This is an example of a kind of synchronicity that’s difficult to understand and explain as an ‘accidental event’ if you have not experienced it yourself:  
June 23, 1995


I work in the Boeing  Commercial Aircraft Division in Final Assembly. That’s where the cigar shaped body enters the building at one end, and as the body moves through the building all the parts are added so that a finished airplane leaves the building It’s somewhat like seeing the metamorphosis process at work. 

The crew that I support always gathers for a heads-up meeting first thing in the morning which I attend so I can be aware of problems they are dealing with.  

A variety of conversation is always going on.  I was reading the morning newspaper waiting until the supervisor came. While I was reading an article about a new order for 737's that my  employer had just gotten,  my attention was shifted quite unexpectedly.  I suddenly heard someone say something although until that moment I had not heard anything that was being said. 
I was reading in my paper:  "seven-thirty-sevens" and  just at the point that I had already read 'seven' and was looking at the numbers 'three – sevens, someone in the room had said to someone else: "What about that big order for the 'triple 7's?". 

It was impeccable timing. ‘3 sevens’ is another way to say ‘triple 7’s’ I thought to myself. It was rather akin to an ‘echo’ of what I was reading. 

At that point I hadn't heard about a 777 order so the first association that formed in my mind was that he was referencing what I was reading about, which was a new order for  737's, probably the new generation 737X. 
My second association formed rapidly so that I, watching the formation of associations in my mind realized that the context was different.  He was not talking about the article I was reading at all.

The word ‘echo’ may seem odd but I had heard an ‘echo’ of something quite private. What someone was saying ‘registered’ suddenly, emerging from what had been ‘tuned out’ and it ‘echoed’ or ‘repeated back to me’ what I’d just read. 

I cannot make it clear enough that this occurred in a 'flash' or that everything going on in my mind was visible to me. That has not always been a statement I could honestly make. 

 I, seeing all this subtle nuance occurring within my mind  grasped the difference between the two contexts, mine and the other, BUT I could also see  that the timing was impeccable; precision that was quite perfect.

I thought to myself: " Is that a coincidence or not?” 
At that point I’m thinking about writing all this down as soon as I can so I don’t forget it. In my mind I write:  “It just happened that by some strange coincidence…”  Then my attention returned to the newspaper at precisely that point. 

What I saw first was these words: 'By some strange coincidence....'.  They were not the beginning of the article that contained them and the words had nothing to do with the article I'd been reading. They were the beginning of a paragraph embedded in an article, but my eyes had just picked up that part of the article. The words repeated exactly the same words a part of my mind had generated in its ruminations about writing down the details of the co-incidence I'd just experienced. 

This second coincidence had an effect on my body. I shivered and felt ‘strange’ because   I had experienced another exact echo of my thought within a very short span of time. The difference was that this time the words were not spoken by somebody physically present. They were written in the daily newspaper but they were exactly what I had ‘thought’, as though ‘echoed back’.

 By 1995 I’ve become familiar with this kind of ‘repetition/reflection’, although this particular incident had several unique attributes I’d not experienced in the past. 

I began to read another article after I underlined the words I'd just read, so I would remember them.  After a time the conversation in the room impinged on me again when I heard one of the men ask if anyone else was scheduled to go to ZODIAK'.   'Zodiac?'  The article I was reading  now was about the Zodiac killer. This makes me shiver. 

"What ARE they talking about?" I asked myself, glancing up to see who was speaking.  I realized the mechanic was looking at the white board upon which the daily training schedules appear.

There was a class named 'ZODIAK'’. Well, Zodiak, Zodiac, 737s, 777s; that's a bit much, so I tweak myself back to the newspaper story and tell myself this is just another day, don't get confused. 

I went back to the story which was about how the ZODIAC killer had left a trail of clues behind. There was a consistent pattern in the notes he left. 

He had used an inverted cross and written 3 7's in this pattern.

The chatter in the room was full of talk about 777 orders, 737x orders, and

about a class that was named ZODIAK, while I read an article about the

Zodiac killer, who marked his crime by inscribing 777 at the scene. 

I repeat the sequence in my mind, thinking that’s the only way I will be able to retain in my mind what happened. I jot down some details on the newspaper, making tangible notes.  The 737 airplane, the 777 (3-7’s) airplane; a class about a program named Zodiac, a killer who calls himself Zodiak whose signature is an inverted cross upon which he wrote 3 7’s. 

All of these fragments aligned in my mind as strangely important, but what is the real meaning of such a cluster of coincidence?

To make it clear how I view this kind of convergence, before I give my interpretation of the purpose behind them: There is a re-iteration of what I had just read, it was an 'echo'  of sorts,  a kind of restatement and to be even more redundant, a replay of  my mental ‘stuff’  happened in the re-iteration  of words in the exterior world, by real people and a newspaper I just happened to be reading. 

 Two ‘strands’ of unrelated  events used the same words. This is a pattern I have experienced, but not at work. Later  it became obvious to me that a pattern I had noticed in my life  was ‘replaying’ at work, in a different situation where contexts were different but it’s the same pattern! 
What’s the big deal? Well it’s hard to ignore this kind of re-iteration when it happens in a few minutes of Time.  It’s hard to believe there’s no reason for it happening. Why? For what purpose? 

