wrote The Count of Monte Cristo,



A Happy Man

In the little town of Dort in Holland, the year 1672, there lived a
really happy man, There are very few really happy men in the world, but
Cornelius Van Baerle was one of these very few, ;

Cornelius began life as a doctor, but when his father died he gave up that
work, Van Bacrle’s father had gained a lot of money as a trader, When he
was near death he said to his son, Cornelius, “Be happy, Working aIl day in
an office is not a happy life, Do not be like me, a trade Do not be like

Cornelius De Witte, a politician, for he will certa’mlgrreénd'] in trouble, Live
quietly and, above all, be happy.” \akﬂ,zﬂﬁ

So Corneclius Van Bacrle remained in the large house, He did not know how
to pass the time, so he began to grow tulips, At this time people were very
interested in the growing of tulips and great prizes were offered to anyone who
could grow some new kind—a tulip of some new shape or new colour, Van
Baerle grew three new kinds of tulip:; he called them Jane (after his mother),
Van Baerle (after his father), and Cornelius (after Cornelius De Witte, his
father’s friend),

In the next house to Van Baerle lived a man named I[saac Boxtel, He also
was a tulip grower, but he was not rich, He worked very hard—and he hated
Van Baerle, He was afraid that this rich man might grow better tulips than
his own, He locked over the garden wall and watched everything that Van Baerle
did, He c¢ven bought a telégé'gpcm& that he mlght Iook 1nto +he window of Van
Baerle’s house and sce him \%orﬁfmg with his seeds and buﬁ)s. (Tulips are
grown from bulbs,) When he saw Van Baerle’s garden f111’1’f with the most
beautiful flowers, he tid two cats together and dropped them over the wall at
night, The cats broke down all the flowers,

Van Baerle then put a watchman in the garden to guard his flowers against
cats (for he did not know that Boxtel had put the cats there),

Just at this time a prize was offered to anyone who could grew a black
tulip vnthoxlxt :J(.‘?Iy other col(i,uf on it at all, the prize offered was one hundred
thousand gullders. ﬁ?/,',fd_; (A§Z QT;PI )

Van Baerle set to work, He grew deep red tulips, Then, from these dark
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ted tulips, he got brown ‘culips. cht year he had very dark brown tulips;

Boxtel had, up to this time, cnly got tulips of a light brown colour, Ile
was very angry, He was so angry that he could not work, He could do nothing
but watch Van Bacrle, He sat at his tclescope and looked at Van Baerle work-
ing with his bulbs and seeds s as to mix one kind of tulip with another, The
more Boxtel watched Van Dacrle the more he hated him,

And just at this time Cornclius De Witte arrived in the town,

Secret Papers

Cornelius De Witte reached Van Baerle’s house one evening in the month
of January, 1672, He looked at the whole house; he saw everything, Then he
said, “I wish to be alone with you for a few minutes,”

“Come to my seémmaid Van Baerle,

All this time Boxtel was watching everything through his telescope,

Van Baerle took a lamp and led De Witte to the seed room, Here was a large
box in which the sceds and bulbs were kept, Boxtel watched through his
telescope more carcfully than every He saw the light come into the room,
He saw'De Witte and knew who he was (for Cornelius De Witte was ~well
known as a lcader of the government),

De Wiite said a few words to Van Baerle, Boxtel could not tell what those
words were,” Then De Witte took out a number of papers all tied together, De
Witte gave the papers to Van Baerle, It was clear that the papers were very
important, Boxtel thought that they were papers written about matters of
government, But why (thought Boxtel) were government papers given to Van
Bacrle who was not interested in public matters at all?

