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[image: An illustration depicting Lady Capulet looking at Juliet lying on a pool of blood with a dagger on her chest.]
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this morning, while my own girl, my own little poppet,i71 my bean, as
she once was within me, lies here curled at my feet, curled around
liim, for that, that boy. O, she was too young to know there is little
more useless than a boy! I did not so succumb to such foolishness,

I did not; when my turn came, I held my head high, I gathered my

70 . .
strength, I performed the duty required of me, the duty that was
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strength, I performed the duty required of me, the duty that was
best for all, for me, even now. I know this.

How was the stone at the door of the tomb rolled away? I
suppose that boy wrenched it aside with the strength of his doomed
love. Boys. No boy ever did any such thing for me, despite my
beauty. I am still beautiful. I am twenty-seven. I was only a year
older than she is—was—now when my old husband, Capulet, and
I conceived her. The boy’s father, Montague, is yet only thirty. He
may have another son, if he has none already. He is not old. Not
gray and cantankerous,s] like my husband. Who smells of decay.
Like this tomb.

She has no age now, I suppose, my daughter. My bean.

‘We have been waiting for the prince to speak first. He carries in
his hand a letter, the red seal of which he breaks, and then begins.

“Here he writes that he did buy poison of a poor apothecary,
and therewithal came to this vault to die and lie with Juliet.”

We know it all. We heard it shouted among the crowd in the
streets as we came, despite the rhythmic metal steps of our escorts.
“Romeo is dead!” “Juliet did love him!” “They lie now in each
other’s arms in the tomb in the churchyard!” “She was not truly
dead yesterday! Did you hear?” “They were married and none
knew!” How do such things creep so quickly, like the plague, into
the common knowledge of the city?

Yet the vrince would have none but himself give the storv
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o— % dead yesterday! Did you hear?” “They were married and none

ET, knew!” How do such things creep so quickly, like the plague, into
the common knowledge of the city?

Yet the prince would have none but himself give the story
authority. He would officiate at it. He further reads the note, the
confession of the mortal sin of suicide, left by that boy to his father
confessor, Friar Lawrence. The friar nods sagely, as though he
knows something, as though he can build for us from this fleshy,
deadly crypt some sense and order. But he cannot. Who could build
such things, with three boys and a girl slimy with death arranged

100 about us? Order? Cause? Effect? He deludes himself with his own
importance.

The friar speaks. “Romeo, there, was husband to that Juliet, and
she, there dead, that Romeo’s faithful wife. I married them.”

‘Why? How dare he marry children against what he knew would
be the wishes of their parents! He’s to blame, I know, however
history may hold it, however gently the prince looks on him now.

“How came your master here?” His Grace requests of poor
Paris’s page. “To duel with Romeo Montague and die, before this
pair then took their own lives?”

110 The servant stutters, a simpleton, addressed by so great a
personage, then manages, “He came with flowers to strew his lady’s
grave, and bid me stand aloof, and so I did.”
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O, Paris. Milksop.o] Even as she rejected him in death, he was
slave to my daughter’s beauty, which was not fine or perfect but
simply youthful. Paris, you tadpole, you eunuch.ioy

Nurse is babbling, telling all, hysterical. “You were too hot!” she
screams at my husband, as I did when Juliet refused to marry the
county Paris, only the day before yesterday—though I was enraged
with my daughter, no less than my husband was. How was I to
know the fool had already surrendered the prize to this callow boy,
this stepped-upon worm at my feet? Yet my lord threatened to turn
her from the house, and that I would have no woman suffer. Now
with Nurse and all the company, I turn accusing upon my husband,
old Lord Capulet. His nose so long, his hair so thin and falling
about his ears. He had no time to dress, his doublet is on over his
nightshirt, his legs are scrawny and goat like, though his stomach
bulges. Tears quiver over the end of his nose. Regret. Can it be
that my hot-blooded lord and master feels regret? I have no mercy
on him. There, do you see? I say with my accusing eyes. “Twas his
doing, all his and his men’s fancies and prides.

