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Chapter 1

Happy Life

In the small town of Dort in Holland, n the
year 1672, there lived a really happy man. Therc
are few really happy men in the world, and Cor-
nelius Van Baerle was one of these few.

Cornelius 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
i trade. When he was near death be said to his
son, Cornelius,«Be happy. Working 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
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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
tulips:he called them Jane (after his mother). Van
Baerle (after his lather). 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. He
looked over the garden wall and watched every-
thing that Van Bacerle did. He even bought a tele-
scope so that he might look into the window of
Van Baerle's house and sce 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

11



=23 Sl a JouS g OF phay (S0 1 3] cay bl m 0y585
cAla 41

D e W 2 P LGV PR A g
] e 5L A CilSy Oy ol g e elage

(S ol Ol LS g5 ¢ endl I 06 £
do QU bl 3 Lamy (Ol o s e kil
REPY I EO A

ey 35 o O s ) ) S5 ol Sy L
ey Vooky et SR al vl LU
olae J] deed (J e O 3510 (g p pas b Leall
o e e oy ey pdlay gas d e OB LSl
old Jouse 3 SJlazl) | S, _J:-Li E e g 3|
o azal S cals)l J e
sl

12




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 black tulip without any other
colour on it at all. The prize offered was one hun-
dred 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 colour. He was very angry. He was so
angry that hecouldnotwork. He could do nothing
but watch Van Baerle. 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 Cornelius De Witte ar-
rived in the town.

13
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Chapter 2

Important Letter

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 tobe alone with you for a few
minutes».

«Come to my seed room,» said Van Baerle.

AH this time Boxtel was watching everything
through his telescope.

Van Baerle ook 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 govern-
ment).

15
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De Witte said a few words to Van Baerle. Box
tel 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 im
portant. Boxtel thought that they were papers ab
out matters of government. Butwhy (thought
Boxtel) were government papers given to Van
Baerle who was not interested in public matters al
all”?

Boxtel knew that the public did not like Corne
lius De Witte. Every month they 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 ol
the room. Soonafterwards 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 carc
ful not to tell his friend what was in the papers
He only asked him to keep them carefully and not

\7
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t» 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.

19
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Chapter 3

Message from Prison

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 horse-
men keeping back the crowd; and inside the pris-
on 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 still.

«Kill the brothers De Witte!» shouted the
crowd,

The captain of the soldiers rode forward.

«What do you want?» he said.

21
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«We want the brothers De Witte! We want to
kill them!s

«My orders», said the captain, «are to allow no
one near the prison, and if you come any nearer.
I 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 better? |
have a carriage near the back of the prison, all

ready for your escape».

«Death to the brothers De Witte». shouted the
crowd,

«| hear the noise of a crowd». said Cornelius.

«Yes», answered John; «they are crying oul
against us because of our letters to the French
king. — Where are those letters?»

«I have left them with Van Baerle». answered
Cornelius. «He lives at Dorts.

23
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«Van Baerlew» 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
putin prisons.

«Death to the brothers De Witte»! shouted the
crowd from below,

« [hose letters must be burnt», said John. «We
must send orders to Van Baerle to burn thems.

«Whom can we send?» said Cornelius.

«Send Cracke, 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:

«My dear Van Baerle,

Please burn the letters which I gave you with-
out 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»,
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John took the letter and gave it to Craeke.

The noise of the crowd was louder: «Death to
the brothers De Witte!».,

«Comes. said John, «we must 2o,

A man made his way through the crowd.

«l 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 1 shall shoot».

«lt 18 an order», shouted the man. «It is an
order to you to take your men away».

«This means death to the brothers De Wittes.
said the officer, «but T must obey. — Men! Right
turn! Forward!»

The soldiers moved away.

27
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Chapter 4

Good Bye, My Child!

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-keeper. She
was a beatiful girl of about eighteen years of age.

«1 want to tell you something», said Rosa.

«What is it, my child?» said John De Wilte.

«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 Cornelius.

«Go out at the back gate». said Rosa. «It opens
into a little lane, and 1 have told the driver of
your carriage to wait for you there».

29
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« The question is whether your father Gryphus.
the prison-keeper, will open the door», said John.

«] know that he will not open it», said Rosa,
«but | took his key. Here it is».,

«My dearr, said Cornelius, «I cannot thank you
enough. 1 have nothing to give you except the
book which you will find in my room. I 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 it will bring good to yous,

«l thank you, sir», said Rosa. «l will keep 1t al-
ways. — But 1 cannot read. | wish that 1 knew
how to read»,

The shouts from the crowd became louder.

«Come quickly», said Rosa.

They followed her down some stairs; they cros-
sed a little yard. Rosa opened a small door and
they passed out into the street.

«Good-bye, my child», said Corpelius and
John,

«Go quickly», cried Rosa. «The people are

31
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breaking in the gate».

The carriage moved away. It came at last 10 the
gate of the aity.

«Open!» cried the driver. «Open the gate!»

«] cannot open it», said the gate-man. «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 aftel
them.

«FEaster! Move laster!s cried John.
The men stood across the road. «Stopl» they
shouted.

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

«Stop!» cried John. «We must leave the
riage».

«There they are!» shouted the people.

A man struck one of the horses on lue head

33
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and it fell down.

Others pulled John and Cornelius out of the
carriage.

«My brother! Where is my brother?» cried John
De Wittc.

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 the bodies of the two brothers
were hanging from a tree outside the prison.

The people had done their work!
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Chapter 5

What Is the Matter?

While the people of the Hague were killing
Cornelius and John De Witte. Craeke was riding
along the road to Dort. He left his he se in a hul
and went on by a boat along the v *r. 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 large
than the others near some tall trees. That was
Van Baerle’s house.

Craeke left the boar and went towards the
house.

.é(]rne_ﬁ_ﬂﬁ‘ Van Baerle was!in his seed room
looking at three bulbs which he heldin hishand.

I believe | have found the Black Tulip!.
he was saying, «l shall win the hundred thousand
guilders offered for a black tulip. I shall give the

37
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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 I will give only fifty thousand
guilders to the poor and use the other fifty
thousand to grow other tulips. — Oh. my beauti-
ful bulbs!»

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

«Who i1s that?» asked Van Baerle.

«It is a man from The Hague; he has a letter for
you. His name is Craeke».

«Craeke!» said Van Baerle. «That 1s the servant
of John De Witte. — Ask him to wait for a few
minutess.,

«] cannot waits», said Cracke, coming into the
room so suddenly that two of the bulbs fell from
Van Baerle's hand.

«What is the matter?» said Van Baerle. «Why
do vou come in like that?»

CC«What is the matter? — The matter is that you
mustread this paper at once», said Craeke.
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«All right, my dear Craeke», said Van Baerle.
«] 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. sir! Sir!» said a servant, running into the
room., «Go at oncel»

«What is the matter now?» said Van Baerle.

«The house 1s full of soldiers». cried the ser-
viant.

«What do they want?» asked Van Baerle.

«They want you! You must go: go now. Jump
out of the window!» cried the servant.

« shall not jump out of the windows, said Cor-
nelius. «1 should fall on my tulips in the gardens».

He looked round to find some picce of paper in
which he might put his three bulbs. He Tfound the
letter which Cracke had brought. Without think-
ing what the paper was, he put the three bulbs
the paper and hid them inside his coat.

An oflicer and six soldiers came into the room.
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must come with me. You are my prisoners.
«What have I done?»
«The judge will tell you that», said the officer.
«Where is the prison?»
« At The Hague».,

Van Baerle said good-bye to his servants. then
he followed the officer and got into the carriage
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Chapter 6

Where Are the Bulbs?

It was Boxtel who had told the government a
out the letters in Van Baerle's house. Through hi

might be secret letters about matter

o'into his house and find the
and get the hundred

— Evening came, and the servants shut up the
house. Night came; stars were in the sky. and
rom far below came the restless noise of the city,
The sounds of the city died away into silence.
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Then Boxtel took a lamp. He climbed quickly
over the wall. He forced open a window and wen
into the house. He went up the stairs into th
seed room. He looked in the box, on the tabl
— everywhere; but found no trace of the bul
He looked again. The bulbs had gone. Where h
they gone?

«Van Baerle has taken them to The Hague!» |
said. «To The Hague! — I shall follow him to
Hague».
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Chapter 7

In Jail

While the crowd were running through the p
on looking for Cornelius and John De '_
Rosa and her father Gryphus hid in one of
rooms downstairs. At last, not findi
brothers, the crowd went away. Aftér a'lo
Gryphus and Rosa came outs vas
Just as they came out, a earria
gate of the prison imth ornelius
brought in:. A

ave their rooms.

Ghus laughed as he led Van Baerle into (h
room. Rosa went with them, holding up a lamy

and its golden light fell upon her beautiful fagcs
She looked at the poor young man who was bein
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made a prisoner and felt sorry for him.

At last they came to the room. «There is yt
bed», said Gryphus, pointing to a hard woo
thing in the corner. The door was shut. The |
of Rosa’s lamp went away. Darkness remained,

Van Baerle lay on the bed with his eyes turt
towards the narrow window. He saw the bl
shapes of trees standing up against the sky. 1
after hour he watched them. Then a grey |
came into the sky. The sun came up.

Cornelius rose from the bed and went (0
window.

There was a tree at the end of the yard. Froms
hung two bodies. — Below them was a paper w
big letters on it:

CORNELIUS AND JOHN DE WITTE
ENEMIES OF THE PEOPLE

Van Baerle read the paper. He gave a loud cry,

Gryphus opened the door, «Why are you mi
ing a noise so early in the morning?» he sal
ﬂ:S[ﬂP it!»
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Van Baerle pointed at the bodies.

«Oh, that!» said Gryphus. — «That is wh
happens to people who write letters which thi
ought not to write. And the same thing may hiy
pen to those who keep such letters».

Gryphus shut the door.

Van Baerle had fallen on the floor. After so
time he stood up. He took from inside his
the three bulbs and looked at them.

So all his work was wasted! Here in the pni
there was no earth, no sunlight. How could
grew his Black Tulip?
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Chapter 8

Kind Rosa

In the evening Gryphus came to bring Vi
Baerle his food. Just as he opened the doo
Gryphus fell and broke his arm. He lra
the floor. Van Baerle did not thin
escape. He ran forward to help Gry

Hank you! Oh, thank you!» said Rosa. «Ar
you a doctor?»

«l was a doctor some years agos. said Van
Bacerle. '
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«So you may be able to make my arm right?»
asked Gryphus.

«Yes. 1 need two pieces 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 pieces of wood an |
some cloth.

Van Baerle set the bones in place. Gryphu
gave a cry of pain; then his eyes closed; he kne
nothing.

Rosa turned to Van Baerle. «I want to hel
you,» she said. «You will be judged to-morrow
and the judge will order that you are to be
hanged — hanged like the brothers De Witle,
You can escape now, before my father opens his
eyes. Go! Go quickly!»

«No.» answered Van Baerle. «I will not go. If
thev find that 1 have gone they will say that you
let me go. — I have done no wrong».
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«Silence! My father must not know that w
have been talking to each other», said Rosa.

«Why?» asked Van Baerle.

«Because he would never allow me to co
here again», said Rosa.

«Will you come and talk to me again?»

«Yes», said Rosa.

Van Baerle felt as if the sunlight had come in
his room.

«What are you saying?» said Gryphus, openi
his eyes.

«The doctor was saying that you must kee
very quiet», answered Rosa.

«And 1 say that you must not talk to the prison:
ers», said Gryphus.
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Chapter 9

Can’t You See My Tears?

On the following day Van Baerle was called
fore the judges. They questioned him; then th
said that their orders would be sent to the pri
later. Van Baerle was taken back to the prison
wait.

After about half an hour an officer came to (
prison. Rosa opened the door of Van Baerl
room (for Gryphus was ill in bed);

The officer read out the orders of the judge:

«The prisoner shall be taken from the prisa
into the yard and there his head shall be cut off».

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

«Have you anything to say?» asked the officer,
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«Oh. no». said Van Baerle. «Only I should ney
er have guessed that this would be the cause |
my death. — On what day is my head to be
off?»

«To-day», answered the officer, surprised
Van Baerle's calmness.

