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Perhaps not everybody knows that Shakespeare’s “Romeo and Juliet”

is based on a short story, “Giulietta”, created some years before

by an unlucky lover, Luigi Da Porto. He attached it to a letter

sent to his beloved, Lucina Savorgnan, for her wedding day with

another man.




The story quickly became very popular -tales of love and death

are always a big success- and it was “refashioned” by other

European writers, as it was customary at the time, given that

copyright still did not exist. One version after the other, in the

end the story travelled across the English Channel to the man who

would make it an immortal love legend, as well as a goldmine for

the city of Verona, the place chosen for its setting.


Shakespeare was not only a skilled poet, but also a clever

businessman: after reading the story, or at least knowing of it, he

immediately realised that it could gain a great success once set on

stage.


That is to say, he acted like a playwright/actor/producer (for

he was all of the three) in today’s film industry, checking out a

best-selling book.


In order to achieve a good result, he resorted to his great

ability in conjuring romantically attractive verses on a plot

twisted in order to capture the audience and keep it listening

until the end, even though the story was already outlined in the

prologue. 


He was a master in sensing what the audience want and summon

strong, dramatic emotions, intertwining tension across the lines in

an emotional crescendo dominated by the uncertainty of the finale.




He alternated moments of profound romanticism with jests and

references to the English folk tradition, in a roller coaster of

sorrow and relief leading to a deeply dark finale. In this sense

-as well as in his display of multiple roles- he could be compared

to many contemporary film directors. 


Da Porto’s story already fitted into an attractive narration,

and I imagine that he had planned it out in this sense, as well as

in order to make a lasting impression, knowing that Lucina would

not be its only reader and commentator (that is why he created more

than one version). With a broken heart, he writes it and sends it

off with a final tirade against women who do not keep their word.

An addition which is conveniently cut out from following versions.




  





This book wants to try to tell you what lies behind this story,

how it came to the English National Bard and the interweaving of

Friulian history and story that resulted in the meeting between

Romeo/Luigi Da Porto and Juliet/Lucina Savorgnan. Therefore, it

does not only want to analyse and retell the most famous of all

love stories, but also disclose the many other stories and

histories that are hidden in it, from which other love narratives

emerge -for people, family, ambition, justice, battles…- which can

often lead to confusion between fact and fiction.


It wants to illustrate how this “marginal” and private story has

become a universal icon in the history of literature and costume.

Starting from a short story, like a fine lace, it gradually reveals

the personal adventures of the author, “forsaken” in his love: a

passion that was probably born during a masquerade ball, reinforced

by the courtship at a non-existing balcony and ending with her

wedding to another man, probably arranged by the family, as was the

custom at the time, or by Venice to put peace between the two

families. That is, with the death of a ‘dolce amistà’, a sweet,

mutual affection. 


Some peculiar histories emerge, such as that of Friulians, which

mirror that of Europe, and which, in their turn, blend with

personal histories of poets, writers, newcomers, lazy students,

other lovers…You will discover how a short story, written in a fit

of despair and, maybe, rage, has become such a popular legend to

end up in a museum, where both the history of the ultimate

theatrical drama and the story born from a convenient

misunderstanding are exhibited. 


Fascination and tragedy will be constantly present, the most

beautiful and most horrible features of human history, where the

humans are the only beings capable of translating them into

extraordinary poetry.


  





A few little guiding notes.


Some of the information contained in this book might seem new:

in fact, most of it is already known beyond specific study fields,

but has never spread further outside certain cultural or

geographical areas. In any case, there will be many new facts and

questions, which I will try to answer to or which everybody might

try to fix with their own research and solutions. 


My main goal for this book was to shed light on how much is

known so far, and how much is mistaken in this story/history, in

order to put an end to the continuous cycle of faux pas and propose

something that would not be preposterous and out of place. I hope

not to be among the latter, and that this little book might

astonish its readers, leading them to partake in, and not merely

observe, the emotions and doubts of the one who has written them

down. 


There will be some uncertainties on some dates, in particular

those referred to the main characters. This is due to the lack of

sources and their correctness, interpretation and confusion with

the Julian calendar, which was still in use at the time of the

events told (our current calendar, the Gregorian one, will be

introduced in 1582, after our story took place), as there would be

some mismatch in the counting of the days. The same could be said

for the hours of the day: the “Italian” (that is to say, Venetian)

day started with the sunset and its duration varied according to

each month.  


In any case, what is certain is that the events told actually

happened and the debate on dates –which, in any case, are quite

close and would still be a little uncertain- is something I gladly

leave to others, as there are other things at the centre of this

book. 


