It Was Meant To Happen!

Staring across the green pastures seated in his favourite chair on the front veranda, Bundy’s thoughts were solely focused on ‘what he should do’!  A slight cool breeze swept past him as if someone had suddenly walked over his grave almost breaking his concentration of thought, sending a cold shiver down his spine.  Over the past couple of days he’d wondered around listlessly as if in a trance trying to understand his true feelings, even speaking to a dear friend asking her thoughts on the subject.  She couldn’t or wouldn’t help him!

Two years before, his wife of thirty years lost her fight with cancer.  After her death he didn’t know how he was going to cope alone suffering from his own personal grief, sorrow, sadness and loss.  His most difficult time was saying goodbye to his wife and letting her go so he could get on with his life.  Letting go of his wife was tough!  She was dead but her spirit lived on within him.  Each night his dreams were not complete unless she appeared in them.  Loneliness became his constant companion.

Prior to his wife becoming ill they decided to retire in Cooran, a small community only few minutes drive from the township of Pomona in the glorious Noosa hinterland.  They purchased a small farm looking forward to peace and tranquillity in their retirement.  One month after his wife died their new home was complete.   Her last request was to be cremated and her ashes placed beside a rose garden in front of their bedroom to symbolise her last resting place.

Bundy built the most lavish garden made from sandstone bricks, large enough to grow yellow roses on either end with a grave site in the centre where he laid his wife’s ashes to rest.

Living alone he fought loneliness and depression not knowing what to do about his life or what was his future, if in fact he had a future.  His philosophy to life was ‘life wasn’t meant to be easy’ and with losing his wife this philosophy bared true!  He also understood that whatever happened to a person in their lifetime it was for a particular reason.  This time though he couldn’t fully understand why his wife needed to die at this time of their lives.  Everything he’d ever wanted suddenly turned into a nightmare, dark clouds formed on the horizon and they weren’t rain clouds.   

Living in a small community seemed like a good idea at the time because both he and his wife enjoyed living in the country rather than life as city dwellers.  Country people always spread their country hospitality saying ‘hello’ or giving a wave to one another each time they past one another in the street.  To break the ice he decided to take the bit between his teeth, it was time he snapped out of his loneliness and got on with his life whatever that may be.

His first port of call was to visit Gloria the owner of the local coffee shop in Cooran.  She helped Bundy when he initially arrived to live in the area.  He was returning a favour to support her business by having a cup of coffee in her shop.  Instantly he decided to make a weekly visit at eleven o’clock each Friday morning to her coffee shop and have a cup of coffee and a chat.

Gloria was pleased to see Bundy and to share a coffee with him telling one another their lifetime stories.  ‘The world is certainly a small place’, reflected Bundy when Gloria told him a story of her life in Central Queensland.  He’d known some of the people she mentioned.  Each Friday morning Bundy couldn’t wait for his visit to Gloria’s coffee shop.  He was starting to relax and come out of his shell.

On one particular Friday morning cup of coffee at Gloria’s shop, she told Bundy about her friend Ruth whose husband had suddenly died.  Ruth worked in the coffee shop with her.  On hearing this news Bundy’s mind immediately returned to six weeks before when he lost his wife.  He knew exactly how Ruth was feeling.  His heart went out to her whom he hadn’t met or seen.   Before leaving, Bundy asked Gloria if she would be kind enough to pass onto Ruth his dearest condolences and if she needed anyone to speak to about her loss he would be more than happy to help.

A couple of weeks later Bundy visited Gloria’s coffee shop as he usually did at eleven o’clock on each Friday morning to have his cup of coffee.  He walked into the front of the shop noticing Gloria wasn’t there.  He was about to leave when he heard a quaint soft and distinctive voice echoed in his ear, ‘Aren’t you having your coffee this morning?’  Turning his head to see who spoke to him he saw the most delightful lady who said, ‘I’m Ruth, Gloria’s not in this morning.  I can get you your coffee if you like.’  

