La Vie En Rose

I first came in contact with the song in chapters past during a moment where those stepping into the bewilderment of matrimony believed it would be that one moment they’d place memories within.  


We’ve entered a time in modern music where history must be played out at levels strong enough to carry their importance to an awaiting innocence.  


Native Americans have held onto their stories for years without books—today, getting those stories without bent mentions is a grand challenge.  Music faces the same obstacle.  


Marion Cotillard is Edith Piaf.  No really!  She is Edith Piaf!

Google the artist, You-tube her classics and you’ll fall flat into one of Hollywood’s best musical rebirths.  We’re talking Sissy Spacek in the Coal Miners Daughter…unforgettable.  


Fractured aren’t the fairytales we wish to acclaim, it more like the bodies required to live up to what a restless audience demands.  Edith had the passion to perform.  She didn’t appear on stage, she lived it.  She became that room and anyone watching was lucky enough to sniff the air she scented with a voice surely blessed by angelic collections of God’s gift to those he or she created.  