Boxtel knew that the public did not like Cornclius D¢ Witte, Every month
thcy hated him more, Perhaps those papers were some secret of the povernment
which De Witte did not wish to have known*,

Van Baerle took the papers and put them in a box with his bulbs, De Witle
then said somcething; he shook Van Baerle’s hand, They Wwﬂl'ﬁ room,
Soon afterwards De Witte went out into the street,

Boxtel was right in his thoughts, The papers which De Witte gave to Van

Baerle were lelters fo the King of France, But De Wilte was careful not to

» 3 .



tell his friend what was in the papers, Hre oniy asked him to i(ecp them cafes

fully and not to give them up to anyone except himself or a person whom he

might send,
Van Baerle put the papers away in the box and thought no more about
R — s ——————
them,

3

De Witte Sends a Message

The Hague was the chief city of Holland, On August 20th, 1672, its streets
were full of men carrying guns, They were all hurrying towards the prison,

Just outside the prison was a company of horsemen keeping back the crowd,
and inside the prison were Cornelius De Witte and his brother, John De Witte,

“On to the prison!” shouted the crowd, “The brothers De Witte shall not
escape] Kill them|” ) n] A7, A, Z)d‘i%@ﬁﬁk_

The soldiers outside the prison Lr‘e;n:;ued unmoved G

“Kill the brothers De Wittey” shouted th¢' rowd, L N S

The captain of the soldiers rode forward,

“What do you want?” he said,

“We want the brothers De Witter We want to kill them1?”

“My orders,” said the captain, “arc to allow no one near the prison, and
if you come any nearer, I shall shootv

The crowd drew back, */7 ?f / e

Inside the prison Cornclius De Witte was lying ill on a bed, John stood by
his side,

Dear Cornelius,” he said, “arc you better? I have a carriage near the
back of the prison, all rcady {or your escape,”

“Death to the brothers De Witte,” shouted the crowd,

“] hecar the noisc of a crowd,” said Cornelius,

“Yes,” answered John, “they arc crying out against us because of our let-
ters to the I'rench king, Where arc those ledters?”

“I have left them with Van Baecrle,” answered Cornelius, “He lives at
Dort,”

“Van Bacrlet” cried John, “Poor Van Bacrle] Yle knows nothing about
these matters, But, il the letters are found in his house, he will be killed or

putl in prison,”
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“Death to the brothers De Wittel":' shouted the crowd from below,

“Those letters must be burnt,” said John, ¥We must send orders to Van
Baerle to burn them,”

“Whom can we send?” said Cornelius,

“Send Craeke, my servant, He is here,” answered John,

There was a book on the table, Cornelius took it, He took a page from
the book and wrote on it,

Cornelius De Witte wrote this letter on the page of the book;

“My dear Van Baerle,

Please burn the letters which I gave you without looking at them, It is
not safe for you to know what is written in them, Burn them and you will
save the lives and good name of Cornelius and John De Witte,

| Cornelius De Witte,

“August 20th, 1672,”

John took the letter and gave it to Craeke,

The noise of the crowd was louder: “Death to the brothers De Witte}”

“Come,” said John, “we must go.”

A man made his way through the crowd,

“] have an order from the government,” said the man, “The order tells you
to take away the soldiers.”

The crowd came closer to the soldiers,

“Stop!” cried the officer, “Or I shall shoot,”

“It is an order,” shouted the man, “It is an order to you to take your men
away.”

“This means death to the brothers De Witte,” said the officer, “but I must
obey., Men) Right turny Forward]”

The soldiers moved away,

4

Death in the Street

Cornelius De Witte got up from his bed; his brother John helped him,
They left the room and went down the stairs, At the bottom of the stairs stood
Rosa, daughter of the prison-keceper, She was a beautiful girl of about eighteen
years of age,

“] want to tell you something,” said Rosa,



“What is it,my child?? said John De Witte,
“Do not go out into the street,” said Rosa, “The soldiers are just moving

away, The peoplwe%v;Tli“I‘:ill you if they see you.”

“What shall we do?” asked Cornelius, : [a_-'nﬂ
“Go out at the back gate,” said Rosa, “It opens into a little lane, and I
UL & £k vy

have told the driver of your carriage tn wait for you there,”

“The question is whether your father Gryphus, the prison-keeper, will open
the door,” said John, _

“] know that he will no. open ii,” said Rosa, “but I took his key, Here it
i5.”