Rosa was weeping..

«At what time?» asked Van Baerle.

« At twelve o'clock».

«Ah!» said Cornelius. «I heard the clock st
ten a long time ago. 1 have not got much time».

The officer went out.

Rosa turned to Cornelius with tears in her ¢y

-

«Oh, sir», she said.

«Don't weep», said Cornelius. Don’t cry
more: tell me what is the matter».

"« Is there anything I can do for you? » said Ro§
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«Yes — give me your hand, and promise 1]
you will not laugh at what 1 ask», said Cornelius;

« Laugh! — Can,t you see my tears? »said ROSE

«Rosa», said Cornelius, «I have never seen i
one more beautiful than you, and — I must |
say any more, because I shall soon have |
this world».

The clock struck eleven.

«] must be quick». said Cornelius. He took
three bulbs from his coat. The three bulbs W
still in the same piece of paper. «My dear gif
have always loved flowers. 1 believe that | I
found how to grow a black tulip. One hun l
thousand guilders will be given to anyone who
grow a black tulip. I give you these bulbs,
hundred thousand guilders will be a nice gift
you when you marry. Promise to marry i
voung man who will love you — as much as | I
[lowers».

«But, sir»,

«Let me speak. I have no brothers, no Siste
no one in the world. My only wish is that Wik
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tne tulip is grown, you will call it by your nan
#nd mine — the Rosa Baerle tulip. Give me son
paper and [ will write this for you».

Rosa gave him a book.

«That book belonged to your friend Cornell
De Witte.» she said. «Write in it what you wish:
cannot read. but I can get someone to read it
me»,

So Cornelius Van Baerle wrote:

«On this day, the 25th of August, 1672, I give
Rosa Gryphus three bulbs which will (I beliel
produce next May a black tulip, for which a hi
dred thousand guilders has been offered by {
Flower-growers of The Hague. I wish the money.
be given to Rosa Gryphus at her marriage 10

good man of about my age who loves her,
whom she loves. And 1 ask that the flower be call

Rosa Baerle — her name and mine joli
together.

I wish to her happiness and a long life.

Cornelius Van Baer
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He read out what he had written.

«Do you agree?» he asked.

«No». she answered. «The money cannot bes
long to me. I shall never love anyone. and I shall
never marry».

A step was heard on the stairs.

«1 will do anything you ask me», she said, «ex
cept marry. I will take the bulbs». She put them
near her heart.

The officer came into the room. Soldiers fol
lowed him. Rosa had fallen to the ground; he:
golden hair was lying across her face, hiding he
closed eyes, but her hand was still pressed to he
heart, holding the bulbs, and in her fingers wil
the paper in which the bulbs had been put. O
that paper was the writing of Cornelius De Witle
— If Van Baerle had read that writing it woul
have saved his life, and his tulips.
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Chapter 10

At the Last Moment

The yard of the prison was full of people. In
middle there was a raised place. On it was a pigs
of wood on which the prisoner woul |
head; and near that piece of wood stoad &
with an axe. A

."I.

Now Bﬂiﬁ.ﬁ lhuughhﬁﬁaﬁ;ﬂurnehm"{ian Baerl
,: i c‘"{}' ﬁﬁ bulbs with hll‘n to |

.-l:-"r"

h“@‘vﬁﬂ@’ lﬂ;ﬂwﬁﬂ WI” give you one hundre
Euﬁéﬁﬁﬁ’ y"hu will allow me to do this».

«Yes», said the axe-man, «You can take thi
body, but you must pay me the money first».
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So Boxtel paid the money and stood close to
the place where Van Baerle's head was to be cut
off.

The people waited.
Boxtel waited. too.

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 pris-
on.

The soldiers made a way for him through the
people. There was a deep sound — «Ah!», as
Van Baerle went up the steps and the axe-man
moved forward to meet him.

But Cornelius was not thinking of the people,
or of the axe of his death. He was thinking only of
the beautiful tulips which would come out of his
three bulbs — three beautiful tulips.

He reached the top of the steps. He went down
on his knees and said a prayer.

«Now!» thought Boxtel «soon the axe will fall,
and I shall get the tulips»,

Cornelius put his head down. The man raised
his axe.
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«Ah!» thought Boxtel. «One —— two
three—»

The man brought his axe slowly and touched
Cornelius’ neck. Cornelius was thinking of the
tulips, and of Rosa’s golden hair.

Again the man raised his axe.

«Now», said Boxtel, «this time »

The axe came slowly down. It was necessary L0
be sure of hitting the neck just in the right place.

«Beautiful black tulips», thought Van Baerle,
«and the golden hair lying across her closed
eyes»

The axe was raised again.

«Now this third time the axe will fall», thought
Boxtel.

«This is the end», thought Cornelius. «I do
hope that Rosa will grow the tulips in the right
way».

Cornelius felt the edge of the axe touch his
neck. But — what had happened? He still saw the

trees and blue sky, and he heard the sound of lhe
people’s many voices, — like bees in summer.
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Then suddenly Van Baerle felt agentle hand
raising him up. There was someone by his side
holding a large piece of paper. The people stood
silent. The officer was reading the paper: it wus
an order from the Prince of Orange, ruler of Hol
land, that Cornelius was not to be killed, but kep
in prison all his life.

«Well», said Cornelius, «Rosa will be there
and the three bulbs of the Black Tulip».

But Cornelius had forgotten that there &
seven prisons in Holland, and the order of 1
government was that he was to be put in the pri
on at Loevestein, near Dort. Rosa would not
at Loevesten.

A carriage came into the prison yard. Vi
Baerle got into the carriage. It drove away.

And one man looked very angrily after it

That man was Boxtel.
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Chapter 11

An Unexpected Visit

As Cornelius sat in his prison-room at Loev
tein he thought of two things only — a flow
and Rosa; and both of them seemed | !m.l to h
for ever. — But he was wrong, Y

One morning he sat at his mdumﬁ;;
the fresh air which came f[ﬂﬁt ﬂ‘le rl"l-"ﬂr and
ing towards his dear q{g' ol I{fﬁrl As [13-
he saw pigeons coming | frém the city and sittin

on the rODf“qﬁ;,hE prlsof}.

¥ P

comin fromy mrty$'ihey will go back to Dol
If Iﬁﬁtﬁ nﬂ:; to'the leg of one of the pigeons
can. s”f.,;lﬂ a message to Dort. — But | must als
get a message from Dort. How can that be dong’
| must get two pigeons and get eggs. Then th
pigeons will fly to Dort and will come back herg
for this will be their home»,
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Every day he put food in the window, and u
last he caught two pigeons. After some weeks the
pigeon laid eggs.

As soon as there were eggs, he tied two not
to the leg of the mother-pigeon. She flew aw
and came back in the evening. The notes we
still tied to her leg. For fifteen days she flew awa
to Dort, and came back, and the notes were sl
on her leg. Then, on the sixteenth day, she ca
back without the notes.

The first note was written to the old servant
his house, and with it there was a second note i
Rosa. The old servant was still taking care of {
pigeons at Van Baerle's house; she saw a stran
pigeon among them. Then she saw the notes. An
then she found Rosa and gave her the letter.

And so it happened that, one evening in Febr
ary. Cornelius heard on the stairs a voice whi¢
he loved so well. It was Rosa's voice. There wis
little barred opening in the door. Rosa press
her tace against the bars.
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«Oh. sir. sir», she said, «here | am».

Cornelius held out his hands.

«Rosal!» he cried.

«Be quiet! Don’t speak so loud. My father |
ncar. He is in the yard getting his orders from th
head of the prison».

«His orders?»

«Yes. when 1 got your letter 1 went to th
Prince of Orange. ruler of our country, and aske
that my lather might be moved to this prison 1
work here. The Prince did not, of course. kno
the reason why 1 asked this, but he allowed it
And so I am here».

«And I can see you every day?»
«Perhaps».

«Do you love me a little, dear Rosa?»
«Here 1s my father».

Gryphus had come to the top of the stairs.
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Chapter 12

At Nine This Evening

«Welll» said Gryphus as he came into V
Baerle’s room, «1 am surprised to see you. 1 d
not expect o meet you agains».

«] am pleased to see that your ag
answered Cornelius.

«] am your new prison-K¢eper. an
treat you gently. I dom, Ve in tred
oners gently. They haye all “sortst ot
Gryphus wen vindow. «Well. you can se

it's iice window», The two p
Gryphus and tlew away

«Pigeons? 1 can’t allow pigeons! Tomorrow
they shall be killed and cooked».

Gryphus put his head out of the window to look
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at the pigeons’ nest. While he did this, Rosa
touched Cornelius’ hand and said, «At nine
o’clock this evening».

«Yes», said Gryphus, going towards the door,
«tomorrow they shall be killed». He went out, fol-
lowed by Rosa, and shut the door.

The clock was striking nine when Rosa came to
the door.

«Here | am» she said. «My father sleeps every
day after his dinner. So I can come every day at
this time».,

«Oh, thank you, dear Rosu»,

«] have brought your bulbs with me», she said.
«l could not read your letter, but I knew that you
wanted your bulbs».

«And [ wanted you, Rosa», said Cornelius.

«And your bulbs», said Rosa. She passed them
through the opening in the door, but Cornelius
gave them back to her.

«It 15 not safe to keep all the three bulbs
together», he said. «We must be very careful. We
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will grow one bulb at a time. Is there a garden in
this prison?»

«Yes, there is a very fine garden», said Rosa.

«Bring me some earth from the garden so that |
may see if it is good. You shall then plant on
bulb in the garden. and I will plant one in a pot in
this room, and you shall keep the third bulb, so
that we may have one left if anything happens t
the other two. In this way we shall be sure to get
the hundred thousand guilders for your marriage,
But there are many dangers».

«What dangers?» asked Rosa.

« Mice are the First danger» said Cornelius; they

eat the bulbs. Cats are the second danger; many ol
my flowers in Dort were broken down by cats,

And the third and greatest danger is man. Men
have been put in prison for stealing one guilder;
what would a man do to get a hundred thousand
guilders?»

«The window of my room opens on to the gar-
den». said Rosu. «1 will watch the plant most
carctully. T will guard it against all dangers. No
man ever comes into the prison gardens».
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«0Oh, thank you, dear Rosa».

So Rosa carried away two of the bulbs and one
remainded with Cornelius.
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Chapter 13

A Reading Lesson

Rosa brought to Cornelius some earth from the
garden, and Cornelius put it in a pot in his prison
room. At the beginning ot April he 'pk
first bulb.

Every evening Rosa came tans
they talked about tulips N
t0o.

second bu urth far from trees O
wal rnelius all that she ha

e/ B , R@sa'> he said. «You are sure (0
wi l\. hndred thuumnd guilders. But 1 am

afraid of one thing».

«Of what?» asked Rosa.

«l am afraid that your father may be moved
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away from this prison. If that happens, how shal
I write to you?»

«You can write, Cornelius, but 1 cannot rea
your letters. You must teach me how to read an
write. Then we can never be separated a
maorc:.

«When shall we begin?» asked Cornelius.
«Now», said Rosa.

«Now? — but we have no book to read».

«Oh, yes», said Rosa, «we have a book. Tt
one which Cornelius De Witte gave me. [ W
bring it to-morrow evening. and you shall begin
teach me».

Next evening Rosa brought the book. They &
ways had to talk through the little barred openit
in the door. Rosa held the book up to the open
ing, and in her other hand she held the lamj
Then Cornelius got a little piece ol wood an
fixed the book to the opening. so that Rosi’
hand was free. He pointed to the words one b
one. and Rosa read. The lamplight shone on h
golden hair and on her little white finger follow
ing the lines of print. She learned quickly.
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Chapter 14

Mr. Jacob

Rosa came half an hour later than usual.

«Oh». she said, «don’t be angrey with me, ¢
old friend of my father has come and wants
the prison. He makes my father laugh, it
gives my father money».

«ls that all you know a

lus.

aPcrhde he has been sent to watch me», S
Cornelius. «Or perhaps he wants to become y¢

husband».
«This man came to the prison in The Hagu
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said Rosa. «It was just at the time when you we
there. When I came here, he came too. At Th
Hague he said that he wanted to see you. Bu
vesterday 1 heard him say to my father that he di
not know you. Are you sure that he is not youl
friend?»