This was point blank convergence where what I just read was echoed, the sound of words used by others reverberated back to me what I had just read although the context became obviously different. The actual word content in my private mental world was re-generated and re-played back to me from the exterior world, not once but several times in a few minutes.

It takes a lot longer to write this down or read it than the time span in which it happened.  This is a kind of re-iteration that would seem unlikely or even impossible to happen once or twice. 

Especially the Zodiac/Zodiak content. The Zodiak/Zodiac incident looped the other events into a bouquet of coincidences that would certainly get my attention.  I could recite quite a number of similar incidents, but this particular one surprised me because it happened at work.

( I repeat to emphize this:  Later I recognized that a pattern I’d experienced in my private life was repeating, using different content that had to do with the New Generation 737X, whose ‘nameber’ YA001 had a vowel in it. This was a new thing, there were no vowels in the 737 until that point. This strangely reflected back eventually, in my thought, to a point in Time when YVHV became YAHWEH. My mind and what I’d read in the past as well as what I reading at the time, and what I  was physically doing blended after this incident happened, unexpectedly and much to my surprise in a form I’d become somewhat familiar with. 

.  Arthur Koestler uses different words in his non-fictional book, The Roots of Coincidence but he writes about the same idea: "There exists a type of phenomenon even more mysterious than telepathy or precognition which has puzzled man since the dawn of mythology: the seemingly accidental meeting of two unrelated causal chains in a coincidental event which appears both highly improbable and highly significant." 

When the airplane left Final Assembly it was known as YAHOO 1, for reasons having to do with my having just read about the ‘excremental vision’ and other enlightening (to me!!) ideas in Norman O. Brown’s Life Against Death, The Psychoanalytic Meaning of History. It had much to do with reading about the ‘encodement’ of Jonathan Swift’s Gulliver’s Travels,  a book I’d read when I was younger, not suspecting the ‘inner meaning’ of the story, which was a commentary about certain ‘anal characteristics’. 

Anyway one word, ‘yahoo’ came at me from several sources so that when I handled or talked about paper work that had YA001 on it, (which is very frequently done) I could not read or SAY ‘y aye zero zero one’, it was ‘YAHOO 1 to me.  Eventually everyone  knew the plane as YAHOO 1 and when it left there was a large collage labeled, ‘Assembling YAHOO 1.’ 

When each of the separate events happened, I felt a spark of shock in my body, it’s a bit of a painful feeling to experience the thinking part of me as it recoiled from thinking about the possible significance. This morning’s events are somewhat new to me, but only because I’m at work, not at home, in my sewing room with the television on almost unnoticed,   or shopping or attending a squaredance or a squaredance lesson. It’s happened in my ‘non-work’ life in the past but not at work. 

 I have the feeling I have been targeted, identified, even spoken to by the ‘re-iterations’ because they were directed towards me but not by any conscious part of me.  There was some ‘attention’ at work, but was it ‘me’?  I was obviously not imagining anything, but imagination of some kind was at work, working with words and events that ‘it’ seemed to know about, before they happened. . 

I think about what has happened:  I had been engrossed in reading but suddenly the words being spoken by someone in the room  were brought forth as though highlighted and they were exactly what I was reading,  It feels like the ‘highlighted events’ had been a kind of ‘word’ that was spoken to me. It comes at me as a kind of conversation that I know nobody hears but me.

That is why I have come to believe ‘synchronicity’ the way Jung understood it is not complete. It’s difficult to think of this as a way to ‘speak’ to an individual,  to identify an individual by ‘describing some detail of that individual’s life at the precise moment’. But after enough similar experiences, and many others that are almost impossible to describe, (masses of thought that occur in a flash of Time, but which has to be ‘discovered’ as though it happened in a remote galaxy) it does become reasonable. The word ‘unconscious’ does not apply because the contents of this ‘influx’ was visible, but could not be related to when it happened, although it was remembered, obviously by the observing part of mind that ‘saw/heard’ the ‘influx’. The word ‘vision’ doesn’t seem adequate either. Swedenborg’s term, ‘influx’ does make sense. 

It had been F. David Peat book, Synchronicity, The Bridge Between Mind and Matter that had brought the word ‘synchronicity’ into my mind, and also formed a connection between certain ‘symptoms’ of ‘delusional associations’ and a process of human ‘individuation’. 

 The synchronistic ‘word’ is usually not formed in such a few minutes of time, this is a unique event, but that is what makes me feel ‘strange’ even now that I’m familiar with observing what’s going on in my mind as well as what’s outside of my  body. 

Its when they converge, forming one ‘world’, that I feel uncomfortable. In the beginning the ‘world floor’ seemed to be suddenly JELLO However: ‘What you get used to gets to be normal.”! Eventually; hopefully. 

 I can write this ‘word’ down very likely and hope that at some point, it will make sense to someone other than me. 