“My child,” said Cornelius, “I cannot thank you cnough, I have nothing te
give you except the book which you will find in my room, I know that you can
not read, but perhaps someonc will teach you, It is the last gift of a man who
tried to save his ceuntrys; [ hope it will b{i‘x}g_g’o_c_)_ci/tg_y&u.”

“] thank you, sir,” said Rosa, I will keep it always, But [ cannot read,
I wish that I knew how to read,”

The shouts from the crowd became louder,

“Come quickly,” said Rosa,

They followed her down some stairs; they crossed a little yard, Rosa
opencd a small door and they passcd out into the street,

“Good-bye, my child,” said Cornelius and John,

“Go quickly,” cricd Rosa, “The people are breaking in the gate,”

The carriage moved away, It came at last to the gate of the city,

“Open)” cried the driver, “Open the gatel”

“T cannot open it,” said the gal.e-mé.n,, “The key has been taken away from
me,”

“We must try another gate,” cried John,

The carriage turned, Some men came running round the corner,Others came
running after them,

“Faster] Drive fasler!” cried John,

The men stood across the road, “Stop1” they shouted,

The carriage went on, A man was thrown to the ground and the carriage
passced over him, Morc people ran into the street, There was no way on,

.“-Stop.["" crim'l‘Johu_ “We must leave the carriage,”

“There they aret” shouted the people,

A rilan struck onc of the horses on the head and it fell dow1‘1,

Others pulled John and Cornelius out of the carriage,

“My brothery Where is my brother?” cried John De Witte,

. fH e



Cornelius was already lying dead in the road,A man put a gun to John’s head
but the gun did not fire, He raised the gun above his head and struck John to
the ground,

Soon afterwards thc bodies of the two brothers were hanging from a tree
outside the prison,

The people had done their work]

5

Van Baerle Goes to Prison

While the people of The Hague were killing Cornelius and John De Witte,
Craeke was riding along the road to Dort, He left his horse in a hut and went
on by a boat along the river, He soon saw Dort at the foot of a hill, There
were fine red houses standing on the edge of the water, and on the side of the
hill there was one house larger than the others near some tall trees, That was
Van Baerle’s house,

Cracke left the boat and went towards the house,

Cornelius Van Baerle was in his seced room looking at three bulbs which he
held in his hand,

“] belicve that I have found the Black Tulip!” he was saying, %I shall win

the hundred thousand guilders offered for a black tulip, I shall give the money
to the poor people of ISBIAM the tulip growers in the world will know my
name, The tulip shall be called ‘The Black Tulip of Vian Bacrle’, Perhaps I
will give only fifty thousand guilders to the poor and use¢ the other fifty thou-
sand to grow other tulips, Oh, my beautiful bulbs1?

Just at this moment the bell rang, A servant came to the door,

"Who is that?” asked Van Baerle,

“it»is a man from The Haguc; he has a letter for you, Hiis name is Cracke ”?

“Crackel” said Van Bacrle, “That is the servant of John De Witte, Ask
him {o wait for a few minutes,”

“l cannot wail,” said Cracke, coming into the room so suddenly that two
of the bulbs fall from Van Baerle’s hand, i

“Why do you come in like that?”

“What is the matter? The matter is that you must read this paper at
once,” said Cracke,

o« 7 o



LA right, my dear Cracke,” said Van Baerle, “I will read your paper.”

