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For Mom
and/or Dad
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“A man can die but once.”


William Shakespeare, Henry IV


“Devine, si tu peux, et choisis, si tu l’oses.”


Pierre Corneille, Hérachlius




1 As we now know, William Shakespeare (1564 AD–whenever he died) was well known for borrowing from existing literature when writing his plays. Our previous publication, To Be or Not To Be: That Is The Adventure, firmly established that the award-winning play Hamlet (I know, turns out there are awards for plays) was lifted wholesale from that recently rediscovered text. We suggested, then, that To Be or Not To Be was both the earliest example of the “book as game” genre, as well as the first instance ever in the then-newish English language that was kicking around of an adventure being chosen by YOU, the reader.


We were wrong.


THIS book, which you are now about to enjoy, really IS that earliest example of nonlinear second-person narratives that are more fun than they sound. We did some more research. It’s true this time.


When Shakespeare sat down to write Romeo and Juliet, he had a choice: he could make up his own story, or he could flip through this book, Romeo and/or Juliet, and just stone-cold copy down what he read. As we now know, he chose the latter. This book he plagiarized from was lost until recently, when I found it again. It was just over there. Someone had put a coat over it, which I think is why we didn’t notice it earlier.


Romeo and/or Juliet is presented here with the original text, unaltered from when Shakespeare stole it. All we’ve added are some rad illustrations, and we also put adorable little hearts next to the choices Shakespeare made when plagiarizing this book. That way if you follow that path when you make a choice, you’ll get the same play that Shakespeare ended up with! However, that is not the only story in this book, and honestly, a lot of the others are way better. Feel free to explore your other options, as there are over 46,012,475,909,287,476 distinct adventures contained within this book! Though, to be fair, after the first quintillion a lot of them are probably going to seem pretty familiar.


Now, prepare yourself for what’s called “the greatest love story ever told” for some reason. Gingerly place your emotions into the front car of the roller coaster. Strap them in tight. Kiss them on the forehead and tell them you love them and that you’ll see them soon. Too late: this emotional roller coaster JUST GOT STARTED. Whoah. This is going to be INSANE.


O Romeo and/or Juliet, Romeo and/or Juliet! Wherefore art thou Romeo and/or Juliet?


RYAN NORTH
NOTED SHAKESPEARE SCHOLAR/ENTHUSIAST


So, intelligent and well-informed reader of interactive fiction: what would you like to do now?
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Get the book spoiled for you right off the bat: turn to 3.







	 

	
Play without spoilers: turn to 36.







	 

	
Learn more about the author: turn to 22.








2 Okay, so the only way you could be reading these words right now is if you (SOMEHOW?) ignored all the very clear instructions to make a choice, and instead (again: SOMEHOW??) thought you were reading a regular boring book in which you can just sit back and enjoy the ride and never ever get to make any choices.


THIS IS NOT SUCH A BOOK.


You agree to start making choices and say that your first one is to go back to the previous option and, you know, read harder this time. You promise that you’re going to read really hard until you understand how a choice works. You swear it.


I BELIEVE IN YOU. Alright, go do that! I don’t want to see you wandering back here again!!


Try again, chuckles: turn to 1.


3 Haha, right! No need to experience this story as it unfolds: I’ll just STRAIGHT-UP TELL YOU HOW IT ENDS. That’s way more fun and definitely how stories are meant to be experienced!


Here’s your spoiler, written all fancy-like so at least you have to work for it:






Two households, both alike in dignity,


In fair Verona, where we lay our scene,


From ancient grudge break to new mutiny,


Where civil blood makes civil hands unclean.


From forth the fatal loins of these two foes


A pair of star-cross’d lovers take their life;


Whole misadventured piteous overthrows


Do with their death bury their parents’ strife.


The fearful passage of their death-mark’d love,


And the continuance of their parents’ rage,


Which, but their children’s end, nought could remove,


Is now the 392-pages’ traffic of our bookly stage;


The which if you with patient eyes attend,


What here shall miss, our toil shall strive to mend.








You’re just lucky that this book has like a bunch of different stories in it, so you can’t really have the whole thing ruined for you even if you want to (WHICH YOU SHOULD NOT, BY THE WAY). So I guess that’s check AND mate, narratively disinclined reader. Looks like you still have to read this whole book after all! All you really learned is that Romeo and Juliet die in one of the endings, which, come on, was definitely gonna happen anyway. They ARE star-cross’d lovers, after all.


Hey! Let’s find out if you can make it happen!
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Choose your character: turn to 36.








4 You are Juliet! Right now you’re sitting in your bedroom chatting with your nurse and only friend, Mrs. Angelica Nurse. YES, her last name is “Nurse” and she works as a nurse. Don’t judge, Juliet. It’s not like you haven’t capuleted a few times before.


We’ve all seen it.


ANYWAY. Your nurse, “A. Nurse,” leaves you because it’s 9 a.m. and she has things to do, among them getting this house ready for the crazy party your parents are throwing tonight. Yes, a crazy party on a Sunday! Who throws a party on a Sunday night? The rich who don’t have to work, that’s who! This includes your parents, and, assuming they die without producing any male heirs, eventually you as well!


You have things to do too, Juliet. You tear through some quick stomach crunches (three reps of ten) and some pec blasts (four reps of eight), and you’re ready to start your day. So! You’re well muscled and your family’s rich. What’s for breakfast?


Haha, just kidding. Your parents have already planned out your whole day for you weeks in advance. When you get downstairs, Mom and breakfast are already waiting for you. She puts your protein shake on the counter, tells you to drink it up, and leaves.


“Yes Mom,” you say automatically.


Drink the protein shake: turn to 5.


5 You reach for the protein shake and bring it to your lips. And because I’m sure you want to know what you’re drinking, let me give you the recipe!






JULIET’S PRO-POWER MIRACLE SHAKE


Ingredients:


one pound of protein (animal flesh, basically; you get yours on standing order from the Merchant of Breakfast downtown)


milk


Instructions:




	Add meat to giant glass.


	Pour in milk until mixture is of desired milkiness.


	Shake vigorously.


	Enjoy!





It’s about as good as it sounds. And it sounds great!!


You chug down breakfast quickly and efficiently, wiping your mouth with the back of a well-muscled arm, and you’re off to start your day! Time to grab this day by the horns and wrestle it into submission!!


Only, at this point your mom sticks her head in and says, “Juliet, would you be a dear and clean your room?”


“Yes Mom,” you say automatically.








Go clean your room: turn to 6.


6 You go upstairs and clean your room, Juliet, just as you were told. When you’re done you shout downstairs to your mom.


“I’m done cleaning, Mom!” you shout.


“Good girl!” she replies. “Please sit there and do your lute homework until I call for you.”


“Yes Mom,” you say automatically.


You spend several hours practicing on your lute. Yesterday your mom said that if you get good enough at it she’ll allow you to perform at one of their parties. You don’t even like the lute that much, but the idea did get you a little excited. Of course, in her next breath she said you were nowhere near good enough at lute yet and doubled the number of pieces you have to learn by the end of the week.


After a while you hear your mother calling up to you. “That’s enough, Juliet!” she shouts, probably tired of hearing the first few bars of “Minor-Key Study Piece for Intermediate Lute Students #52” over and over again. “You’ve got two hours of personal time now, but don’t leave the castle!”


“Yes Mom!” you say, super excited. Any free time you get is the best time of your day! And that’s not saying much, actually!


But enough about that sad stuff: it’s time to have some FRIGGIN’ FUN.


Go have fun: turn to 7.