«No. | have no friends. There is only the ol
servant at my house», said Cornelius.

«Yesterday evening I was working in the gar
den. getting the earth ready for your bulb, and
saw a shadow moving among the trees. It was th
man. He was watching me».

«Ah! He is in love with you. Is he young? Is he
nice-looking?»

«No'» cried Rosa, «he is very ugly and he |
nearly ifty years old».

«What is his name?»
«Jacob Gissels»,
«1 do not know him», said Cornelius.

«Is your tulip growing up nicely?» asked Rosa.
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«7es» said Cornelius. «This morning 1 saw (h
first leaves come up above the earth. T have gred
hﬂpt‘ﬁ».

« When shall I plant my bulb?»

«Not yet. I will tell you. But do not tell anvo
about it. It is a secret. — Have you still got (l

third bulb?»

«Yes. It s sull in the same paper in which vo
gave it to me. [ have hidden it among my clothes
I must go now. — | thought I heard somethin
move on the stairs. — But that is not my father
step».

Rosa ran quickly to the stairs; but there was n
one there.

On the next three days Gryphus came to Coy-
nelius’ room at unexpected hours. It seemed as ii:',:
he was trying to discover some secret. Corneliuy
put his tulip outside the window, where it could
not be seen.

Gryphus found nothing. Then on the eighth day
Gryphus suddenly opened the door when Corne-
lius was looking at his bulb. He ran forward and
seized the pot.
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«What have you got there?» he said. «Ah! |
have caught you. A pot with earth in it!» Gryphus
pushed his fingers into the earth.

«Take care!» cried Cornelius. He took the pot
from Gryphus.

«Oh! you're going to fight me, are you? Shall |
call the soldiers?» He seized the pot again. He
pulled out the bulb and threw it down on the floor;
then he put his foot on the bulb.

Cornelius gave a cry of anger. He took the pot
and was just going to throw it at the head of
Gryphus, when he heard Rosa’s voice.

«Father! Father!s» she cried.

«What are you doing here?» he answered.
« This is not your business»,

«Oh. my tulip! My tulip!» cried Cornelius, tak-
ing up the broken pieces from the tloor.

«l will plant the other bulb tomorrows», said
Rosa in a low voice so that Gryphus might not
hear.
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Someone was coming up the stairs.

«That's Mr. Jacob», said Rosa to her father,
«He wants you».

«l am coming». shouted Gryphus. «You go

first, Rosa. Go on's

The heavy door of the room closed; and the
hopes of Cornelius lay broken to pieces on the
stone floor.
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Chapter 15

Cornelius Makes a Plan

In thg evening Rosa came back. She said:

«My father says that he will allow you go grow
tulips if you wish». |

« What made him say that1» asked Cﬂl‘lﬂﬂli'ﬁﬁ;

«His friend, Jacob, was very angry when my
father told him about the tulip. Oh! — Mr. Jacob
was so angry! His eyes were red. 1 thought he was
going to hit my father. — «You have done that!»
he gried. «You have broken the bulb. You threw
it on the floor and put your foot on it! It was a
fearful thing to dol» — My father was very sur-
prised. «Are you mad?» he said. «You have
broKen the bulb! Put your foot on it!» cried Mr.
Jacob again. Then he turned to me. «Was that the
only bulb he had? Has he got another one?» he
asked.

«I did not answer. »
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«You can buy a hundred bulbs in the town for a
guilder», said my father.

«Perhaps the other bulbs are not so precious s
that one», said I.

«So. my dear Rosa». said Jacob. «you thin
that the bulb was precious».

«] saw that | had made a mistake. »

«l don’t know», I answered. «l don’t know any
thing about tulips. 1 only know that prisoners love
anything which helps them to pass the time. an
so any such thing is precious to them. This pooi
Mr. Van Baerle was very happy with the bulb. |
think it was very unkind to deprive him of the
onl v thing that made him happy».

«But lirst of all», said my father, «we ought to
know how he got this bulb. Where did he get it

rom'?»

I wurned away my eyes so that my father
<hould not see them: but my eyes met Jacob’s. He
weemed 1o be trying to read my thoughts. | stood
up and went towards the door.

1 should not be difficult to discover that» said

oo,
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«How?» asked my father.

«Perhaps he has three bulbs. Tulip-growes
sometimes have three bulbs. Look in his clothes
Perhaps he is carrying the other two bulbs wi
him».«Did he say that | have three bulbs?» Sil
Cornelius. «Did he say that?»

«Yese, answered Rosa. «] was surprised toos,

«Take him into some other room and look
his clothes: and T will look in his room while he’
out of its, said Jacob.

«Ah! This Mr. Jacob is a thiel!s said Corneliul
«he wants to steal my bulbs».

«That is what [ think too», said Rosa.

«On the day -when you were getting the eartl
ready for the bulb in your garden, you said a mi
followed yous, said Cornelius. «lIs that so?»

«Yes», said Rosa.

«You saw him moving among the trees?» aske
Cornelius.

«Yes», said Rosa.

113



1§ adadi eSS L IS (gl

R SY PRI

ﬂ».‘.-.'rid.-._&_;_,s:.v_r_hdln_

Hﬁiﬂiiﬁbﬁ;ﬂﬂ:u_}j‘}du

||’E}1ﬂjl.é‘d¢¢¢;idls‘+_r”ﬁlfjjshﬁdb'"

EJ—‘-ﬂL:thl{nlijjJC-Ju

Jeocos of A ST S Jan o sy S JUS

0 &S g -

osSl 058 OF sasTy « s @il ) a0 -
UV R W= PR QA SV IR LGP P 72
adlys o Amdedl g ole o3 0 et S el asy
el B

0§ S A 13Lagp 1 1ye, o JB

¢ s 130e (5 5 U3 Ay -

01t s L S b b 1 O g 2

114



«So he saw everything that you were doing?»
«Yes», sald Rosa.

«He was not following you».

«Then whom was he following?» asked Rosa.
«It was my Bulb! My tulip!» said Cornelius.
«Why! yes,» said Rosa.

«Will you find out if 1 am right? It would
very easy», said Cornelius.

«Tell me how».

«Go into the garden tomorrow. Be sure tha
Jacob knows where you are going, so that he ma
follow you. Pretend to put the bulb in the ground
Then go out of the garden, but look through a
hole inthe door and watch him».

«And what then’?» said Rosa.

«Then we shall see what he does».

«Ah!» said Rosa sadly, «you love your bulbg
very much».
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«Yes», answered Cornelius, «when your father
put his foot on that bulb it was as if he had
broken my heart. And this second bulb, which
you will plant in your garden, watch it! Watch
over it as a mother over her child, as a soldier hi
wounded captain».

«1 will do as you wish», said Rosa.

Cornelius went on: «If Jacob or your father
thinks that the bulb belongs to me, do not com
to see me any more. Do not see me, although
have only you in the whole world»,

«Ah!» said Rosa. «l see one thing».

«What do you see?»

«l see that you love your tulips so much that
you have no room in your heart for any other
love».

She ran away.

For many hours Cornelius did not sleep that
night. For this great tulip-grower was more sorry
to lose Rosa than to lose his tulip.

And when he dreamed. he dreamed not aboul
tulips, but about Rosa.
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Chapter 16

Lonely Days

Rosa was angry. She lay in bed, but could
not sleep. As she lay awake she decided that sh
would not go to see Cornelius any miose

So, when morning camé, she s:
her book. Then she did so; ne

after eig \ ys to be :
nelius about his tulipw

Cornelius awoke and
a would ‘cume to see him

com see htm if her father or Jacob seemed
to be watching?

Why did he let her think that he loved his tulip
more than he loved her?

119



-‘-_l:'h_n.-n.“ \;-.i; - L,J'u_}_.‘-l::'.}_’j Jh-_::'L! [ l'-L-I-H-Q-H f-l_:'_"
"—-,ﬂ.jj\.:.-.-u—.ﬂ-'ﬁl_ur r: L ;_F.-JL:J'L_! ¢ L-.#Lﬂi_# 4 imL_....jl

e Ui me ey 5y bly ads o oy gy S

TS
A GIA S el

,_,l"‘j':l:‘_}_ﬂj t’n.l'-'l..,-.dl ) EJ.-;-.F' E_r_..‘al:-g“ ;..J-L..Ji h;-j:l La.j__g

b we g Ol 092 0 e e

f_,_:if_})j w 1.;-1115} . EJ_:T..F- lfLiH acl )l s r.:
e

s s I Nush ey OS5 o ppdl 2

Ol o faeV) dsgn 5y ¢ L sl (e
2l il Jlas 43 oz 3 (el

ijJJ tJ_:—H J_é-i' 3 L=als FH)_G_H__-; ¢ Ln-.'i-jl—f" 'J..j.h}i C,ﬂj

€ iy ey 6 P09 € nds liall o)l

120



there was silence. Cornelius put his hand on h
heart. He listened for Rosa’s footstep.

The clock struck ten.

«She will never come to see me again», he said,

Then, at eleven o’clock, Cornelius lay down o
his bed without taking off his clothes.

The clock struck twelve. It was 2 long, sa
night for Cornelius.

The day passed — a long, sad day for Corne-
lius.

And the second day passed. It was now that
week in April in which gardeners plant their
tulips.

Cornelius had said to Rosa. «I will tell you the

day when you are to put the bulb into the
ground».

The weather was just right. The air was warm,
Would Rosa let the right day go by? Would he
see Rosa and his tulip?
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The third day passed. Cornelius could not eat
or sleep. He put his head far out of the window,
hoping to see Rosa in the garden — Rosa and his
tulip.

The fourth day passed. Gryphus brought the
prisoner his food and took it awayagain, uncaten.

« Well», said Gryphus, «I think we shall soon
lose our tulip-grower. He will go out of the prison
in a box. He will leave the prison dead».

On the seventh morning, when Cornelius got
up fre.. s bed, he saw a paper which had been
passed under the door:

« Tt is all right. Your tulip is going on well. »

Cornelius wrote an answer:

« I am not illbecauseof the tulip, but because you
do not come and see me »

Gryphus brought the evening meal; he came
back and took it away. Then Cornelius put the
note under the door. He listened. He did not hear
her footsteps, yet, through the darkness. came
Rosa’s voice, a little whisper:

«TOMOrrows».,
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Chapter 17

A Serious Thief

The clock struck eight. Cornelius heard a sou
at the door, and he suw Rosa standing there wi
the lamp in her hand.

She saw how sad he looked and hov
face was.

at remained in bed all day
to calm your fears about the
sve most in all the world».

«And I have answered your note», said Corne
lius. «As you have come, | thought that you muy
have received my letter. You cannot say that you
were not able to read it, because you have learnl
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o read wonderfully quickly, — and to wril
also».

«l have received your note, and read it», 8il
Rosa, «and 1 have come to see what I can do
bring back your health».

«You can bring back my health by giving
good news, Have you any good news to give me’!

As Cornelius said this, he looked at Rosa, ar
his eyes were bright with hope.

«l have only to speak to you about yo
tulip». said Rosa coldly. «I know that that is tl
thing you care about».

«Oh!» said Cornelius, «I told you, Rosa, that
think only of you. I do not care about the tulip».

She smiled.

«Ahl» she said, «but your tulip has been |
great danger».

Cornelius showed his fear. « Danger!» he cried
«What danger?»

«Yes», she said, «it has been in great dange
You were right. Jacob did not come here to loo
for me. He came here to get your tulip».
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«Ah! he did?» cried Cornelius.

«You care more for your tulip than you do for
me», said Rosa.

«Oh, no! No! But you have the mind and the
strength to defend yourself; my tulip can do no-
thing against its enemies».

-

«When you were afraid because of Jacob, 1 was
afraid too. So 1 did what you asked me to do»,

said Rosa.

Tell me what happened.»

«I went down into the garden,» said Rosa. «I went to
the place where I was going to plant your tulip. All the

time I looked round to see whether I was being
folowed...».

«What happened then?» asked Cornelius.

«Then I saw a shadow moving between the gate and
the wall; and then it went behind the trees».

«Did you pretend not to see the man?» asked Corne-
lius.