He put the paper on the table; then he took up the bulbs from the floor, “Ah)

they are not hurt,” he said,

the

my

“Oh, sir] Sir}” said a servant, running into the room, “Go at oncel”
“What is the matter now?” said Van Baerle,

“The house is full of soldiers,” cried the servant,

“What do they want?” asked Van Baerle,

“They want you] You must go; go now, Jump out of the window]” cried
servant,

“I shall not jump out of the window,” said Cornelius, I should fall on
tulips in the garden,”

He looked round to find some piece of paper in which he might put his

three bulbs, He found the letter which Craeke had brought, Without thinking
what the paper was, he put the three bulbs in the paper and hid them inside

his

coat,

An officer and six soldiers came into the room,

“Are you Cornelius Van Baerle?” said the officer,

“I am,” said Cornelius,

“Give me the governmemt letters which you have in your house,”
“Letters] I don’t know what you mean,” said Van Baerle,

“I mean the letters which Cornelius De Witte igit\w\it_}iyou in January,”

“Ohy I cannot give you those letters, My fricnd, Cornelius De Witte,

asked me to give them {o no onc cxcept himself or his servant,”

“I order you to open that box,” said the lcader of the soldiers, “You

will not do it? Then I shall open the box myselfy”

The officer opencd the box, HHe M the letters out of the box and looked

—

at them,

—_

are

got

“Wellt” he said,“We were told that the letters were here, and here they are)”
“What do you mean?” said Van Baerle,

“Don’t try to seem as if you did not know, You must come with me, You
———

my prisoncr,”

“What have I done? ”

“The judge will tell you that,” said the officer,

“Where is the prisong”

“At The Hague,”

Van Baerle said good-bye to his servants, then he followed the officer and
into the carriage,

P
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6
Boxtel Follows

_ /

It was Boxtel who had @ the g%vernment about tﬁ:afi\eiters in Van Baerle’s
house, Through his telescope he had seen Cornelius De Witte give the letters
to Cornelius, He thought that these might be secret letters about matters of
government,

“Oh1” he said, “I will tell the officers of the government about this, Then
they will come and make Van Baerle a prisoner, As soon as he is taken away,
I shall go into his house and find the bulbs of the Black Tulip, and get the
hundred thousand guilders,” {z,_{/;«j

Boxtel saw the soldiers lcad Van Baerle away, @w, and the
servants shut up the house, Night came; stars were in the sky, and from far
below came the restless noise'm.y, The sounds of the city died away
into silence, JQx-}%{?{ﬁ%’& &’ﬁ‘q’} ‘ﬁ (ﬁ ‘?j/f;q

Then Boxtel took a lamp, He climbed quickly over the wall, He forced
open a window and went into the house, He went up the stairs into the
;;e;i room, He looked in the box, on the table—everywhere; but there were no
bulbs, He looked again, Noj] The bulbs had gone, Where had they gone?

“Van Baerle has taken them to The Hague}” he said, ¥To The Hangue? 1

shall follow him to The Hague,”

7

A Long Night

While the crowd were running through the prison looking for Cornelius
and John De Witte, Rosa and her father Gryphus hid in one of the rooms
downstairs, At last, not finding the brothers, the crowd went away, After a
long time Gryphus and Rosa came out, It was midnight. Just as they came out,
a carriage stopped at the gate of the prison and Cornelius Van DBaerle was

brought in,
“A friend of the De Witte brothers,” said the officer to Gryphus,

* 9 o



“He is a friend of the De Wittes!” said Gryphus, «HayHe shall have their
room”

Gryphus laughed as he led Van Baerle into the room, Rosa went with
them, holding up a lamp, and its golden light fell upon her beautiful face, She
looked at the poor young man who was being made a prisoner and felt sorry
i'_0~r him, )

At last they came to the room, “There is your bed,” said Gryphus, point-
ing to a hard wooden thing in the corner, The door was shut, The ligh‘t.” of
Ros;’s lamp went away, Darkness remained,

Van Baerle lay on bed with his eyes turned towards the narrow window,
He saw the black shapes of trees standing up against the sky, Hour after hour
he watched them, Then a grey light came into the sky, The sun came up,

Cornelius rose from the bed and went to the window,

There was a tree at the end of the yard, From it hung two bodics, Below

them was a paper with big letiers on it:

Cornelius and Joh'n De Witte

Enemies of the People

Van Baecrle read the paper, He gave a loud cry; '

Gryphus opened the door, ¥Why are you making a noise so carly in the
morning?” hc said, “Stop it}”

Van Baerle pointed at the bodies,

“Oh, that1” said Gryphus, “That is what happens to people who write
letters which they ought not to write, And the same thing may happen to
those who keep such lctters,”

Gryphus shut the door,

Van Bacrle had fallen on the floor, After some time he stood up,He took
from inside his coal the three bulbs and looked at them, o

So all his work ‘was wasted) Ilere in the prison there was no carth, no

sunlight, How could he grow his Black Tulip?