7 So, the thing is, you’re not allowed out of the house, and everyone’s busy with prepping for the party. Even your nurse can’t talk to you right now.


You flex your way downstairs to the servants’ kitchen and ask if there’s anything you can do to help out, and while you DO help them open up a few tricky jars, it only takes half an hour at most to go through every tricky jar you can find. Soon all the jars are opened and you’re surreptitiously screwing on a few lids super tight so at least you’ll have something to do tomorrow morning.


It’s pretty boring, Juliet! I should’ve told you this sooner, but your life is pretty boring these days. All days, really. The sad fact is, it’s boring to live in a castle with your parents where nothing interesting happens and you got big into muscles because then at least you’d have something to do while standing around bored for hours (that something is building muscles).


So that’s what you do (you go work out so that you might maintain your existing muscles and maybe get better ones too), and before you know it your free time is almost over and it’s time to go back into your room.


Finish your workout: turn to 8.


8 You gingerly put down the weights you were blasting and wipe down your workout equipment. Then you change out of your wet and sweaty and gross and stinky and entirely unsexy “Juliet workout tights” and into your much less sweaty and at least slightly sexier “Juliet hanging-around-the-castle tights” with your favorite red dress on top.


You’re just pulling it on when you hear Angelica calling for you. “In a minute!” you reply, but a few seconds later you can hear your mom and Angelica outside your door. Your mom is asking where you are, and Angelica is saying that she already called for you.


“I called for her already! I swear I did! I swear on my virginity at age twelve!” she says, which is kinda weird and a little bit pervy.


“That was kinda weird and a little bit pervy,” you mutter to yourself, making the final adjustments to your dress. You leave your bedroom and greet your mother and nurse waiting outside your door.


“Guys, calm down, I’m here,” you say. “What do you want?”


Your mom sends your nurse away. “Juliet and I must talk privately,” she says.


“Okay,” Angelica says, leaving.


“Wait, I just remembered, actually you’re allowed to hear our secrets,” your mom says.


“Okay,” Angelica says, returning.


“Wait, before we start,” your mom says, “POP QUIZ: how old is my only child?”


You’d like to say she’s testing your nurse, but you’re not entirely convinced your mom actually knows.
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Let Angelica answer: turn to 9.







	

	
Answer for her so that—wait, nevermind, Angelica’s answering already. That’s what you get for never speaking up, Juliet. GUESS WE’RE GONNA LET ANGELICA ANSWER AFTER ALL. Turn to 9.








9 Angelica says your 17th birthday will be this July 31 (hey, that’s only a few weeks away! EXCITING) and she knows it down to the hour because her own child, Susan, was born that very same day.


SPOILER ALERT: Angelica tends to go on a bit, so I’m gonna cut this down to just the highlights because nobody’s getting paid by the word here. Brevity is the soul of wit! That’s a saying you can attribute to ME, the author of this crazy branching novel. Make sure nobody else steals it.


So! Here are the Angelica highlights:


[image: images]  you were born July 31, and she knows because her own baby was born the same day


[image: images]  that baby is named Susan (nice name)


[image: images]  that baby is dead now (WHOAH, DANG YO)


[image: images]  there was an earthquake on your birthday 14 years ago (irrelevant information, feel free to forget this right … now)


[image: images]  you stopped breast-feeding on that very day (okay, that’s fine)


[image: images]  she put wormwood on her nipple to wean you (okay, whatever, let’s move on)


[image: images]  this made you mad at her breast and you and the breast had a falling-out (how are we still talking about this?)


[image: images]  the day before the combination earthquake/weaning, you fell while walking and bruised your face and Angelica’s husband picked you up to comfort you


[image: images]  her husband is dead now too (OH WELL)


[image: images]  her husband asked you if you fell forward on your face, and then asked if when you grew up you’d “fall backwards” instead


[image: images]  what the heck?! That’s a sex euphemism!


[image: images]  her late husband made sex jokes to a three-year-old child


[image: images]  may I just reiterate, what the heck?!


[image: images]  SERIOUSLY!


[image: images]  seriously


[image: images]  anyway, three-year-old you said “Yes!” to this question that you could not possibly understand and it was SO HILARIOUS that here we are talking about it OVER A DECADE LATER


At this point your mom (TOTALLY of her own volition and not because I’m getting tired of this myself) asks Angelica to be quiet, which she eventually does, but not before adding:


[image: images]  the bruise on your head was as big as a rooster’s testicle


WOW. You want to end this here, Juliet?
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Ask them what they want to talk to you about: turn to 10.







	 

	
Wait, hold on, I don’t really have the context for the rooster’s-testicle thing. How big are we talking about here? Turn to 418.








10 Your mom says she wants you to get married and have kids right away. You know, like she did when she was twelve! She says you’re overdue, Juliet!


MOMS, am I right??


Anyway, she’s organized this party tonight so that you can meet your future husband, to whom you are, as of a few hours ago, already promised. She’s set it all up, wheels are already in motion, so you’ll definitely be marrying the dude you meet tonight. Also, she says, it’s a masked ball, so everyone will be hiding their faces!


You note to yourself that this is a terrible-themed party to have if you actually want to judge how attractive people are, so this dude she wants you to marry must be an uggo.


“Juliet,” your mom says, “don’t you think this surprise mandatory arranged marriage is the most wonderful news??”


Alright, this is getting serious. If you keep doing everything your mother asks of you, you’re going to end up married to a stranger, and not just any stranger, but one who thinks the best way to meet women is to get their moms to promise women to him sight unseen. You wanna get out of here, see the world, maybe start making some decisions for yourself?


Or do you want to say “Yes Mom” automatically?






	 

	
Run past them, tear out of the house, never look back: turn to 25.
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Say “Yes Mom” automatically: turn to 11.








11 “Yes Mom,” you say automatically.


Your mother smiles and keeps talking. She says that here in Verona all the ladies get married at your age. (What? That’s not true and has never been true—just because she got married at that age doesn’t mean YOU have to be a teen mom too.) She says the guy she wants you to marry, Tom Paris, is big into you based on what scant information he’s been told—mainly that you’re female AND fertile. Angelica volunteers that he’s the greatest man in the whole world and that his body is as perfect as a wax sculpture.


You can’t think of a single wax sculpture you’d ever want to spend the rest of your life with.


Your mom asks you if you can love this Paris guy you’ve never met or even heard of before just now, and it would be really convenient for her if you could because, as she said, this whole thing is a setup to get you married off really quickly!


What do you want to do, Juliet?






	 

	
Again: run past them, tear out of the house, never look back: turn to 25.
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Say “Yes Mom” automatically: turn to 12.








12 Alright? You stay exactly where you are and say “Yes Mom” when your mother expects it.


Your mother goes on to tell you to check out Paris’s rockin’ bod and his rockin’ eyes in particular. She says he’s a book of pure love that only needs a cover (that’s you, Jules). She says it’s not right that someone so beautiful as yourself should hide from someone so bangin’ as him.


“Also, if you marry him you’ll gain access to his wealth,” she says. “And you’ll lose nothing by having sex with him either, because sex in the context of a monogamous marriage is cool and fun.”


“In fact, you’ll gain from having sex with him!” your nurse adds. “Because you’ll get pregnant. And then you’ll be bigger!” Yes, factually that is how pregnancy works!


“Yes or no?” your mom says, concluding, “Can you promise me that you’ll fall in love with this dude you’ve never met? I cannot stress this enough: Tom Paris’s bod is rockin’.”
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Say “Yes Mom”: turn to 13.







	 

	
For once in your life, say “NO Mom”: turn to 44.








