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John's Diary

Forever Blue

A short story

By Misio




This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and events are either the product of the author's imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events, is purely coincidental.


Blu Virgin
(original lyrics, as released)
On the white sand where time used to settle
a soft voice was singing, a scent from far away lights up the memory
you held the whole world in one hand
 
Blu Virgin, tell me where you are
Blu Virgin, in the light of your eyes
a secret, I wrote it and never told it
a boy grew up and never forgot
 
Hills of earth, a river, a house
a name suspended like ashes left behind
frail shores, a ship, alone
a word that flies
 
Blu Virgin, how many lights did you give
one song and two lives, bound in silence
Blu Virgin, stay between sky and stars
the count won't add up till you know who you are
 
Behind a green gate, one day in September
someone told me: "it wasn't your fault"
but a brother in the wind was looking for his own blood
and I was singing, not knowing who for
 
Blu Virgin, stay forever
between sky and stars, between yesterday and tomorrow
Blu Virgin, one day they'll know
what my heart had carried all along
 
final refrain
Blu, forever, between sky and stars you remain.


Blu Virgin
(Italian translation)
Sulla sabbia bianca dove il tempo si posava
una voce sottile cantava, un profumo lontano accende il ricordo
tu reggevi il mondo con una sola mano
 
Blu Virgin, dimmi dove sei
Blu Virgin, tra le luci dei tuoi occhi miei
un segreto, l'ho scritto e mai raccontato
un bambino cresciuto, non ha mai dimenticato
 
Le colline di terra, un fiume, una casa
un nome sospeso come cenere rimasta
esili lidi, una nave, una sola
parola che vola
 
Blu Virgin, quante luci hai dato
un canto e due vite, legate nel silenzio
Blu Virgin, resta tra cielo e stelle
il conto non torna se non conosci chi sei
 
Dietro un cancello verde, un giorno di settembre
qualcuno mi disse: "non fu colpa tua"
ma un fratello nel vento cercava il suo stesso sangue
e io cantavo senza sapere a chi
 
Blu Virgin, per sempre rimani
tra cielo e stelle, tra ieri e domani
Blu Virgin, un giorno si saprà
cosa il mio cuore da sempre portava
 
rit. finale
Blu, per sempre, tra cielo e stelle tu rimani.
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PROLOGUE


I: The Task
Francis's note: before handing the floor to Giovanni's diary, I thought it right to tell, in my own words, how these pages came into my hands.
I stayed with Giovanni until his last days, in Woods.
The room had that particular smell of houses where someone is about to leave for good, a mix of disinfectant and flowers already too open, brought by who knows whom and never thrown away. Outside the window, the city's skyscrapers lit up one by one against a sky that never truly went dark, and I had grown used to spending my evenings there, sitting on a stiff chair by the bed, not quite knowing what to say in the silences that kept stretching longer.
It had been years since we'd lived that kind of quiet alliance formed only between people who've stopped needing to prove anything to each other. Giovanni had long since broken every real tie with his family in Florence, not a dramatic break, but a slow, definitive cooling of relationships that had never been warm to begin with. He had never married. He'd had no children of his own.
And yet he had never been a closed-hearted man. Quite the opposite: that heart, which the blood and power of the families had never fully managed to warm, had found somewhere else to pour itself into. To his friends, to the young assistants who had passed through his life over the years, the ones he himself chose to recognize as pure of spirit, capable of an empathy he considered rare, almost precious, Giovanni had always given everything a family should have given him and never had. He treated them like sons. Like companions on a journey that, in his own way, he thought was worth sharing all the way through.
I had been the last, and perhaps the closest of all, a member of his band, an eclectic keyboardist with a musical training he kept telling me he found extraordinary, who had arrived almost as a joke to an audition ten years earlier and never left.
It was in his room in Woods, in the days when his strength was visibly failing him, that he entrusted me with a task. One evening, as the city light filtered through the half-closed curtains, he beckoned me closer with his hand, a small gesture, almost imperceptible, but one I immediately recognized as important. He didn't ask it as a favor. He handed it to me like an inheritance, with the same care with which, over the years, he had entrusted me with ever more important parts of his practical life.
"There's a diary," he told me, his voice hoarse but firm. "I want you to make it public."
I stayed still for a moment, then sat on the edge of the bed, closer than I had ever allowed myself to be.
In those pages, written and rewritten over the years, Giovanni had recorded every detail of his own existence, not just the facts, but the weight each of them carried. His true origins. The resounding names behind his birth, and the secrets of power in the city of Florence that those names carried with them, inextricably tied to one another. The tragic and dramatic episodes that had framed his entire youth, long before I could even imagine them.
It was a diary that, if published while Giovanni was still alive, would have compromised the safety, and the dignity, of people and families still powerful in the city. That's why the events had been kept hidden for years, guarded with the same jealousy with which one guards the economic and political secrets of an entire nation: not out of personal shame, but because they touched threads woven far beyond the single life of whoever had lived them.
"As long as I'm alive, I can't," he told me, his voice now made of little breath. He stopped to catch his breath, closed his eyes for a moment, then opened them again and sought mine. "But once I'm gone, the silence will have no one left to protect within those pages. Only the truth, which finally deserves to be told."
I promised. I held his hand, feeling how light it had become, almost weightless, and it was with that promise, more than with any material inheritance, that everything to come began.
It was a few days later, in one of the few moments when he seemed to have more breath than usual, that Giovanni returned to the subject, but this time from another angle.
"There's something I want to do, before all this ends," he told me, his eyes fixed on the ceiling. "I want to go back to Italy. To Florence. One last time, before I die. But without anyone recognizing me."
I stayed silent, not quite knowing how to answer. It wasn't the first time he'd spoken of it, over the years some hint had always resurfaced, especially on the more tired evenings, but I had never heard him say it with that determination, like an already-made decision and no longer a passing nostalgia.
"I'll take care of it," I said, not yet knowing what that promise would truly mean.
I thought about it in the days that followed, turning the matter over from every possible angle. A man of his fame couldn't simply buy a ticket and board a commercial flight, the journalists, the fans, the distant relatives he hadn't seen in decades, all of them would rush in the moment the news leaked. The only way for him to truly go back, in peace, without fanfare, was for the world to believe there was no more John left to photograph.