«Yes. I maae a hole in the earth as if 1 was going to
put the bulb in it».
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«What was the man doing»? asked Cornelius,

«] saw his eyes shining among the trees.»

«Ah! It s as 1 said,» cried Cornelius.

«] made a hole», said Rosa, «and 1 covere
up again, but I did not put the bulb in. Then, a
I had finished my work, 1 went out of the g
den».

«And then you looked through a hole in
door? And what did you see?» said Cornelius.

«The man waited for a short tinte. Perhaps
thought that I might come back. Then he ca
out from his hiding-place. He went to the plag
where 1 had been. He stopped and looked
round him. He looked at every window of
house. Then he put both hands into the earth,
pulled up the earth and felt it so as to find th
bulb. He did this again and again. Then he unde
stood that he had been tricked. He carefully ¢
vered over the place. Then he went towards th
garden-gate slowly, as if he had only come to loo
at the flowers».

«Oh! the thief!» cried Cornelius; «1 though
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that it was so. — But the bulb, Rosa? What hay
you done with it? It is already rather late to pla
it»,

«The bulb has been in the ground for six days
said Rosa.

«Where?» cried Cornelius. «How? In what sl
of earth is it? Has it enough sunlight? Is it in.
safe place where it cannot be stolen by Jacob?»

«There is no danger of its being stolen», si
Rosa. «unless Jacob breaks down the door of
room. The bulb is in a pot in my room».

«Oh! It 15 in your room? In what sort of earth
it?» asked Cornelius.

«It is in a good stone pot very iike the flower
pot in which you planted your tulip; and the eart
is just such earth as you told me to use».

«Does it get enough sunlight?» asked Corn
lus.

«I put it in the east window during the mornin,
to get the morning sun, and I put it at the sout
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window in the afternoon so as to get the after
noon sunx», said Rosa.

«That’s right! That’s right!» cried Corneliusg
«you are a perfect gardener, dear Rosa. Do you
mean that the tulip has been in the ground for si
days?»

«Yes, for six days», said Rosa.

«And it does not yet show any leal”?»

«Now», said Rosa, «but [ think it will show some
leaf tomorrows.

«Then tomorrow you will bring me some news
about it?» said Cornelius.

«Oh, I have got a lot of things to do», answered

Rosa.

«You are angry because | love flowers!»

«Oh, no», said Rosa, «l am not angry because
you love flowers, but I am sad because you love
flowers more than you love me».

«l love only you».

«Yes — after the Black Tulip», said Rosa.
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«When you wrote in the book of Cornelius De
Witte, you ordered me to marry a nice young man
of about twenty-six to twenty-eight years of age. |
am busy during the day looking after your tulip,
You must leave me the rest of the day in which 1o
look for the nice young man».

«Won't you come and see me tomorrow?s
asked Cornelius.

«1 will come and see you if

«lf what?»

«If you say nothing about the Black Tulip»,
said Rosa.
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Chapter 18

Watching Guard

When Cornelius awoke, the sun was coming
through the iron bars and the pigecr' were flying

: a d'[ld lying in h-Ed but
indow and singing.

«How are you feeling this morning?» asked
Cornelius.
Gryphus did not answer.

«And how i1s Mr. Jacob? And how is Rosa'?»
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«Here is your food», said Gryphus.

«Thank you», said Cornelius. «l am hungry».

«Oh. you are hungry? — So your plans for
escape are going well? I shall watch you. I shall
be careful» said Gryphus.

«Watch as much as you like, my dear
Gryphus». said Cornelius, «My plans can do no
harm to you»,

«At twelve o'clock we shall see», answered
Gryphus.

«I shall discover your plans at twelve o’clock».

Cornelius waited all the morning to see what
would happen.

At lust the clock struck twelve. Gryphus came
with four soldiers. The door opened and they
came into the room.

«Now look everywhere, and find what his sec-
ret is». said Gryphus,

The men looked everywhere — in the bed,
under the bed, in every corner of the room. But
they tound nothing.
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Cornelius was glad that he had not kept the
other bulb, but had given it to Rosa: for Gryphus
would have found it, and broken it as he broke
the first. The only things which Gryphus found
were a pencil and a piece of paper, and he took
them away.

At six Gryphus came again. Cornelius spoke
nicely to him. but Gryphus only made angr
noises. Cornelius laughed.

«Laugh!» said Gryphus as he went out. «Le
the man who wins laugh!»
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Chapter 19

When Will the Flower O

Rosa came in the evening and theyv talked §
out everthing except the tulip. Why would |
Rosa talk about the tulip? It seemed to be |
one fault — that she would not talk about t
tulip.

She came again the next evening.

«Well. it’s up». she said.

«What's up?»

«The tulip». sind Rosa.

«Then you allow me to talk about the tulip?»
«Yesn», said Rosa.

«ls it coming up straight?»

«Quite straight» . said Rosa.
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«How high 1s it?» asked Cornelius.

« About two inches».

«Oh. Rosa, take great care of it. It will soo
grow more quicklys».

«l think of nothing ¢lse», said Rosa. «It s th
first thing | see in the morning and the las
thing I look at at night. When it is grows
up I shall get a hundred thousand guilders ani
marry a nice young man aged about twenty-six 0
twenty-eights.

«Oh. Rosa'»

Every evening Rosa had something to tell Cor
nelius about the tulip.

« There is a flower on it, but it 1s not open yets,
said Rosa.

«Ah'» cried Cornelius. «Is the flower of a good
shape?»

«It is perfect», said Rosa.

Two days later. Rosa came and said, «lt 1§
opening!»
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«Can you see — Can you see — any colour?»
«Yes, it is very dark».

«Is it brown?» said Cornelius.

«Darker than that».

«Darker than that? Is it as dark as the writin
in my letter?»

«Yes, it is a very dark brown: it is nearly
black».

Cornelius gave a cry of joy.

«Rosa, you are wonderful! My tulip is going to
flower, and it will be black! Rosa, you are
wonderful. — When do you think the flower will
be open?»

«In two or three days», said Rosa.

«Yes, tomorrow or the day after that», said
Cornelius.

«And then I must cut it?» said Rosa, laughing.

«Cut 1t? Oh, no! no! no! When the flower is
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open, put it in the shade and send a letter to th
Flower-growers at Haarlem saying that the Blac
Tulip is in flower. The prize was offered by th
Flower-growers in the city of Haarlem. It is a lon
way to Haarlem, but you can find someone 1
send. — Have you any money, Rosa?»

«Oh, yes», said Rosa.
« Have you got enough?»
«l have three hundred guilders» . said Rosa.

«Oh. If you have three hundred guilders you
must not send anyone; you must go to Haarlem
yoursell, Rosa», said Cornelius.

«But what will happen to the flower?» asked
Rosa.

«You must take the flower with you. You must
not be away from it for a minute».

«But while T am with the flower, T am away
from you», said Rosa.
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«Yes», said Cornelius. «That is true. Oh! why
am I in prison? — Well, you must send someone
with a letter and perhaps the Flower-growers will

send someone to bring the flower to Haarlem.
But

X

«But what, Cornelius?»

«But what will happen if the flower is not
black?» said Cornelius.

«You will know tomorrow. or the next day.
whether the flower is black or not». said Rosa.

«That is a long time to wait. Could you not
make some sign so that [ may know?»

«If the flower opens at night», said Rosa. «I
will come and tell you myself. If it opens during
the day. I will put you a note under the door».

The clock struck ten.

«l must go now». said Rosu. «We shall know
tomorrow whether the flower is black».
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Chapter 20

Quick Moves

That night Cornelius slept very little. Every fe
minutes he thought that he heard the voice ¢
Rosa, and jumped up from his bed.
watching the flower», he thought. «F
that 1 could he: watchmg it tm}'

ing passed slowly by. After-
1 towards evening: and even-

Then Rosa came.

She came running along with quick feet full of
joy.
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«Well?» said Cornelius.

«All is going on well», said Rosa; «but it ha
not flowered yet. It will flower tonight».

«But will it be black?»

«Black as coal, black as night; 1 am sure it wil
be!»

«Dear Rosa. I have been dreaming all night ab:
ouf —»

«About the tulip?» said Rosa.

«About you first, and then about the tulip
second». said Cornelius wisely. «And I have been
thinking about what we must do».

«And what must we do?» asked Rosa.

«] have decided that we must find a man to car-

ry o message». said Cornelius.
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«Oh, is that all? 1 have found a man to carry
the message».

«Is he safe? Can we trust him?» asked Corne-
lius.

«Oh, yes! He loves me».

«It 1s not Jacob?»

«Oh, no. His name is Ralph. He is a nice young
man. and he loves me», said Rosa.

«Oh!»

«But he is too young. You said the young man
must be between twenty-six and twenty-eight, but
this man is only twenty-five».

«Ah!» said Cornelius.
Then Cornelius continued:

«This young man must reach Haarlem in ten
hours. You must write a letter and he will take it
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‘to the President of the Flower-growers; and
President will come here at once».

«But if the President doés not come quickly i
the tulip is no longer in flower?» said Rosa.

«He will come. He is a tulip-lover. He
come immediately to see such a wonderful flo
Even if he waits two days, the tulip will still be
flower; he will give you a paper saying that he
received the flower; then you will give him
tulip and he will take it to Haarlem. 1 wish
could take the flower to him ourselves. But tha
impossible. — No one must see the flower belt
the President has seen it. He must see i1t first
all. If anyone else sees it, it may be stolen».

{{ﬂh [:-1 sd id Rosa.

«Did vou not tell me that Jacob is a thief?» sal
Cornelius.  «This tulip is worth a. hundre
thousand guilders. Many people would be rea
to steal a hundred thousand guilders. You mu
watch the flower carefully. Watch! Watch!»
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«l shall watch. 1 shall be very careful», sai
Rosa.

«You are wonderful, dear Rosa; you are
wonderful as as »

«As the Black Tulip», said Rosa. «GOw
night»,
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Chapter 21

Letter to the President

During the night Cornelius stayed at his win:
dow looking at the stars and listening to every
sound. |

ﬂDﬂIWH there», he thuughir «i$

is opening. There are twe thi ﬁ:‘:i:',--
all the world — Rosa andm /1

T

as a star, and my P
nights. N w

ine of light in the sky.
al 1§ a sign».

4s a sign, for at that moment

«Cornelius! Come quickly! Look!»

He ran to the door.
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«It is open. Here it is». She held up the flower-
pot in one hand, and in the other hand she held
the lamp

«Oh!» cried Cornelius. «I thank God for His
kindness to me, a poor prisoner!»

The tulip was beautiful. It was eighteen inches
high. It had four green leaves; and its flower was

black — blak as coal, as a night when there is no
moon or stars.

«Rosal» he cried, «write; write quickly».

«] have written», said Rosa. «The letter 15§
ready».

Cornelius took the letter. Rosa’s writing was
much better than it had been.

«Mr. President,

« The BlackTulip is just going to open. Perhaps it
will open in ten minutes. As soon as it opens, I
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shall send a message asking you to come and take
it from the prison in Loevestein. I am the daughter
of the prison-keeper, Gryphus. This is the reason
why I cannot bring the tulip to you.

[ wish to have the tulip named Rosa Baerle.

Now it has opened! It is black. Come, Mr.
President. Come!
Rosa Gryphus».

« That 15 a very good letter», said Cornelis. «l
could not have written such a letter myself. It is
simple; itis clears.,

« What 15 the name of the President?» asked

Rosa.,

«] will write the name. Give me the letter »

Cornelius wrote: «To Mr. Van Herysen. Presi-
dent of the Flower-growers at Haarlem».

«And now. Rosa, go! go! And let us pray God,
who has protected us. that He will protect our
Howers.,
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Chapter 22/

The Last Moment

Indeed the young people were in great need ol
being protected. They had never been in greater
danger.

The reader. ol course. knows that Jacab was
rcally Boxtel, and Boxtel had come 1o Locvestein
so as to find the Black Fualip. He made friends
with Gryphus and even ‘made Gryphus believe
that he wanted to marery his daughter Rosa. He
Told Gryphus that Cornclius was a very
dangerous prisoner and was making plans against
the: government. Soon he learnt that Rosa had
one ofthe bulbs; he followed her everywhere.,

He saw Rosa take a llower-pot to her room. He
got a room n a house just opposite Rosa’s win-
dow and with his telescope he watched everything
that she did. He saw the flower-pot in the window
where the morning sun came in. He saw it moved
to the other window in the afternoon. He saw the
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first leaves come up above the ground.