For some of the texts quoted, especially the ancient ones, the

website is given, either in the notes or in the bibliography, where

their scansions eagerly wait for some visitors. This avoids me

giving you bulky books to read and it allows you to look them up

whenever you judge fitting for a curious integration of the

information in this book. Having said this, and hoping not to

behave like Peter Quince in his prologue



  [1]

, I invite you to turn the page and immerge in the moving

stories and histories you will find in it. 
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                     “A midsummer night’s dream”, William

Shakespeare (act V, scene I)
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                        Where a story which becomes history is told  with the addition of an idol in a museum
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We have to wait for October 14

th, 1814, for a tourist to mention the existence of the

tomb of Juliet in Verona in his diary “The Italian journal”. 


That was the poet Samuel Rogers (1763-1855), very famous at the

time, despite his scarce production, and almost forgotten today.

Before this day, some theatrical representations and ballets

organised by the city on the theme of the two tragic lovers are

mentioned. Rogers’ date is the first attested evidence of some

attention to the story by external visitors. It is still uncertain

whether previous visitors with a knowledge of Shakespeare’s plays,

which at the time were less well known here, recall it in any way

in their notes or diaries. 


The Veronese productions on this story, though, already

presuppose the city’s intention to make use of Romeo and Juliet’s

story to appease the travellers’ fascination with Romanticism and

their desire to see the places and objects regarding this fancy.

This happened with some interesting consequences, such as those

described by Charles Dickens in “Pictures from Italy” in 1844, when

he tells of the “drama” at Juliet’s tomb or speaks of the alleged

Juliet’s house as a hut. Almost as if the people from Verona

considered such research an exclusively British fancy, while still

envisaging its economic potential. 




  

 “It was natural enough, to go straight from the Market-place,

to the House of the Capulets, now degenerated into a most miserable

little inn. Noisy vetturini and muddy market-carts were disputing

possession of the yard, which was ankle-deep in dirt, with a brood

of splashed and bespattered geese; and there was a grim-visaged

dog, viciously panting in a doorway, who would certainly have had

Romeo by the leg, the moment he put it over the wall (…) So I was

quite satisfied with it, as the veritable mansion of old Capulet,

and was correspondingly grateful in my acknowledgments to an

extremely unsentimental middle-aged lady, the Padrona of the Hotel,

who was lounging on the threshold looking at the geese; (…) From

Juliet’s home, to Juliet’s tomb, is a transition as natural to the

visitor, as to fair Juliet herself, or to the proudest Juliet that

ever has taught the torches to burn bright in any time. So, I went

off, with a guide, to an old, old garden, once belonging to an old,

old convent, I suppose; and being admitted, at a shattered gate, by

a bright-eyed woman who was washing clothes, went down some walks

where fresh plants and young flowers were prettily growing among

fragments of old wall, and ivy-coloured mounds; and was shown a

little tank, or water -trough, which the bright-eyed woman- drying

her arms upon her ‘kerchief, called ‘La tomba di Giulietta la

sfortunata.’ (...) It was a pleasure, r

  

ather than a disappointment, that Juliet’s resting-place was

forgotten. However consolatory it may have been to Yorick’s Ghost,

to hear the feet upon the pavement overhead, and, twenty times a

day, the repetition of his name, it is better for Juliet to lie out

of the track of tourists, and to have no visitors (…)




  





Dickens was not alone in noticing certain Veronese oddities.

Another English woman, Louisa Stuart Costello (1799-1870), a

miniaturist, poet, writer and traveller, reports a curious notice

in her diary ‘A Tour to and from Venice, by the Vaudois and the

Tyrol, John Ollivier, London 1846’: Juliet’s house is one of the

few missing a balcony. 




  

‘a row of pretty ancient pointed windows, may have faced the

garden, and to one of them Juliet’s balcony might have been

attached; thought this is one of the few houses in Verona which has

no balcony.’




 





This absence, though, is quickly compensated: before 1871, along

the banks of river Adige and on the façade of a certain “casa

Cappelletti”, a modest balcony appears. Some say it is a joke of

the elders, but we had rather not believe that for the due respect

to a romantic human tragedy. No matter how modest, the balcony is

the determining visual element leading to the unfortunate Juliet:

amorous feelings, despite their immateriality, cannot be satisfied

by words and gestures, but they constantly need a visible and

concrete idol. Even better if it can be bought: love’s

merchandising (as blind as Cupid) is an important economic resource

for many specialists, with some cities dedicating special attention

to it, as passion requires the reassurance of some very real

identifiable elements: a rose, a key, a heart, rings, a white

dress, some lucky sugared almonds (to be sown just like the bones

of the dead in antiquity) …


  





With its fake balcony, between the end of the Nineteenth and

beginning of Twentieth century, Verona has a more immediate

attraction than Juliet’s tomb, which moreover is better suited to

the elegant romance of the tragedy: the scene of the nightly

encounter stands as one of the pinnacles of Shakespearean poetry.