II: The Return That Could No Longer Wait
"John," as I'd been used to calling him from the early years, "I'm almost certain you already have a plan for how to go back and make sure no one in Florence recognizes you."
Outside, beyond the window, a helicopter passed low over the city rooftops, and Giovanni followed it with his eyes for a moment before answering, as if he needed that small distant sound to find the right words.
"Of course," he replied, a shadow of a smile crossing his face for the first time in days. "We'll stage my death, here in Woods. We'll give the press the news, and it'll be true enough to leave no doubts in anyone's mind."
He stopped to cough, a sharp jolt that shook his whole chest, and I stood to hand him the glass of water on the nightstand. Giovanni took a sip, then went on, his voice a little clearer.
"You, whom I now name sole heir to my rights, will in the meantime sell my copyrights to Real, the unreleased tracks, everything I've kept aside all these years. With the proceeds, you'll buy a home in Florence. Quiet. Far from prying eyes. Next week take the plane and do whatever's needed. Then, together, we'll figure out how to publish the diary."
He paused, as if he had to gather his strength just to keep talking.
"I want to go back to where it all began. But I don't want to be recognized. I want to be free to live it, one last time, even if only for a few months. I'm a public figure on this planet by now. I don't want journalists around, I don't want distant relatives intercepting my presence. I think it would only cause embarrassment, for me and for them. But this decision of mine is dedicated, above all, to her, my mother Blu."
I listened in silence, only slowly understanding where that speech was heading.
"I left Florence forty-three years ago, when I was only twenty-six," Giovanni went on, "for a job offer in America, in Seattle. An offer that, in part, was arranged by the Miedici family themselves. At the time there was too much talk in the city about my origins, about how closely tied I was to them, and that family was already a target for revenge, because of a secret fund they managed."
He closed his eyes for a moment, as if putting back in order memories he hadn't told anyone in decades.
"That fund created ruthless competition. They accumulated almost limitless wealth. Within a few years the Miedicis opened their own credit institutions, granted loans at rates no other bank in the country could afford to offer. It was a real war, though a secret one, between banks, between financial cartels. In the end there were attacks, deaths, and blackmail. Men who vanished from boards of directors without anyone speaking of it again."
"And you," I said quietly, "were caught in the middle of all this without fully knowing it."
"I was the inconvenient son of a man everyone wanted to strike," Giovanni answered. "Sending me away was, at once, a protection for me and a way to spare them the embarrassment. It worked. But the price was never truly going back, for forty-three years."
I nodded, not yet trusting my own voice enough to answer.
I left a few days later.
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