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by Franklin Crawford

Look, it’s pretty easy to mock the concept of 
synchronicity which I hope someone here has 
ex-plained already so I don’t have to because I 
started this ditty by mocking this concept when 
a bird flew into my window and dropped to the 
ground, quite dead.
 
It was a mockingbird.
 
So I’m not flying into a window over this idea. 
We know who made it up and we know why: Carl 
Jung was trying to deep-six Freud’s theory that 
not only do we all die, the life we live from womb 
to stupa is meaningless. One way to refute this 

powerful notion was to concoct a concept that im-
bues life with meaning and snubs the little Austri-
an putz right in his coked-to-the-gills pince-nez. 
Jung did just that. I also think he played with his 
own poo, but another time, another time. 

Humans, being a superstitious lot (just ask Stevie 
Wonder) bought the convoluted conceit very few 
of us can begin to understand because it’s Nordic 
buncombe. 

Yet … Is life full of meaning or is it just a coinci-
dence that David Warren contacted me on Face-
book’s psychic hotline to ask if I would contrib-
ute a scholarly review of the subject? 
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Right then, a fish flew into my window and fell 
to ground, quite dead. It was only a minnow, but 
it had velocity.

This is astonishing because I once wrote a story 
about a minnow that flew into David Warren’s 
window. It too, died upon impact! 
Before anything else flies into my window and 
dies — or anyone else’s window for that matter 
— let me just say that I have great respect for 
windows and mirrors and the idea that memory 
can happen before there is anything to remem-
ber except the thing itself. I got that from Alice 
in Wonderland: Through the Looking Glass and 
worked it in here because I know in my Queen of 
Hearts that there is something very wrong with 
the universe and memory has to occur in at least 
two directions, possibly three; more likely, mem-
ory is like String Cheese and occurs in 27 ways. 
But that’s kind of hard to keep track of. 

Think about it: Quite possibly today you are go-
ing to experience something you already knew 
was going to happen and remember it later. The 
kid’s soccer game. You know it’s going to hap-
pen. You know they are going to lose and your 
kid is playing goalie. And later, you’ll talk about 
it as if it had already happened when in fact – it 
already DID happen. Twice!

Selfies are another example of synchronicity: 
“Haven’t I seen myself somewhere before?”
 
I rest my case. 

There has to be a third way out of this mire or we 
are forever stuck with “1s” and “Os” … Hauling 
ass through a binary universe with a penis com-
plex about your Mother is about as Freudian as it 
gets and I want to to put an end to that Teutonic 
nonsense as well.  

Which is what I like so much about that tribe in 
the Peruvian mountains whose members refer to 
the past by pointing in front of said tribal mem-
ber’s physical self; the future is indicated by 
aforementioned tribal member pointing across 

his/her chest/breast with an over-the-shoulder 
gesture that employs the thumb as vector. It is 
important to do it this way so you understand that 
the past is what we already know and can see and 
the future, what we haven’t remembered yet, is 
behind us. Kinda.

It’s a third way of thinking that has given us all 
hope there will be a two-state settlement between 
Israel and Palestine before World War III. That’s 
Nettieyahoo’s worst nightmare so it has some po-
tential. 

Well, in spite of myself here I am mocking away, 
and lo! The allegedly dead mocking bird I’d un-
ceremoniously packaged in a closed shoe box for 
later burial revives and causes a ruckus that sends 
the frightened cat to the toilet. The bird – IT’S 
NOT DEAD! 
Next thing I hear? You betcha: The bird is mim-
icking my thoughts in a rapid sequence of notes 
like an Irish piper on a binge. Shake, shampoo, 
rinse, repeat. There are lonesome loon calls and 
flutey trills. To flesh out this virtuosic perfor-
mance the bird also copies the sound of the cat 
in the litter box, my tappings on the keyboard, a 
Merle Haggard tune (“Last Night the Bottle Let 
Me Down”) and then manages to escape the box, 
veers directly toward to setting sun in my win-
dow and … whammy!

Hesitantly, because I’m scared, because I already 
know what I’m going to find behind the curtain, I 
look. I’m pretty brave. But this sight shook me to 
my Fukushima core. 

Sure enough, it’s the same minnow that flew into 
David Warren’s window almost 30 years to the 
day, as dry and dull as virtue, coughing gravel 
from its gizzard like a fishy Pharaoh. 

Now folks, you can call synchronicity 
a coincidence or call it The Madame 
Blavatsky Skyway of Consciousness. 

But I call it Fiction. 
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