13 Aw man! Seriously? Juliet, I was hoping you’d want to go on a fun and exciting adventure, not agree with everything your parents say and get married to a stranger in the first few pages, THE END. But I GUESS there’s some adventure to be had in marrying a rich dude that your mom likes, so, um, here we go?


You behave exactly as your parents want, and you tell everyone that you’ll do your level best to love this Paris guy. And as soon as you do, a servant enters and reminds your mom that it’s 8 p.m. and the party has started, the guests are here, the staff are cursing the nurse, and everything is entirely out of control.


Better get on that, everyone!


Your mom slips on her mask and tells you that she expects you downstairs and partying momentarily. And listen, I’m not exactly what you’d call “wow so impressed” with how you’ve been playing Juliet so far, so why don’t you be Romeo for a while? He’s the other person whose name is on the cover. He’s on his way to your house right now with his friends Mercutio and Benvolio, so this’ll be fun! You’ll get to crash your own party!
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Be Romeo, crash party: turn to 51.








14 Benvolio shakes your hand repeatedly. “Good morning, good morning,” he says. You ask him if it really is morning, and he confirms that it is, and you figure that’s enough small talk! Time to talk about the important things: your feelings.


“Let me level with you, Ben,” you say. “Here’s my whole deal: I love someone but she doesn’t like me back.”


Benvolio agrees that yeah that sounds bad, and that love can be rough sometimes.


“What’s rough is that love is supposed to be blind, but it can still see its way into making ME do whatever it wants!” you say, personifying your emotions as an imagined third party whose tyranny allows you to preemptively absolve yourself of responsibility for your own actions.


That’s right. Don’t think I didn’t notice.


You’re about to talk about love some more when you realize it’s breakfast o’clock and you haven’t eaten since it was dinner o’clock! That was yesterday!
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Redirect the conversation towards breakfast: turn to 28.







	 

	
Forget breakfast! Talk about love some more. Turn to 20.








15 Oh. Okay. Well you’re in luck, because Will submitted a bio too:






William “Will” Shakespeare is a writer (and sometimes actor!) who enjoys the unique challenges of both plays and sonnets. Stage credits include a production of Sejanus His Fall and, more recently, “Kno’well” in Every Man in His Humor. Will is a founding member of the Lord Chamberlain’s Men, a boys-only acting troupe and theater construction partnership. When not on, around, or behind a London stage, Will can probably be found in Stratford-upon-Avon, home of his second-best bed and first-best wife, Anne (love you, sweetie!). He hopes that one day his writing will be recognized as “not of an age, but for all time.”








There! Nothing left now but to:


Choose your character: turn to 36.


16 “We could stab all the Capulets!” you say.


“Yeah, I mean, probably,” Benvolio says. “But I’d love to end this without bloodshed. The problem with ‘an eye for an eye’ is that it leaves everybody blind,” he says.


“Not if you were born with two eyes,” you say, gesturing to your eyes with your fork, “which I was. But if you don’t want to kill them all, that works too,” you say. “I’m a lover, not a fighter. What if I just married all the Capulets instead?”


Benvolio does not think this plan is very good and raises several objections, including the fact that a bunch of the Capulets are already married. You’re about to pull out some documentation showing how this is actually a viable endeavor if only you could get some laws supporting non-monogamous relationships passed, but then your food arrives!


Let us eat a breakfast: turn to 32.


17 “Hey Ben, where’d you get that vest? And in an unrelated matter, where’d you get that blood on your face?” you say.


“Both at the same place,” Benvolio replies. “I’ll tell you all about it. Over breakfast?”


“IT’S LIKE YOU READ MY MIND,” you say. And if we’re being accurate, it’s more fair to say it’s like he read your mind and chose options you’d already tacitly rejected—but yeah: crazy coincidence!


Go have breakfast: turn to 38.


18 You hold out your hand in front of you and begin to describe Rosaline to your cousin. Here’s what you say:






She’ll not be hit


With Cupid’s arrow. She hath Dian’s wit.


And, in strong proof of chastity well armed


From love’s weak childish bow, she lives uncharmed.


She will not stay the siege of loving terms,


Nor bide th’ encounter of assailing eyes,


Nor ope her lap to saint-seducing gold.


Oh, she is rich in beauty, only poor


That when she dies, with beauty dies her store.








Benvolio seems to catch on to what’s going on. He holds out a hand in front of himself and asks, “Then she hath sworn that she will still live chaste?”


You’re now both standing with your arms held out in front of you. You reply,






She hath, and in that sparing makes huge waste,


For beauty, starved with her severity,


Cuts beauty off from all posterity.


She is too fair, too wise, wisely too fair,


To merit bliss by making me despair.


She hath forsworn to love, and in that vow


Do I live dead that live to tell it now.








Benvolio lowers his hand.


“Man, forget about her,” he says.
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Say it’s impossible to forget about Rosaline: turn to 52.







	 

	
Actually try to forget about Rosaline: turn to 39.








19 You and Benvolio start walking as you talk. Benvolio tells you that you need to own your feelings, saying that if you want someone and you can’t have her, that’s not HER problem: that’s YOUR thing, and you need to fix it. You make your way by unspoken agreement downtown, and as there’s not much shade here in fair Verona, you find a nice alleyway where you can sit down and chat.


Benvolio gives you some very reasonable advice to get over Rosaline (avoid being in the same places as her, do nice things for yourself, join a club to meet new people) and during all this you’re nodding and saying things like “I see” and “Mmmhmm” and “Interesting, interesting,” and both Benvolio and I think you’re making great progress until you suddenly stop in your tracks and say, “Whatever, man, I can’t ever forget her and that’s that.


“As everyone who has ever been a teenager and in love knows,” you continue, “that one, singular love lasts the rest of your life and torments you always. Adults literally never get over whatever one person they first liked when they were a teen. That’s just how life is. That’s just what the emotional life of grown men and women looks like.”


Benvolio sighs, deeply frustrated.


“Come on, Romeo, listen to me,” he says. “You just need to meet someone new and you’ll forget about her, I PROMISE. It’s like when you get a NEW eye infection, and then that cures whatever old infections were making your eyes all crusty and gross!”


This line of argument isn’t really working for you and is also meganasty, so you’re looking for an out. Conveniently, you notice a man uncertainly peering into your alleyway. Trying to sound as friendly as you can, you ask if he’d like to join you in the shade.


The man studies you both for a moment and, deciding that you’re probably not going to murderize him, comes closer and sits down beside you. “Hi,” he says. “I’m Peter.”


You and Benvolio introduce yourselves.


“Hey,” Peter says, “can you read? I’ve got this piece of paper here and I need to know what it says on it.”
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Tell him you can read: turn to 50.







	 

	
Tell him you are illiterate: turn to 37.








20 “So, as I was saying,” you say, trying to get thoughts of breakfast out of your head, images of orange juice with just the right amount of pulp and eggs that are perfect, better than perfect, they’re the eggs you’d eat in your dreams if only you dreamed bigger, impossibly bigger, and the bacon is so tasty that you roll your eyes like it’s a joke, because it’s ridiculous, nothing should taste this good, and when you swallow you’re certain anything this tasty has to have some supernaturally terrible hidden price attached to it, like with every bite you exchanged a few days of your life, but it doesn’t matter, you’ll pay it, you’ll pay it and you’ll say thank you and you’ll be back in a few weeks, digging deep in your pockets just to have it again, “love sure is an emotion that I experience deeply! Do you … also like love?” you ask.


“I think it’s okay,” Benvolio says. Then Benvolio points towards some blood on his face that you hadn’t noticed before, obviously trying to draw your attention to it. Guess what? You’re still too into talking about love AND thinking about breakfast right now to really pay any attention to it!


