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BEAUTIFUL TAPESTRY IN THREADS OF FATE

by: DR. ELYMAR A. PASCUAL and DR. NILDA V. SAN MIGUEL

In the heart of a bustling Filipino town, two souls unknowingly danced around each
other. Their paths intersected daily, yet fate kept them apart. This is the story of Lolo Joselito
and Lola Esperanza, whose friendship blossomed against the backdrop of sun-kissed rice fields

and fragrant sampaguita flowers.

Lolo Joselito was a sturdy man, his sun-weathered face etched with lines of resilience.
Every morning, he pedaled his rusty bicycle along the same winding road, delivering fresh
vegetables to the market. His heart carried the weight of memories - the laughter of childhood

friends, the scent of his mother’s adobo, and the promise of a better life.

Lola Esperanza, on the other hand, was a gentle soul. Her silver hair framed her face
like a halo, and her eyes held the wisdom of years. She walked the same path as Lolo Joselito,
her woven basket filled with pandesal/ and sweet pastillas. Her heart whispered stories of lost
love, of letters never sent, and of dreams deferred.

Their lives brushed against each other - a fleeting glance at the sari-sari store, a nod
of acknowledgment during Sunday Worship Service. But youth is impatient, and their hearts
beat to different rhythms. Lolo Ramon courted a village beauty, while Lola Esperanza pined

for a fisherman who sailed beyond the horizon.

Decades passed. Lolo Joselito’s wife passed away, leaving him with grown children
scattered across distant cities. Lola Esperanza remained unmarried, her family long gone, their
ancestral house now a crumbling memory. Both carried the weight of unspoken words - the

“what ifs” that haunted their twilight years.

One misty morning, Lolo Joselito’s bicycle chain snapped. He pushed it along the

familiar road, frustration etching lines on his forehead. And there, under the ancient acacia
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tree, he found Lola Esperanza. She sat on a wooden bench, feeding breadcrumbs to a stray

cat.
“Trouble with your bike?” Lola Esperanza asked, her eyes crinkling in amusement.
Lolo Joselito chuckled. “Yes, it seems fate conspires against me.”

They talked of harvest seasons, of grandchildren, of dreams deferred. The sun peeked
through the leaves, casting dappled shadows on their faces. And in that moment, they realized

the misfortune of their missed opportunities was a gift.

“You know,” Lola Esperanza said, “we might have met earlier, but perhaps we needed

these years apart to appreciate each other fully.”

Lolo Joselito nodded. “Our paths converged at the right time. Our friendship is stronger

now because we've weathered life’s storms alone.”

"Given an opportunity," Lola Esperanza curiously asked, "would you travel a different

road so that you can find a better life and not this one where you are in?"

"No, not at all," Lolo Joselito immediately answered, "because the road I traveled is
the one prepared on my way to you. The present moment is a gift that I would not trade for

anything in this world."

Lola Esperanza became speechless at that moment. For her, those missed
opportunities in the past became insignificant as time unraveled its mystery and the purpose

of each moment revealed.

And so, they became inseparable. They shared stories over steaming cups of kapeng
barako, laughed at the antics of neighborhood children, and tended to each other’s aching
joints. Their bond transcended mere friendship - it was family, woven from shared memories

and the quiet acceptance of imperfections.
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As the sun dipped below the mountains, Lolo Joselito held Lola Esperanza’s hand. “I'm

glad I found you,” he whispered.
Lola Esperanza smiled. “And I, you.”

Their love was not romantic, but it was profound. They valued family - their own and
the makeshift one they’d created. And when the sampaguita blooms perfumed the air, they
knew that their missed opportunity had led them exactly where they needed to be: in each
other’s company, hearts intertwined like the vines on the trellis.

The strongest friendships are forged not in youth’s impatience, but in the quiet
acceptance of shared, unfolding journeys. We usually fail to notice the gift of missed
opportunities, until we see the threads of fate, weaving together separate paths into a

beautiful tapestry.
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