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Ital ian farewell  
The Ital ian lover ’s  farewell  dream 

 
By Carol ine Skene 

 
 
Kate sat next to the most beautiful man in the world in arguably one of the 

most romantic cities in the world and felt completely miserable. The 

oppressive August heat, humid and heavy-lidded left her exhausted. She 

propped her sunglasses back to rest above her fringe and gazed through the 

sun’s brightness at Guiliano. He was exceptionally striking - in an unnatural 

way. No human being should look that good she thought. High and strong 

above, Apollo gave the impression he was incensed at illuminating such 

mortal perfection. Maybe that’s what was wrong? Somehow Guiliano’s 

flawless appearance had angered those Roman Gods and they were now 

demonstrating their displeasure. Venus had played her games with them and 

she was now bored. Kate’s mood had not even been lifted by spending the 

previous hour in devotion to her own Gods, those of Armani, Dolce and 

Gabbana and Gucci in the via dei Condotti. Now she and Guiliano were 

playing at being tourists and had stopped to enjoy a cooling gelato on the 

Spanish Steps.  

 

Kate waited until they had both finished their ice-cream before she spoke.  

“You don’t need to come to the airport this evening. Maybe it’ll be better that 

way”. Faults seeped into her Italian like olive oil soaking into bread.  

“Aeroporto Kate, e aeroporto.” Guiliano corrected her.  

Kate allowed herself a smile which managed to reach her large brown eyes.  

“Bella Kate, bellissima Kate. I will miss you”, he said and reached out to gently 

caress her cheek.  

“I am not returning to Rome Guiliano. Well, not for a long time anyway. Do 

you understand? Capisci?” She looked straight into his darkness.  

The Italian’s head dropped dejectedly as he ran his hands through thick 

luscious hair.  
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Kate then became even more determined he would not come with her to the 

airport later. There was a delicious pain to this parting which she knew would 

disintegrate into something confused and distasteful if drawn out much longer.  

She started rising to her feet , “I must go and pack. I’ve done nothing so far”. 

Guiliano’s exquisite features visibly crumpled and he appeared perplexed, as 

if in disbelief at Kate’s departure. “I must go”, she repeated. 

Guiliano stood up and kissed her. “More time Kate. Can’t we have more 

time?” 

“No, it’s just not possible, and not good Guiliano. Addio”.  

Kate didn’t wait for his reply. She headed away from the crowds of sightseers 

and teenagers sprawled across the steps and didn’t once look back. She 

knew Guiliano was watching her though. She felt his eyes following her, 

searing through her light cotton dress. The cruel arrogance of the ancient 

Gods and the efficacy of their power had never been more apparent to her.  

 

That night, as the taxi weaved through the narrow streets of the centro storico 

Kate let the emotions of the past few months wash over her. Suddenly she 

knew what she had to do. She called for the taxi driver to stop and wait a 

moment as she got out the car and turned into the small piazza. There ahead 

of her was the Trevi fountain. Shadows danced across the marble figures as 

the floodlit water surged and swelled thunderously below them. Kate stood for 

a moment absorbing the intensity of the scene. She pulled out a coin from her 

pocket, threw it into the fountain and left her fate in the hands of those 

magnificent Gods. 


