
SPOOKY SERENDIPITY: Art for One                                   by Diana Fairbank 

On New Year’s Day 2013, Nozomi overslept. My friend and I had planned to go to 

the first showing of Les Misérables at 11:30 in Issaquah.  When it became clear 

she wasn’t going to make it in time, I said we need to reschedule because I have 

work to do today, and turned my focus to my laptop, in my recently rented room in 

a house at Lake Wilderness, which I shared with its owner, and two other guys. 

About an hour later, I heard one of my housemates enter our shared bathroom, 

which was directly attached to my room with a door to the hall, along with his 

girlfriend, and was then hostage to an audio sex show mere feet away on the other 

side of a thin sliding door. I’m thinking, Ï’m supposed to be AT Les Misérables, not 

BEING Les Misérables … As soon as I gracefully could, I got the hell out of there 

and took my dogs to my sacred spot on the shore of Lake Wilderness, looking at 

Mount Rainier, and made my most ultimate plea to The-All-That-Is for guidance to 

my Right place, where I could have optimal peace, prosperity and joy! 

That week, I got an email about a film screening that some friends and I were 

interested in seeing, for Friday, January 4th. It had been discussed to carpool with 

Nozomi, but since I needed to be free to look at new places to live that afternoon, I 

declined to do that. After seeing another no-go place, I was feeling the full 

apprehension of where am I going to live? As I turned in the driveway of the Lake 

Wilderness house, I thought of staying home to meditate on this storm of 

uncertainty, but just as quickly felt the wisdom rise to my consciousness, that I 

wasn’t going to find my way OUT of that room, IN that room! 

So I put on a favorite dress, long and black with white bamboo leaves, and headed 

to the Ascension Into Light Foundation, which is in the International District of 

Seattle. The film being shown was called “A New World Coming”.  I had been 

aware of this venue from previously being invited to other events there, but this 

was my first time attending. I was one of the first to arrive, just before 7PM, saw 

they had three giant armchairs to the right of the movie screen, so sat in the 

middle one.  A couple of minutes later, a good-looking, dark-haired gentleman 

came in and asked if the chair to my left was taken. Please take it, I said, then got 

up to get popcorn. When I resettled myself in the comfy chair, we were both 

reading the flyer for the film we were about to see and started chatting. I said it 

was my first time there, that I had come from Maple Valley, where I love hiking on 

amazing trails with my four dogs; and I found out from him that his name was 

Frank, that it was his second time there, he had come on the bus, and was a 

landscape architect for Seattle Parks & Rec, who had just built a dog park in Lower 

Queen Anne – then the film began.  It was a mishmash of metaphysical authors 

and thinkers talking about the Shift we had all just begun at the 12.21.2012 



Solstice.  I certainly was in the visceral process of being shifted, both physically and 

metaphorically, in unprecedented ways. 

I saw Nozomi come in at the last minute with another friend of ours, so was glad 

she found her ride, but all I could think about was how glad I was to be free to ask 

this interesting guy if he wanted a ride home and to go out for a bite after the 

movie! 

Which I did, and this invitation was received by the most delighted look flashing 

over Frank’s face that I could have hoped for – wow, yes, Let’s Go!! I asked him to 

drive, and where do you live, by the way? Do you know where the Uptown Cinema 

is, Frank asked in reply. I got my first wave of goosebumps (and again, as I 

remember, and am writing this), as the SIFF Cinema Uptown and SIFF Film Center, 

are where I am constantly at events for the Film School, SIFF & Women in Film for 

the last few years. Yes, I DO, I yelped - with joy and happy surprise at how spooky 

action ”vortexy” this was, and getting more fascinating by the second. 

As he’s driving, within 10 minutes, I mention being from Chicago, and Frank says, I 

was born in Chicago, and went to this small school called Parker…, now I must have 

shrieked, because I, too, was born in Chicago and went to that same small school 

called Parker! We figured out that we are five years apart in age, that Frank went to 

this school in Junior and Senior Kindergarten, and First Grade, then his family 

moved to the Western suburbs, and five years subsequent, I spent my first three 

years of schooling in the exact same classrooms, where there were presumably 

even teachers who would have remembered us both: seriously spooky that we 

share such a specific frame of reference of childhood. We also figured out that we 

were at the same Jethro Tull concert at the Chicago Stadium in 1978! It was clear 

to both of us that something extraordinary was going on. 

Now here we are crossing paths in Seattle, many decades later, in the exact right 

time for our grand plans to merge. I had prayed that when The Love of My Life 

appeared he would be un-missable, and that he was. We are “mutual muses” for 

each other, as Frank not only encourages and inspires my writing and other arts, he 

is a writer, painter and artist himself; so it goes both ways, infinitely! We just 

celebrated spending nine months together, in the manner of my new favorite 

French word, bienheuresement: blissfully. We also both speak French, and adore 

Paris, where we just spent a magnificent week, plus an ecstatic side trip to Brittany. 

What was my love reading at the time that we met? It was a book about soulmates, 

in French, called QUAND L’AMOUR ARRIVE COMME UN CADEAU (“When Love 

Comes Like A Gift”). 

The next day after our meeting, January 5th, the perfect place for me to move in 

Maple Valley came to me in such a miraculous way, delivered by angels, that it 

deserves its own story, but as it relates to this one, over the course of that first 



weekend of January 2013, everything fell into such alignment, it’s been breath-

taking, in the most supreme way, and proved, as it came to me in meditation: 

INTENSITY IS THE ALCHEMY OF MANIFESTATION! 

I made a digital art animation about this, which was shown at the Women in Film 

Seattle Member’s Showcase in April 2013 at the SIFF Film Center - Seattle Center. 

See it: http://roaming-initiative.com/mediagoblin/u/infin8yquest/m/intensity-is-the-alchemy-

of-manifestation-7362/ 

The unfolding of our reasons for being in each other’s lives at this time is the 

magical part now, as our co-created adventure takes us deeper into finding our 

highest expressions, as artists and people. What I had prayed for and been 

preparing for all these years had come in the form of Frank, and all the gifts of love 

he brings, and with whom I could fully share mine, so now the real fun has begun.  

I have a focus for channeling my Optimal All, in love, my Art for One, as are we 

becoming One. I feel safe to grow in all sorts of new ways with his love and 

support, and I know serenity anew. 

Everything that has come before now leading to this makes sense, and can be seen 

as the pathway to the Now where we have this proof in our relationship of a Divine 

Plan, as it is so beautifully put in The Course in Miracles: “The peace He lay, deep 

within you and your brother, will quietly extend to every aspect of your life, 

surrounding you and your brother with glowing happiness and the calm awareness 

of complete protection.”  

This quote is something Frank gave me five days after we met, and it resonates 

even more from this vantage point, as the answer to the prayer to become my 

Optimal Self, now the partner I need to help me get there, as well as bear witness 

to my growth, and vice-versa, feels so supported by the Universe. Que c’est 

passionante! – How exciting! 
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