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  Introduction)

November, Salem, OR: Something strange had just happened. By strange, I mean unusual, in a good kind of way that left me curious and extra alert. Here’s what went on. I was at the library, doing some research for my third book on coincidence, or rather, my third possible book on the same.

The first two had been surprises and adventures for sure, as they unfolded and evolved through the flow of the writing itself. For as usual, the big U, (the Universe) set up signposts along the way to guide and confirm I was on my best Path. Then after book two, there were clues again that the road hadn’t ended but had branched out to more bends where I needed to go. And I was anxious to do so.

What had come up was this. I had seen through my experiences and studies that the Universe provides outer signs as well as inner ones. That these hints and messages are where we hang out. And that these answers we “happen” upon when needed are not there now and then, but always—if we are aware.

So if we sometimes found answers in the books we read, for example, we could always find them there, if books or paper and words were our thing. They’d be orchestrated just for us and our needs in these special places.

This idea felt huge! Who among us couldn’t use higher wisdom and helpful information about life’s big questions as well as its smaller concerns? I knew I could. But the premise was pretty extraordinary. I mean ever-present guidance through coincidences with our very favorite things? I needed to go deeper and explore, research some more. Set up a discovery trip on my own life journey. For there was where the treasures lay, it seemed to me, on the Paths we were most meant to travel.

And mine involved books and papers, two of my personal passions that defined me most. And the question kept reoccurring: was exploring this idea—that coincidental signs are always present in our favorite places—a part of my Life Path too? I couldn’t help but think so. The nudges and clues and messages were saying just that.

So I decided to put it to the test right then as I browsed at the library. To consider any unusual found paper or book and their words or images as a possible sign, It must contain an answer about the truth of the insight or direction I needed to go. And as the fiction stacks felt like a good place to begin, I headed for them.

I immediately spotted a small piece of paper sitting on a shelf. On it were handwritten titles of a couple well-known books, The Color Purple and The Magic of Thinking Big.

Right away, I was startled. Not because someone had searched for the books, but that the note left there was so happenchance, pertinent, and meaningful to me. For purple was a favorite color that meant metaphysics—coincidence, especially—in my symbolic view. And magic was what synchronicity seemed, so the phrases together said believe in your big discovery and confirmed the role that higher magic might play in the new book.

And yet I hesitated a bit. How could this work so smoothly and so fast? Then I thought I’d ask again, and did so with the intent: anything more that I come upon that is striking or odd, I’ll consider as a further message to make sure of this thing.

Immediately, a soft inner voice spoke up. Go look at The Color Purple book. What? Go look at the book right now, it repeated. Okay. Then, following the prompt, I found the “W” author section and a copy of the novel by Alice Walker, and pulled it from the shelf.

Immediately the pages fell open. There was something tucked there between them that once marked a reader’s place. It was a playing card—a Joker—the unpredictable wild card of the deck.

A tingle ran down my spine. It felt so eerily grand to be guided in this way to another piece of paper that so perfectly mirrored my thoughts. To go from one written message directly to another, in one of my book places—the library. And to find a name and image that further symbolized how I felt about this project, for the Joker does not belong to any suit, but stands alone, its properties chosen by its owner. And so it symbolizes independence and new beginnings in the game, and can hold any value too, when wisely played.

And these ideas reflected my trail as well, with its new project ahead, a direction that was unconventional and needed to be walked alone. But I’d been dealt a wild card through the happenchance Joker, and that would smooth the way. Go ahead, start in, the big U seemed to say. The gates are all open. But it’s all up to you, so do with it what you will. That sure sounded like a bargain to me, and wow, what a gift!

Then that is where I started, with the premise that signs are always there to help and guide us, in those places that are extra special to us. And so as book-and-paper people, these will be through the same, through the words and images of paper we happen upon.

This segued into my goals for this book, which were to:




    	Test the process in my own life, alongside the writing—live it as well as explore it.



    	Share my insights and my experiences with you, my readers, just as they happened to unfold.



    	Be open and willing to follow the signs wherever they led, which might lead to more steps or messages on either of our Paths!


  

There were two big questions I hoped to answer through the project:




    	Is the premise accurate as my experiences and studies have repeatedly shown?



    	If this is so, how can we book-and-paper people best use this knowledge for richer, happier lives?


  

This book is organized into two main sections. Part I delves into the essentials of our subject: first who, that’s us, the book-and-paper people; then how, by found paper coincidences; and where, on our personal Paths.

