
 82 

Day 9 - Saturday, May 7 

We slept in again.  See a pattern 
here?  We got up around 9ish when 
Gary arrived.  I was feeling pretty 
good and could finally eat again and 
so the hotel breakfast bar tasted 
pretty good to me.  Afterwards, we 
were headed to the train station.  Our 
plan for today was to visit Verona.   

Before we go to Verona, let me 
ramble on for a minute about a few 
problems we have encountered with 
getting train tickets and train travel in 
Italy.  It has been a great way to get 
around and we haven’t regretted it as 
our primary choice of transportation 
on this trip.  However, we have had a 
few train related experiences that 
have been a little less than ideal.   

Like the time in the Pordenone train 
station that I tried to purchase a ticket 
in one of the “convenient” kiosks that 
should have been a fast, self service 
way to get a ticket for the next train.  
It pulled my credit card half way into 
the reader and then froze up.  I 
couldn’t pull it out and it would go in 
to complete the transaction.  I finally 
had to wait in line to get help from 
the one and only live ticket agent in 

the station who had to close his window and come out to help.  He 
tried rebooting the computer system that ran the kiosk (to no 
avail) and of course tried everything that I had in physically 
pulling and twisting to remove the card.  Finally he walked out on 
to the street in front of the train station and summoned a couple of 
policemen who came and tried their hand at the card stuck half 
way in.  Thirty minutes after it all began, and with the help of the 
handy tool box from the officer’s squad car, I had my credit card 
back.  At that point I decided to stand in line again to purchase my 
needed tickets.  

For much of our trip, we had been traveling on our Euro Rail pass. 
So to ride on the regular trains all we had to do was figure out 
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which train we needed and get on.  But toward the end of our trip, our 
rail passes were expiring.  The three of us coming from the USA were 
all on the same rail pass and Gary had a separate rail pass.  His rail pass 
was now expired and he had to purchase tickets for Verona before we 
got on the train.  In Venice we would transfer to a fast train, which even 
those of us who had Euro Rail Passes had to make reservations (and pay 
the associated $10.00 fee) to ride.  I made these reservations in the 
Pordenone station while Gary purchased his tickets through to Verona 
from one of the kiosks.  For all purchased tickets we also had to validate 
the ticket just before getting on the train in a little yellow machine that date/time stamped it.   

 So on our train ride from Pordenone to Venice, we were happily riding along when the 
railroad conductor came along checking 
our tickets.  This guy was very nit-picky 
in doing his job.  In our week of 
steadily riding the trains, this conductor 
examined our Euro Rail Passes closer 
that any other had.  I was beginning to 
wonder if he was going to accept it as a 
proper ticket.  He finally let it go and 
moved on… to Gary.   

Gary’s ticket, which he had just 
purchased in the kiosk in Pordenone 
had printed the wrong station name.  
And so the conductor wouldn’t accept it 
as a valid ticket, even though it had been purchased and 
validated less than an hour before.  Very quickly, Gary could 
see that it was a loosing battle to try to reason with the 
conductor, who sat down and wrote him a citation.  He was 
fined 50 Euro on the spot plus the cost of another ticket.  
Needless to say, Gary was not a happy camper.  Up to this 
point, he had seemed happy and willing to come along with 
his family on this day trip to Verona (Romeo and Juliette land) 
as long as his buddies back at the base didn’t catch wind of it.  
But now his façade of enjoying travel to this destination was 
gone.  It would be much later in the day before good ole easy 
going Gary was back with us once again.   

So we soon transferred onto our fast train and in just a 
few hours we were in Verona.   

This is one of the underground walkways that connect 
the many train platforms in the larger stations. 
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When we got off the train in 
Verona, we just slipped into the 
flow of people who were headed 
through this city gate.   

We were now moving past the 
many outdoor restaurants, all of 
them teasing us with reminders 
of how many hours previous our 
hotel breakfast bar had been.  
We could see a large coliseum, a 
lot like the one in Rome, which 
drew us nearer.  So we decided 
to stop and eat before we 
became too distracted with 
all that Verona had to show 
us. 

Almost like we had 
mistakenly wondered in to 
Chucky Cheese, the hostess 
came around and plopped 
these “crown” hats on each 
of our heads.  I quickly 
snapped a picture before 
Gary and Amelia could get 
them off.  Vallerie was too 
fast for me to get a picture 
of her in one.  Not that it 
would have mattered.  As 
we learned from yesterday, if she didn’t like the picture of herself, it would disappear before 
I could do anything about it.  I think that the crown thing really irritated Gary who already 
felt like he had to check his man card before entering that city gate into Romeo & Juliette 
land.  But he had food in front of him now, so he was resigned to patiently endure the many 
injustices of the day.   Vallerie was still comparing food, including this lasagna, to the 
Heavenly lasagna she’d experienced back next to the Vatican.  This one, she said was really 
good, but still not as good.  
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This coliseum was very prominent in the 
large open space of the square.  Even by 
Italian standards, this was a good sized 
coliseum.  It was the third largest in the 
Roman Empire.  This arena is famous in 
more modern times for how well it is 
preserved, and internationally noted for the 
large-scale opera performances given there.  
It had been thusly used since the mid 1800’s 
because of its outstanding acoustics and 
present seating capacity of 15,000 people. 
(Originally 20,000 were seated before safety 
concerns.) There are many productions 
presented here to over a 
half a million spectators 
annually.  We didn’t 
have tickets to see a 
production and access 
was restricted because 
of some kind of 
construction or 
remodeling project 
going on inside.  This 
was only a day trip for 
us, and so we didn’t get 
to enter the arena to 
look around.  