As all great attractions, though, even this one has its pros and

cons: the blocking of a street to everyday traffic and the need to

build some embankments on the river Adige to prevent it from

flooding out. 


Consequently, there is a rising annoyance towards an

increasingly popular attraction, a true goldmine which is no longer

reserved to the well-read classes of “Gran Tour” and Romanticism,

and the local residents start complaining. 


A first solution to the problem is found in the years 1937-1940,

when a modest house with some railings becomes the film setting of

a site consecrated to a privileged love, with the addition of a

fake balcony, probably obtained from a Roman burial, under the

direction of the historian Antonio Avena. 


Do you really think that, in this way, the people from Verona

would stop complaining?


You are so naïve, then. The adventures of Juliet’s house and the

proposed solution once again do not seem applicable because of the

invasive power of mass tourism, for which Verona’s town council has

decided that the so-called Juliet’s house should become a museum.




The bitterness of seeing such a great feeling relegated and

constrained remains: for it should instead be an accessible cult

object and curiosity, in which many see themselves to the point of

experiencing its reality. 
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                        Where a short story is recalled which is a story hiding  other stories and histories
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Nothing is ever as it seems, or

as we believe. Not even in the case of Romeo and Juliet, where an

emotional faux preserves a true feeling. If you pay close

attention, you will find along the access to the so-called

“Juliet’s house” a thin totem recalling a short story written by

Earl Luigi da Porto (born in Vicenza, on August 10th, 1458- 10

th May 1529), written around 1524



  [1]

, which is thought to be the background for the tragedy told by

Shakespeare. This story is dedicated to a girl, Lucina Savorgnan,

who he had met some years before at a fated ball, and had just

gotten married, or was about to.  It is generally believed that

such story contains some hints on the burning passion that there

had been among them, and that was eventually cast out by his

misfortunes and her deeds. Maybe a passionate token to have her

back in his arms. 


Before going any further, you should read the version published

in 1530. It is agreed that this anonymous version is likely to be

the same or the closest to the one da Porto had published, also for

the presence of the final tirade



[2]. 


  





  





  





The 

STORY 

newly found, of two noble lovers with their moving death, which

took place in the city of Verona at the time of Lord Bartolomeo

della Scala. 


  







  



    

To the wonderful and graceful Dame Lucina Savorgnana

  






  








  

 Given that already some days ago I said, in conversation with

you, that I wanted to write some moving story, which I had already

heard a few times, and which had happened in Verona, it seemed to

me to be fitting to write it down on these few papers. I hope that

the way in which it is written does not seem futile to you, and

also because it belongs to me, wretched as I am, given the deeds of

miserable lovers of which it is full. And to send it to your

valuable grace. Should you, in your modesty, identify yourself

among the beautiful women, similar to you, then you can read it

more clearly, seeing to which risks, which deceiving steps, and

which most cruel deaths the unfortunate and miserable lovers are

led most times by the Force of Love. 






  

And I’m glad to send it also to your beauty, for I have decided

that this should be my last effort in this particular type of art,

since I am bored and tired of being on the people’s mouth, so I

will have you as the final line of my poetry. And also, as you are

a harbour of beauty and fairness, may you be such for the shaft of

my creativity which, loaded with much ignorance, steered by Love

across the shallowest of the waters of poetry has sailed. As it

reaches you, conscious of its wandering, may it give steer, oar,

and sails to others, sailing with deeper knowledge and better

fortune across this sea, and unarmed come safely into your banks.

Take it then, milady, in the most fitting aspect and enjoy its

reading both for its subject, as it is wonderful and full of

devotion as it seems to me, and for the close bond of kin and sweet

friendship between your person and the one who has come upon

writing it, who will always search your trust with every due

honour.






  

As you have seen with your eyes, before the Heaven had forsaken

me, at the beginning of my youth I committed myself to warfare, and

as I followed many great and valiant men, I spent some years busy

in your homeland Friuli. Serving here and there, I often needed to

travel across it on my own. 






  

As I was riding, I had the habit of taking with me an archer, a

man of roughly fifty years of age, very skilled in his trade and

particularly amiable: as most people from Verona (where he was

born), he enjoyed talking and was called Peregrino. On top of being

a valorous and valid soldier, he was also light and always in love

with some woman, maybe a bit more than his age would allow, which

doubled his amiability.