510»
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Gryphus Breaks His Arm

In the evening Gryphus came to bring Van Baerle his food, Just as he
opened the door,Gryphus fell and broke his arm,He got up from the {loor, Van
Baerle did not think of trying to cscape, He ran forward to help Gryphus,

Just then Rosa cams running up the stairs, She knew that Gryphus some-
times hit the prisoners; she thought that Van Baerle understood her thoughts,

“He fell and I am trying to help him,” he said, “He has broken his arm,”

“Thank youy Oh, thank you}” said Rosa, “Are you a doctor?”

“] was a doctor some years ago,” said Van Baerle,

“So you may be able to make my arm right?” asked Gryphus,

“Yes, I need two picces of wood and some cloth, You have broken the
bone,” said Van Baerle,

“Help me to get up from the floor, Rosa,” said Gryphus,

She helped him to get up; he sat on the bed, Then she ran and brought
two picces of wood and*some cloth, )

Van Baerle set the "bones in place, Gryphus gave a cry of pain; then his
eyes closed; he knew nothing,

Rosa turned to Van Baerle, 4] want to help you,” she said, “You will be
judged tomorrow and the Judge will order that you are to bz hanged —
hanged like the brothers De Witte, You can cscapc now, before my father
opens his eyes, Gol Go quicklyl”

“No,” answered Van Baerle, I will not go, If they find that I have gone,
they will say that you let me go, I have donec no wrong,”

“Silence] My father must not know that we have been talking to cach
other,” said Rosa,

“Why?” asked Van Baerle,

“Because he would never allow me to come here again,” said Rosa,

“Will you come and talk to me again?”

“Yes,” said Rosa,

Van Baerle felt as if the sunlight had come into his room,

“What are you saying?” said Gryphus, opening his eyes,

“The doctor was saying that you must keep very quiet,” answered Rosa,

“And I say that you must not talk to the prisoners,” said Gryphus,

*11-



9

Led Out to Death

On the following day Van Baerle was called before the Judges, They

questioned him, then they said that their orders would be sent to the prison
later, Van Baerle was taken back ta the prison to wait,

After about half an hour an officer came to the prison, Rosa opened the
door of Van Baerle’s room (for Gryphus was ill in bed); she was crying,

The officer read out the orders of the Judge,

“The prisoner shall be taken from the prison into the yard and there his
head shall be cut off,” ’

Cornelius Van Baerle listened to the words, He seemed surprised rather
than sad,

“Have you anything to say?” asked the officer,

“Oh, no,” said Van Baerle, ¥Only I should never have guessed that this
would be the cause of my death, On what day is my head to be cut off?”

“To-day,” answered the officer, surprised at Van Baerle’s calmness, :f/n&t

Rosa was weeping, = u’j A l

“At what time?” asked Van Baerle,

“At twelve o’clock,”

“Ah1” said Cornelius, “I heard the clock strike ten a long time ago, I
have not got much time,”

The officer went out,

Rosa turned to Cornelius with tears in-her eyes,

“Oh, sir,” che said,

“Don’t weep,” said Cornelius, ¥Don’t cry any more; tell me what is the
matter,” i

“Tell me, is there anything I can do for y%él{?” said Rosa,

“Yes—give me your hand, and promise that you will not laugh at what I
ask,” said Cornelius,

“Laugh) Cannot you see my tears?” said Rosa,

“Rosa,” said Cornelius, “I have never seen anyone more beautiful than you,
and I must not say any more, because I shall soon have left this world,”

