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ANGELA'S ASHES

=

Il a load of blarney?

Frank McCourt wrote about his mother and his childhood growing up in
poverty-stricken 1930s Limerick in the award-winning book, Angela’s
Ashes. But, now, locals say Angela would be turning in her grave

| here’s nothing to mark the spot where
“Angela McCourt's ashes were scattered
beside the ruins of Mungret Church in
‘the Irish city of Limerick. Not even a
simple cross bears her name in the crowded
graveyard, where generations have been laid
to rest. Yet her memory, more than any
other, haunts the city.

It was awoken by her son, Frank McCourt.
" His searing account of growing up in the
" Limerick slums in the 1930s has sold five
million copies and won him the Pulitzer
Prize. The book, Angela’s Ashes, has also
been embraced by Hollywood and, this
month, the film opens in New Zealand.

There is just one problem. While the
critics have called Frank a us, locals in
Limerick, including
alongside him, claim he
who has embellished the
his own gain.

They have accused him o
painting a sensationalist portrait
of their city, littered with vicious
half-truths which exaggerat
poor he really was.

In total, they have counted

those

#4117 lies or inaccuracies” in the
426-page book, which r:
irom obscure details to wro
accusing one local man of being
a peeping Tom. They believe
Frank. who has lived in New
York for the past 50 vears, has
won fame and fortune at the
expense of their neighbours and
relatives who are no longer al

fo defend their names.

Paddy Malone, a retired coach driver who
appears in the frayed school photograph on
the book’s cover, is among the author’s most
furious detractors. He, too, grew up in the
lanes of Limerick. As a boy, he walked the
same streets as Frank, went to the same
schooal, the same Scout group and church.

“I'know nothing about literature
know the difference between fact and fic

> but | do
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Frank McCourt

tion,” says Paddy. “Frar urt calls this

book a memoir but it is filled with lies and

exaggerations. And the McCourts were never

that poor. He was after more sympathy. He

: A S
nas some Ccheek.

Frank describes

'h“].”D mtf :H- ac i'ﬂmf_“

misery and squalor in the back lanes of

Limerick, where it was always raining;

sses were riddled with fleas; they wore

ut-up old tyres for shoes; fought for dockets

for food, furniture and medicine; suffered the
cruel indifference of the Roman Catholic
church; begged and lived beside a stinking
lavatory shared with six other houses.

His mother, Angela, is presented as a
hroken, chain-smoking woman and' his
father, a feckless alcoholic. When his father
abandoned them altogether, his mother had
“axcitement” — sex — with her own cousin; in
return for a roof over their heads.

According to Paddy, the truth/is different.
There is no mention in the book of the pleas-
ant green lawn at the back of McCourt's
house, the holiday trips which Frank wenton
with the Scouts, his expensive uniform and
was overweight, despite
as forced to beg for scraps

wts' dinner

the fact his mother
table.
thing which rings trueis the
says Paddy. “It was ter-
rible. But | tell you there's more
s*** in that book than ever
that toilet at the
n Roden Lane. And
| should know. | lived there,

toilet,”

ent down
house
too. As for his dear mother —

ovel

sl v woman.”
Vher Paddy first read
Angela’s Ashes, he was so

incensed he went to confront
Frank at an author’s signing
O’'Mahoney’s
bookshop in Limerick. He
took his copy and tore it into
four pieces in front of the writer
as a protest.

“] told him who | was and
| said, I don't like what you write, especial-

session  at

ly about my friends and neighbours”,” says
Paddy. “He started quoting Shakespeare at
me. | said, ‘1 never learned Shakespeare but
start saying your prayers for your mother,
who you prostituted in your book’.”

At midnight, red lights flash fiercely on
itchboard at Gerry Hannan's Limerick
radio phone-in show in the city centre.
For the past three years, Gerry has spear-p-
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‘came through an

= who remember her i

headed the
and he has led
local airwaves
Although Gern
memory of Limerick
convinced Frank has tw
history to make his book 1
“As faras I'm concerned
and a hoaxer,” says |
the right things to say
wanted. He's a darling o
beautiful brogue and he
on. And don’t get me
beautifully written. Bu
“I've never felt so strongh

Fe's written about ordinan
best they could. They

the likes of Frank _
New York. They dese f 1 A , \n
As the calls pou ) Fr ¢ 100 visite “.A

Schow, evervone wants (o ta ‘hout “tl ; e
Bbook! again. Their three bigges
Bthe book, asice from the endle

depicts, include the descripti ' ‘ b
bay, Willy Harold, as a peej A ’ gy iR
Spied on his naked sist turns iR {
now dead, never had
has since acknowledges
Then, there's the acco ial rela e D it
tions with Teresa Carmod .
Teresa was dving of TB at the i merick <t "By :
are outraged he could sully her has traduced | e oleal I A
And, perhaps most of all, thes : . ;
tering portrait of his mother, Angela. Thos e SO . ‘ ¢ came out of th

ful \woman, who struggled valiantl int ion B o Chioas Rebecca Fowler

| The lanes of Limerick,
as depicted in the film
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