Mona Lisa daVinci

It is difficult to determine which 2005 or 2012 should be regarded as the most memorable year in recent history.  The issue is purely philosophical, of course.  As with most things one would suppose there are those who view conception, that point where what is to occur becomes nearly immutable as the place to start a discourse.  Then there are those who can’t form a perspective without seeing the fruit and those who for some reason can’t believe even their vision and must taste.  Though a sort of Eden was finally attained, I would say those who view 2012 as the year of years are still influenced at least to some degree by those same reptilian forces that brought the initial fall.  And those like most consumers did not enjoin in the molding and rebirth.

Myself, being more a conceptualist would think that one would go to the root.  Though it would be more apt to use a vineyards term…the point of grafting to the rootstock.  I say this in that the root of human history was well established with little growth or flowering for some 20 thousand years.  The initial attempt to produce a fruitful plant from this rough stock those many millennia past may have been more successful had those keepers of old been about to prune and crop and water our species with truth. 

So are either years date of importance?  Is it important to note when the disease has been spotted, when the surgery has begun, or the cure has been effected?  In this case, yes, not simply because of the change in the nature of man but should we not forget the truth as so often has occurred in the history of our species.

That all this should have come to pass at one single point in time is not as coincidental as it may appear.  At the very least, the developments were synergistic and many of the precursor actions were planned though certainly the outcomes where not predicted.

Mona Lisa daVinci like her namesake was a bastard child of Tuscany.  Her mother was a self-emancipated youngster who had eluded her parents attempts “to recapture her” with false ID’s and a fairly constant stream of odd jobs.  Her favorite had been a stint in the fields picking grapes with Turks and Moroccans.  She didn’t make any money but the time in the camps was wonderful and she felt the poverty and camaraderie of the poor was an absolution of her very middleclass upbringing.

What could be better than sharing your toil, finishing high school?  The summer of freedom had been wonderful, song and dance and sweet love in the orchards with Adonis himself.  He was tall and bronzed from the work, sweet and shy.  His demeanor was a reflection of the sea breezes of his Greek island home.