Continue talking about love: turn to 48.


Okay, I’m sorry, but I could really go for some breakfast. Can we go someplace where I can eat some eggs and continue this conversation? Turn to 38.


21 It’s not a very big garbage can, and it’s way too small to fit you inside. You’ve got one foot on top of the garbage that’s already in it and you’re gingerly placing an orange peel on your head when Benvolio catches up with you.


“Romeo!” he says. “You’re so crazy! Hah hah hah! Are you trying to hide in that garbage can?”


“Ay me!” you say, wanting to say something else instead of “Ay” but this is a family book so you can’t use words like—OH NICE TRY, YOU ALMOST GOT ME THERE BUT I’M NOT SAYING IT!


IF YOU SAY WORDS LIKE THAT THEN BABIES AND SENIORS ALIKE SCOWL AT YOU, YOU SHOULD KNOW THAT!


Talk to Benvolio: turn to 14.


22 Ryan submitted a bio to go along with this book, so you’re in luck!






Ryan North is a New York Times–bestselling writer and cartoonist. He’s written comics like Dinosaur Comics, The Unbeatable Squirrel Girl, Adventure Time, and The Midas Flesh, which is a story about a man where everything he touches turns to gold but then he accidentally kills the entire planet before he suffocates because the air touching his lungs turns to gold too. And that’s just in the first issue! As an editor, he’s coedited the Machine of Death anthology and its follow-up, This Is How You Die. He has other interests beyond stories about death, honest. He lives in Toronto with his wife, Jenn, and their dog, Noam Chompsky.








No, I wanted to learn about the OTHER author! Turn to 15.


Actually, now I want to learn about the artists: turn to 475.


23 “Do the Capulets even have any daughters your age?” Benvolio says, digging into the food piled in front of him.


“I don’t know, probably,” you say while chewing. “I’m going to marry Rosaline first, though. Just as soon as she realizes she wants some Vitamin R.”


“Vitamin Rosaline?” asks Benvolio.


“No no, Vitamin Romeo,” you say.


“What’s a vitamin?” asks Benvolio.


“Listen,” you say, pushing your breakfast to the side so you can have some real talk. “If we’re gonna end this without bloodshed, we need a plan. A real plan.”


“To do what?” Benvolio says. In response, you slide your breakfast back in front of you and cut off a bite of your food and put it in your mouth, all while maintaining unbroken eye contact with Benvolio.


“You and me are going to end our parents’ strife,” you say through a dramatic mouthful of egg.


“How?” Benvolio says.


“Easy,” you say. “We spy on them! One of us tags my parents, the other takes the Capulets. Once we know their secret hopes, dreams, desires, fears, and weaknesses—once we know them better than they know themselves—we use our knowledge to manipulate both people and events to achieve our goals. We’ll guide them towards peace without them even knowing we’re there!”


“Ah, I get it!” says Benvolio. “So the Capulets and Montagues will think they’re making their OWN decisions, but we’ll actually be the ones in charge of what they decide. We’ll be like gods! Or like people playing one of those Choose Your Own Ad—”


“Yes,” you say, interrupting, “yes, we’ll be like either of one of those two things. Are you in?”


“Absolutely,” Benvolio says.


You signal for the bill. When it arrives it turns out that mascot is back again, printed at the top. Now he’s frying an egg and saying, “All that glitters is our golden eggs special: two served as you like them with coffee or juice and your choice of home fries or toast, every day before eleven a.m.!”


“Huh,” you say.


“So do you want to shadow your own parents or the Capulets?” Benvolio asks as you make your way outside the restaurant.


“I clearly know my own parents best,” you say, “but on the other hand, familiarity might blind me to certain things that an outside observer would see. It’s a tricky problem; however, I think we can both agree on what the extremely obvious right choice here is.”


“I’ll follow my parents. You take the Capulets.” Turn to 54.


“I’ll follow the Capulets. You take my parents.” Turn to 30.


24 Friar Lawrence is a friend of yours, and that makes you happy, because all the coolest teens are friends with friars. You soon arrive at Friar Headquarters, where he lives.


“Friar, it’s me!” you say, knocking on the door even as you open it to let yourself in. “Anybody home?”


“Romeo, is that you?” comes a creaky voice from the back. “Good lord, what time is it?”


“Um—probably around ten?” you say, closing the door behind you. “Were you sleeping?”


Friar Lawrence stumbles out of the back room. He was definitely sleeping. Dude’s a mess. He grabs hold of your arms, his wild eyes staring intently into yours. His breath is AWFUL.


“Ten a.m.?” Friar Lawrence says. “TEN A.M.?!”


“Ten a.m.,” you confirm.


Friar Lawrence’s wild face instantly changes into a smile. “Then my experiment was a complete success!”


“What? What experiment?” you say.


“The experiment of being dead for forty-two hours, of course!” he says. “It worked, Romeo! It worked!”


“You spent forty-two hours … dead?” you ask.


Friar Lawrence waves his hands around his face, like he’s trying to get rid of a fly. “No, no, obviously I wasn’t dead. But I faked it! I took a swig of this serum and it induced deathlike symptoms for precisely forty-two hours! Now I don’t have to do jury duty!”


“Friar,” you say, “are you telling me you faked your own death … to get out of jury duty?”


“My mother also wanted me to water her plants while she was traveling,” he says. “Don’t worry about it. Now that I can fake my own death whenever I want, all my problems are over!”


“I’m actually hoping you can help me with one of mine,” you say. “Oh?” the Friar says suspiciously, uncapping a vial of liquid and holding it near his mouth.


“It’s no big deal,” you say. “I’m just tired of feeling sad and want to forget about a woman.”


“Oh!” the Friar says, relieved. He screws the cap back on the vial and drops it into his pocket. “That’s easy.” Turning around, he rummages through a giant pile of herbs and potions. He finds a red one and thrusts it into your hands.


“Here,” he says. “Two sips of this and you’ll forget about whoever you love for forty-two hours. Done!”


“What’s the catch?” you ask.


“Oh, when it wears off, two days of longing will come flooding back to you all at once. It’s pretty soul-destroying.”


“Neat,” you say. “But is that all you’ve got?”


“It is unless you want to fake your own death!” he says. “Which, as I’ve said, is really easy now.”


“INTERESTING,” you say.


Decide to forget about Rosaline for 42 hours: turn to 49.


Decide to fake your death for 42 hours instead: turn to 35.


25 You push your way past your mom and your nurse and run out of the castle. No WAY are you staying in that crazy house. You’re sorry your mom got married too young and that damaged her, but that doesn’t mean you’re going to stand around and let her do the same thing to you. Sorry, Mom. Sorry, Angelica. But right now you’re running away from home, LITERALLY.


You’ve made it a few minutes from your house when you realize all you’ve got on you is the dress you’re wearing, so you do something you’re not accustomed to doing: you make a decision. And that decision is to run back to the house, jog in through the back entrance, and pack a bag with clothes, money, jewelry to pawn, a map of Verona, some free weights, and some snacks. Then you run away from home again.


Once you’re clear of your parents’ estate, you stop to rest for a bit. You pull out your map and examine it. There’s one place in particular you always wanted to see but your parents never gave you permission to visit: the Romeo District. It’s got that name because all the guys there hit on the ladies!


Let’s go see if it lives up to its reputation!!


Go to the Romeo District: turn to 46.


You know what, nevermind, return home again: turn to 33.