  

For this reason he enjoyed telling the best stories, with the

best fashion and charm, especially love stories, better than anyone

else I had ever heard. So, one day I left Gradisca, where I had my

headquarters, and I was coming towards Udine together with this man

and two more, maybe carried by the wings of Love. The journey was

very lonely and during the time of war the land had been burned and

devastated, and as Peregrino saw me rather saddened by this thought

and keeping distance from the others, he came up to me and said, as

if reading in my mind:






  

“Do you want to keep living a sad life? To have a cruel beauty

love you little, while pretending differently? Even though I do not

provide the best example of this, because it is easier to give

advice than to keep to it, I’ll tell you, my lord, that for your

business and profession, lingering too long in the prison of Love

is not fitting, for so sad are the ends to which it leads us that

it is dangerous to follow it. In order to prove what I’m saying,

whenever you wish, I might tell you a story, which happened in my

town, which would make the road less lonely and less unpleasant: in

this story you will hear how two noble lovers were driven to a

miserable and moving death”. 






  

As I had already signalled that I was willing to hear it, he

started like this:




 





At the time when Bartolomeo dalla Scala, a courteous and most

humane lord, held the reins of my city in his power, there were,

according to my father, two distinguished families which were

enemies, either for opposite belonging or for a particular kind of

hatred: one was called Capelletti, the other one Montecchi. Messer

Nicolo and Messer Giovanni residing in Udine and currently called

Monticoli from Verona are thought to belong to one of these,

although they have not brought much from their homeland apart from

their courteous kindness. 


And so it happens that, as I was reading some old chronicles, I

found that these two families were united and supported the same

party. Still, I will tell you the story as I have heard it, without

changing it in the slightest. 


As I was saying, these two families were living in Verona under

the lord I have mentioned earlier, made up by brave men and gifted

with abundance by the Heaven, by Nature and by Fate. As it is usual

among great families, whatever the cause, they were divided by a

sharp hatred for one another, which had already been the reason for

several deaths on both sides. Both for the weariness of the fight,

as it usually happens in these cases, and for the threats of the

town lord, who was much sorry of seeing them fighting each other,

they had ceased to confront each other and, despite not finding an

agreement, they still had found a sort of confidence in the course

of time, so that many of their men would talk together. 


Having they pacified, there was a Carnival party at the house of

Messer Antonio Capelletti, a joyful and jesting man, who was the

head of his family. There was much feasting going on, both during

day and night: almost the entire city ran to it. To one of these

feasts, on one night, went a young man from the Montecchi family,

following his woman, as it is customary for lovers to follow their

beloved ones wherever they go, both with their heart and, if

possible, with their body. 


He was a handsome young man, tall and swift and with very good

manners, for as he took his masque off, as all the others did, and

being dressed as a nymph, there was no one in the room who did not

turn around to watch him, both for his beauty, superior to that of

any woman present, and for the amazement at his presence in that

house, especially during night time. 


Still, he left the greatest impression on the daughter of Messer

Antonio, the only one he had, who was of a beauty beyond standard,

merry and delicate.


Upon seeing the young man, his beauty remained so impressed in

her soul that, when their eyes first crossed, she felt as if she

had become a different person. 


He was lingering in a rather quiet spot of the party, with

little enthusiasm: he was all alone and only seldom took part in

the dances, and when he was talking to someone he acted as someone

led there by Love, in a suspicious manner. The girl was rather

sorry of this, for she heard that he was remarkably nice and funny.

 


And since midnight had gone by, and the end if the party was

approaching, there was a decision to begin the dance of the screw,

or of the hat, as we prefer to call it, which is still danced at

the end of parties. 


During it, standing in a circle, the man takes the woman and the

woman takes the man, swapping partners as they like. In the course

of this dance, the young man was snatched from a woman and casually

positioned next to the girl, who was already in love with him. On

her other side stood another noble young man, called Marcuccio

Guelfo, who had the peculiarity of always having very cold hands,

both in July as in January. 


So that when Romeo Montecchi, for that was the young man's name,

came to the left side of the woman, and, as it is customary in that

dance, had taken her pretty hand, she immediately spoke to him,

maybe with the desire of hearing his voice:


"Blessed be your arrival here next to me, Messer Romeo"


So that he, who had already realised that she was looking at

him, puzzled by her talk, said:


"How come, blessed be my arrival?"


And she answered:


"So blessed is your arrival next to me because at least you will

keep this weary hand warm while Marcuccio freezes the right

one"


So that he, now rather bolder, went on:


"If I keep your hand warm with mine, you set my heart ablaze

with your wonderful eyes."


After a short smile, the woman told him, paying attention not to

be seen with him or heard talking further:


"I swear Romeo, on my word, that there is not a woman here who

looks as beautiful as you to me."


