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1. A HAPPY MAN

II N the iittie town of Dort in Holland, in 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. Cormnelius began life as a doctor, but when his
father died he gave up that work. Van Baerle’s father had gained a lot of money as
a trader. When he was near death he said to his son, Cornelius, “Be happy. Work-
ing all day in an office is not a happy life. Do not be like me, a trader. Do not be
like Cornelius De Witte, a politician, for he will certainly end in trouble. Live quietly
and, above all, be happy.” So Cornelius Van Baerle 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 color. 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 lsaac Boxtel. He also was
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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 looked
over the garden wall and watched everything that Van Baerle did. He even bought a
telescope so that he might look into the window of Van Baerle’s house and see him
working with his seeds and bulbs. (Tulips are grown from bulbs.) When he saw
Van Baerle’s garden filled with the most beautiful flowers, he tied 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 grow a bilack tulip
without any other color on it at all. The prize offered was one hundred thousand
guilders. Van Baerle set to work. He grew deep red tulips. Then, from these dark
red tulips, he got brown tulips. Next year he had very dark brown tulips. Boxtel had,
up to this time, only got tulips of a light brown color. He was very angry. He was
so angry that he could not work. He sat at his telescope and looked at Van Baerle
working with his bulbs and seeds so as to mix one kind of tulip with another. The
more Boxtel watched Van Baerle, the more he hated him. And just at this time Cor—
nelius De Witte arrived in the town.
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2. SECRET PAPERS

ORNELIUS 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, “l wish to be alone with you for a few minutes.” “Come to my seed
room,” said 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 seeds and bulbs were kept. Boxtel watched through his
telescope more carefully than ever. 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
leader of the government) .

De Witte 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 Baerle who was not interest—
ed in public matters at ali?

Boxtel knew that the public did not like Cornelius De Witte. Every month they - v
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hated him more. Perhaps those papers were some secret of the government which
De Witte did not wish to have known. Van Baerle took the papers and put them in
a box with his bulbs. De Witte then said something; he shook Van Baerle’s hand.
They went out of the 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 letters to the King of France. But De Witte was careful not to tell his friend
what was in the papers. He only asked him to keep them carefully 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 them.
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3. DE WITTE SENDS A MESSAGE

HE 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. 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!”

The soldiers outside the prison remained unmoved. “Kill the brothers De Witte!”
shouted the crowd.

The captain of the soldiers rode forward. “What do you want?” he said.

“We want the brothers De Witte! We want to kili them!”

“My orders,” said the captain, “are to allow no one near the prison, and if
you come any nearer, | shall shoot!” The crowd drew back.

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

“Dear Cornelius,” he said, <“are you beiter? | have a carriage near the back
of the prison, all ready for your escape.”
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“Death to the brothers De Witte.” shouted the crowd.

“l hear the noise of a crowd.” said Cornelius. :

“Yes,” answered John, “they are crying out against us because of our letters
to the French king. Where are those letters?”

“l have left them with Van Baerle.” answered Comelius, “He lives at Dort.”

“Van Baerle!” cried John, “Poor Van Baerle! He knows nothing about these
matters. But, if the letters are found in his house, he will be killed or put in prison.”

“Death to the brothers De Witte!” 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 Bible on the table. Comelius took it. He took a page from the
Bible and wrote on it.

Cornelius De Witte wrote this letter on the page of the Bible:
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My dear Van Baerle,

Please burn the letters which | 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 Cracke. 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. “l have an order from the govemn-
ment,” said the man, “The order tells you to take away the soldiers.”

The crowd came closer to the soldiers.

“Stop!” cried the officer, “or | shall shoot.”

“It is an order,” shouted the man, “It is an order t0 you to take your men
away.”

“This means death to the brothers De Witte,” said the officer, “but | must
obey. Men! Right turn! Forward!”

The soldiers moved away.
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4. DEATH IN THE STREET

ORNELIUS DE WITTE got up from his bed and 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 prisonkeeper. She was a beautiful girl of about eighteen years of age.

“l 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 people will kill you if they see you.”

“What shall we do?” asked De witte.

“Go out at the back gate.” said Rosa, “It opens into a little lane, and | have told
the driver of your carriage to wait for you there.”

“The question is whether your father Gryphus, the prisonkeeper, will open the
door.” said John.

“| know that he will not open it,” said Rosa, “but | took his key. Here it is.”

“My child” said De witte, “l cannot thank you enough. | have nothing to give you
except the Bible which you will find in my room. | know that you cannot read, but perhaps

«:. someone will teach you. It is the last gift of a man who tried to save his country. | hope
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it will bring good to you.”

“I thank you, sir,” said Rosa, “I will keep it always. But | cannot read. | wish
that | 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 opened a small door and they passed out into the street.

“Goodbye, my child.” they said.

“Go quickly!” cried 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 gate!”
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“I cannot open it.” said the gateman. The key has been taken away from me.”

“We must try another gate.” cried John. The carriage tumned. Some men came
running round the corner. Others came running after them.

“Faster! Drive faster!” cried John. The men stood across the road.

“Stop” they shouted. The carriage went on. A man was thrown to the ground
and the carriage passed over him. More people ran into the street. There was no
way on.

“Stop!” cried John, “We must leave the carriage.”

“There they are!” shouted the people.

A man struck one of the horses on the head and it fell down. Others pulled
John and Comelius out of the carriage.

“My brothert Where is my brother?” cried John. De Witte 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
the bodies of the two brothers were hanging from a tree outside the prison.

The people had done their work!
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5. VAN BAERLE GOES TO PRISON

HILE the people of The Hague were kiling 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.
Craeke left the boat and went towards the house. Cornelius Van Baerle was in his
seed room looking at three bulbs which he held in his hand.

“l believe that | have found the Black Tulip!” he was saying, “l shall win the
hundred thousand guilders offered for a black tulip. | shall give the money to the
poor people of Dort. All the tulip growers in the world will know my name. The tulip
shall be called °‘The Black Tulip of Van Baerle.’ Perhaps | will give only fifty
thousand guilders to the poor and use the other fifty thousand to grow other tulips.
Oh, my beautiful bulbs!”

Just at this moment the bell rang. A servant came to the door. “Who is that?”
asked Van Baerle.
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“It is a man from The Hague. Who has a letter for you. His name is Craeke.”

“Craeke!” said Van Baerle. “That is the servant of John De Witte. Ask him to
wait for a few minutes.”

“l cannot wait.” said Craeke, coming into the room so suddenily that two of the
bulbs fell from Van Baerle’s hand.

“What is the matter?” said Van Baerle. “Why do you come in like that?”

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

“All right, my dear Craeke,” 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.

“Oh, Sirt Sir!” said a servant, running into the room, “Go, at once!”

“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 now. Jump out of the window!” cried the ser-
vant.

“l shall not jump out of the window.” said Van Barele, “| should fall on my
ulips in the garden.”
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He looked round to find some pieces of paper in which he might put his three
bulbs. He found the letter which Craeke had brought. Without thinking what the pa-

per was, he put the three bulbs in the paper and hid them inside his coat. An offi—
cer and six soldiers came into the room.

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

“I am.” said Cornelius.

“Give me the government letters which you have in your house.”
“Letters! | don't know what you mean.” said Van Baerle.

“I mean the letters which Cornelius De Witte left with you in January.”

“Oh! | cannot give you those letters. My friend, Cornelius De Witte, asked me
to give them to no one except himself or his servant.”

“l order you to open that box,” said the leader of the soldiers,

“You will not
do it? Then | shall open the box myself!”
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