26 “I appreciate how you tried to break up this fight,” you say, “but I’m a lover, not a fighter. Let’s play to my strengths. What if I just married all the Capulets instead? Then they’d be in our family and we wouldn’t be able to feud anymore, and then the Capulet line would become extinct, assuming I required that all my spouses, male or female, took my last name. Also, we’ll need to repeal bigamy laws but I’ve done some research on this”—here you begin to pull out a stack of papers from beneath your shirt, placing them on the table between you—“and I think that with a few years of concerted lobbying, real progress can be made.”


Benvolio flips through the papers. “I can see you’ve actually put quite a bit of thought into this,” he says, impressed, “and I respect that you’re looking at the long game, but I think this is one problem that won’t be solved by you marrying everyone.”


“Weird,” you say, taking the papers and stuffing them back down your shirt. Just then, your food arrives!


Finally, it’s breakfast! Eat a tasty meal! Turn to 32.


27 You are Romeo!


You’ve been wandering around town since dawn. You were up early and sad because you are SO IN LOVE with Rosaline! She’s perfect, you tell yourself. She’s a real grown-up lady, beautiful, with legs that won’t quit, and with arms that won’t quit, and with the rest of her that’s unwilling or unable to quit as well. But she’s more than just a collection of limbs, isn’t she? She’s a full-fledged AWESOME WOMAN, and she’s clever and funny and interesting and you’re certain two people have never been better suited for one another!


The only problem is that she doesn’t return your affection. Like, at all.


Dude, you’re not even at the “Oh, Romeo, I like you as a friend” level. You’re at the “It’s ‘Romeo,’ right?” level, the “Listen, Romeo, I’ve um—taken a vow of chastity” level, the “Hey I just remembered this vow lasts my entire life, so, um, sorry” level.


You can’t figure out why she wouldn’t bend the rules even a little for you. You’re a 15-year-old boy who confessed your love to a woman in her thirties within five minutes of meeting her! What’s not to like?


All this walking hasn’t helped you make any progress on this problem, and you’re stuck on what you’re calling “Stage One”: trying to figure out the precise series of sounds to make, emotions to emulate, and actions to undertake in order to make Rosaline fall in love with you. BECAUSE THAT’S HOW ROMANCE WORKS.


You’re pondering this problem when you spot three people in conversation up ahead. They look like your parents, Charles and Rosemary, talking with your best friend/cousin, Benvolio! Benvolio’s great, and right now he’s wearing this super-cool vest. It’s got like—badges on it? And tassels? I know that sounds terrible but it’s really working for him.


I’m still checking out that vest when your parents and Benvolio notice you standing there: your mom and dad abruptly leave while Benvolio turns and jogs towards you. “Good morning, cousin!” he shouts, waving. You pretend not to notice because you’re sad and want to be left alone, and also because while Benvolio’s a good friend, he kinda takes everything literally, which makes him not the best person to talk about feelings with.


Actually, you saw Benvolio earlier today, only you didn’t want to talk to him just then because you were walking around crying over your feelings (Oh, Romeo. Wherefore art thou such a wimp, Romeo?), so you jumped into the woods and then hid while crying until he went away because that’s how you solve your problems. But there are no woods here! There’s only a garbage can. What do you want to do?






	[image: image]

	
Talk to Benvolio: turn to 14.







	 

	
Hide in the garbage can: turn to 21.








28 “Breakfast!” you say. “Dude, let’s eat some. Where shall we dine?”


You’re about to give Benvolio a chance to respond when you realize he has blood on his face! It’s been there this whole time and you’re just noticing now, you jerk! Although honestly part of the fault is mine, since I’m in charge of scene description here and I didn’t notice either. I was too distracted by his cool vest! SPEAKING OF WHICH, I’ve had some time to check out that vest some more and I’m pretty sure there are some sequins sewn into it. It’s so great. Can you ask him where he got it?






	 

	
Ask him about the vest: turn to 17.







	 

	
Ask him about his face … OVER BREAKFAST: turn to 38.
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Ignore the vest, ignore the face: my name is Romeo and I am here to talk about love: turn to 48.








29 “She refuses to fall in love with me. She’s smart, and as clever as Diana! As you know, Diana is the Roman goddess of the hunt, and also the goddess of the moon and birthing. She can also talk to and control animals.”


“Like Aquaman, but for land!” Benvolio says, and here he’s intending to refer to the Greek sea god Poseidon but has clearly forgotten his name and is trying to bluff his way through that mistake. “Aquaman”? Really, Benvolio?


“Exactly. But she’s shielded from Cupid’s arrow by her +2 shield of chastity. She won’t listen to my words of love!” you say.


“That’s her choice,” Benvolio says.


“She won’t let me look at her with my eyes of love!” you say.


“Again, it’s really her choice to do that or not,” Benvolio says.


“She won’t even open her lap to receive my golden gift of love!!” you say.


“I don’t think you can fault her for this,” Benvolio says, “as consent is the center of any defensible system of sexual ethics.”


You look at him angrily. He’s not getting what you’re saying, so you decide to take a different tack. “She’s rich in beauty, Ben,” you say, “but ACTUALLY she’s really poor, because when she dies her beauty dies with her, on account of how she’s so into celibacy! And that SUCKS, because she’s so hot that those children would be super hot too!”


Benvolio stares at you, one eyebrow raised.


“You know, EVENTUALLY,” you say.


Benvolio lowers his eyebrow.


“Anyway,” you say, “she’s sworn off love and in so doing has killed me. Metaphorically. I’m only alive now so that I can tell you about it.”


“Man,” says Benvolio, “forget about her.”


Say it’s impossible to forget about Rosaline: turn to 52.


Actually try to forget about Rosaline: turn to 39.


30 You sneak your way over to Capulet Castle, noticing on the way over how all the servants are running around with decorations, flowers, and streamers. You can’t tell if they’re cleaning up after a party or preparing for the next one, but you smile: the hustle and bustle this generates will make your infiltration easier. Plus, even the security guards are helping out with the work, so sneaking in here is actually super easy.


Once inside the castle grounds, you look around. You haven’t really thought of the best way to approach this, but you know you need to get inside and close to the Capulets. A few ideas suggest themselves, but two of them stand out as being really terrific:


Disguise yourself as a maid: turn to 42.


Disguise yourself as an innocuous wall; nobody ever suspects walls: turn to 55.


31 The amazing thing about breathing is that it’s so instinctual! It’s very hard—very near impossible—to suffocate yourself by simply deciding to die. Even if you have the willpower to hold your breath until you pass out, the second you do your body will begin breathing for you, saving your life. Your body wants to live, Romeo.


However, your body didn’t count on your trying to breathe, talk, and eat breakfast at the same time, AND on your being so terrible at it. You choke on your breakfast, it blocks your windpipe, and two minutes later you are dead. If only someone had previously invented some sort of eponymous maneuver, perhaps involving a series of abdominal thrusts, that could’ve saved your life! But they didn’t and you’re dead, the end!


At your funeral no smokin’-hot babes show up (including Rosaline), which disappoints you because you are now a ghost and you hoped a lot of hotties would come to your funeral. NO DICE, friend. But the good news is there are still ghost babes around! They’re just hanging out in the church. You hit on them instead. You say, “Hey baby, ever sex a dude during his own funeral?”


They all think that’s pretty inappropriate for a bunch of reasons actually.


Sorry, Romeo. You do not make a sex during your own funeral in this ending. And I know, I know: what’s the point of reading this book—ANY book—if funeral sex doesn’t happen in it even when it totally could?


You throw this book away in bitter, horny disappointment.


