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Von Mary McCarthy : Memories Of A Catholic Girlhood (Vintage Classics)  before purchasing it in order to gage 
whether or not it would be worth my time, and all praised Memories Of A Catholic Girlhood (Vintage Classics): 

KundenrezensionenHilfreichste Kundenrezensionen0 von 1 Kunden fanden die folgende Rezension hilfreich. A classic 
memoir, it's wonderfully written.Von Ein KundeA book that varies between charming and funny and tragic, this book 
is a treasure. It is beautifully written and should not be missed. It is not condemnatory of Catholicism but it also does 
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not hesitate to be blunt about the realities of her CAtholic childhood.

KurzbeschreibungBlending memories and family myths, Mary McCarthy takes us back to the twenties, when she was 
orphaned in a world of relations as colourful, potent and mysterious as the Catholic religion. There were her 
grandmothers: one was a blood-curdling Catholic who combined piousness and pugnacity; the other was Jewish and 
wore a veil to hide the disastrous effects of a face-lift. There was wicked Uncle Myers who beat her for the good of her 
soul and Aunt Margaret who laced her orange juice with castor oil and taped her lips at night to prevent unhealthy 
'mouth-breathing'. 'Many a time in the course of doing these memoirs,' Mary McCarthy says, 'I have wished that I were 
writing fiction.' But these were the people, along with the ladies of the Sacred Heart convent school, who helped to 
inspire her devastating sense of the sublime and ridiculous and her witty, novelist's 
imagination.KurzbeschreibungBlending memories and family myths, Mary McCarthy takes us back to the twenties, 
when she was orphaned in a world of relations as colourful, potent and mysterious as the Catholic religion. There were 
her grandmothers: one was a blood-curdling Catholic who combined piousness and pugnacity; the other was Jewish 
and wore a veil to hide the disastrous effects of a face-lift. There was wicked Uncle Myers who beat her for the good 
of her soul and Aunt Margaret who laced her orange juice with castor oil and taped her lips at night to prevent 
unhealthy 'mouth-breathing'. 'Many a time in the course of doing these memoirs,' Mary McCarthy says, 'I have wished 
that I were writing fiction.' But these were the people, along with the ladies of the Sacred Heart convent school, who 
helped to inspire her devastating sense of the sublime and ridiculous and her witty, novelist's 
imagination.SynopsisMany a time in the course of doing these memoirs, I have wished that I were writing fiction. 
These are Mary McCarthy's words as she blends memories with family myths to take us back to the twenties, when 
she was orphaned in a world of relations as colourful, potent and mysterious as the Catholic religion itself. 


