Eulogy for the 15th Anniversary of Doodle’s Death

Dear relatives, friends and guests,


I have brought myself a deep scar on my heart since this day 15 years ago when I left my brother to the violent clutch of the storm and the fatal embrace of death.  This scar has caused me never-ending pain: blood gushes out of it as if it has no limit.  The tears that roll down the face of my heart have not washed the wound; instead, it has left so many streaks that only serve to remind me that I was the one who caused my brother’s death.  Nevertheless, I am ready to carry this gash till the end of eternity, for I deserve my punishment from above.


Today, I am here to try to tell you about my inner feelings and also try to get forgiveness from all of you, though I know that it will be a futile effort and will not help me a lot.  A funeral is a funeral, and jokes cracked during a funeral are false jokes.  Therefore, please bear with me as I try to pour out what I think and feel to you.


My brother, despite his physical inability, was the most beautiful person who had ever lived on Earth.  However, it was not his face that was handsome and his skin radiant.  It was his inner self.  He was a person who always tried to achieve- and he did, managing to walk when everybody else predicted that he would not be able to.  I never saw that point when he was still alive.  I was never satisfied with his numerous endeavors, whether they were successful or not.  I had forgotten in my wish to make him a fit person that he was born not as a normal person, but as a person with physical problems.  The fact that making him a normal person was virtually impossible had quietly and stealthily slipped out of my mind.  Therefore, I drove him to his limit, trying to force him to do what other kids could do without much effort.  Unfortunately, everybody has a limit, and anything beyond that would make him or her break.  Both Doodle and I broke: Doodle broke because he could not stand the pressure I was constantly putting onto him, and I broke because I could not take the fact that Doodle was never going to be like a normal person.  The latter hit me hard since I was a person who could not stand being embarrassed; the thought of me being portrayed as a person with an invalid brother was something which I could not and would not take lightly.  Therefore, unthinkingly and unwisely, I left my brother to the hands of fate, and let him plant his scythe into my brother’s soul.  I regret that decision, since it was a decision that was usually caused by the foolishness of man.


The wound of regret caused by Spite’s sharp blade on my heart is the deepest, since I am, in a way, the mortal body of Spite himself, but I am not the only one injured.  I still remember the day when Doodle was exactly six years old.  I told some of you that Doodle and I had something to show that was really exciting.  The moment the few of you saw Doodle walking, walking against all the gloomy predictions of being wheelchair-ridden for the rest of his life, I felt so happy for Doodle, but at the same time also happy for myself, happy that I would not be jeered at having a physically unfit brother.  I think that those of you who were there to see the event were also very happy.  But what is there to be happy about now?  Doodle is dead.  I caused all of your hopes to vanish like a candle facing the onslaught of a gale, all because of follies on my part.  For that I must apologize to everybody for raising everybody’s hopes and destroying it all of a sudden, especially Aunt Nicey, whom had loved Doodle since the day he was born.


Fifteen years have passed since Doodle’s death, and yet it is one that I can and will never forget.  Even though Doodle is already buried deep in the ground, I believe that all of us can still remember the day when he buried the Scarlet Ibis in the front yard.  He died just like the Scarlet Ibis.  He died singled out from his herd, he died tragic.  However, he is still well loved by, I believe, all of us.  Hopefully Doodle will be able to hear our prayers and my apology in heaven.


Ladies and gentlemen, let me end my speech here by telling Doodle something. Doodle, I am not asking for your forgiveness, but I am asking you to understand that every man has committed thousands of mistakes, and because of my mistake you are up there right now.  Hopefully you will understand.  Rest in Peace, my dear brother, and may you get eternal life in heaven.









Ku Ka Tsai (1H)  