[image: image]


THE END


 




32 Jessica appears at the table with your breakfast orders. You thank her and soon you have begun the mechanical and chemical process of eating, which is required to sustain human life. Without it you’d be forced to rely on your fat and muscle reserves, and those would be depleted in only a few weeks at the most! The first step in eating is to carefully push the prepared egg dish in front of you into your stomach via your face. You decide to do this in tiny stages, one forkful at a time.


That accomplished, you use the teeth protruding into the flesh of your mouth from your skull to slice and grind the food into smaller pieces.


This aids in digestion.


Learn more about eating: turn to 40.


Continue talking: turn to 23.


33 Okay, so, Jules: you’re making a lot of very big decisions very quickly here. In the space of only two moves you have decided to take command of your life and run away from home, and then instantly decided to reverse that so that now instead of running away from home you are literally running back towards home. Maybe you want to consider your choices a bit more carefully in the future? Because later on you may well end up with a “Stab this dude” option and there’s not gonna be an “Aw frig, someone’s coming, unstab this dude fast!!” option then.


Alright!


You run back to your house, taking the long way this time so at least you can have a slightly longer taste of freedom, and when you get there you see the party has already started. You slip in through the back and join the party.


Join the party. turn to 58.


34 “Anyway, let’s NOT go to the party!” you say. “We weren’t invited, and plus I’ll just get even more obsessed with Rosaline. Instead, let’s go get some breakfast, yeah? It’s breakfast season, and I’m colluding for some fooding!” you say.


“ ‘Colluding for some fooding’?” Benvolio asks.


“I’m heating for some meating,” you say. “Like, food meat, not ‘meet someone’ meat.”


“What?” says Benvolio.


“NEVERMIND,” you say, grabbing your friend’s arm and dragging him down the road to your favorite restaurant: the Merchant of Breakfast.


Arrive at the restaurant: turn to 45.


35 You take the bottle of Fake Death Juice, thank the Friar, and return home. You sit down on your bed. You get up and tidy up your room a bit, for when people find you. You sit down on your bed again. You realize you never asked the Friar how much to take, but probably it’s the whole bottle, right? That’s how medicine works, right?


You chug the contents of the bottle.


“Here’s to my love!” you say, then wipe your mouth with the back of your hand. As you lie down, you already start to feel dizzy. “Dang, Friar, your drugs are quick,” you mutter. You hold one hand up in front of you. “And thus, with a chug, I ‘die.’ ”


The last thing you’re aware of as you lose consciousness is your own hand slapping you in the face.


Time passes: turn to 59.


36 You have just been born! Congratulations, good work on that thing! Now SURPRISE, babies are boring, so we’re going to jump ahead in time to a point where you’re a COOL TEEN and you’ve already lived a reasonable chunk of your life. I can promise you that most of what we’re going to see now will be FLABBERGASTINGLY INTERESTING. Teens do all sorts of interesting things! They make friends, they shed tears, they totally make out, AND OTHER THINGS TOO, PROBABLY. I think we all can agree that high school rules and is definitely the most important part of your life. So let’s join this awesome stuff already in progress!


Where you are is Verona, in Italy. When you are is Sunday, July 21, 1585, 8:18 a.m. Who you are … well, that’s entirely up to you.


Are you:


[image: image]


ROMEO? He’s a 15-year-old teen who loves love, loves being in love, and loves being in love with love! Big into love, this guy. He’s deeply, sincerely in love with Rosaline, who is smart and pretty and SO PERFECT OMG. It’s weird we haven’t mentioned her in the title though? Anyway, Romeo’s interests include thinking about women and also not being called up to the front of the class while thinking about women. Last year he moved out of his parents’ house and into a tinier house that his parents also own.


Romeo’s got a +1 perk to composition and elocution (that’s, like, talking), but a −1 weakness against moderation and foresight. If you think you’ll need to recite poetry in this adventure, he’s a good choice. He’s allied with TEAM MONTAGUE.


[image: image]


JULIET? She’s a 16-year-old teen who is a dainty flower, as fragile as a spider’s web in the morning dew. Naw, I’m just having a little fun, like when you call a short guy “Tallo” or “Doctor Heightsworth.” Juliet’s actually SUPER RIPPED, and her top six interests are: muscles, boys, getting muscles, getting boys, kissing boys, and kissing her own muscles. Look, you can play as a boy who wants to meet a girl or as a girl who wants to meet a boy! Each has what the other wants, and you can control either of them. Hey, this book is gonna be EASY.


The downside to Juliet is, her parents micromanage her life and tell her what to do all the time, which leaves very little time for chatting up boys. She never gets to decide anything for herself, she barely leaves the house, and her nurse is her only real friend. It’s a little sad when you think about it. She tries not to.


Juliet has a +2 perk to muscles (OBVIOUSLY) but a −2 weakness against the mad hotties. She’s an excellent choice if you want to solve your problems with muscles, and why wouldn’t you? She’s on TEAM CAPULET.
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Play as Romeo: turn to 27.







	 

	
Play as Juliet: turn to 4.







	 

	
TIRED OF READING THIS STORY ALREADY? Haha wow that didn’t take long. There’s a bunch of nice pictures on the cover you can look at while you wait for everyone else to finish reading this book. Turn to the cover; the end.








37 “I cannot read,” you say, lying to an almost complete stranger for your own amusement. “I am illiterate. I am, in fact, aliterate, which is to say I have not even conceived of literacy before. I am so far from reading that I actually stand outside the literate/illiterate dichotomy.”


“I thought ‘aliterate’ meant that you could read, but that you choose not to,” Benvolio says.


“Well it also means that I can’t read AND I choose not to do so,” you reply. “Which I guess would be an easy choice to make, given those circumstances. Anyway,” you say, turning back to the guy who asked you the question, “what is it you wanted me to read?”


He’s long gone. Oh well! Your stomach grumbles and you grab Benvolio’s head. “Dude, let’s get some breakfast,” you say. “I was going to mention it earlier but then I decided not to for some reason.”


“Okay,” Ben says.


The two of you make your way to your favorite restaurant: the Merchant of Breakfast!


Arrive at the restaurant: turn to 45.


38 You take Benvolio’s hand and tell him you’re going to this amazing little brunch place you know. Everyone loves brunch, OBVIOUSLY, but you super-love brunch. You are so big into brunch that your middle name should be “Brunch,” but you’ve spent several weeks trying to convince your friends that it’s “Doctor Lovesworth” so it’s too late for that now.


“The quality of the eggs Benedict there is off the hook,” you say to Benvolio as you lead him down the road. “They have twice-fried bacon that’s insane. I’m going to ask you about your face over breakfast.”


“Okay,” says Benvolio, a little hesitant. He pauses. “I got into a fight at the—”


“Shh,” you say, pressing your index finger against his lips. You look up the road, still shushing him. “We’re almost there.”


You soon arrive at your destination: an adorable restaurant situated beneath a carved wooden sign reading THE MERCHANT OF BREAKFAST. Beneath it is a freshly painted illustration of what seems to be their new mascot: a smiling giant anthropomorphic egg happily frying up a regular egg. He’s got a voice balloon. “I know not why I am so tasty!” he says.


That’s new.


You take your seats and a waiter comes by, introduces herself as Jessica, and gives you menus. She’s got a red-and-white-checkered handkerchief in her belt: everything’s so homey and fun here! Looking at the menu you see an image of that egg-frying-an-egg mascot again, only now he’s saying, “If you fry us, do we not become extremely tasty?”


“Here’s a round of water. Can I get y’all some coffee to start?” Jessica asks.


“Coffee please, two milks, two sugars,” says Benvolio. “And the Pound o’ Flesh looks good. Yes. I will have that. Bacon, please.”


