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Romeo and Juliet

Romeo heeled his gray dapple toward the house of Capulet; he sat of inn full gallop, he was in ecstasy. He had found a solution, a way to make Juliet his wife. Since the day he found out about Juliet’s real identity, he had spent many nights awake trying to find a way to solve things. He had concluded with one thing; they had to run away, there was no way the Capulet and Montague would make peace anytime soon. He had started saving money, only a little now and then, with a little help form his friends he had managed to get enough. Hidden away in a little purse, 300 hundred gold marks lay waiting for he and Juliet. Most men hadn’t seen a third of it gathered in one place, enough to buy four farms!  It was time to leave this place where no God seemed to exist.
The Capulet mansion drew closer by every step, his horse was steaming, but he didn’t notice. All his thoughts were one Juliet, the love of his life.
He reined his horse in front of the large manor house; it was an old fashion house, ceiling towering high above the floor. Then he saw her, standing on the balcony. She was he most beautiful creature he had ever seen. Her golden hair hang loose to the waist, unusual and not proper for a woman in her age, not that it was proper for a married woman either. Her face was soft and clean, with blue dreaming eyes. It was those kinds of eyes you could just look deeper and deeper and yet not understand what she hid behind her mask. Her lips were delicate and he wanted most of all to climp up to her and kiss her. But he stayed in the saddle, she had managed to keep a serene face but her eyes where, different. Was she hiding something? Her eyes indicated so, she looked at him, sadly, that’s the word sadly. Why would she ever be sad? At least his news would cheer her up. Then he knew it, hen knew it before she spelled the words out, before she opened her mouth. The world came crushing down, his vision blurred and it was an effort to keep him balanced in the saddle.
“I’m sorry Romeo, I truly am. I have married Paris, it is best this way. You have always been full of talk about running away, but I don’t want go against my family. Paris is a good man, I am sure he will take good care of me.” Her voice was trembling, “I think it is best you leave now, we should not be together. Bye Romeo.” Barely able to say the last words she ran inside, and shut the door after her. Romeos lips were also trembling and blood was draining from his face.
He drew his dagger; it reflected the sun in such a beautiful way, 

The dagger hit the ground with a little “dunk”, where it lay bloody, in comparison to the white Mayflower