However, as we 

approached this tourist 
magnet, Vallerie and 
Amelia were greeted by 
this theatrical character.  
I don’t know if he is 
supposed to be 
Shakespearian or what, 
but slick as a whistle, 
he posed with the 
beautiful women of our 
party for pictures, and 
then frisked us men for 
payment.  Yup! It was 
just like the rose trick at 
the Spanish Steps back 
in Rome.  
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In this general area, there 
were also others who posed 
both with spectators as well as 
human statutes who were as 
lifeless as stone, until 
someone dropped a tip into 
their donation box.  Then they 
would spring to life and do a 
little dance or some other kind 
of theatrical display as thanks, 
and in effort to elicit more 
donations.  

You can see in this picture the 
two white angels as well as 
the gold Egyptian standing off to the far right. 

We now decided to checkout 
the Romeo and Juliette hype 
associated with Verona.  So we 
turned on our GPS and 
followed it to the “Point of 
Interest” Juliette 
Grave/Museum.   

The thing that was interesting 
to me here was the fact that 
there were so few other tourists 
here while we visited.  In fact 
for the most part we had the 
place to ourselves, with the 
exception of our hosts, and 
their security team.  Wow, talk 
about high security.  In the 
previous few days, we had 
been to massively expansive 
museums all containing high 
value and rare collections of 
every kind.  Yet, this is the 
only place on our trip that we 
had personal escorts follow us 
around and stand right beside 
us as we milled about their 
Juliette Museum which wasn’t expansive or elaborate by any stretch of the imagination.  I 
didn’t think photos were allowed inside the museum so I don’t have any.  
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Being no Shakespearian 
expert, I learned a few 
things during this visit 
(as well as after we 
returned home.)  There is 
no doubt that Verona 
claims Romeo and 
Juliette as her own, with 
“historical” information 
at several locations in the 
city.  And it is no secret 
that the Romeo and 
Juliette story set in 
Verona bring millions of 
people from around the 
world to visit this place.  
Including us for example, all the way from Podunk, Utah.  So I wanted to take all the hype 
with “a grain of salt” as I saw what was claimed to have happened here.  And I know that the 
story that William Shakespeare set here in Verona was supposed to be based in fact.  But was 
it purported to have really happened right here in Verona at these locations we were now 
visiting?  That depends on your source.  Well obviously, my source for this travel blog is the 
proud city of Verona.  So this is what happened here so long ago, according to Verona. 
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So this story, 
handed down 
through many 
generations, and 
through almost 
three centuries of 
time, told and retold 
by many different 
authors and 
storytellers, was 
immortalized with 
the artistry and flare 
that only William 
Shakespeare could 
give it.  

As strange as it 
seemed to me that we 
had personal escorts 
inside the museum 
building, they all 
disappeared 
completely and we 
were left to ourselves 
when we went out 
into the court yard 
where Juliette’s 
grave was said to 
have been (close to 
this well) and down 
in the crypt where 
the sarcophagus was 
later placed.  

Without such close 
supervision, we got a 
little rambunctious in 
trying out the 
sarcophagus for size.  
At least we didn’t 
chip away pieces of 
it to take home like 
many previous 
Juliette pilgrims had.  
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The admission ticket also included Juliette’s 
house which was about a mile away in the busy 
heart of the city.  So we followed the GPS over 
to it as well.   

As everywhere we went, sight seeing as we 
walked was as fascinating as the points of interest that we were headed to.   
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Along our way we saw, this newly 
wed couple was making their 
getaway from the church.   

Watching this little piece of an 
Italian wedding in Verona was fun.   
Though I doubted that Gary would 
be telling his buddies about it back 
at the base.  

Juliet’s house was challenging to 
find because the streets were even 
narrower and more winding and split off 
in more directions then we had 
experienced anywhere else, believe it or 
not.  So we had a time getting a good 
GPS signal. 

Unlike 
Juliette’s 
grave, this 
place was very 
busy and 
crowded with 
people.   
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We went 
inside and 
viewed the 
many era 
displays.   

We then 
went up the 
stairs to the 
next level 
and saw 
more 
including 
Juliette’s 
balcony.   

 

We then went 
up again and 
again.  I lost 
track of how 
many levels up 
we went in this 
ancient house.   

These pictures 
that I took from 
the window of 
the top floor 
was definitely a 
bird’s eye view 
of the courtyard. 
Even Juliette’s 
balcony looks 
small down in 
the distance.  
This wasn’t a 
wide or deep 
house, but it 
was one of the 
tallest houses 
I’d ever been in.
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After this visit we milled around these 
crowded streets, people watching and 
taking in the culture.   

Just like our 
visits to 
Naples/Pompeii, 
Rome, Florence, 
and Pisa, 
Verona filled us 
with the Italian 
culture that they 
made uniquely 
their own, just 
like their city.  

We slowly 
made our way 
back toward the 
train station. 
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We were soon back on a fast train 
ultimately headed for Pordenone 
where the Jeep was waiting to take 
us back to Aviano. 

Despite our problems earlier in the 
day, these trains were mostly a 
comfortable and convenient way to 
travel.  Amelia and Gary spent 
much of these next three or so 
hours sleeping as our train made 
it’s way into the evening. 

Once we were back in Aviano, we 
stopped in at a restaurant for a late 
evening dinner, and then Vallerie 
and I went back to our hotel room 
while Gary and Amelia, all 
refreshed from their long naps on 
the trains, headed back out on the 
town for some more night life that 
twenty-somethings enjoy. 

.  

 


