LEARNING ENGLISH BY LISTENING TO FAMOUS WORKS
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1. A HAPPY MAN

% the little town of Dort in Hol-

land, in the year 1672, there lived a
really happy man.

Cornelius began life as a doctor,
but when his father died he gave up
that work. Before death, his father
said, “Be happy. 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 any-
one who could grow some new kind -
a tulip of some new shape or new

color.

Van Baerle grew three new kinds
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of tulip, which he called Jane (after
his mother), Van Baerle (after his fa-
ther), and Cornelius (after Cornelius

De Witte, his father’s friend).

In the next house to Van Baerle
lived a man named Isaac 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.

Just at this time a prize was offered
to anyone who could grow a black
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 ai




e iX sty (RS FHLT).
LKFEGRAEZ IR e BB LT,

EL-FRHFXGE EHE-ANA, L7
WEL-AMBR, ELENREFAH
H 2 HFREH RHEATFE,SFB-FERY S
TIPS, BBXNGFHYGAEET HARLESF
e B TS

HEZANHE, AARB-L8L £
RREHE AT —EREHBARLFHA, &
ERXREVERBATTRE,

SRR LA MBI IR e
Medh RE MEXXRLEHANLETIZE
HARE A e E, FFRFHTEBREHN
AR A,

X W e A RENEETIE, a4 23
s B O AR é,éfj/ﬁﬁ/je;;gq B e AR, AR




| was very angry. He was so angry
that he could not work. He could do

nothing but watch Van Baerle. The
more Boxtel watched Van Baerle,
the more he hated him.

And just at this time Cornelius De

Witte arrived in the town.

2. SECRET PAPERS

%me]ius De Witte reached Van

Baerle’s house one evening in the
month of January, 1672. He looked
at the whole house; he saw every-
thing. Then he said, “I 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.

In the seed room De Witte said a
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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 knew that the public did
not like Cornelius De Witte. Every
month they hated him more. Per-
haps 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.

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

._%'e 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 com-
pany of horsemen keeping back the
crowd; and inside the prison were
Cornelius De Witte and his brother,
John De Witte.

“Kill the brothers De Witte! ~
Shouted the crowed.

The captain of the soldiers rode for-
ward.

“My orders,” said the captain, “are

to allow no one near the prison, and if

'

you come any nearer, I shall shoot!

10
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The crowd drew back.

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

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

“T 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? ”

“T have left them with Van Baerle,”
answered Cornelius. “He lives at Dort.”

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

“Whom can we send? ” asked Cor-
nelius.

“Send Craecke, my servant. He is

)

here,” answered John.
There was a book on the table.
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1 Cornelius took it. He took a page

from the book and wrote on it.
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
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. “Take away your soldiers. It’s

an order from the government,” said
he.
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