Bundy nodded his head in acknowledgement to Ruth’s request unable to speak.  The cat had got his tongue, words formed in his head but he couldn’t bring himself to speak them.  

His mind was overpowered with thoughts of meeting Ruth.  He was nervous, almost shaking unable to control his actions quickly finding a table.  Sitting at the table Ruth placed a freshly made cup of coffee in front of him.  He wanted to blurt out how sorry he felt for her, telling her that he’d lost his wife and knew exactly how she felt, but again the words didn’t come out.  

He nervously said, ‘How have you been.  All right I hope.’ Which sounded more patronising rather than sympathetic?   She nodded her head but needed to leave and serve other customers entering the shop.  Bundy finished his coffee thanking Ruth and left.  He couldn’t understand what was happening to his body, tingling feelings rushed through his body and all he could think was that he wanted to see Ruth again as soon as possible.

Driving home his thoughts were only of Ruth.  Her name, face, features, and that unique and distinctive voice echoed in his mind continuously leaving a message in his subconscious that he needed to see her again and again.  He couldn’t erase her from his thoughts.  Was loneliness getting to him or was he wanting to be with another woman entered his thoughts but he soon dispelled them pinching himself to feel that it wasn’t all a dream.  How could he think of another woman so shortly after losing his own wife?

Bundy continued his Friday morning ritual of enjoying coffee at Gloria’s coffee shop seeing Ruth and Gloria.   His feelings for Ruth continued but more as if ‘getting to know you feelings’ rather than ‘love at first sight feelings’, which it could have been and Bundy didn’t realise it.  Actually speaking, his feelings were more of friendship rather than anything else.

Gloria sold her coffee shop throwing Bundy’s Friday morning ritual into a spin.  What was he going to do for coffee and continue his friendship with Gloria and Ruth?  

‘Why couldn’t you come out to my home for coffee?’  He asked them at their final morning coffee.  They both agreed!  

Every Friday morning or whenever they wanted to visit, Bundy made them welcome to join him on the front veranda of his home not only to enjoy one another’s company but to strengthen their friendship.  This was the beginning of a true friendship and company for one another.  Sitting having coffee with Gloria and Ruth was difficult for Bundy, especially at his home because apart from his wife, he’d never entertained any other woman in over thirty years of their marriage, only his wife.  

She fully understood him and his ways particularly his passion for ‘wanting to be the centre of attention’.  She’d often cut him down to size by telling him he wasn’t the only person who needed attention.  He needed to learn how to speak to another woman and more importantly he needed to be able to listen to what they had to say, instead of interrupting.  At times he’d almost call either Gloria or Ruth by his wife’s name immediately stopping the name spilling from his mouth in time to use their correct name.  It was a harsh lesson for him to learn.

Gloria and Ruth became known as Bundy’s ‘Coffee Ladies’.  After a few visits to his home another of their friends Margaret became a third member of the ‘Coffee Ladies’.  These mornings were delightful, not only for Bundy but also for his ‘Coffee Ladies’.

After awhile rather than they meet at Bundy’s home, each of the ‘Coffee Ladies’ took it in their turn to have morning coffee at their own home.  Word spread quickly around the small community of Cooran and Pomona that three ladies were having coffee with a gentleman each week in their homes.  

More people wanted to join this band of ‘Coffee Meetings’ especially the women folk of the town.  Eventually it was like having a progressive morning coffee group with everyone wanting to get in on the act.  Almost two years had passed from when Bundy first sat with Gloria sharing their first cup of coffee.  How time flies when you’re having fun!

Ruth and Bundy continued their friendship keeping in touch with one another.  Cupid hadn’t pointed his arrow at either of them because their relationship was firmly on a friendly basis neither one conceding their true love for one another.  

After one of the morning tea parties, which became a regular outing, Bundy asked Ruth if she’d like to go with him to Maroochydore Plaza because he needed to have his car detailed.  She agreed.  Arriving at Maroochydore they had to wait for two hours before the car detailing was complete.  

Deciding to do some window-shopping eventually they arrived at a coffee shop over looking the river.  Over the following hour and a half Bundy sat across from Ruth sharing their friendship.  They talked, and talked and talked sharing stories of their lost loved ones.