Part II goes on from there, exploring how this plays out in three main areas of our lives: our work, our play, and our rest/well-being.

The whole thing is a mix of both exploration and stories of meaningful incidents that happened to me, of insights and answers through found paper signs. Plus those of a few other people that also tied in.

And the adventure continued. As I wrote these words, this book was unfolding, along with new ways in life, directions that were different or just better. And I hope you’ll come along with me on this curious trip and then be inspired, too, to find and explore your own paper clues!


  (PART I


  1

Book-and-Paper People)

Found paper is fascinating and fun. When we happen upon it in some unexpected place, it’s a super surprise. When we’re drawn to its words in some paper or book, it holds magic and clues, for found paper is part of a treasure hunt—a new adventure to wisdom and wit—that the Universe arranges for us who love these things.

The following event felt like a bon voyage to me, and a special gift too, as I prepared to begin this adventure to share with you.

January, Dallas, OR: It was New Year’s Day, and the beginning of the year had that special sort of feeling it often did, of new possibilities in place. I was very aware of that newness, too, in one particular area of life—my writing. The introduction of this book had been written, and I was on the threshold of the grand experiment I had planned to carry out for its content. And that was a little unnerving.

I planned to test my theory about the working of coincidence while writing the book. To try living as well as working with the help of found paper words, for experiences had shown that this was how the Universe reached out to me most every single time.

And I hoped to confirm this discovery that higher wisdom was there for us, right where we liked to hang out—while simultaneously exploring it in my own life too. And then share that trip’s experiences right here in this book with you.

So it was New Year’s, the start of a brand-new stretch of time and personal beginnings too, if we chose to think of it like that. And I did. It felt like the perfect time to start this new adventure. So I formed my intent for the day to be open to higher signs from paper and books about my Path in general and this beckoning branch in particular.

I had decided to randomly collect an assortment of found paper and books to use for the study. This would consist of items come upon unexpectedly, along with any that were unusual or oddly attracting. What it got down to was any piece of paper or book that stood out from others in some unknown way.

My intuition would be my guide—what I felt led to choose, or what might choose me! This went for methods and places of finding the items too, whatever and wherever I felt drawn to do.

It was early morning, and I was curious about a sale I’d seen advertised being held nearby. It would be of new and used and collectible things. That sounded like my kind of sale, and my husband, Eric’s, too, a fun and eclectic assortment of stuff for sure. So we headed on over.

When we stepped through the door, I was glad we had. The room was big and full of tables, but not so many browsers, being New Year’s Day and all. With a thinner crowd, it would be easier to get a good look at the wares. Starting at one side of the room, I stopped first at a couple tables of books. Nothing was of much interest, so I moved on.

And on. There were more books and paper items scattered here and there that I took time to look over. My intent was in mind for anything meant as a work or Path message to somehow stand out. But nothing did; nothing felt meant for me. And though a little disappointed, I knew that was okay, because our signs appeared at right times, and maybe right then wasn’t one.

Then I came to a table with a small stack of papers that I stopped to leaf through. Near the top was a scrap of calligraphy script. It was a picture, the reproduction of one, and it was very well done. There were age spots and tears and old-looking wear to give it the look of an authentic antique piece. I barely glanced at it before setting it aside in my reject pile.

Noting my actions, the seller piped up. “I couldn’t tell if that was real or not.”

“It must be a reproduction,” I answered, then pulled something recognizable from the stack. “Now here’s something we can be certain of. A report card from a Texas school dated 1912. Doesn’t look too much different from later ones, does it?”

The seller agreed, and I paid for the piece. Then while putting it into a flat sleeve, she added, “Here, take the calligraphy one, too, for free.”

“What?” I was caught completely off guard by her offer.

“Go ahead and take the old-looking picture too,” she repeated.

What a surprising and generous thing to say! I felt the familiar tingle of something coincidental in the works as I thanked her for the gift and put both papers in my bag.

Those were the only paper items I ended up taking home from the sale. In the evening, I got them out, curious to look closer at the calligraphy picture in particular. For the first time since coming upon the paper, I read what had been penned upon it in ornamental script, “Writing is the most beneficial invention of human ingenuity.”

That first important word seemed to jump out from the paper. Though “invention” had been written in far darker and larger letters, the first word was what stood out. And though the saying probably once referred to the penmanship itself, it now referred to something else as a message for me! I felt a reassurance that my writing did hold value and my Path was now the right one, with this event an example of my theme. Yes, it seemed to say, this is how it all works for book-and-paper people like you!