“Certainly,” Jessica says, and turns. “And for you?”


You glance at the menu. All the dishes have cute names now. You’re trying to decide between the “Eggs That Many Men Desire” (scrambled, apparently), the “The Devil Can Cite Spinach and Ham for His Purpose” (spinach and ham quiche), and the “Love Is Blind, If by ‘Blind’ You Mean Delicious and by ‘Love’ You Mean This French Toast.”


After a few moments of careful consideration you do manage to choose your own breakfast, let Jessica know your choice, and get some juice to go with it. “I’ll be back with that in the twinkling of an eye, sweetheart,” she says, and she’s gone. You and Benvolio look at each other.


“So hey, what’s up with your face?” you finally say.


“I was at the beach—you know the one by the lake?” You nod. It’s the best beach. “Well, I showed up and dudes were biting their thumbs at each other,” Benvolio says. “I didn’t know if the law was on their side or not.”


He takes a sip of his water. “Frankly,” he says, “I’m not even sure why we HAVE laws about where and when citizens are permitted to bite thumbs. Seems kinda dumb.”


“Welcome to Verona,” you say.


“Yeah, well, I broke it up but it still got a little bloody. Tybalt Capulet punched me in the nose, so I punched him back on his shoulder and then stole his vest. That’s justice,” Benvolio says.


You nod. “Beach justice,” you whisper, eyes wide.


Benvolio looks around the room to see if anyone else is listening in. “Our family and the Capulets keep fighting, cuz. I dunno. There’s got to be a way to end this.”


“I know just the thing!” you say.


Suggest killing all the Capulets: turn to 16.


Suggest marrying all the Capulets: turn to 26.


39 “Huh,” you say. “Okay, well, I mean—I could try.”


“Oh,” Benvolio says, a little surprised. “Okay, well—good! Perfect, actually!”


You shake Benvolio’s hand and leave. There’s only one man who can help you now.


Go to Friar Lawrence’s house: turn to 24.


40 While you chew, you mentally review what you know about eating. You think of the many substances you require (air, water, food) and reflect that if you cannot access them for even a second then a timer starts, and when that timer ends, you will die. Of air and water and food you like food the most, since that’s the one with the longest timer. You can live weeks without food. Weeks! At the most you’ll only last three days without water, Romeo, and you’d be lucky to last three MINUTES without air.


Breathing, drinking, eating: they’re really just ways to postpone death for a little longer. Each breath buys you a few more seconds. Each drink, a handful of days. This meal will keep you alive for at least another 24 hours, assuming you don’t fail to drink or breathe in that time. But mess that last one up and it’s just about instant death, huh Romeo?


As you reflect on that, you suddenly become aware of your breathing, and shortly afterwards you’re also suddenly aware of how you’re now breathing manually. In, out. How long does a breath normally take? Why is this so hard? Anyway, don’t worry, Romeo: there’s probably lots of oxygen in the room. I mean, it’s invisible, so it’s not like you can say for sure. But the odds that this breath will be your last because all the air randomly moved somewhere else are pretty small. Right?


Anyway, Benvolio is asking you something about the Capulets! You should probably use your manual breath control to handle your respiration needs while ALSO expelling air such that your vocal cords vibrate in a controlled way. If you can pull it off, you’ll be able to talk without dying!


Talk without dying: turn to 23.


Choke and suffocate: turn to 31.


41 Benvolio chooses rock. You wrap your palm around his fist.


“Paper wraps rock,” you say. “I win, so you have to go marry Juliet. Sorry, dude.”


Benvolio stares at his fist. “Wow,” he sighs. “Rock’s never let me down before. Okay, that was a good practice round. For real this time!”


You sigh. Classic Benvolio.


“FINE,” you say. “But this is the last time.”


You hold out your hand. Three … two … one …


Choose rock: turn to 79.


Choose paper: turn to 60.


Choose scissors: turn to 67.


42 You make sure nobody is around, then sneak into the castle, looking for the maid clothes depository. There’s gotta be one, right? You know, a big unguarded room where they keep all the maid clothes??


Turns out, yes, a castle this size does require such a room! You enter the maid clothes depository and exit a few moments later disguised as Maid Romeo. To be honest you kinda thought there’d be clothes for men in there, but you now realize you were thinking of a butler clothes depository. Anyway, it doesn’t matter! Your maid outfit is AMAZING. A black dress with white ruffle details covers your waist and stops well above your knees, with sheer black stockings taking up the slack. White frills encircle your shoulders, and a lacy white apron runs down your front. A black maid’s cap, a feather duster, and a tiny black bow at the top of your apron complete the ensemble.


You smooth down your apron, brush off your cuffs, and get to work.


Clean Mr. and Mrs. Capulet’s room, maybe they’ll be there: turn to 89.


Clean some other room: turn to 56.


43 Alleypal’s ball isn’t until tonight, so you burn up the rest of the afternoon quietly reading, which you do because as a cool teen you just LOVE reading, and not because as the author of books I’m desperately trying to make reading seem super cool, WHICH IT IS ANYWAY.


You invite your friend Mercutio over to read and, eventually, party at Alleypal’s shindig with you. He says he’s not interested, but then you send a messenger to tell him you’ve got snacks, and he arrives shortly afterwards, drenched in sweat. He ran the whole way: now, there’s a dude who loves a free meal! Besides food, he’s also fond of puns.


I LIKE HIM ALREADY.


Alright, now it’s 10 p.m.! Time to put down your nerd manuals and go party!


Go to the ball: turn to 51.


44 Oh, so now you want to start living your life on your own terms? Better late than never, I guess!


“Um, no, no, I’m not going to promise to fall in love with someone I’ve never met, MOM,” you say. “If you think he’s so rockin’, you marry him.”


Just then, a servant enters and reminds your mom that it’s late and the party has already started, the guests are here, the staff are cursing the nurse, and everything is entirely out of control.


“We’ll talk about this later,” your mom says. As you all make your way down to the party, which is already in progress, your mom takes your hand and squeezes it hard enough to hurt. She smiles at the guests like she doesn’t have a care in the world.


“You will check out Paris’s pecs, young lady,” she hisses at you through a smile, “and you will like them.”


You squeeze her hand back, hard enough to hurt more.


“I’ll do what I please, Mom,” you say, smiling just as pleasantly as you can.


Join the party: turn to 58.


45 You soon arrive at your destination: an adorable restaurant situated beneath a carved wooden sign reading, THE MERCHANT OF BREAKFAST. Beneath it is a freshly painted illustration of what seems to be their new mascot: a smiling giant egg happily frying up a regular egg. He’s got a voice balloon. “I know not why I am so tasty!” he says.


That’s new.


You’re shown to your table, and a waiter comes by and introduces herself as Jessica as she passes you menus. They’re smaller than what you were expecting.


“Our regular breakfast hours are almost over,” she says, “so you can only order from the smaller post-breakfast menu now. Sorry.”


Looking at the menu you see an image of their mascot giving a thumbs-up and saying, “He is well paid that is well satisfied … at breakfast, which we serve with a smile all day long!” You glance down at your options. They are as follows:


[image: images]  coffee (as you like it)


[image: images]  two eggs (cooked) on a plate


“This place is way better at the start of the day,” you tell Benvolio.


You both order the eggs and start chatting while you wait for your food to arrive. Benvolio mentions how he got into a fight with the Capulets earlier, and how frustrating it is for two families to hate each other so much that anyone even tangentially connected to them never knows when they’re going to end up in a street brawl.