How could he steal it?

Rosa never left her room during the day. She
went out in the evening, but she always took the
key with her. At first Boxtel had the idea of steal-
ing the key, but then he thought that she would
notice that the key was lost and would have a new
and different key made.

Boxtel brought a lot of keys and tried them all
when Rosa was talking to Cornelius: but none of
the keys fitted. Then Boxtel covered a key with
wax and tried to open the door with it. There
were marks on the wax; he cut away bits of the
key and tried again. At last he made a key which
opened the door.

He decided to wait until the last moment, when
the tulip flowered. He would steal the tulip at the
last moment; then it would be too late for Van
Buerle to tell the judges. So every evening, when
Rosa went to Cornelius, Boxtel went into Rosa’s
room o see how the tulip was going on.

He saw Rosa carry the tulip out to show 1t to
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Cornelius. He followed her and heard all that was
said about the letter. He saw Rosa go back to her
room. Then he saw her leave her room again s0
as to send the letter.

As soon as Rosa left her room, Boxtel opene
the door and went in.
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Chapter 23

We Know the Thief

Cornelius remained standing by the door, just.
as Rosa had left him. He was so full of happiness.
that he did not want to move. Then he went and
sat down on the bed. Half an hour passed. Day-
light came in through the window. Then he heard
steps on the stairs. He saw before him the face of
Rosa, pale. full of fear. He jumped up.

«Cornelius! Corneliusly she cried.
«What isit, Rosa?»

“«Cornelius. the wlip!>

«Well?»

«How shall 1 tell you, Cornelius?
Someone has taken it. Someone has stolen it
frorm us!»

«Stolen it?»
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«Yes», said Rosa; «someone has stolen it». She
fell on her knees.

«But how? Tell me», cried Cornelius.

«Oh. you must not blame me. It was not my.
fault. T went out of my room for one minute only
50 as to speak to the man who will carry our
message».

«And you left the key behind?» asked Corne-.
lius.

«No! The key was in my hand. 1 held it all the
time», cried Rosa.

«T'hen how did it happen?» asked Cornelius.

«l cannot understand. | gave the letter to the
man. | saw him ride away. I came back: my door
was shut. Everything in my room was just as I had
left it. Someone must have made a key for my
rooms.
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She was weeping.

«Stolen! Stolen!» cried Cornelius. «All is lost!»
«Oh, Cornelius, forgive me! It will kill me».

Cornelius seized the iron bars and shook them.,

«The tulip has been stolen», he cried. «But wi
know the thief! — It 1s Jacob! Shall we allow hi
to carry our flower away to Haarlem? No! W
must go after him!»

«But how can 1 go? 1 am only a girl».

«Rosa! Rosa! open this door for me and T wil
find the thief. I will catch him!» cried Cornelius.

«l have not got the key», said Rosa. «How can
1 open the door if 1 have not got the key”»

«Your father has the keys. He broke the first

bulb. He is a thief too; he is working with Jacob!
Y ou must steal his keys».
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«Don’t talk so loud», said Rosa. «We shall be
heard».

«Rosa, if you don’t open this door for me I will
break it down. I will pull the walls down stone by
stone. [ shall kill that Jacob, and [ shall kill
Gryphus — Gryphus who killed my tulip».

«Be quiet, dear Cornelius. Be quiet. I will take
his keys. | will do anything; only be quiet!»
There was a sound.

«My father!» cried Rosa.

«Gryphus!» shouted Van Baerle. «Oh, you
thief! you thief!»

Old Gryphus had come quietly up the stairs
while they were talking. He seized his daughter’s
arm.

«So you will take my keys?» said Gryphus;
«and this is your «dear Cornelius». You are help-
ing a prisoner to escape. I'll teach you a lesson!»

Rosa wept.
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«And you will kill me., will you, you poor tulip-
grower? And my daughter will help you to do it?
I shall know how to deal with this business.
Away, go away, Rosa; you are no child of mine!»

Suddenly a thought came to Rosa. She ran to-

wards the stairs crying, «All is not lost. Cornelius.
Trust me!»

Cornelius fell down upon the floor.

«Stolen! My tulip stolen'» he whispered. He hid
his face in his hands and weplt.
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Chapter 24

White Horse Inn

Boxtel had left the prison carrying the tulip in a
cloth. He jumped into a carriage which was wait-
ing for him and drove away. He could.not go fast
because he was afraid that the flower might be
harmed. At last he reached the town of Delft.
There he bought a box and-put the tulip carefully
into it. He was now no longer afraid of harm to
the tulip. and was ableé to travel taster.

He arrived next morning at Haarlem. Here he
put the tulip in a new pot. He broke the old pot
and threw the pieces intoastream. Then he wrote
a lettér to the President of the Flower-growers
saying that he had just arrived in Haarlem, bring-
ing with him a perfect black tulip. He then went
to a good inn and waited.

When Rosa left Cornelius. she had decided to
bring him back the stolen tulip or never see him
again.
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She went to her room and took the things
necessary for the journey. She took her three
hundred guilders. She also took the bulb still in
the piece of paper in which Cornelius had put it.
She then went to get a carriage. There was only
one carriage in the place, and that had certainly
been taken by Boxtel. As she could not get a
carriage, she got a horse. She hoped that she
would be able to travel fast and catch Ralph, the
boat-man whom she had sent with a message. She
soon saw him along the road in front of her. She
came to'him, and took from him the note (which
was now useless). Ralph then went on with her on
the journey.

She reached Delft that evening. On the next
morning she came to Haarlem only four hours

after Boxtel had arrived there.

As soon as she reached Haarlem she went to
the house of Mr. Van Herysen, President of the
Flower-growers, and asked if she might see him.
She was told that he was busy and could not see
her.

«Willyou tell the President,» she said to the
servant, «that I wish to speak to him about the

Black Tulip».
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The servant came back at once, and led her
into the house.

Mr. Van Herysen was a small, thin man with a
large head: indeed he looked rather like a tulip
himself.

«Well», he said, «you have come to speak to
me about the Black Tulip?»

«Yes», said Rosa, «That is so».

«ls it all right? Has it suffered any harm?»

«Indeed», said Rosa. «It has suffered great
harm. It has been stolen!»

«What!»

«Yes; it has been stolen from me». said Rosa.

«Do you know the thiet?» asked the President.

«l think 1 know who the thief is». said Rosi.
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«but as I am not sure, | must not speak».

«The thief cannot be far away», answered the
President, «for | saw the tulip two hours ago».

«You have seen the Black Tulip!» cried Rosa.

«Indeed [ have», answered the President.

«Where did you see it?» asked Rosa.

«l saw it with your master. Your master showed
it 1o me».

« My master?» cried Rosa.

«Yes», answered the President. «Are you not a
servant of Mr. Isaac Boxtel?»
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«l do not know who Mr. Boxtel is» said Rosa.

«If the tulip has been stolen», answered the
President. «it has been stolen from Mr. Isaac
Boxtel»,

«Is there any other black tulip besides mine?»

«Yes. There is the tulip of Mr. Isaac Boxtel».

«ls 1t black?» asked Rosa.

«Yes».

«Black as coal. without any other colour?»

wYesy,
«And you have this tulip here?» asked Rosa.

«No. It is not here. But it will be shown to the
judges of the Flower-growers of Haarlem before
the prize is given».

«Oh, sir», cried Rosa, «this Boxtel, this Isaac
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Boxtel who calls himself the owner of the Black
Tulip — is he a very thin man?»

«Yess,

«With no hair on his head?» asked Rosa.

«Yesr.

«Has he very deep eyes?» asked Rosa.

«Yes».

«Does he hold his head forward as he walks?»

«Indeed you have described Mr. Boxtel well»,
said the President.

«And the tulip. Is it in a white flower+-pot with
yellow marks on the sides?»

«l am not quite sure about that», said the Presi-

dent. «I did not look at the pot. I looked more at
the flower than the pot».
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«It 1s my tulip», said Rosa. «It has been stolen
from me. I have come to demand it».

«Oh! Oh!» said Mr. Van Herysen. «Are you
saying that Mr. Boxtel’s tulip is yours?»

«l say that my tulip has been stolen. I say that
the Black Tulip is mine», cried Rosa.

«Yours?»

«Yes. | planted it. I took care of it. It's mine —
— mine mine !» cried Rosa.

«Well, go and find Mr. Boxtel. Go to the White
Horse Inn where he is staying. You can talk to
him and settle the matter with him. [ shall write

to the judges that I have seen the Black Tulip and
that the hundred thousand guilders are to be paid

to the person who grew it. Good — bye, my

child.
«Oh, sir! Sir!» cried Rosa.
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«You are young and pretty», said Mr. Van
Herysen, «and there may be some good in you.
Be careful. We have a prison in Haarlem. People
who don’t speak the truth go to prison». |

He took up his pen and began to write.

And Rosa went out — to the White Horse Inn.
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Chapter 25

The False Person

Rosa went to the White Horse Inn, followed by,
the young boat-man who had carried her mes-
sage. He was a strong young man. ready to fight
anyone. and Rosa had told him all the story.

As Rosa went along the street, a sudden
thought came to her.

«Oh!» she cried. «1 have made a terrible mis-
take! 1 have given the alarm: Boxtel will know
that | am here. He and all those men will join
themselves together against me. — Perhaps this
man is not Jacob: perhaps he is some other man
who has also grown a black tulip. Or, if he is
Jacob, while we are gquarrelling the tulip will die,
and then what shall we do?»

Argreat noise was heard in the street. Doors
were opening and shutting. People were running
about. «The Prince is coming», cried the people.
But Rosa did not notice anything.
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«We must go back to the President», she said.

Mr. Van Herysen was still sitting at his table
writing. When he saw Rosa .again he was very
angry.

«Go away!» he cried. «Don’t come here. Go to
the White Horse Inn, or go

]

«I pray you, usten to what I have to tell you. If
you do not, you will be sorry. If you give the prize
to the wrong person, what will people say about
you? Listen! Let this Mr. Boxtel be brought here
before you and me, I say that he is Mr. Jacob and
that the wulip is mine. If 1 do not know him, if |
have never seen him before, if it is not my tulip,
— 1 will say nothing. You may do what you like
with me».

«But, suppose you say that he is Jacob and that
it is your tulip, how can you prove it7p

«You are an honest man», said Rosa, «and you
would not like to give the prize to the wrong per-
son: and I am honest, too, and would not like to
take a prize that did not belong to me».

Van Herysen opened his mouth to answer, but
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there was a loud shouting in the street and he sud-
denly jumped up from his chair.

«What is that?» he cried. «Did I hear right? Is
it possible?»

He ran out of the room.

Just as Van Herysen reached the top of the
stairs he saw a young man coming up. The young
man was dressed in blue silk with silver on it, and
many fine gentlemen were following after him.

Mr. Van Herysen bowed low. «Sir,» he said.

It was the Prince of Orange. Ruler of Holland.

«Sir'» said Mr. Van Herysen, «We are hon-
oured!»

«My dear Mr. Van Herysen,» said the Prince.
«l amlike all the people of Holland; I love boats,
cheese and flowers, and of all flowers 1 love the
tulip most. I heard that a wonderful black tulip
has been grown, and 1 have come to ask about it.
Have you got the tulip here?»

«I am sorry. sir,» answered Van Herysen «l
have not».

«Where 1s1t?7» asked the Prince.
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«It is with its owner; he is a tulip-grower of
Dort, and he is at the White Horse Inn. His name

iIs Boxtel».

«Send and tell him to come here», ordered the
Prince.

«Yes, sir», answered Van Herysen, «but

«What is the matter?»

«Oh, nothing; nothing important», answered
Van Herysen.

«Everything is important», said the Prince.

«There is a little difficulty», said Van Herysen.

«What is the dificulty?» asked the Prince.

«There is a woman here who says that the tulip
is hers, that it has been stolen».
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«And what do you think about the matter?»
asked the Prince.