To this the youth replied, already inflamed with passion for

her:


"Whatever I may be, I will be a faithful servant to your beauty,

if you please so."


Shortly after, Romeo left the party and went back home: thinking

about the cruelty of his previous dame, who took little notice of

his torment, he decided that he would devote himself to the new

girl, if she were pleased (despite her belonging among his

enemies).


On the other hand, the girl could think of little else than him,

after many sighs she thought to herself that she would be always

happy if she could have him as her husband. Because of the hatred

between their families, though, she had little hope and much fear

of obtaining such a happy goal. 


Turning constantly between two opposing thoughts, she told

herself time and time over: “Oh stupid me, why do I let myself be

led along this winding maze? I could never come out of it alone in

my own way. Since Romeo Montecchi doesn’t love me, for the hatred

towards my clan, he cannot but try to discredit me. And even if he

wanted me as his bride, my father would never allow to give me over

to him.”


Then, coming to the other thought, she would say:


“Maybe, perhaps, it could still happen to fulfil my wish, so

that our two sides could make a stronger peace, as they are now

tired and wearisome of fighting each other.”


And lingering upon it, she started giving it some hopeful

thought.


The two lovers were thus ignited with the same fire, and bearing

each other’s name and looks deep in their heart, they started,

whether in church or at some window, a courtship so deep that

neither one nor the other could feel better than when they saw each

other. 


And as he was so deeply longing her rare appearances, he would

find himself outside her house almost all night long, recklessly

putting his life at risk. Climbing over the window of her room, he

would stay to listen to her talking, without her or anyone else

knowing; and then he would remain in the street. 


It happened one night, according to Love’s will, that the moon

was shining brighter than usual and while Romeo was about to climb

over her window, the girl, whether casually or because she had

heard him on another night, came to open the window and, leaning

from it, she saw him. And he, believing it was someone else opening

the window, wanted to flee in the shadows; but after she had

recognised him and called him by his name she said:


“What are you doing here, at this time, all alone?”


And he, already knowing it was her, replied:


“What Love commands”


“If they found you out, though” said the woman “couldn’t you

easily die for it?”


“Milady” answered Romeo “of course I could easily die here and I

certainly will one night if you don’t help me, but since I am just

as near to death in any other place, I’d rather die as close as

possible to you, with whom I would dream of living always together,

if only it pleased you and the heavens.”


To these words the girl replied:


“I will never allow you not to live with me honestly: whether it

is a problem for you or for the hatred I see between our

families.”


The youth then said:


“You might believe that it is impossible to long for something

as much as I continuously long for you and so, if only it pleases

you to be mine as I wish to be yours, I will be glad of doing so

and I’m not afraid that anyone might take me away from you.”


Having thus spoken, and after they had agreed to speak on

another night less hastily, each of them left the place they were

occupying.


As the young man came back several times in order to speak with

her, he found her at the desired spot one evening in which the snow

was falling abundantly, and told her:


“Oh, why do you let me languish so much? Don’t you have any

mercy on me as every night in this season I wait for you upon this

street?”


To which the woman replied:


“Of course, I have mercy on you, but what would you want me to

do, if not begging you to go away?”


This was the young man’s reply:


“To let me enter your room, where we could speak more

comfortably.”


So, the pretty girl, almost scornfully replied:


“Romeo, I love you as much as it is possible to love a person

properly, and I allow you more than what my dignity should allow,

and I do so, won over by love for your valour. But if you think

that you can enjoy my affections as a lover, either after a long

courtship or in any other further way, it will all be in vain. And

in order to keep you from danger, in which I see your life as you

come every night along these streets, I will tell you that should

you like to have me as your wife, I am ready to fully devote myself

to you, and to accompany you in any place you might like to go,

without any restraint.”


“This is the only thing I long for.” said the youth “Let’s do it

now.”


“Let’s do it!” replied the woman “but then we shall repeat it

before Brother Lawrence from Saint Francis, my confessor, if you

want me to give myself completely to you.”


“Oh!” said Romeo to her “so Brother Lawrence from Reggio is the

one who knows every secret in your heart?”


“Yes” said she “and I reserve the right of doing everything

before him, for my desire.”


And here, having thus agreed on their events, they parted. 




  





This friar, a great philosopher and scientist, belonged to the

Order of the Friars Minor, and was much involved in experiments of

both nature and magic, and in such deep friendship with Romeo that

it would be difficult to find a deeper one between two people in

many places at that time. Because, since the friar wanted to keep

his reputation among the people and at the same time enjoy some

little private pleasure, he had had to seek the protection of some

gentleman in the city: among them he had picked Romeo, a feared,

brave and wise youth, and he had opened up his heart to him, while

keeping it hidden from everyone else in disguise.