“It’s a hard thing to plan your day around,” he says. “I got things to do, you know? And then I end up biting thumbs or getting thumbs bitten at me and boom, I’m late for my doctor’s appointment and need to wait another three weeks before I can see him. And yeah, maybe I stole a cool vest off of one of the people I beat up, but that’s not enough, you know?”


“It’s lucky it fit you at least,” you say. He nods.


“Our family and the Capulets keep fighting,” he says. “I dunno. There’s got to be a way to end this.”


“I know just the thing!” you say.


Suggest killing all the Capulets: turn to 16.


Suggest marrying all the Capulets: turn to 26.


46 You make your way down to the Romeo District. Your parents aren’t going to marry you off, but that doesn’t mean you can’t find a dude on your own terms, right? Nothing serious though. You’re 16; there’ll be plenty of time to get serious when you’re way older and way less nubile!


You find yourself a promising-looking place called All Too Precious Brew and sit yourself down at the bar. In front of you is a tiny little book with “BEER MENU, FEATURING THE WINTER’S ALE” printed on the front. Hey, Juliet! It’s like one of those An Adventure Might Happen Depending on Your Choices books, except instead of choosing to go on an imaginary adventure that didn’t actually happen, you get to choose a beer in real life and then you get to drink that beer!


You open up the book and peruse your choices. There are a few that look interesting:


[image: images]  Stout and Bitter


[image: images]  Pale and Singl-Ale


[image: images]  ImTEARial Stout


[image: images]  Barley Whine


Hey, all the drinks here are sexual-frustration themed! You figure there must be a lot of horny dudes down here in the Romeo District. Either that or the brewers need to get out more. Maybe both?


Probably both?


Anyway, you choose which beer you want, AND THEN, you choose to order it. Your adventure in beer is well under way!


A few seconds later, the bartender delivers your beer. You hold it above your head in a toast. “I drink to the general joy of the whole bar,” you say, and then you take a swig.


As you lower your beer from your lips you notice that the two seats next to you now have men in them. Hah! Classic Romeo District!


Examine dudes: turn to 57.


Ignore dudes: turn to 75.


47 Another couple of days go by.


Time passes: turn to 62.


48 You look away from Benvolio’s face, pretending not to notice the blood on it. “Hey, I know what’d be fun!” you say. “Let’s talk about love some more!”


“Before we do that,” Benvolio insists, “I just wanted you to know I got into a fight. Tried to keep the peace, but dudes were biting their thumbs at each other like crazy.”


“Dang, sounds off the hook,” you say. “Not unlike, I hasten to add, the emotion of love.”


“It was,” he says. “I never saw so many thumbs get bit. Must’ve been at least four or five, easy.”


You consider asking him more about the thumbs but then suddenly decide you would still really rather talk about love some more! Geez, Romeo. You are as constant as the northern star, which is to suggest sarcastically that you are not constant at all, but rather boiling with random and unpredictable fiery energies held just beneath your surface. The only way you’d appear constant is if you were viewed from far away on a planet whose northern axis extended almost directly through you!


Okay, listen. From now on I’m gonna try out metaphors like this somewhere else before writing them down here live. Anyway, Benvolio is still expounding vis-à-vis thumbs, and you decide to interrupt him.


“Let me stop you right there,” you say. “This fight you were involved in had a lot to do with hatred, but it actually has more to do with love, which is what I would prefer to talk about and the subject upon which I will expound now.”


“Okay,” sighs Benvolio.


You clear your throat and hold up one hand in front of you. “O brawling love, O loving hate, O anything of nothing first created!” you say.


Benvolio looks at you. “You mean, like, love that comes from nothing?”


“O heavy lightness, serious vanity, misshapen chaos of well-seeming forms!” you reply, still holding your hand out in front of you. It’s practically in Benvolio’s face, Romeo.


Benvolio looks at you again, then steps to the side to avoid having your hand so close to his face. “So, like, beautiful things muddled together into an ugly mess?” he says. He pauses for a second, confused. “You, um, still talking about love?”


“Feather of lead, bright smoke, cold fire, sick health, still-waking sleep, that is not what it is!” you say. “This love feel I, that feel no love in this.”


Benvolio takes a second to parse what you’re saying, then seems to figure it out. “You feel love, even though nobody loves you back. Got it,” he says, and then he starts to cry.


I’m serious, he’s crying! Geez, Benvolio! It’s not that bad.


“I’m crying because of how sad you are,” Benvolio says.


“Oh,” you say. “Hah hah. Wow. Um, that’s weird. Wow wow wow.”


Benvolio cries some more.


“Listen,” you say, attempting to comfort him, “this is what love does! But now your crying at my sadness is making me even sadder, so if you don’t stop, then I’ll cry and then you’ll cry more and we’ll have an infinite feedback loop of sorrow.”


Benvolio sniffles and wipes his nose on his sleeve. I guess he’s comforted! Mission accomplished!


“Anyway, bye,” you say, walking away, but Benvolio follows you like a lost puppy.


“Romeo,” he says. “Please, I don’t understand. Do you love someone, and if so, who is she?”


“A woman,” you reply.


“Yes,” he says, “I figured as much. But what’s she like? What makes her so special that she could capture your heart so completely? Please. Tell me all about her.”


You picture Rosaline in your mind, this wonderful woman, this fully formed person with whom you’ve forged one of the deepest connections it’s possible for one human being to create with another.


“She’s super hot,” you volunteer.






	 

	
Tell Benvolio about Rosaline: turn to 29.







	[image: image]

	
Tell Benvolio about Rosaline in the classiest language you can muster: turn to 18.








49 You take the bottle of forgetting juice from the Friar, thank him, and go home. You sit down on your bed.


“Here’s to my love,” you say, holding up the bottle in front of you. You take two careful sips.


You’re not sure it’s working. You still remember …


… something? You were drinking to forget something, right? Whatever it was, it couldn’t have been that important, since you’ve already forgotten it.


Something inside you screams that what you’re doing is insanely dangerous. You put the bottle aside. “Either this potion worked, or it didn’t, but either way I got no business drinking any more of it!” you say.


You go out that night to hang out with Benvolio, and he asks you how it’s going with the whole Rosaline situation. You’ve never heard the name before in your life.


“Who?” you ask.


“NO WAY,” he says. “You actually forgot about her?”


“Apparently?” you say.


And while you cannot remember what you’ve forgotten, you do remember how you managed to forget it. You start taking a measured dose every 41 hours to keep remembrance at bay. You end up with a standing order of the liquid with the Friar and keep this up for almost half a decade. In that time you meet someone new, marry her, and have two wonderful children, a boy and a girl.


And then, one day, you slip. You forget to take your medicine, just once. You’re out playing with your kids in a park when it happens: all of a sudden, you remember Rosaline. She comes rushing back to you. You remember her beauty. Her scent. What she meant to you. How you yearned for her with your entire soul and how you KNEW with every fiber of your being that you were meant to be together.


You fall to your knees.


“Oh dear God in heaven,” you say, “I can’t believe I was EVER such an obsessive kid. Geez. How embarrassing!”


Your kids run into your outstretched arms, and you pick them up, place them on your shoulders, and return to your wife to live happily ever after.


[image: image]


THE END


 




50 “I can read my own fortune in my misery!” you say, which I guess technically lines up with “Tell him you can read.”


Peter looks at you, confused. “Okay, that’s cool,” he says, “but can you read, like, words? Words written on a thing?” He holds up the piece of paper he’s been clutching in his hands. “If I showed you this thing, could you read the thing?”


“I can if I understand the language it’s written in, including its grammar and alphabet!” you say, snatching the paper out of his hands. It looks like a list of names.
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