«I think, sir», said Van Herysen, «that she may
not be honest, and that she wants the hundred
thousand guilders».

«How can she prove that the tulip is hers?»
asked the Prince.

«l was just going to question her when you
came in Sir»,said Van Herysen.

«Question her», answered the Prince. «Ques-
tion her now. I will judge the matter».

The Prince and Mr. Van Herysen came into the
room where Rosa was standing. She turned and
looked at them; but, not knowing the Prince, she
took no more notice of him. The Prince took a
book and began to read it — or seemed to be
reading it. Then he looked up and made a sign to
Van Herysen. «Begin», he said. Then he went on
reading his book.
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Van Herysen sat down. An officer went to
bring Boxtel.

«My child, will you promise to tell me the
whole truth about this tulip?»

«Yes, | promise», said Rosa.

«You may speak before this gentleman. He is
one of the Flower-growers», said Mr. Van
Herysen.

«Yes. But what shall I tell you? I have told you
everything already», said Rosa.

«What do you want, then?» asked the Presi-
dent.

«l want you to tell Mr. Boxtel to come here
with his tulip. If it is not my tulip 1 shall truly say
so. If it is my tulip, I demand that it be given back
to me, even if I have to go before the Prince of
Orange himself to get it». '

«How will you prove that?» asked WVan
Herysen.
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«God will help me to prove it» she said.

As the Prince of Orange looked at Rosa he
thought that he remembered her. Where had he
heard that sweet voice before?

«Why do you say that the Black Tulip " is
yours?» asked Van Herysen.

«l say so because it was planted and grown in
my ownrooms, said Rosa.

«In your own room? — Where is your room?»

«At Loevestein. | am the daughter of the pris-
on-keeper there», answered Rosa.

The Prince looked up. «Ah! I remember nows.
he said quietly. Hewatched Rosaeven more care-
fully.

«Do you love flowers?» asked Mr. Van
Herysen.

«Yes, sir».,
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«Do you know a lot about flowers?»

Rosa did not answer.

«Do you know a lot about flowers?» he asked
1gain.

Rosa did not answer for a moment. Then she
said:

«Can I trust you, as an honest man?»

«Yes, indeed», said Van Herysen.

«Oh, yes», said the Prince.

«Well, I do not know much about flowers. I am
only a poor girl. Three months ago | did not even

know how to read and write. The Black Tulip was
not found by me».

«By whom was it found?» asked Van Herysen.

«By a poor prisoner at Loevestein».

«By a prisoner at Loevestein!» said the Prince.
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There was surprise in the Prince’s voice; now
he was sure when and where he had heard the
voICe.

«That was a special prisoner sent there by the
government, — a prisoner of state?» said the
Prince.

«Yes», answered Rosa. «The tulip was grown
by a prisoner of state».

«Go on», said the Prince of Orange. «Go on:
let us hear the rest».

«Ah,-sir», said Rosa, «1 am going to get myself
Into troublex».

«Indeed», answered Van Herysen, «there are
orders that no one should speak to a prisoner of
state. Are there not such orders?».

wYes, sirs.

«And you, as daughter of the prison-keeper,
talked to this prisoner about flower-growing?»
said Mr. Van Herysen.
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«Yes, sir, I did», said Rosa, very much afraid.
«| saw him every day».

« That 1s very bad, to talk to a prisoner of state
every day», said Van Herysen,

The Prince saw how frightened Rosa was. He
looked up and said: «The matter has nothing to
do with the Flower-growers of Haarlem. It is a
matter which should be dealt with by one of the
judges in a law-court. As President of the Flower-
growers you have only to judge the matter of the
tulip. Go on, young woman, go ons.

« Thank you, sir» said Van Herysen.

Rosa, now feeling less afraid, told everything
which had happened during the past three
months. She told how unkind Gryphus had been
to the prisoner; how the first bulb had been
broken: how sad the prisoner was; what trouble
had been taken to make sure that the second bulb
should grow; how grieved Cornelius was during
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‘That separation, how he would not eat; how happy
he was when she went to see him again. And last
she told how the tulip was stolen one hour after it
had opened.

She spoke so simply that Van Herysen began to
believe that this was the truth.

«But», said the Prince. « you have not known
the prisoner long».

Rosa opened her large eyes and looked at the
stranger. The Prince seemed to draw back into his
corner of the room as if he did not wish to be
known,

«How do you know that? Why do you say
that?» she asked.

«It i1s only four months since the prison-keeper,
Gryphus, and his daughter, were sent from The
Hague to Loevestein», said the Prince.

« ['hat 1s true, sir», sa1d Rosa.
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«You yourself asked that your father should be
moved from The Hague to Loevestein; you did
this so that you might be able to follow this pris-
oner. Is that not so?»

«Sir!» said Rosa, looking down at the floor.

«What have you to say?» asked the Prince.

«l knew this prisoner at The Hague», said
Rosa.

«Happy prisoner!» said the Prince.

Just then the officer who had been sent to bring
Boxtel returned. He said that Boxtel was coming
with his tulip.
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Chapter 26

The Prince of Orange

Boxtel came into the outer room followed by
two men carrying a large box. They put the box
on the table. The box was opened; inside it was
the tulip.

The Prince got up from his chair; he went into
the other room, looked atithe flower and came
back.

Rosa heard the voice of Boxtel.
«lt 1s hels she cried. «lvis Jacob!s.
«Go 1o the door and look», said the Prince

quictly to Rosa.

Rosa went quickly to the door. «lt 1s my tulip! |
know it. Oh, poor Cornelius!» she cried.

The Prince went to the door. Bright sunlight
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from the window fell upon his face; Rosa felt
more and more sure that she had seen this man
somewhere before.

«Mr. Boxtel», said the Prince. «will you please
come here».

Boxtel came into the room. He cried: « the
Prince of Orange. Sir! »

«The Prince of Orange!» cried Rosa.

Hearing Rosa’s voice Boxtel turned, and
seemed unpleasantly surprised.

«Ah!» thought the Prince, «he is not pleased to
see Rosa».

Boxtel tried to seem calm.

«Mr. Boxtel», said the Prince, «you have disco-
vered the secret of growing a black tulip?»

«Yes, sirs, said Boxtel. His voice shook.
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«But», said the Prince, «there is a young lady
here who says that she discovered it».

Boxtel gave a short laugh. The Prince watched
him closely.

«Then you do not know this young girl?» said
the Prince.

«No, sir», answered Boxtel.

«And you, child, do you know Mr. Boxtel?»

«No, sir; | don’t know Mr. Boxtel: but [ know
Mr. Jacob», answered Rosa.

«What do you mean?»

«| mean that at Loevestein this man called him-
self Mr. Jacob».

«What is your answer to that, Mr. Boxtel?»
asked the Prince.
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«l say that she is not speaking the truth»,
answered Boxtel.

«Do you say that you were never at Loeves-
tein?» said the Prince.

Boxtel did not answer at once. The eyes of the
Prince were fixed upon him.

«I have been at Loevestein». he said at last,
«but I did not steal the tulip».

«You did steal it! You stole it from my room»,
cried Rosa angrily.

«| didd not!»

«Now listen to me», said Rosa, «didn’t you fol-
low me into the garden on the day when | made
the carth ready for the bulb? Didn’t you follow
me into the garden on the day when | pretended
to plant it — but | did not plant it. And, as soon
as I went out of the garden. didn’t vou run to the
place where you hoped to find the bulb? Didn't
vou put vour hands into the earth — but could
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«l say that she is not speaking the truth»,
answered Boxtel.

«Do you say that you were never at Loeves-
tein?» said the Prince.

Boxtel did not answer at once. The eyes of the
Prince were fixed upon him.

«] have been at Loevestemn», he said at last,
«but I did not steal the tulip».

«You did steal it! You stole it from my room»,
cried Rosa angrily.

«] did not!»

«Now histen to me», said Rosa, «didn’t you fol-
low me into the garden on the day when | made
the earth ready for the bulb? Didn't you follow
me into the garden on the day when 1 pretended
to plant it — but 1 did not plant it. And. as soon
as [ went out of the garden, didn’t you run to the
place where vou hoped to find the bulb? Didnt
yvou put vour hands into the earth — but could
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not find it because it was not there. That was all a
trick: it was just a trick to find out what you were
— a thief! Say. is not this all true?»

Boxtel did not answer. He turned to the Prince.

«Sir», he said. «for twenty years 1 have grown
tulips at Dort. 1 am well known among tulip-
growers. | have produced several new kinds of
tulips This young woman knew that [ had pro-
duced the Black Tulip. She made a plan with her
lover (the prisoner at Loevestein) to steal the
prize of one hundred thousand guilders».

«Yah! Yah!» cricd Rosa. wild with anger.

«Silence!s» said the Prince. Then he turned to
Boxtel.

«And who 1s this prisoner whom you speak of
as the girl's lover?»

Rosa was afraid, for Cornelius was a specially

dangerous prisoner whom the keeper must watch
carefully.
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Boxtel was very pleased at the question.

«The prisoner, sir, is a specially dangerous
man.» he answered. «At one time the judge
ordered that his head should be cut off. You may
easily guess how little you can believe the word of
such a man».

«What is his name?» asked the prince.

Rosa hid her face in her hands.

«His name is Cornelius Van Baeple, and he was
a friend of Cornelius De Witte,» said Boxtel.

The Prince looked surprised. His eyes were
bright. He went to Rosa.

«Take -away your hands from your face,» he
said. «You asked me to move your father from
The Hague to Loevestein because you wanted to
follow Van Baerle. Is that not true?»

«You. sir.» said Rosia. «It 1s trues».

<o onLe sind the Prince to Boxtel.
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«l have nothing more to say,» said Boxtel.
«You know all. There is one thing which T might
add; but 1 did not want to add it because a man
does not like to tell such things. I came to Loeves-
tein because 1 had business to do there. I met
sryphus: T wanted to marry his daughter, Rosa. |
am not rich. 1 told her and her father that I had a
hope of winning one hundred thousand guilders
tor my tuhlip. 1 showed them the plant. Her lover
had grown a lew tuhps at Dort. He was really
making plans agadinst the government. He grew
tulips only so as to hide his real work. Gryphus
and his daughter decided to steal my tulip. On the
cvening when the flower was expected to open,
this young woman took the plant away. She carned
it to her room. She showed 1t o people as her
tulip. She wrote a letter to the President of the
Flower-growers saving that she had grown it, — |
took it from her room. »

«Oh, what lies! » cried Rosa,throwing herself at
wne feet of the Prince.
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Chapter 27

TheThird bulb

The Prince thought that Rosa was a wrong-
doer, and yet he felt sorry for her, as she lay at
his feet.

«You have done very wrong, my child,»
he said. «Perhaps your lover led you into
wrong-doing. You are young and have an honest
look; I cannot believe thatit is all your faults.

«Sir! Sirl» eried Rosa, «Cornelius did nothing
wrong, nothing at all».

«You mean that he did not tell you to steal the
tulip?» said the Prince.

« He did not even do the wrong thing for which
he was put in prison».
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«He was put in prison because he held certain
letters written by Cornelius De Witte to the King
of France», said the Prince.

«He knew nothing about those letters. If he had
known about those letters, he would have told
me. I know him. Oh, I wish that you knew him as
I do!»

«He was a friend of De Witte», cried Boxtel,
«The Prince knows him well; he gave him his
life».

«Silence!» said the Prince. «These matters are
matters of government and have nothing to do
with you».

Then the Prince went on:

«Do not be afraid, Mr. Boxtel», he said, «l
shall do what is right about your tulip». He turned
to Rosa. «You, my child, were going to do a very
wrong thing, but it was not your fault. Van Baerle
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led you into wrong-doing. He made plans against
the government, but now we see that he is also a
thiel».

«A thief's cried Rosa. «Cornelius a thief! How
can you say such a thing? This man here  this
Jacob, this Boxtel is the thiefl».

«Prove it», said Boxtel. «if you can».

«l will prove it. With God's help 1T willl» cried
Rosa. Then she turned to Boxte! and said:

«The tulip is yours?»

«lt 15», he answered.

«How many bulbs were there?» asked Rbsa.

Boxiel did not answer at once. But he knew
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that there are uwsually three bulbs, so he
answered, —

« T hree».

