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Sheryl’s News

Happy Spring from Book Again!

The return of daylight savings time means we now have
more time to read our favorite book in the glorious South
Bay sunshine (at least until the clouds roll in). But most of
you must already know this, as our books have been flying
off the shelves in record numbers.

Aside from our sales being up, a lot of you have been
bringing in very good quality books to trade. As always,
thanks for your continued support and thanks for referring
us to your friends!

This past April, we included our greeting cards in our
Half-Off Sale, resulting in many sales which will allow me
to order even more. I'm aiming for a faster turnover of the
cards which will enable us to keep offering them and which
will allow us to give you the best selection.

—Sheryl
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BOOKS WANTED:

v recent popular General Fiction (within 9
months of publication and in good condition)!

(Recipesﬂ

1 1b spaghetti (cooked 1 can sliced olives
and rinsed with cold 1 small red onion
water) (chopped)
1 jar pimentos 1 large bottle Wishbone
8 0z parmesan cheese Italian dressing
1 jar salad supreme (reserve at least half
1 small green pepper of the bottle until
(chopped) you serve salad)

Mix all ingredients and cover.

Refrigerate so all flavors can blend (I usually
refrigerate overnight).

Before serving, stir salad really well and add
remaining dressing to moisten at last minute.

WHY WON’T DIANA
LET ME USE MY
FREE BOOK STAMP:?

By Diana

Of course your free book stamp is good at any
time — it is another great benefit of shopping with us!
For every $10 you spend at Book Again (in a single
purchase) you earn one free book stamp on the back
of your receipt — good towards a free “mass-market”
sized paperback book (A “mass-market” sized book
is simply the traditional paperback size, and not the
larger “trade” paperbacks). This program saves you
more and is a great way to get introduced to a new
author or genre!

So why would 1 tell you, “No, don't use your free
book stamp on that book™ Well, T feel impelled to
do so when I see people cheating themselves by
using the stamp for a budget book (which is only
50¢) or a book that is half-off (due to a Daily Special
or sale). With all of the marvelous incentives offered
by Book Again, there’s really no way you can lose,
but we just want you to get the best value for your
dollar.

If you still want to use your free book stamp dur-
ing a sale or on a budget book, please understand
that its perfectly fine to do so. Just dont let Diana
know...

“There is no frigate like a book
To take us lands away.”

—Emily Dickinson

BOOK AGAIN IS OPEN 6 DAYS A WEEK: 11 am to 4 pm (Closed Mondays)
5039 Torrance Blvd., Torrance, CA 90503 ¢ (310) 542-1156 e« www.bookagain.com




Yolklore

by Joe Nolte

THE MOTHER OF ALL FOLKLORE COLUMNS

Dear Brother Dan,

I've just received Mom’s email
wondering where this month’s folklore
column is. In my defense, I have to point
out that I did not ask for the
Dodgers/Padres game to last for 17
innings. It’s just not fair. Anyway, if you
talk to mom tell her T owe her another
jacuzzi or something...

Now lets see — we need a column for
May, and I need to appease my mother.
Think, think — what to do? What do
mothers and May have in common?

Oh yeah.

Welcome, dear friends, to our special
Mother’s Day column! I am reminded of
my father’s mothers mother, who I
actually knew, and who passed from this
mortal stage in the early 1960s while
raising a glass of champagne in toast.

Now, I have always thought that that
was just about the coolest possible way to
go, and in her memory let us therefore
raise our own glasses, at whatever Mother’s
Day celebration we find ourselves.

(I should point out that the jacuzzi
comment goes back to the late seventies,
when I had a band and frequently needed
use either of Mom’s car, or of Mom’s 15
year old son David, who was our bass
player. When once I needed such a favor
from my sainted, long suffering mother, I
promised to buy her a house the very
instant we became millionaires. The next
time I needed something, having already
promised said house, 1 offered to add a
swimming pool. The next time, now
owing her both house and pool, I threw
in a jacuzzi. It escalated from there.)

At any rate, a toast to mothers
everywhere! They carry with them the
great secrets and mysteries of Life Itself,
they nurture and mold us, they loan us
cars and little brothers — and they rarely
demand anything in return outside of the
occasional folklore column.

Another toast — this one to Mary

Towles (Mamie) Sasseen, a schoolteacher
from Kentucky, who began pushing for a
national Mother’s Day celebration as early
as the mid 1880s. Inspired by a
successful (and presumably local) event
known as “Author’s Day”, she explained
herself in a pamphlet published in 1893:

“Having by experience learned
how much one can teach a child
regarding the lives and works of the
poets, by our system of Author’s
Day, it suggested itself to me that by
celebrating Mothers Day once a
year, much of the veneration, love
and respect due to parents might, by
song, verse and story, be inculcated
in the next generation.”

Then, of course, a toast to another
schoolteacher, Anna M. Jarvis, who in
1907 began a new movement to set up a
national Mother’s Day. Unlike her lesser
known predecessor, Jarvis was ultimately
successful, and in 1914 President
Woodrow Wilson officially established the
second Sunday of May as Mothers Day.

Now, presumably we are all at a Brunch
somewhere while we make these toasts.
In that spirit, let us turn to Jolly England
in the 18905, a particularly exciting and
bohemian time to be young, and an era
most conducive to collegiate frivolities,
such as the creation of new slang words.
One such word originating at this time
was — you guessed it — “brunch”, which
had become a deliberately silly
appellation for the “High Breakfasts” that
the English Upper Classes had been
enjoying for decades. A toast, therefore,
to Guy Beringer, who in 1895 shared this
silly little word with the world in
England’s “Hunters Weekly” magazine.
(Needless to say, the word was absolutely
frowned upon until the 1920% and 305,
when the custom of late morning Sunday
feasts began to catch on in the States.)

In that spirit, a second culinary toast:
this one to Mrs. LeGrand Benedict and
Lemuel Benedict. Mrs. Benedict supposedly
created Eggs Benedict by suggesting the
combination of muffins, ham, poached

eggs and Hollandaise sauce to a chef at
Delmonico’s Restaurant in New York.
Lemuel, on the other hand, claimed to
have originated the concoction by
suggesting the combination of buttered
toast, bacon, poached eggs and
Hollandaise sauce to a chef at New York’s
Waldorf, as a hangover cure.

It is reasonable to assume that the
former is the true author, since our
Delmonico’s chef (Charles Ranhofer)
actually included the recipe (as “Eggs ala
Benedick) in a cookbook published in
1894, the very year that Lemuel is
supposed to have originated his own
concoction. Still, neither claim has ever
been completely substantiated, so a toast
to them both!

Moving along to the more important
toasts, heres a special toast to every
mother reading this, and if you’re not one,
then a toast to your own mother!

And I must toast my father’s mother — a
Wild Trish Rose from Iowa who came of age
in Hollywood during the Roaring Twenties —
and my mother’s mother, born in Hawaii
and not a little wild herself as she grew to
adulthood in Los Angeles. Both women
were extraordinarily loving and supportive,
and both defied great odds (and parents)
to marry the men they wanted to — a very
good thing, since there would otherwise
be no Me to type these very words!

A very special toast to my mother-in-law,
Gloria, who has not only given me many
ancestors I would not otherwise know
about, but also of course produced my wife!

And a very very special toast — the one
you all saw coming — to Mom, my own
Mom, Sheryl Anderson, owner of Book
Again for an astonishing number of years,
to whom by my own calculations T now
owe 79 swimming pools and 186 jacuzzis.

Lastly, the Toast of Toasts to my wife
Lisa, who later this year will become...

A Mother.
Joe Nolte