When they met, Romeo openly told him how he longed to marry his

beloved girl and that they had decided together that he had to be

the only secret witness of their wedding, and later the mediator

with her father in order to make him accept this deal. 


The friar gladly agreed, both because he could not have denied

Romeo anything without risking an exposure, and because he thought

that maybe, thanks to his intercession, this matter might have

ended up rather well, which would have given him much honour before

the town lord and everyone who wanted to finally see these

households in peace with each other. 


As it was the time of Lent, one day the young girl pretended she

wanted to confess and went to the monastery of Saint Francis. She

entered a confessionary of the sort these friars have in use and

called upon Brother Lawrence. Hearing she was there he entered the

same confessional from the back of the convent together with Romeo

and closed the door. Removing the iron plate between them and the

girl, he spoke to her:


“I’m always happy to see you, but now I’m happier than ever. If

you really want my good man Romeo as your husband.”


To which she replied:


“I can’t long for anything more than to be lawfully his, and

this is why I’ve come here before you, as I greatly trust you, so

that you be a witness, together with God of what I am to do

embraced by love.”


So, before the friar, who promised to accept everything as a

confession, Romeo married the pretty girl.


After they had agreed to meet on the following night, after

kissing one single time, they left the friar who, after replacing

the iron grate, kept confessing other women. 


The two became lovers, secretly married in the way you’ve heard,

and happily enjoyed their love more than one night. They were

waiting to find a way in which the father of the girl might be

soothed, as they knew he was opposing their wishes. 


So it happened that fate, the enemy of every worldly pleasure,

sowing some evil seed, provoked the hatred between their

households, which had almost extinguished, to revive. As the things

changed, neither Montecchi nor Capelletti wanted to give way to the

other, and they fought in the middle of the main street: out of

respect for his woman, Romeo kept himself from hitting someone from

her family. At the end though, as many of his men had been wounded

and almost all of them had left the street, possessed by rage he

ran onto Tebaldo Capelletti, who seemed the fiercest of his

enemies, and with one single blow he sent him dead to the floor and

set the others, puzzled by this death, fleeing. 


Romeo though had been seen striking Tebaldo, so that the killing

could not be hidden. After the report, all of the Capelletti would

only blame Romeo before the lord, so that he was banned from Verona

forever.


What feelings the poor girl held in her heart upon seeing such

things, any girl in love can easily guess, putting herself in her

shoes. 


She kept weeping so intensely that no one could give her solace,

and the bitterer her pain, the less she dared tell anyone of her

sorrow. 


On the other hand, the young man regretted having to leave his

homeland only because he had to leave her, and since he did not

want in any way to depart without bidding her farewell, but could

not see her in her house, he went to the friar. 


He managed to tell her that she had to come to him through a

servant of her father, a good friend of Romeo. So she went, and as

both entered the confessional, they greatly wept on their

misfortune. 


In the end, she told him:


“What am I to do without you? My heart does not want to live

further, it would be better for me to come with you, wherever you

might go. I will cut my hair and follow you disguised as a servant,

for you cannot be served better or more faithfully by any other

than me.”


“God forbid, my dear soul, to lead you with any other title than

that of my lady, should you come with me” Romeo told her “Since

though I’m certain that things cannot stay in this way for long and

that peace will come among our families, I would certainly seek the

lord’s grace. I understand that you will be deprived of my body for

some days, but my soul always dwells with you. And hoping for some

things not to happen, our life will take another course.”


And after they had said so, they hugged a thousand times and

departed, each of them crying. The girl implored him to remain as

close to her as possible and not to leave for Rome or Florence, as

he had said. 


Some days later Romeo, who had been hiding in Brother Lawrence’s

monastery, left and went to Mantua pretending to be dead, after

ordering a servant of his woman to report to the friar everything

he might hear about him in her household, and to comply faithfully

with every request of her if he wanted to have the rest of the

reward he had been promised. 


Many days after he had left, she was still weeping, which

prevented her beauty from shining; her mother then, who loved her

dearly, inquired repeatedly on the origin of this sorrow with

soothing words:


“My dear daughter, whom I love as dearly as my life, what sort

of pain has been troubling you for some time now? Why can you

resist little time without crying? If you wish something, let me

know and I will give you anything possible to console you.” Still,

the girl only gave her rather shallow reasons for her weeping. So

that the mother started to believe that she longed to get married

and that that was the reason of her crying, hidden either out of

shame or out of fear. 


