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I heard Eddie Doyle died this week 
down in London 
from Seumas’ nephew. 
“He had been ill for some time,” he said in his message. 
All of that I had known without needing the nephew to tell me so. 
Eddie Doyle seemed to have little time for me 
nor I for him 
and score these many years 
caught myself needing to remember 
Eddie Doyle was my brother still. 
 
It was the night before our wedding 
and Seumas had been acting queer the weeks before. 
But it wasn’t him that brought me to my bedroom window 
that moon-ful night. 
It was the jingle jangle of my nerves. 
Taking in the cool night air was as close to a dram 
as I was to get at that moment. 
So when I saw Seumas and Eddie running off in the dark 
my head was clear enough to know to follow them. 
 
As queer as anything you’d see on a farm sooner or later, 
is what I saw, 
out on the brae, 
the two of them on either side of the burn, 
standing before the other, 
with only the moon to witness if I hadn’t been a ghost looking on. 
I had taken water from that burn myself as a young girl 
on summer days with a clear sky and sunlight filling the glen. 
I knew what that water tasted like. 
 
Can you know then that I looked at every chance to see 
where Seumas was looking as we gathered the next day 
and never once did I see him steal a glance Eddie’s way. 
The morning after our vows, I learned from my mum Eddie had left, 
for London, people had supposed. 
 
  



And all these years never did I hear of Eddie Doyle marrying for himself 
but it was Eddie’s way to nae the rite, as my dad would say. 
But my Seumas, he never refused a gift,  
that I know from my own eyes 
when Eddie picked that stane from the burn’s bed 
and placed it in Seumas’ hand.  
And in those early years I dared to remind myself more than once 
that their lips never touched that night. 
 
It was our band on his finger when he breathed his last breath 
and it was I who sat alongside his bed and told him it was fine to let go. 
It was “Helen” he muttered when the drugs took control. 
I felt the weight of him on me those many years. 
I knew much happiness that tasted like boiled sweets. 
I paid the tax of that stone. 
 
And what is to be made of an honest troth-plight, 
of vows given and received in the sun 
standing before your kin and clan? 
Do such words carry no song at all? 
 
So Eddie Doyle died this week and my guess is 
the angels aren’t too keen on making the trip with him to heaven’s gate, 
knowing they’re bound to be turned away. 
Whatever they exchanged that unholy night 
never entered my family or my home. 
Never. 
And once I’m gone,  
the memory of it all can finally die,  
lost to time, 
just like that stone that has finally returned to this miserable earth. 