But Nurse turns on me. She nursed me, too, when she was a girl
and I but three weeks old, and yet she turns on me. “God in heaven
bless her!” she cries, spittle on her purple face, waving her arms
above my blood-drained daughter. Her own daughter dead, she
poured all herself into mine. What a creature. “You were to blame,
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But Nurse turns on me. She nursed me, too, when she was a girl
and I but three weeks old, and yet she turns on me. “God in heaven
bless her!” she cries, spittle on her purple face, waving her arms
above my blood-drained daughter. Her own daughter dead, she
poured all herself into mine. What a creature. “You were to blame,
my lady, to rate her so!” Well.

She turns to the prince. “I tried, Your Grace, to defend her from
the second marriage, unholy as it was.” Liar. “And my lady told her,
“Talk not to me, for I'll not speak a word. Do as thou wilt, for I have
done with thee.” Oh, how could a mother?”

I see the repulsed stares turn toward me. Simperers. It is
unexpected in'a mother? But yet not in a father? I did what must be
done. What else was I to do? “Twas her father’s word was law, not
mine.

Yet Nurse babbles on. “Cold, cold mother. My lamb, she was
a faithful wife!” she screams, and throws herself upon her. The
prince’s men drag her away as she screams, and there is an awkward
moment as they push her through the narrow opening, out into
the street and the crowd. We hear her screams continue, though
they fade, and are finally drowned by the steps, the clinks, of her
guardians.

Friar Lawrence, now, must have his say. He whirls upon me and
my husband. “You!”
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“Good Father?” I answer. I am calm. I answer with dignity.
“You betrothed and would have married her perforce to county
Paris! Then she comes to me.” He gulps air and turns to the little
group about us, his hand outstretched to point me out. “And you
called for the death of Romeo when he killed your hot-blooded
kinsman! Are you content, bloodthirsty woman? Are you a woman?
160 Unnatural creature!”

A man, a euniich, to judge a mother! How dare he! When in
old Sparta a prisoner of war was to be executed, was it not to their
women that he was handed? Was it not their women who tore him
to bits? “Unnatural creature,” indeed!

And cold, am I? “Do as thou wilt, for I have done with thee.”

So I did say. And had her father not already spoken? I was mercitul,
quick, as I hear are the mothers in that far-oft savage land of
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legend, Tchin, where they must by law break their daughter’s feet,
to keep them small as a child’s forever. Best for young Juliet to
close her eyes and get it done with, the thing accomplished, go to
the wedding as though one were a guest, get to the church, only
20, o need to think, allow yourself to be dressed by your maids
beforehand as though only for a feast, as I did when I was married
to this old man. It is like saying one’s rosary; simply making the
mouth and body move, no need to hold the thoughts in your mind
as you do what you do. The things you need do are most often
simple enough. So I would have told her on her wedding morning,
had I been given the chance. I knew that in the end such a course
would be easiest for her.

I did not know, of course, about /iis son. Montague’s. I confess
I see why my daughter had a preference. Paris is—was—milk toast,
certainly. Here he lies now, dead at our feet, not even a good hand
with a rapier. He is smaller and paler than, and defeated by, that
son of the handsome, broad-chested Montague, Montague who
is so close to me now that if I put out my hand I could lay it upon
his round arm. He meets my eyes across the bodies of the dead
children. All here do look on me now, but he does not appear to
hear the friar’s insults. He thinks, perhaps, on something else. His
own white nightshirt only partially covers his shoulders, hard and
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own white nightshirt only partially covers his shoulders, hard and
firm as they are, and sharp and yet youthful. His jewels are about
his neck, his dressing gown shimmering red and green and gold—
he was perhaps on his way to bed, not freshly roused out of it. Yet
he breaks his look from mine to whisper to the stained red stones
we tread upon, where lies his son. He whispers, “What manners is
in this, to press before thy father to a grave?” Any might take him
for a loving family man, not one who is less in his own bed than a
courtesan’s, which is what he is. He who left his son to wander the
city unchecked and encounter my daughter.

I make no sound. I am the highest-ranking woman in Verona,
the highest-ranking personage atter the prince and my husband,
and though the friar may rant, none other dare do me any open
disrespect. My neck is straight. My eyes are level.