They spoke open and honest bringing each of their loved ones into their conversation without feeling that sudden shock of grief when the name of the person’s husband or wife was mentioned.

Bundy couldn’t sleep that night tossing and turning from side to side eventually falling to sleep not knowing what was happening to him.  He had no idea of what to do!  

The following morning he visited Margaret, Ruth’s closest friend to find out if Ruth had said anything about how she felt about him to her.  To no avail it was like water off a ducks back to her.  She wouldn’t say anything, even if she knew she wouldn’t have said anything in any case. Bundy said, ‘I feel like I’m a teenager again.  These feelings I have for Ruth, I don’t know what to do about them.  What do I do next?’  Margaret couldn’t help.

Ruth telephoned him when he arrived home asking if he wanted to go with her to Noosa the following day, she would pick him up at his home on her way there.  He accepted.  

That night he tossed and turned again not understanding his true feelings of what was happening to him.  He couldn’t erase Ruth from his mind.  he wanted to take her into his arms to tell her his true feelings.  He was afraid to tell her because he didn’t have the guts to do it and afraid at what she might say to him.

Bundy couldn’t wait for Ruth to arrive at his home as he readied himself about an hour and a half before she was due to arrive.  He sat on his cane chair on the front veranda pondering over in his mind his thoughts and feelings.  Suddenly as if cupid had thrown a spear into his heart, feelings of love for Ruth erupted from his heart rushing through to his mind.  He was falling in love with her and didn’t know it!  What should he do about it?  His first thoughts, ‘What if she’s not in love with me’ crossed his mind, then another, ‘how am I going to tell her I am falling in love with her?’  

Looking up from where he was seated he saw her car driving along the driveway towards his home.  ‘I’ll just tell it as it is, bugger it!’  He said to himself as he walked out to greet her.  She parked her car beside Bundy’s house; he opened the passenger’s side door sitting himself beside her.  ‘Would you please turn the ignition off, there’s something I want to tell you.’  Ruth closed the motor of her car down.  

Bundy looked into Ruth’s eyes saying, ‘I think I’m falling in love with you!’ his heart beating ten to the dozen.

Ruth didn’t move only fixed her stare she had with Bundy’s eyes replying, ‘I think I’m falling in love with you too!’  At that moment it seemed time had frozen over, as either of them didn’t know what to say to one another.  

Bundy was the first to make a move by leaning across to where Ruth was seated in the driver’s seat of her car peeking Ruth on her cheek.  They embraced, wrapping their arms around one another.  

Seated side by side in Ruth’s car made it hard for them to totally embrace one another but somehow they wrapped their arms around each other in a passion of delight.  Ruth’s smile was enough to show Bundy that his feelings for her were true.  

They couldn’t believe what was happening to them.  What happened next was an experience neither of them had ever had in their lives before.  A suddenly rush exploded from their stomachs as if an erupting volcano forced lava of love like an uncontrollable beast through their hearts and souls to the membranes of their minds.  It was at that moment they each felt their true feeling of love for one another.  

Was it ‘the fickle finger of fate’ that bought Bundy and Ruth together?  Or was it destiny that they had lost their loved ones only six weeks apart and were meant to be together?  How could it be possible that Bundy’s life changed when he decided to retire and live at Cooran, losing his wife and Ruth losing her husband only a short time later?  

Before moving to Cooran he didn’t know where Cooran was!  Was destiny playing a part?  Ruth’s parents once owned the property, which Bundy and his wife purchased.  Ruth had returned home to the place of her childhood.  

Could there be a power greater than mankind to manoeuvre people toward one another?  Was it possible that Bundy’s wife and Ruth’s husband met one another at the Golden Gate of heaven both deciding to join their partners together for happiness?  They were both lovers of horses and could have themselves found love for one another in eternity?  

Whatever it was to cause Bundy and Ruth to be together, it made their two hearts beat as one becoming soul mates, it was meant to happen!
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