«Where are the three bulbs? What has hap-
pened to them?»

«Well», he said, «one of them did not grow.
The second produced this black tulip».

«And the third?» said Rosa.
« The third?»

«Yes», cried Rosa, «the third! Where 1s 1t?»

«| have it at my homes», said Boxtel.

«Atl your home», said Rosa. «At Loevestein or
at Dort?»
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«At Dort», said Boxte].

«You are telling lies!» cried Rosa. Then she
turned to the Prince. «Sir», she said, «I will tell
you the true story of those bulbs. My father put
his foot on the first in Van Baerl’s prison-room;
and this man knows it, for he was very angry with
my father. The second bulb, planted by me, pro-
duced the Black Tulip, and the third —»

«Yes? — The third bulb?» said the Prince.

«Here 1t 1s», said Rosa, taking it out from her
dress.
«Here it 1s in the same paper in which Corne-

lius Van Baerle put it when he was being led out
to his death. Here, sir, take it!»

The Prince took the bulb and looked at it very
carefully.

249



..___5}1_...-1_-:5;.1.__#..“;.:1...’;31 n.i.nu:_.ifL..gJ;{__g_L,.-oﬁn
U Ay

Sy ¢ dlaaldl JI b LS 3 ¢ e o
aL:,;-.s.-_,.,.p_-_aiL.Tr: clalie coads L 8,00 T3 13,
DAL Y1 (A8 0 cwdiy

T T RSP VO i

o N dslS o e a0 ) Al Y1 s
Uyl daiy 38 o L it s SSeals gl 2 -1
sl DS e 33 Lall dmiiall UG S8 L 591 )

-
LA s

o OB g e
A 093 e Lab) Sladael Al Sl ) Gl g

Lgsean o pBYL sl e o7 3] ¢ L)
S0y g ) oS el g Bl JED LGBl | JI S

-

s e 5 85

ENRVY (il ) i Y

25()



«But, sir», said Boxtel, «this young woman may
have stolen the bulb as she stole the tulipe, The
Prince did not answer; he was looking at the bulb,
Rosa was reading the paper. Her eyes were
bright. Then she suddenly gave a cry and held out
the paper to the Prince.

«Read, sir: read it!»

The Prince gave the bulb to Van Herysen.
Then he took the paper and read. His eyes were
full of pain: he nearly let the paper fall to the
ground. It was that page taken out of a book
which Cornelius De Witte gave to Craeke and
sent to Van Bacrle as a message.

«My dear Van Baerle,

Please burn the letters which 1 gave you with-
out 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».
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This piece of paper proved two things. It
proved that Van Baerle did not know what was in
the letters and was not making any plans against
the government and it proved that he was the
owner of the tulip.

Rosa looked at the Prince. «You see!s said her
eyes though her lips did not move.

The Prince lookpd at Rosa. «Be quiet»: said his
eyes; «Wall».

The Prince was thinking. He was thinking ol
the past, of the wrong which he had donc in let-
ting the people kill the De Witte brothers. Then
he looked up.

«Go. Mr. Boxtel», he said: «l shall do the right
thing». He turned to Van Herysen.

«You. my dear Van Herysen. please take care
of this voung woman and of the wlip, —— Ciood-

byes.

He went down the stairs. They heard the shout-
ing of the crowd in the street: «Long live the

Prince».
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Boxtel went back to the inn. He was afrad.
What was written on that paper which Rosa gave
to the Prince’! He wished he knew. What did it all
mean’!

And Rosa Rosa went up to the tulip and
kKissed its leaves. «Oh. thank vyou, God». she
whispered. «for making my good Cornelius teach
me how to read».
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Chapter 28

Letter to Loevestein

Rosa and the tulip remained at the house of
Mr. Van Herysen. She stayed there for some
days. Then, one evening, an officer of the Prince
of Orange came to Van Herysen's house ordering
Rosa to go to the Town Hall.

There was a large room in the building; there
the Prince sat writing. The Prince wenl on writ-
ing; a big dog lay on the floor near him. Then the
Frin:::e looked and saw Rosa standing there.

«Come here, my child», he said.
She came towards the table.

«Sit down». he said.

She sat down. The dog came up o Rosa aad
began to make friends with her.
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«Ahl!» said the Prince, «you both come from
the same part of the country: that is why you
make friends so easily».

Then he turned to Rosa. «Now, my child», he
said, «we are alone. Let us speak together».

Rosa was afraid; yet there was only kindmess in
the Prince’s face.

«ls your father at Loevestein?» he said.
«Yes, sirs,

«You do not love him?»

«l do not», she said. «As a daughter | ought to
love him; but I do not».

«A child ought to love her father», he said.
«But it i1s right to speak the truth — Why do you
not love your father?»

«Because he s a bad man». said Rosa, «He is
unkind to the prisoners».
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«Unkind to all of them?7»

«He is specially unkind to Van Baerle», said
Rosa.

«And Van Baerle is your lover?»

«l love him sir». she said.

«Since when have you loved him?» asked the
Prince.

«Since [ first saw him», answered Rosa, ——
That was after the death of Cornelius and John
De Witte».

«What is the use of loving a man who will live
all his life in prison, and die there?» asked the
Prince.

«If he lives and dies in prison I can help him in
life and in death», answered Rosa.
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«And would you be satisfied to be the wife of a
prisoner?»

«As the wife of Mr. Van Baerle I should be the

proudest and “happiest woman in the world.
But

¥

«But what?» asked the Prince.

«| dare not say, sir», answered Rosa.

She looked up at the Prince. Her eyes prayed
him to show mercy.

«Ah, | understand YO, he said, «YOU hq]pg
that I shall hﬂlp }l’[‘.lu‘?n

«Yes, sirs, answered Rosa.

The Prince closed the letter which he had been
writing. He called one of his officers.

«Captain - Van Decken, take this letter to
Loevestein. Read the orders to the officer in

charge of the prison and see that they are
obeyed».
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The officer took the letter and left the room.
Soon afterwards the sound of a horse was heard
in the yard. The officer rode quickly away to
Loevestein.

«My child», said the Prince, «the Feast of the
Tulip will be on Sunday next on the third
day from now. Take these five hundred guilders.
Dress yourself nicely».

«How do you wish me to be dressed, sir?»
asked Rosa.

«Dress yourself as a bride», said the Prince.
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Chapter 29

The Big Stick

We must go back to Gryphus and Cornelius at
Loevestein and learn what they have been doing
all this time.

Gryphus did not know il midday that his
daughter had left the house. He thought that she
was weeping in her room when really she was lar
on her way towards Haarlem. When dinner-time
came he waited and waited. and then he went to
her room tocall her. He knocked, but she did not
answer. The door was shut; he broke it open: but
Rosa was not there.

When Gryphus found that his daughter had
gone, he was very angry. He went up to Van
Bacrle. called him all the bad names he could
think of, and threw the furniture of the room ab-
out. Cornelius said nothing. He was too sad to
answer or even to move when Gryphus hit him.
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Gryphus next went to look for his friend Jacob,
but could not find him. He wondered whether
Jacop had run away with Rosa. He did not know
what to think.

On the third morning after Rosa went, Gryphus
came to Cornelius’ room angrier than usual.

Cornelius was standing by the window looking
towards Dort. The pigeons were still there, flying
round the window, but hope had flown away from
his heart. Where was Rosa? Could she not come
to him? Could she send no message? What was
Gryphus doing to her? He might be unkind to
her. Cornelius could not bear the thought. He felt
so powerless, He wanted to do something. He
wanted to write to Rosa —— but where was she”
And Gryphus had taken his paper and pencil
away. He tried to think of some way of escaping
from the prison.

«But how can 1 escape?» he said. «The window
is barred: the door is strong, and Gryphus 18
watchful. Perhaps some day Gryphus will hit
me. and [ will take hold of his neck and will kill
him. Then 1 shall go down the stairs, and I will let
Rosa out of her room. But he is Rosa’s
father! She could not love me if | killed her
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father, however bad he is. No! that plan is use-
less».

Then Gryphus came into the room. He had a
big stick in his hand. His eyes were bright with
anger. It was clear that he meant to do harm.

Cornelius heard Gryphus come in, but he did
not turn round. He was singing:

«1 am a flower, a child of the fire

That runs through the world, and never dies.
I am the daughter of water and air,

A child of the earth and sky».

This song made Gryphus even angrier.

«Hullo, vou singer, don’t you hear me?» he
said.

Cornelius turned round. «Good morning», he
said; then he went on singing:

«My feet are set in the good earth
And 1 lift up my head to the sky;

My soul came from heaven at my birth
And goes back to heaven when 1 die».

Gryphus went up to the prisoner and shook his
stick.

27



AT I e Moy b i i) s 5 Y
Lot S JU

ASedkr oyt Sl Lo fai

s S|

A Wy ¢ ol

Lorsdi s yS Ol

{J—P“J—lti..?_!—h didlqﬁi_i.ﬁ{ghﬁqjjluu_}l-ﬁ-i:}?h
O o)l S L el

oo O 05l SIG Las o o ¢ s o sdiay
3 e a.JL;.JLﬂn;_g-Lus_LﬂtdiL_}c sk >es]!
. tlaall

LS JB

el o (Laall py e Of 051 Sy

WS e

r.: qj_:ﬂ r'""-.;: r!J_?J....-l' ‘_,.LL- .-:FIJ_J-L: ._".41' ‘:J'::'l ._.:jzn
.= J g

272



«Don’t you see», he said, «that I have brought
something to force you to tell me the truth?»

«Do you mean to hit me with that?» said Cor-
nelius.

«l do. Why not?» answered Gryphus.

«Because», answered Cornelius, «any prison-
keeper who raises his hand against a prisoner will
lose his office. That is written in the law».

«This isn’t my hand», said Gryphus; «it's a
stick. The law says that I may not hit you with my
hand, but it doesn’t say anything about a stick».

«The law», said Cornelius, «says that anyone
who takes up a stick shall be beaten with a stick».

«Oh, then!» cried Gryphus, «you force me to
use something else». He took up a knife.
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Other prison-keepers came running to the
place. They seized Cornelius.

Gryphus stood up. «According to the law, any
prisoner who hits a prison-keeper shall be shot,
You shall be shot. You shall be taken outside the
prison and shot at once». .
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Chapter 30

Kind Words

An officer came into the room.

«ls this room number |17» he asked.
«Yes, captain»,

«Where is the prisoner?»

«Here | am, sir», said Cornelius.

«Are you Doctor Cornelius Van Baerle?» he
asked.

@Y C8y sirn»)

« Fhen follow me», said the officer.

«Ohl» said Cornelius to Gryphus. «is he taking
me out to shoot me?»
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«Yes», said Gryphus, «and that officer is a spe-
cial officer of the Prince of Orange, so you may
be sure that you are going to be shot at once»,

«And so it all ends», thought Cornelius. «I can-
not give my name to a child ar a flower or a book
the three things by which a man may be re-
membered».

The officer walked on; Cornelius followed.

«And 1 shall never see Rosa agains, thought
Cornelius.

They reached the outside of the prison. Corne-
lius expected to see a line of soldiers all ready to
shoot him. He saw some soldiers, but they were
not standing in line, and they had no guns. They
were just talking to each other.

Gryphus ran out of the prison behind Cornelius

and shouted bad names at him.

«l do not think it right», said Cornelius. «that
the man should speak to me like that now».

«Well», answered the officer, «you can’t expect
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him to be pleased with you. You gave him a good
beating».

«l only beat him because he came at me with a
knife», answered Cornelius.

«Well, let him talk», answered the officer.

«What does it matter to you now?»
A cold feeling came into Van Baerle's heart at
these words,

«Tell me», he said, «Where are we to go now?»

The officer pointed to a carriage drawn by four
horses.

«Get in». said the officer.

«Oh», said Cornelius, «they are going to take
me into the centre of the city before they kill
mos».,

A soldier was standing near. «Now, said the sol-
dier; «1 don’t think they will do that. But they
sometimes take a prisoner to his own town and
shoot him in front of his house».
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«Thank you», said Cornelius. «Thank you lor
those kind words!»

The carriage drove on.

«Give me back my daughter», shouted Gryphus
as it moved away.