I examined the picture more closely. The adage was written within an oval border, with the Lord’s Prayer written in tiny script all around the edges. The calligraphy included several styles with varying ornamental letters. Extra flourishes filled the blank spaces, including a small detailed face drawn in the center. At the bottom right corner were a signature and a name of a town.

The picture was fragile as well. There were creases and tears, and a whole section, about a quarter of the left end of the piece, was missing. But the penmanship was creative and fine, and the lettering still crisp. In fact, up close I could see where the writer’s pen had passed or flowed with tiny dots of extra ink—because the piece was real!

That insight came to me in a flash. After all, with my love of ephemera, why wouldn’t the big U choose a curious old paper to convey its message through lovely handwriting? For the picture, in spite of being incomplete, torn, and very worn, was still beautiful. And the fact that it had to almost be placed directly into my hands for me to look at it was a bit humbling. And it was a super sign—a special gift to keep and a happy send-off for the exploration of this book.

I wanted to know more about the artist. Both because I was curious and because there was often more going on when we followed our prompts. So I searched online by the signature and the name of the town on the piece. This quickly brought results. I soon had a short bio of a gentleman who fit the bill quite well.

The artist was Scottish, born in the mid nineteenth century to a family with a long history as hand weavers. In the late 1800s, he immigrated to Portland, Oregon, USA, becoming a prominent businessman of fabric goods. The city listed historic homes and buildings, as well as other links still with the family, and included his portrait too.

I looked up the saying about writing that he had chosen for his artwork, and found it was his own created version inspired by some thoughts in a couple early books. I checked the state historical society and found many artifacts and references to the family there too. And then I stopped—I knew as much as I needed to know about the man.

Thoughts came about donating the piece to a library or museum for others to enjoy, or perhaps a copy instead, as I liked to share finds with family researchers and such. But I was attached to the picture, as rough as it was, and really wanted to keep it.

A coincidental e-mail from my friend Deidre put an end to these concerns. She had forwarded an interesting article about a book mender’s art. There was a part about the trend to digital copies for library patrons, based on the damage to originals by handling. And a comment about how some words on pages seemed to leap out. Indeed they really do—when they’re meant for me or for you. And sometimes those originals are meant for us alone.
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My plan for this book was to start each section by asking what was most important to know, and then be open to any new directions suggested to go. So I did that here, phrasing my question like this: what do I most need to know about book-and-paper people? Then sent that query out by repeating it a bit and making a point to watch for inner signs.

They came pretty quickly. The image of a crafts store on the other side of town kept flashing, though I seldom went there. It was a warehouse—a humongous place overflowing with fabric and paper and beads and most anything else you might need for crafts. But I wasn’t very crafty, so I only went to browse now and then and usually buy a few paper pieces.

Their paper section was wonderful. Several long aisles of stack after stack of all kinds of papers for albums, collages, or whatever, in a myriad of patterns, textures, and hues. A veritable feast for the eyes it was, and the spirit as well, evoking memories and fine feelings and often much more.

And as a paper person, I knew what this “more” could be—coincidental answers or Life Path clues. So when the prompt came—go now to the store—I knew to follow through and consider any special papers found as possible messages too.

Once at the store, I looked around the new displays and then headed for my favorites. There were papers that were new since I’d last been there, plus specials on sale. I took my time, poking through stacks of patterns and prints, bright colors and pastels. Then went back and picked out two sheets I knew I needed. I wasn’t really sure right then exactly why this was, but felt that inner knowing nonetheless that these two pieces were somehow meaningful.

Back in the car, I looked at what I’d bought. Each paper was reversible, with a coordinating pattern on the back. I didn’t see anything they had in common or any way they were linked, at first glance, that is, beyond both being clever and fun.

The first paper’s design was whodunit and had a detective theme, based on the ever-popular Sherlock Holmes. Portraits of key players involved in his tales—Mr. Holmes, Dr. Watson, Mary Morstan, Professor Moriarty etc.—were displayed on each side of the paper, on the back of playing cards.

Around the edges were stamps with detective motifs and a Victorian train image, plus quotes from the stories themselves, about games and secrets and clues, the mystery of life and such.

The other paper was very different. Its design featured typing, via row after row of vintage ribbon tins. Each tin showed its attributes through items like vogue or deluxe, or silhouettes of busy typists on the lids. On the back side of the paper was a repeating pattern of single typewriter keys.

I loved them both. Their designs were fun and creative, but there was something more; the patterns of the papers spoke to me. And I felt it was the question that I had asked and that they were answering—through chance.

