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The Limerick Post’s Rose Rushe recalls a brief encounter with the late Frank McCourt

FRANK McCourt passed away
peacefully last Sunday, a few weeks
after he was diagnosed with skin
cancer.

Limerick’s best known export to
the 20th century world had achieved
a great deal in his 78year life, infa-
my with the glittering prizes.

A brilliant writer had emerged in
late years from the ashes of his
youth. Drink and lack of focus bedev-
illed McCourt's early years in America
and marriage, but the rock on which
he foundered was lack of self-belief.

His star finally ascended as his
masterpiece Angela's Ashes (1996),
won the western world. Its revela-
tions as much as lyrical prose and
canny dialogue were seismic in
effect. Angela’'s Ashes was later
filmed, with many of the scenes shot
in Limerick streets, and was an inter-
national success.

Frank McCourt’s sin was to break
the covenant of silence that hauled
bourgeois Limerick out of the gutter
and into, vanilla suburbs.

The smell of damp and dampened
spirit rose from his script, the child’s

insight into the dynamic of sexuality
- his mother's, the tubercolic girls of
school - disturbed.

Angela's Ashes was published
after decades in America, when
MeCourt had been laundered by his
teaching job and helped by his rela-
tionship with his third wife.

This safety of remove angered
many who had been named, perhaps
shamed, in the book. It angered
those who did not know the McCourt's
and their itk at all and who had not
been the foot-bruised poor. it angered
those who took offence at his depic-
tion of clergy and his experience of
Catholic faith and scholarship. His
perceived lack of loyalty to family and
the cult of motherhood angered,
too.

No-one denied his way with words
or storytelling but it took the book’s
reception overseas to convince a
suspicious Irish population that there
was. greatness in the swill.

| met Frank McCourt when he had
became a son of Ireland. Writer in
residence at UL, firmly married, feted
at festival, the focus of Hollywood, he
was establishment itself at this
point.

Surprisingly fresh-skinned for one
who lamented his looks and health,
he was courtly. Mild, softly spoken,
suited and booted, there was nothing
to suggest in McCourt's manner the
demons unleashed. He was tired of
the chailenges re names and dates,
of who was who at Leamy's school
and who poured his first villainous
pint. | didn’t go there.

He wanted to hear local voices and

‘Mild, softly spoken, suited
and booted, there was
nothing to suggest in
McCourt’s manner the
demons unleashed.
He was tired of the challenges
re names and dates,
of who was who at
Leamy's school and who
poured his first villainous pint.
| didn’t go there’

stories, what was good and happen-
ing. He loved that my tigin at Bowman
Street was back to back with homes
he had fled, that Mike O'Donnell’s
walking tours had swollen local
streets with exploration of text. Ellen
was present with McCourt, immedi-
ate, protective. He doted on her, face
to face, and would have been a
lesser man without her substantial
grace. Autographs signed, McCourt
passed on to the next horse race,
obliging adulation and fencing blows
whenever.

Our heritage is finer and brighter
for him, something he never antici-
pated in his depth of regard for the
past that made him great.

He is survived by wife Ellen, daugh-
ter Maggie and three grandchildren.
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