Juliet, child, wretched fool! Paris would have been grateful to
her for being beautiful, would have petted and worshiped her. I said
I would she were wedded to her grave when she refused him, and so
she is. Why under heaven would she believe she might marry where
she would, an unsuitable boy? Who told her such a thing? Not I.

I was far too mindful a mother. How could she? Well, she has found
her deserved punishment. May she revel in it. She has paid for her
210 one night with her love, a thing I never had, a thing I was denied,
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I make no sound. I am the highest-ranking woman in Verona,
the highest-ranking personage atter the prince and my husband,
and though the friar may rant, none other dare do me any open
disrespect. My neck is straight. My eyes are level.

Juliet, child, wretched fool! Paris would have been grateful to
her for being beautiful, would have petted and worshiped her. I said
I would she were wedded to her grave when she refused him, and so
she is. Why under heaven would she believe she might marry where
she would, an unsuitable boy? Who told her such a thing? Not I.

I was far too mindful a mother. How could she? Well, she has found
her deserved punishment. May she revel in it. She has paid for her
one night with her love, a thing I never had, a thing I was denied,
denied myself, and what harm would it have done me? None might
ever have known.
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I stare at Montague. He feels it, brings his eyes back to mine.
My heart softens, only a moment, as I see the anguish. Only a
moment.

“Do you remember?” I say. That is all, but he knows what
I mean. All those about us think I am merely cruelly taunting
him, reminding him of when his son yet lived, and sharpen their
sneers at me. My husband reaches across bodies to him, they
grip each other’s right arms, they kiss, they embrace. They vow
statues of these children raised in pure gold, peace evermore. None
consult me. None ask if I want peace evermore. I watch Montague’s
white shirt falling over the soft, curling dark hair of his chest.

He knows that I ask if he remembers the night fourteen years
ago of my father’s Christmas revels. The night I pushed him away,
pushed away his warm kisses in the cold, silent garden, his hands
hot on me. The night long ago when I knew nothing. I thought my
worth was in my worth to my family. Soiled, I had no price.

Him I'loved. Him I did not marry.

COLLABORATIVE DISCUSSION What did you notice about the narrator
of the story? With a partner, discuss how The Tragedy of Romeo and Juliet
influenced Berkman’s “Duty.” Cite specific textual evidence to support
your ideas.
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AS YOU READ Notice who i telling the story and think about what
you already know about the play The Tragedy of Romeo and Juliet.
Write down any questions you generate during reading.

We heard the running in the streets, we heard the name
"Romeol!” called out, but not “Juliet.” We had no reason

to think Juliet. We knew nothing of what had happened, we
thought our daughter alreadly dead. But then we found ourselves
summoned, not by servants but by armed men, come from the
prince. We were sent for, my husband and |, to come to the opening
of our tomb, the tomb of our family, the great yawning mawi) of
death. It had been newly fed.
When we came we found the stone rolled away, like that which
19 covered Our Savior's grave.21 Now | stand over the bodies of my girl
and my enemy’s boy, here in the dusty crypt. They are coiled like
pale snakes, young serpents of death, he contorted more awfully,
by cause of the poison. She stabbed herself instead, made a dagger’s
sheath of her breasts. And her earlier death was a pretense, to get
her to this place and away from us

940 AM
1/10/2018





image2.png
[@ infinite Campus. % ([P Duke Ellington Radio 41 X ( [3 Freshman Assignments, © X ' @ Holt McDougal Online X )/ @ Gr9, SEWT_NA x e -

C @ Secure | hitps://my.hrw.com/content/hmof/language._arts/hmhcollections2017/na/gr9/ese 9780544570764 jindexhtmi

< Duty

o—
o—
o—

Contents

AS YOU READ Notice who i telling the story and think about what
you already know about the play The Tragedy of Romeo and Juliet.
Write down any questions you generate during reading.

e heard the running in the streets, we heard the name

-\/ V' “Romeor” called out, but not “Juliet” We had no reason
to think Juliet. We knew nothing of what had happened, we
thought our daughter already dead. But then we found ourselves
summoned, not by servants but by armed men, come from the
prince. We were sent for, my husband and |, to come to the opening
of our tomb, the tomb of our family, the great yawning maw) of
death. It had been newly fed.

