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Tiger Lillies: Ap American Child-
Leed. Ficlding Dawson. Duke Uni-
versily P'ress. $15.75.

fast Lanes. Jayne Anne Phillips,’
with drowings by Yvonpe Jac-
quette Vebicle Bdition (238 Moit
streel. Teew Yourh, NY 10012). No
price histed

Peter Leroy: The Gisl with the White
Fur Muil, Vol. 2, No. 2 of A Serial
Novel. Enie Kraft. Apple-wood
Boals (Box 2870, Cambridge, MA
02159) $4.95

VWhat the President Will Say and Do
Madehine Gins, Station Hill (Bar-
ryiova, NY 12507). 87.95.

The Hites of Limbo. Peter Pate. Ter-
vuial Words (537 Jones streef,
San Irancisco, CA 94102). No

nrice tisted.

tlern of plenty or Pandora’s box,
the abuudance of stories published
today can only benelit that elusive
creaturc the reader All the above
are fascinatimg in a different way
and sume even advance the cause of
titeratuse

Fielding Doawson's work is of that
order, with great stylistic fhghts of
fancy moving the nairative breath-
lessly forward. This is a chiidhood
recailed. not reconstructed, which
begins with lovely little islands of
carly memories, followed by longer
wud donger stories as feclings be-
eone connected with words.

Daweon's telling is physical and
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Here is an intelligent
meditation on

language . . .

insistent, nostalgic cortainly, refent-
lessly affectionate, seciung tor a lost
warmth, for the immensity and
timelessness  of  childhood.  You
should try reading some of the lyri-
cal early passages aloud. One of
thein, about being in 1nother’s arms,
ends with a prolonged "wirununm.”
It's an endearing and useful
“mmmmm,” resonating with faril-
iar magic. As a fan of Dawson’s
many other books, I find this one
first rate.

Jayne Anne Phillips achieved
critical and popular success with
“Black Tickets,” publishied by Dela-
corte, and with ‘Machine Dreams,”
a novel. Vehicle Editions and Brooke
Alexander now publish her newest
story in a reinarkably produced book
with drawings by Yvounne Jacguetie,
a very fine New York artist,

The story is first-rate Phillips.
tough, unsparing. desperate, bitterly
true. It concerns a couple of drifters
in their 30s who get together to trav-
el back home from Ualifornia. She
needs a ride. lie drives. For a few
moments, there 1s a promise. a glim-
mer, almost love. But in New QOr-
leans something happeus. After that
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['veat for the reader: A fascinating lit

they become once more good mern-
bers of their generation: cynical, dis-
illusioned, correet. ]
When we meet the old folks and
see the so-called hornes they ouce !
abandoned, we see America in the ’
harsh and brilliant light of its essen-
tial empriness. Jayune Anne Phillips
is a solid mainstream Awmerican
writer in the grand tradition from
Dreiser to Welty. She sees and she
tells, and she makes us weep forat.
Vehicle Editiens has also pub- |
lished Counting, Phillips’'s second -
buok, which it has now reprinted and /
made avaiiable. - 7
Apple-woed Books of Cambridge,
18 an innovative and cxuber-

. ant publisher that is obviousiy in the

_ business for fun. Because of it, and

guing against all conventional wis-

. dom, it has been often successful,

particularly with its Brand X an-
thologies of peetry and fiction. The
Brand X books are [ull of wenderful
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parodies of every writer 1n Arnerica,
aud a true delight.

“Peter Leroy, A Serial Novel,” by
Erie Kraft, is exactly that. Pub-
lished four times a year, the series
leisurely meanders through Peter’s
childhood, to eventually build (cue
hopes) into a wide roman-fleuve, an
American bddungsroman. It is re-
markable that author, and publisher,
have the ieisare and faith in such an
citerprise ir: these days of fast i.d
i oks and intcase competition.

What's mure, Peter Leroy is a de-
lightful boy, impishly and lovingly
drawn. 1uiy installment tells of his
Jove for the Girl with the White Fut
Muff. It is sometime in the mid-59s,
and Peter senses something restless-
ly stirring as the girl strokes taat
white fur muff there at the begin-
ning of adolescence and an interest-
ing new age. I can’t wait for the next
instaliment.

Unlike the above, Madeline Gins's’
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“What the President Will Say and
Dol'™ woutd be catled a “text” rather
thati a “story.” A “text” 1s what
sume critics aow cail books that

dun’t fit inte any known genre. The-

book is a vullage of aphorisms and
short poctic fragments Here are
some of them (keep the title in
mind):

“Isaid "Luwer the birth age””

“Remove all initial letters.”

“Use compass to bisect every
writien word.”

“Enter g staircuase.”

Many of these are very funny,
and sorne are piofound and down-
rigit cuiw They are &' “presiden-
Lialin tne sonse thal thev are edicts
aud only a very large power could
ulter  thews  leave slone  enforce
themi  fhi beuk is an intelligent,
mediiution vu auguege and well
worth the o

“The Rues ¢f Tinse™ is an ex-
traordinury Yist bouk, and one that

questions both language anu i1fe, i
though it dues not make that distine.
tivn. There is a slory here, - tragse,
painful urban story of a lost soul iv
San Francisco’s Teuderloin District
This large story consists of severs)
smaller ones, beginning in childhood
and going on toward a troubled nug-
dle-age.

To the extent that the story is au-
tobicgraphical, we are dealing wilh
an - uyneompromising  sociopath,
whose need for love is answered by
soctety  with mental  instilgtions
prisons and billy clubs, ‘

There is a splendid ear for strect
tanguage. 5 fine minimal strepzth in
description, goud sense of cily lifo.
The disturbing cover shows a hajd,
oddly petrified nude man reclining
en a tembstone. I hope that Pate
continues to write, instead of com-
mitting swvicide as his character is
prone to do. It wesld be worth hus
while, and il s,