«If they take me to Dort», thought Cornelius,
«1 shall see my house and garden: but there
are no flowers in the garden now».

The carriage drove on during the whole day. It
passed by Dort and went through Rotterdam. It
came to Delft. At five o’clock in the evening they
had travelled about eighty miles.

«Where are we going?» said Cornelius to the
officer.

The officer did not answer,

They spent the night in the carriage. Next
morning Cornelius saw that they were bevond
Leyden. The North Sea was on his left and the
Zuider Zee on his right.

Three hours later they came into Haarlem.
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Chapter 31

Feast of Tulips

The fifteenth of May in the year 1673 was a
great day in the city of Haarlem. It was always a
great feast day — the Feast of the Tulipe. This
year's Feast day was one of special importance
because of the Black Tulip.

All had been made reéady in an open square for
the Prince to give theé prize of one hundred
thousand guilders to the happy person who had
produced a black tuiip; The great men of the city
marched in a lang line into the square. First came
Mr. Van Herysen. dressed all in black. Behind
him came Other members of the Flower-growers
of Haarlem. Behind them came learned men,
judges, officers and lords. In the centre of all
these people was carried the Black Tulip. It stood
upon a cloth of white silk with gold round the
cdge.
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All the people shouted when Mr. Van Herysen
appeared. They shouted again for the Flower-
growers and the lords and judges and learned
men, and they shouted louder still when the Black
Tulip itself appeared.

Then all the people looked to see who was the
happy person who was going to receive the prize.
Where was the grower of the tulip?

Mr. Van Herysen spoke for some time. «And
now», he said, «1 will ask the winner of the prize,
the grower of the Black Tulip, to come forward
and show himself».

Issac Boxtel came forward. His eyes were lixed,
not upon the Black Tulip, but upon the bag ol
gold — one hundred thousand guilders — which
lay beside it.

The people shouted.

Isaac Boxtel still looked at the gold; but he
could not receive it yet, becuuse the Prince of
Orange had not yet come.

«In a few minutes the Prince will arrive»,
thought Boxtel; «he will give me the bag of gold
and say that this tulip is named The Black Tulip
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ol Boxtel». He looked at the faces in the crowd:
he was afraid that he might see there the face of
Rosa Gryphus., Was she there? Was there any
danger that she might appear and cause trouble?
He looked carefully. No, she was not there.

In the centre of the square there was a raised
place on which was set a gold chair for the Prince
of Orange and a table upon which the Black Tulip
would be set.

Two lines of beautiful girls walked on each side
of the tulip as it was carried up and set upon the
table. All the people shouted again.

Far away, in the street beyond the crowd. a car-
[t might have
been seen, but everyone was looking at the Black
Tulip. The carriage was covered with dust and the
horses were tired. It had travelled far.

riage might have been seen.
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Chapter 32

I Love Flowers!

Inside the carriage sat Cornelius Van Baerle
and the officer. Cornelins was very tired from the
long journey: he looked out of the window of the
carriage at the people.

«Why are there so manypeople in the square?»
he asked. «Is it a feast?»

«Yes», answered the officer: «it is a4 feast».

«Ah!» said Cornelius sadly, « have little in-
terestan feasts. There is no joy left for me in this
world».

The carriage drove on.

i

«l see many flowers», said Cornelius. «Is it a
feast of flowers?» |
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«Yes», answered the officer. «it is the great
Feast of the Flowers. The people of Haarlem love
Howers».

«What beautiful colours! I love Mowers!s

cried Cornelius.

«Stop». said the officer to the driver. «Stop 80
that the gentleman may see the flowerss.

«Thank you for your kindness». smd Van
Bacrle. «but the joy of others gives me pain. ‘Tell
the man to drive ons.

«Just as you wish», said the officer. «1 ordered
the driver to stop because | thought that vou
loved flowers, and this is the feast of one flowers.

« O~ what Mower?» asked Cornelius.

«The tulip».
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«The Tulip!» cried Cornelius. «Is to-day the
Feast of the Tulip?»

«Yes, but if 1t gives vou pain, let us drive on».

A thought came to Cornelius.

«Is the prize given to-day?» he asked.

«Yes.» said the officer. «To-day a prize will be
given for the Black Tulip».

Van Baerle’s face was white.

« Ah!l» he said, «I am sorry for all these peo-
ple. because they will not see what they have
come to see.»

«What do you mean?» asked the officer.

«l mean», said Cornelius, «that they have come
to see a black tulip. but the Black Tulip will not
be found except by one person. whom I know».

«Then that person has found it», answered the
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officer. «All the people in Haarlem to-day are
looking at the Black Tulip».

Cornelius put his head out of the window of the
carriage.

«The Black Tulip!» he cried. «Where is it?
Where 15 1t?»

«Fhere!» said the officer. «up there on the
table».

«| do not see it», cried Van Baerle.

«Come along. We must drive on». said the
olticer.

«Oh. let me see itl» cried Cornelius, «Let me
look once more. Is it possible? Is the tulip quite
biack ——— black as coal, with no other colour in
it? Let me get down from the carriage and see it
closer,

«Are you mad? How could 1 allow such a

[hing*?n

«l beg you!s
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«You forget that you are a prisoner», said the
olhicer.

«l am a prisoner», answered Van Baerle, «but
you may trust me. 1 promise you that I will not
run away. Oh. let me see the tulip!»

«Drive on!» said the offlicer.

«Oh. be kind to me. My whole life depends
upon your kindness. Let me see the tulip. You
don't know what feelings there are in my heart.
Perhaps this may be my tulip! Perhaps it is the
tulip which was stolen from Rosa. Oh, let me get
down. 1 must see the flower. You may kill me
afterwards, but I must see it».

«Silence! Come back into the carriage. Here 18
the Prince of Orange coming, and if he sees you
disobeying my orders he will be very angry with
me».

Cornelius got quickly back into the carriage, for
he did not want to cause trouble to the officer.
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Some of the Prince’s men rode past; then Cor-
nelius put his head out of the window again. just
as the Prince came near his carriage. The Prince
looked at him; he stopped.

«Who is this man?» he asked.

«Sir», said the officer. jumping out of the car-
rage., «this is the prisoner whom 1 have brought
Irom Loevestein as you ordered».

«Well; what does he want?» said the Prince.

«He wants to stop here for a short time». said
the officer.

«| want to see the Black Tulip!» cried Van
Baerle. «Sir, 1 pray you, let me sce the Bluck
Tulip: and when I have seen it. I am ready to
dien,

The Prince turned to the officer.

«ls this the prisoner who gave so much trouble
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at Loevestein and tried to Kill the prison-keeper?»
said the Prince, looking at Cornelius coldly.

These words seemed to show Cornelius that all
hope was lost. The Prince knew all about him. He
did not try o struggle or to defend himsell. He
scemed to the Prince like a poor hittle child who
had done no wrong — and vet had no hope: and
the Prince understood.

«Allow the prisoner to get down. and let him
sce the tulip». be said: «at s well worth scemng».

«Thank you. sir; thank you!» cried Cornchus.
fic nearly fell to the ground, bui the ofhicer held

[ up,

The Prince went on. The crowd shouted. The
music played. He sat down on the golden chair
beside the tulip.
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Chapter 33

Happy End!

Cornehius was led by four soldiers towards the
Black Tulip. The nearer he came to it, the more
excited he became.

At last he saw it — the flower which he could
see once and never again. A line of beautiful girls
stood round it. It was wonderful — a wonderful
flower; yet the more he looked at it, the sadder
he felt. He looked round to see anyone of whom
he might ask one question — «Who 1s the happy
grower of that lovely thing?»

Then the Prince of Orange stood up. As he
looked out over the ecrowd he saw only three peo-
ple. In front of him he saw Boxtel eagerly watch-
ing him. and the money. To his right he saw Cor-
nelius with his eyes. his heart. his life, his love
fixed upon the tulip. And And to the left stood
Rosa. dressed as a bride. but there were tears in
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her eyes. Near her stood one of his officers who
was in charge of her.

The Prince spoke calmly and quietly; fifty
thousand people listened.

«You all know the reason for which we are pre-
sent to-day. A prize of one hundred thousand
guilders has been offered to anyone who can grow
a black tulip. The black tulip has been grown. It s
here, before us. The story of how it was grown
and the name of the grower will be written in the
Book of Honour of this city. —— Now let the
owner of the tulip come forwards».

The Prince looked at the three people standing
among the crowd — Boxtel. Cornelius, Rosa.
Boxtel ran forward. pushing people away from his
path; Cornelius looked up, and made a hittle
movement: then stopped. Then he saw the officer
who was in charge of Rosa lead the girl forward,

Boxtel's face was red with anger. Cornelius
cried out with joy, «Rosa! Rosal»

«This tulip is yours, is it not, my child?» said
the Prince.
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«Yoes, sire. s:aud Ros:,

«Ohls» said Cornelius, «has she lorgotten me?
—— I loved her. and she has forgotten me».

«Ah!s cried Boxtel. «all is lost!»

«This tulip». continued the Prince «is named
The Black Tulip of Rosa Baerle . as Rosa
Buerle will be the future name of this lady».

Cornelius rushed forward, wild with joy.

The Prince took Rosa’s hand and put it in Cor-
nelius Van Baerle's hand.

At the same moment a man fell to the ground.
It was Boxtel. All his hopes were gone. They
raised him up. He was quite dead.

But the feast went on.

Music plaved and the Flower-growers and the
lords and judges and great men marched out of
the square. and among them were Rosa and Cor-
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nelius, walking hand in hand. They came o the
Town Hall: there the Prince stopped.

The Prince pointed to the bag of one hundred
thousand guilders which was being carried beside
the tulip.

«It is difficult», said the Prince. «to judge by
whom this money was gained by you. or by
Rosi. You. Cornclius Van Bacrle. found the

bulb. but she grew it and brought it into flower. |
shall give the money to her at her marniage. The
money s i prize given o her, not only for grow-
ing the tulip, but for her honesty and her brav-
Cry».

The Prince turned to Cornclius: he held i his

hand the page from the book ol Cornelius De
Witte.

«You have to thank Rosa not onlv for growing
the tulip. but also for proving that vou should
now be set free from prison. You were put in pris-
on for a thing which you did not do. Your house,
lands and monev will also be given back to you.
You were a friend of the brothers De Witt; you
are named after Cornelius De Witte. Remain
worthy ol that name. The brothers De Witte were
great men who were unjustly killed at a time of

313



e sy 1adga Leaaly O L ond i o]

10 pu JB gl a¥l plal Ol S
i UG LSl e 38T Oldass cOlns LaziT ol
- dias) Lgzads o9 Wil ase Oladsg l.q:..-I_, q.LLZ.I__,.h doan

Cebl Jlesy dltezdl

Nony ahlai s & 6 S5 0

. aaall J.E.....l"" L:lih_!

=53 J‘J""“" -JJ“'L’ 58 *'}.!.Hm_y—:l:*uﬁ gr_Jj—T
Glnd! OLSE ¢ Gzl gy £ Lod . &l U3 oo
E-;:I""CJJ_-_ OB =2 ¢ detinwe n._l-‘,..ﬂ...ﬂ d JLE_]‘)” i
Yl o 163 3 2 ol eledl pmarlioni s Lo Llads
L ey Al (e

oS s e S Sl o Jinall UL B9dy

,|r).:fﬂ| el ‘_,.d‘,.n i P | a1

www.liilas.com
314



public anger. Their country, Holland, is proud of
them».

The 1two lovers knelt down before the Prince.

«Ah», said the Prince sadly, «you are happy,
happier than your Prince. can ever be. | dream of
the greatness of Holland; you dream of its beauty
and its real greatness — the beauty of its tlow-
Crs».

He got into his carriage and drove away.

And so the story ends.

Cornelius and Rosa were married; they had two
beautiful children, andmany beautiful tulips. And
old Gryphus was the gardener. He kept the tulips
as a prison-keeper keeps his prisoners: the flowers
stood up in straight rows as he marched up and
down giving them their water: and no cat ever
daredto come near Gryphus' garden.

Over the door of the house in which Cornelius
and Rosa lived these words are written:

«Those who have suffered much, have a right
to be happy». '
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