When we came we found the stone rolled away, like that which

10 covered Our Savior's grave.1 Now | stand over the bodies of my girl
and my enemy’s boy, here in the dusty crypt. They are coiled like
pale snakes, young serpents of death, he contorted more awfully,
by cause of the poison. She stabbed herself instead, made a dagger’s
sheath of her breasts. And her earlier death was a pretense, to get
her to this place and away from us.

The chamber is lined with gloomy stones, the skeletons are
faded, gray, common in the sickly light of day that feebly shines—if
“shine” is the word could be used for it—through the opening. My
nephew Tybaltis over there, a few feet off, green and stinking on his

20 bier,zidead three days ago. Crumpled beside him is that fool Paris,
who no less than Romeo died for love of my daughter. And | stand
and look across the children, across all these pallets of the dead,
adomed with jewels, flowers still fresh around Juliet, kept so in

941 AM
1/10/2018

B XB F3 W@ 0Oz | © @) =





image3.png




image4.png
[& infiite Campus

x

Duke Elington Radio 41 X ' [} Freshman Assignments, * X ' @ Holt McDougal Online X )/ @ Gro, SEWTNA x

C @ Secure | hitps://my.hrw.com/content/hmof/language._arts/hmhcollections2017/na/gr9/ese 9780544570764 jindexhtmi

< Duty

o—
o—
o—

Contents

30

40

the cool of this underground place. I stare across them at Romeo’s
father, Montague.

“Tis not only ourselves, the bereaved parents, my husband and
I and /is father and mother, abo' nb now. The county Paris’s
page, the wretched boy Romeo’s attendant Balthasar, the old friar,
the prince, Nurse—all are clustered here. And outside the entrance,
so short a time ago closed oft by the great stone, there gather
peasants, working men, merchants, beggars in rags, courtesans,
and prostitutes, all the city. The day will not be bright, we feel that
even now, the dawn so gray and stale, not fresh and cool as a dawn
should be. No breezy wind and yet no heat. A still, dead dawn.

My daughter is pale. When she was alive I wondered if she was
afflicted with the greensickness, that odd anemic draining of the
BIo6d Trom the face that makes girls her age often so white, with
no roses in their skins. I was not so afflicted myself, though many
of my sisters and cousins were so. I was, I fear, not sympathetic to
their weakness, flushed and strong as I always was, their faces white
as tallow.[4]

Now I know she could not have been ill in that kind. I had
not seen pale until I saw this face before me; in life she was a red
rose compared with this creature drained of blood, all the blood
of her body warm on these disgusting stones, running in rivuletsis]
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Now I know she could not have been ill in that kind. I had
not seen pale until I saw this face before me; in life she was a red
rose compared with this creature drained of blood, all the blood
of her body warm on these disgusting stones, running in rivuletsis]
between them, dyeing the mortar, the source of the river the sharp
little dagger still in her left breast. He does not bleed, though he
is twisted about horribly, his face an ugly contortion of death, one
side of his mouth high in a kind of crooked smile, his fingers held
up, bent backward and stiff before his eyes, as though he wished to
obscure those orbie] from our sight but could not succeed before the
last convulsion seized him.

Mistress Montague—I do beg pardon, Lady Montague—is about
to faint. Not I. I do notsuccumb  to the female weakness of fear of
blood, or of the dead. But she ¢ries out to her husband, who stands,
it seems, amazed, without comprehension or action. Clouds pass
over the faint sun outside, and the light is for a moment yet more
gray.

And it is very strange, to be watching so closely the clouds
and the light outside the tomb at this moment, and I am sure if I
were more foolish I would wonder if I were heartless. Perhaps I do
wonder yet. How strange, to watch myself watch the clouds and the
light, to feel so very much abroad from here where I am, so removed
that I watch myself watching myself watch the clouds and the light
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