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Often when I read a stranger's list of favorite books, it seems
geared only to impress an English lit. teacher- rarely will the
person name actual books that gave her or him endless hours of
reading and re-reading pleasure. This is awfully annoying. So I
made a list here of 10 books I love- not my Top 10, because
that's impossible. Just books that I truly love and which Jane
readers might love, too.

THE ANDY WARHOL DIARIES Andy Warhol with Pat Hackett
(Warner Books) Warhol has influenced my life more than any
other artist. I was reading his books at the age of 9 and have
never stopped re-reading them since. He is a genius and a god,
and I can't conceive of a 20th century without him.

PLAY IT AS IT LAYS Joan Didion (Noonday Press) Glamoursly
bleak. Reading Joan Didion makes you feel like somebody's
smashing windows inside your head. In a good way.

ANSWERED PRAYERS Truman Capote (Vintage International) This
book is the book he never finished. It's corrosive, decadent,
wistful and large.

THE ICE AGE Margaret Drabble (NAL/Dutton) Elegant British
writing set in the 1970s. Rainy-day reading.

THE MOE CHRONICLES: TALES OF A YOUNG URBAN FAILURE Erik
Moe (Chornicle Books) Set in the extreme present tense, which I
like in books. Wonderfully funny and severely illustrated with
good wit.

THE BIG LAUGH John O'Hara (Ecco Press) The best dialogue of
any American writer of this century.

BREAKFAST OF CHAMPIONS Kurt Vonnegut (Bantam Books) 1
went through a Kurt phase at 20, and recently again as an
adult. He's held his own and only gets more relevant with the
years.

SCOOP Evelyn Waugh (Little Brown and Co.) A jolly good read
and frightfully funny in that cheeky British way. Pip pip.

THE PURSUIT OF LOVE and LOVE IN A COLD CLIMATE Nancy
Mitford (Modern Library) The Pursuit of Love is possibly the most
charming and amusing novel ever written. Love in a Cold Climate
is the companion book. Just get them both.
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Drawing on confessions of a slacker

By James S. Howard
The Fresno Bes .

Erik Moe is the voice of his
generation.

Actually, he's the voice of the
Bud Ice penguin.

But, then again, for a geners-
tion that grew up on television,
maybe that is their voica.

In addition to providing voices
and writing copy for a San Fran-
cisco advertising firm, Moe has
written a book that captures the
essence of the twenty-some-
things

Flttmg]y enough, it's a cartoon
book

Deoacribing. his people as

BOOK REVIEW

THE MOE CHAONICLES:
TALES OF A YOUNG
URBAN FAILURE

By Erik Moe
'!Gh Books,
es, $14.95

“couch-ridden, microbrew-swill-
ing, glued-to-the-boob-tube mas-
ses,” the book spares nobody, in-
cludﬂmg Moe himself, in its
portrayal of & lest generation
that just doesn't have the energy
to be found. At least not when
there’s a rerun of “Family Ties"
on the television,

The book follows Moe and his
friends as they seerch for ro-
manca, ﬁ:]ﬁl.lmant and careers as
rock 'n’ roll stars. After losing
his job, Moe eventually finds a
new one; only to hit bigger con-
cerns when he realizes he hasn’t
had a date in 237 days.

With dry wit and simple draw-
ings, the book focuses on “the
unemployed, underemployed,
and unwillingly employed” and
finds humor in even the most
depressing lives.

Older readers will chuckle over

‘this self-deprecating look at
young urban failures, but for the
slacker generation, Moe's a god.
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The Moe Chronicles: Tales
of a Young Urban Failure
| } By Erik Moe. Chronicle Books, $14.95,
1 1 Tov often comic strips aim for cute in-
1 3 sread of funny, Famidy Cimus hasmilked
those semiretarded kids’ adorable little
| { malapropisms for a fortune, while Ziggy
sall clogs upa corner in everyone's Sun.
| | day papet. But Erik Moe, who boldly de-
| tbuts with a 143-page graphic novel,
refuses todraw a panel withouta zinger.
|1 Mocsstory happens tobecute, butit's

| Eatsoa bitingly accurate ivok at the wortd

| }of asinglo30-yearold. In just 274 panels,
| § the namaless main character, an advertis
| fing executive in San Franciseo (and, to

 judge from the title. presumably based on
| & Moe himself), z

staying hame alone but eager to answer
calls from solicitors (“Phil, tell me morz
about how you can offer such an excit-
ing credit package”). Eventually, he gate

2 job, starts working out, has 2 failed
date witha coworier, playsalotof Segn
huckey, watches all his college friends
get martied and bonng, and becomes
the butt of an vifice joke, chronicling,
via e-mail, how many days it's been
since he got laid.

The Moe Chronicles does get a little
hokey at the end, when our hero's highe | a1
school girlfriend moves across the coun- | |
try to five with him. i;n:z. hey, daily
newspaper strips don't haveto come up
with endings. Maybe, we'll be lucky
enough to have Moe’s characters come
back every day.—Joel Stein
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