The clock struck eleven,

“I must be quick,” said Corneliys, He took the three bylbs from the jnside

.12'



of his coat, The three bulbs were still in the same piece of paper, “My dear
girl, T have always loved flowers, T believe that I have found how to grow a
black tulip, One hundred thousand guilders willd be given f{oy anyone who
can grow a black tulip, T give you these bulbs, The hundred thousand guilders
will be a nice gift to you when you marry, Promisc to marry a fine young
man who will love you—as much as I love flowers,”

“But, siry”

“Let me speak, I have no brothers, no sisters, no one in the world, My
only wish is that when the tulip is grown, you will call it by your name and
mine—the Rosa Baerle tulip, Give me some paper and I will write this for
you,”

Rosa gave Van Baerle a book,

“That book belonged to your friend Cornelius De Witte,” she said, “Write

in it what you wish, I cannot read, but I can get someone to read it for me,”

So Cornelius Van Baerle wrote.

“On this day, the 25th of August, 1672, I give to Rosa Gryphus three
bulbs which will (I b:lieve) produce next May a black tulip, for which a hun-
dred thousand guilders has been offered by the Flower-growers of The Hague,
I wish the money to be given to Rosa Gryphus at her marriage to a good man
of about my age who loves her, and whom she loves,And I ask that the flower

be called Rosa Baerle—her name and mine joined together ® I wish to her happi-

ness and a long life,
Cornelius Van Baerle,”

He read out what he had written,

“Do you agree?” he asked,

“No,” she answered, “The money cannot belong to me, I shall mnever love
anyone, and I shall never marry,”

A step was heard on the stairs,

“I will do anything you ask me,” she said, “except marry, I will take the
bulbs,” She put them near her heart,

The officer came into the room, Soldiers followed him, Rosa had fallen
to the ground; her golden hair was lying across her face, Hiding her closed
eyes, but her hand was still gggs_e_d/ to her heart, holding the tulips, and in
her fingers was the paper in which the tulips had been put, On that paper was
the writing of Cornelius De Witte, If Van Baerle had read that writing it
would have saved his life, and his tulips,



10

Saved

The yard of the prison was full of people, In the middle there was'a raised
place, On it was a picce of wood on which the prisoner would put his head;
and near that picce of wood stood a man with an axe,

The people pressed closer and closer, One man forced his way through the
crowd, It was Boxtel,

Now Boxtel thought that Cornelius Van Baerle would certainly carry the
bulbs with him to his death, So he went to the axe-man and said, “I am a
friend of Van Baerle and wish to take away his body after his death, T will
give you one hundred guilders if you will allow me to do this,”

“Yes,” said the axe-man, “you can take the body, but you must pay me
the money first,”

So Boxtel paid th: money and stood close to the plac: where Van Baerle’s
head was to be cut off,

The people waited,

Boxtel waited,

A wave seemed to pass over the people, like the wind passing over a field
of corn, Every head was turned when Van Baerle came out of the prison,

The soldiers made a way for him through the peOple, There was a deep

sound— “Ah1”, as Van Baerle went up the steps and rthe axe-man moved

S

forward to meet him,
- But Cornelius was not thinking of the pesople, or of the axe or of his death,
He was thinking only of the beautiful tulips which would come out of his
thrce bulbs—three beautiful tulips,

He reached the top of the steps, He Wand said a prayer,

“Now!” thought Boxtel, “Soon the axe will fall, and T shall get tulips,”

"Cornelius put his head down, The man raised his axe,

“Ah1” thought Boxtel, “One—two—three—"

The man brought his axe slowly down and touched Cornclius’ neck, Corne-
lius was thinking of the tulips, and ¢f Rosa’s golden hair,

Again the man raised his axe,

“Now,” said Boxtel, %this time—?”

The axe came slowly down, It was necessary to be sure of hitting the neck
. > D Suic o1 2
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