
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

“I thought having eight kids would do it.” Eddie laughed and nodded to the large 
family photo over the living room mantle. “All grown and not one of them with an 
interest in the weaving.” 
 
Eddie Doherty is a Donegal hand-weaver as was his father and his father before 
him. Knowledge passed down father to son for centuries. Now, with as few as two 
dozen still working the loom, Eddie speculated that within ten or twenty years, 
there would be none left. That was ten years ago. 
 
We climbed the narrow stairs leading from the shop to a small room with one 
window. Built in place, the loom took up the whole of it as we wedged ourselves 
against a wall to watch him work. The prospect of sitting there eight to ten hours 
every day seemed an obvious disincentive to following in his footsteps. Still, it was 
sobering to consider ourselves watching one of the last of the Donegal weavers. 
 
Three years later I returned to find Eddie filled with news of a son returned from 
college to be involved with the hand-weaving. Though, it turned out, not as a 
weaver. With a degree in business and marketing, he had just opened the Ardara 
Heritage Centre in the old trading house on the village square, site of the original 
wool markets. At Eddie’s insistence, we wandered over to have a look. Descriptive 
photo displays covered the walls between the shelves of woven and knit products 
for sale. Beyond the displays and shelving the room opened to a man sitting at a 
loom weaving. A friend of Eddie’s, he had been convinced to set up one of his 
looms for demonstrations. The centre was mostly empty that day and it was not 
long before we were listening to stories of his learning the craft at his father’s 
loom. Of him tending the sheep. Of his mother gathering plants to dye the wool. Of 
how, like Eddie, he could not interest any of his sons in weaving.  
 
There was an awkward silence and his eyes moistened. Clearing his throat, he 
stopped weaving and continued.  
 
“For you see now, we’re not just after weaving the cloth. No, we are weaving the 
land into it. The colours of the turf and moorland, the gorse, the hills and fields, the 
stones and sky. All of that, you see, is what we’re about doin’. We gather up the 
colours of the land and put them in the cloth. For you see, the land is who we are. 
This is who we are as a people. Nowadays the cloth is more and more made by big 
machines. The wool comin’ from Australia and the colours decided by someone in 
England. Nothing Irish about it at all anymore. Only a few of us left to be weavin’ 
of the land, and soon enough all of that will be lost.” 
 
He cleared his throat and began weaving again as a small group of tourists made 
their way toward the loom. “Well now, you’re not likely wanting to hear more of 
that,” he said. Just as we were protesting that we did indeed want to hear more, a 
young girl in school uniform burst through the back door, dropped her book bag 
and climbed up into his lap. “Ah, now then this would be my granddaughter,” he 
said with a smile. And together they fell into the rhythm of the clacking loom. 
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Woven With The Earth 

Eddie Doherty 

To produce beauty consistently requires a healthy 

community. Therefore the artist is the pulse of the 

community; his or her creativity says something about 

the health of the community. This is because another 

role of the artist consists in acting as the spiritual 

fountain of the community. The beauty artists produce 

quenches the thirst of the village. Sometimes I have 

wished that there was a museum of art in my village. 

But then I remember that collecting art objects in one 

place, to indigenous people, would be a sign that 

people want something from the Other World that is 

not being supplied adequately; they would be 

experiencing a thirst that is not being quenched. 

And, even more important, it would mean that the 

community is in struggle, is experiencing a longing for 

the sacred. In such a place of struggle, the longing for 

the sacred is so enhanced that people are collecting 

and storing art objects. From an indigenous point of 

view, the isolation of self and community from Spirit 

appears to have translated into the imprisonment of 

art. The museums of the West, from an indigenous 

perspective, speak poignantly of the sharply felt 

longing for Spirit experienced by modern people. 
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Wisdom Chronicles 

of right relationship with the Earth, 
the Sacred, and Community. 