One day, thinking that she was taking care of her daughter,

while instead causing her death, she told her husband:


“Messer Antonio, it is now many days that I see our girl

constantly crying; she is not the one she used to be, as you can

see. It happens that I’ve greatly thought about the reason for this

weeping, as I can’t have her telling me, nor I could say for myself

what the cause is, if not that it happens because of her desire to

marry, which, being the kind of girl you know, she does not dare

admit to. For this reason, before she pines any further, I would

say that it is time to wed her, for she has already served Saint

Euphemia for eighteen years. And women, as they grow older, they

lose rather than increase their beauty: and they are not goods to

be kept at home, even though ours is a most distinguished and

honest one. I know that you’ve already appointed her dowry. Let’s

see that she has a fitting husband then.” 


Messer Antonio answered that having her wedded would be fitting

and told his daughter who had this wish to ask himself or her

mother for it, rather than keep the distress to herself. A few days

later he started to negotiate with one of the Counts of Lodrone,

and as he was about to sign the deal, the mother, believing she was

pleasing her daughter, told her: 


“Be glad now my daughter, for in a few days’ time you will be

rightly married to a noble gentleman and the reason of your sorrow

will come to an end. Although you did not want to tell me, I

understood it myself, through God’s grace, and I have managed with

your father to make you happy.”


Hearing these words, the beautiful girl could not help crying.

So that her mother told her:


“Do you think I’m lying? Not eight days will go by that you will

be the wife of a handsome youth from the house of Lodrone.”


After such news, the girl cried even more, at which the mother,

in an attempt to console her, said:


“So, my child, won’t you be happy?”


To which she replied:


“Never, oh mother, I will be happy of this.”


So that the mother added:


“What would you like then? Tell me, as I am ready to do anything

for you.”


The girl then said:


“I would like nothing else than dying.”


Hearing this, Madonna Giovanna (for this was the mother’s name),

who was a wise woman, understood that the daughter was caught in a

love affair and, after a brief answer, she left.


When her husband came back that evening, she told him what the

girl, in tears, had answered to her. He was rather upset at this

and thought that it would be proper to understand what she thought,

before concluding her marriage, in order to avoid any scandal.




One day he summoned her and said:


“Giulietta” for that was the girl’s name “I want you to have a

noble marriage: won’t you be happy, my child?”


To which the girl replied after a long silence:


“No, my father, I can’t be happy.”


“What? Do you want to become a nun then?”


And she replied: “I don’t know”, and she poured out tears

together with her words. To which the father answered:


“I know you don’t want that, so be happy that I am going to

marry you to one of the counts of Lodrone.”


Crying deeply, the girl replied: “Never let it be!”


Messer Antonio then, shocked, threatened her greatly if she ever

dared oppose his will again and, in addition, if she did not reveal

the reason of her sorrow. As he could not obtain anything more than

tears, even more embittered, he left her with Madonna Giovanna, nor

could he understand what his daughter’s soul tended to. 


The servant, called Pietro, who accompanied Messer Antonio, knew

of the girl’s love story, and had been told by Giulietta everything

her mother had told her. Moreover, she had sworn before him that

she would rather drink poison than take anyone other than Romeo as

her husband. Pietro, then, had scrupulously informed Romeo of the

fact through Brother Lawrence, and he had written to Giulietta not

to agree to this wedding for any reason in the world, and not to

reveal their love, for he would doubtlessly find a way to take her

out of her father’s house in eight or ten days’ time. 


Neither Messer Antonio nor Donna Giovanna could gain from their

daughter the reason why she would not want to marry, whether with

promises or with threats. They could not figure out in any other

way who she was in love with, and Madonna Giovanna had told her

multiple times:


“See, my sweet daughter, don’t cry, as you will get the husband

you want, unless you want one of the Montecchi, whom I am certain

you don’t want.”


As Giulietta never replied with anything else that sighs and

weeping, they began to suspect the worse, and decided to carry on

as quickly as possible with the agreed wedding between her and the

Count of Lodrone. 


So, she decided in her heart to confess her sorrow to Brother

Lawrence, as he was the one she trusted most after Romeo and had

great hopes about him, for she had heard from her lover that he had

many and different powers and abilities.


So, one day she told Madonna Giovanna:


“Mother, do not be shocked if I don’t tell you the reason for my

crying, as I don’t know it myself: I only know that deep inside me

I feel such a deep sorrow which makes my own life, and not anybody

else’s, annoying. I can’t understand myself why this happens, nor

tell it to you or to my father, whether it comes from some sin I

have committed and which I can’t remember. Since the last time I

went to confession it greatly helped me, I would like, if you

please, to confess again, since May Easter



[3] is close and I could receive the celestial healing of the

Holy Body of Our Lord as a remedy for my pains in this occasion.”