I looked again at the two. The detective print I right away knew referred to me, for a favorite thing had always been to solve life’s secrets by following its curious clues. And my love of books connected to this, as the place where they were found. And that place of books and paper, where I was eager to go, always offered discovery.

But what about the other piece with its vintage pattern? What did its images say? Because they worked together, as I was drawn to both. I studied the playful repetition of the typewriter tins, their slogans and their words. And then in a flash, I got it. We’re all in this together—the book-and-paper people pool. Yet like each tin of the pattern, we’re personally unique. So our reasons for loving these things will be different too, and just as original.

Who are we then, the book-and-paper people, and why do we love what we do? And beyond the same overall passion, do we share other traits? An inward look will shed lucid light and hold up a magic mirror to our own secret links to paper. The link that’s a key to how our clues appear, to noticing them and reading them too.

Book lover, book collector, bookseller, bibliophile, bookman, reader, researcher, writer. Paper lover, paper collector, letter writer, artist. The names that describe us can go on and on it seems. Some include what we do with our papers, and some simply mean we’re wildly attracted. We are crazy about them. And there’s our sameness. Regardless of those various things we do with our papers and books, we all like them—really, really like them.

Our love affair with books often goes back a long, long time. If you’re crazy about them, can you remember how that started? I’m pretty certain that you can!

I vividly remember my discovery of adult versus kids’ books at the local library, at about ten years of age, and the exhilaration that resulted. There were so many good ones there I could read!

And then more excitement—there was a whole row of big, fat books on twilight zone-ish stuff too! Even then, a young friend and I were busy doing our ESP experiments that worked surprisingly well. And here were books to help us, the very pinnacle of coolness in my young researcher mind.

How about paper; is that your passion? How did that come about? Once again, I’m pretty certain that you can recall the details.

My love of old paper goes back just as far as for books. Around the same age, I was visiting a tiny Oregon town with a big-sounding name. Jacksonville was delightful, with quaint vintage houses and shops and winding old streets from a century before, plus the oddities and goods of that time. While exploring, I stepped off the main street into a small dusty shop, a weird and wonderful place.

The shop was astounding. Tables and shelves and even the floor were covered with papers—row upon row of towering stacks. And it was all old, the owner said, every single piece. So there were letters and photos and cards and a bunch of bewildering things I’d never ever seen before.

Then, naturally, I wanted to look at it all. I couldn’t, of course, and some years later, with the time and freedom to do so, I went back. The place had disappeared. But my fascination with old paper remained.

Many in our special group are readers. We avidly read our favorite topics as much as we can. We read what our favorite authors write and the story types we like. We read and we read, and then think about what we read when we are not reading!

Some of us are writers, with research the other part of what we like to do. Written words are our inspirations, and the result of our creations most of the time. We really need our books, and love them too!

Some of us are collectors, gathering up these things we love so much. We learn about our gems: their identifying details or history, whatever makes them unique, becoming experts as we do. We learn their locations, where they reside or hide, and haunt these treasure-hunting grounds.

And some of us are artists, using a mix of different papers that attract and appeal. Our styles are so unique that the art we make is truly one of a kind. One value we’re likely to have, though, is our love of the papers with which we create, however varied our artwork.

So we’re readers and writers and scholars, and collectors too, plus artists of various sorts, all with a mighty attraction to books. Or to paper, or to both, as our personal case may be. And there really is no limit to our B-and-P types, beyond those listed here!

And why do we love these things as we do? Because they make us feel so good! Then again, what you get from them won’t be what I do. Not exactly, anyway. Our personal needs and desires are never quite the same. But what we all do share is a love affair with paper that fulfills our different needs.

Reading books may entertain us with stories that offer the fun of an adventure or the thrill of a quest. Or offer comfort and companionship too, when the author’s presence comes through. Or information with answers to our questions, books being records of much that’s been thought or done by mankind.

Research may excite


























































OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
The Curious
Coineid
of Found Paper

'” S N N W ey o o e e e

I|-

. i chddimiid ok bobeded “’

i ",ﬁ
il ]| A
1 Il
:, ‘ﬂ.‘\ ) [

e - -

Following Life Path Clues
in Paper & Books

Jenna Moore Fuller





OEBPS/Images/image.001.jpeg
The Curious
Covncidnce
of Found Paper

Following Life Path Clues in
Paper & Books

Jenna Moore Fuller





OEBPS/Images/image.002.jpeg