Madonna Giovanna gladly agreed to this. After a couple of days,

then, she took her to Saint Francis’ and left her with Brother

Lawrence. He had prayed much that he could understand the reason of

her weeping during confession. As her mother left her, the girl

immediately told all of her sorrow to the friar and since she knew

of the feeling of close friendship between him and Romeo, she

begged him to help her in this great distress. 


The friar then replied:


“What can I do, my daughter, in this case? There is so much

hatred between your household and that of your husband.”


The sad girl told him:


“Father, I know that you know many obscure things and that you

can help me in many different ways if you want but, should you not

want to give me any further aid, at least grant this to me. I hear

that my wedding is being set up in a palace of my father, which

lies outside the territory of this town, a couple of miles in the

direction of Mantua. They are planning to bring me there so that I

might weaken my resolution in refusing my new husband. So that I

might not be there before him, who has to marry me, give me a

poison such that it might at once free me from such pain and Romeo

from such shame. Otherwise, with a greater effort on my side and a

greater sorrow on his, I will dig a sword in my body and let it

bleed.”


Brother Lawrence heard that this was her intention, and started

reckoning how much he still depended on Romeo, who would

undoubtedly turn into an enemy should he not provide to this case.

So, he told the girl:


“See Giulietta, as you know, half of this town comes here to

confess to me, and I counsel each of them. Neither will nor deal is

signed without my intervention: for this reason, I don’t want to

run into any scandal or let be known that I have partaken in this

event, not for all the treasures of this world. Still, since I am

very fond of you and Romeo being together, I am going to do

something which I never did for anyone else, if you truly promise

to keep the secret.” 


The young woman replied: 


“Father, give me this poison, for certainly none other than me

will know.” 


And so, he told her:


“I am not going to give you any poison, my child, as it would be

a pity that you should die so young and beautiful as you are:

should you be brave enough, though, to do what I will tell you to

do, I am sure to lead you to Romeo. You know that the tomb of your

family, Cappelletti, stands outside this church in our cemetery: I

will give you a powder which will make you sleep for about two days

after you’ve drunk it and nobody, no matter how good a doctor, will

doubt that you are dead. You will certainly be buried, as if you

had left this life, in this tomb. When the time comes, I will come

to bring you out and keep you in my cell, until the time comes for

our chapter meeting in Mantua, which will be soon: I will bring you

there dressed as a friar and lead you to your husband. Tell me

though: won’t you be scared of your cousin Tebaldo’s body, which

has been buried there recently?”


The girl was already rejoicing and told him:


“Father, should I come to Romeo in this way, I wouldn’t be

afraid of going through Hell.” 


“Come on then” said he “since you are so well disposed, I am

happy to help you but, before anything happens, I think you should

write about the whole thing to Romeo, so that he should not act out

of despair believing you're dead, for I know he loves you more than

anything. There's always some friar here going to Mantua, where he

is now, as you know. Let me have this letter so that I will send it

to him through a trusted messenger.” After saying so, the good

friar -we see that nothing turns out well without their aid- left

the girl in the confessional, went to his cell and came back

immediately bringing a little powder box and said: “Take this

powder, you will drink it mixed with fresh water whenever you

prefer, at three or four in the morning, without fear. It will

start working towards six o’clock: our scheme will undoubtedly

work. Don't forget, though, to send to me the letter you have to

write for Romeo which is of the utmost importance.” Giulietta took

the powder and happily went back to her mother and told her:

“Truly, my mother, Brother Lawrence is the best confessor in the

world: he soothed me so I can't recall the sorrow I felt.” Madonna

Giovanna, taking some consolation from her child's joy answered:

“At some point, my child, you will comfort him in return with an

offering, for they are poor friars” and speaking this way they went

back home. After this confession, Giulietta was so glad that Messer

Antonio and Madonna Giovanna did no longer suspect her being in

love and they thought that she had been crying for a strange and

pointless whim. So, they had gladly left her in peace without

mentioning the wedding any further. Still, they had gone so far in

the dealings that they could not easily retreat; for this reason,

the count of Lodrone wanted one of his men to see this woman and

since Madonna Giovanna was rather fond of him, they ordered the

girl to reach that place of her father just outside the city we've

mentioned before, escorted by two of her aunts. She did not make

the slightest resistance and happily went along; once she got

there, she believed that her father had sent her there so quickly

to marry her off to the second husband. Since she had taken along

the powder the friar had given her, she called for one of her

maidens around four o’clock. This girl had grown up together with

her and was almost like a sister, and Giulietta asked her for a cup

of cold water, saying that she was very thirsty after the dinner of

the previous evening. Pouring the powerful powder in the cup, she

drank the whole fill and then said before the maid and one of her

aunts, who had woken up too:
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