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From Marcus Katz

It had never occurred to me that anyone would want to make a book out of Yelp reviews. You can read all of my reviews for free online so I didn’t know why anyone would want to pay for them, but out of the blue several months ago an editor, Heather Marsden, at John Hunt Publishing Limited, IM’d me. Heather said she was a “total Yelp junkie” and that she had been following all of my 1400-plus Yelp reviews and she thought if she chose the right ones they could tell a story – my story. Of course I couldn’t say no because they were offering money and fame! Anyway, I really hope you like reading my published book and I hope you tell your friends about it.








Barrington Farms Supermarket ★★★★

This is my first review ever for Yelp. I have read many Yelp online reviews in the past but just never had the nerve to post. I do believe if you are a reader of Yelp reviews it is only right to create reviews, just like it is important to vote if you live in a democracy or to put money in the church collection plate after a good sermon, although I really don’t go to church because I am Jewish by birth, and I don’t go to synagogue either. Anyway, I am sorry for not being more proactive. I am now writing this review of Barrington Farms Market because I hope it will bring needed change. When I spoke to Dr. DeSantis about my plan to post about Barrington Farms on Yelp she agreed that it might be an effective way for me to get the outcome I want and also it would be a safe way for me to “reach out.” “Reach out” is a phrase that Dr. DeSantis uses too often in my opinion. I am having some personal issues regarding my mother’s current illness and I think that Dr. DeSantis believes I am keeping too much bottled inside. Barrington Farms is more expensive than most of the other markets. It has very high quality food and the lines are shorter than they are at Ralph’s and Von’s. Some people say the checkout people are more attentive, although I personally like it better if my checker chats with the bagger instead of insisting on asking me how my day is. I don’t understand why they would care or why it is even polite. The main reason I shop there is that only Barrington Farms sells my favorite ice cream, Van Leeuwen chocolate, a premium brand made with high quality plantation chocolate. So what is the problem you might ask? The last time I went in to buy ice cream and some other things I needed they were blasting sixties Herb Alpert Tijuana Brass music through speakers in the ceiling. The song was “Brave Bull” and it features a piercing solo trumpet. It’s not that I don’t enjoy music. In fact I sing tenor in the Santa Monica Congregational Church Concert Choir. It’s just that I have a strong sensitivity to the blaring of a trumpet. Some people may find this hard to appreciate, but for me a trumpet sound is painful, like fingernails on a blackboard to other people, and I realized I had to leave with just the Van Leeuwen and a package of Bear Naked granola I had in my basket. When the woman at the register asked if I had “found everything I was looking for” I probably should just have nodded “yes,” but instead I told her the truth, that I didn’t appreciate the loud trumpet music and had to quit shopping. She said she didn’t think it was that loud, but I disagreed and there must have been something in the way I said it that disturbed her because then she called the manager over. I told him politely if they were going to continue to play trumpet music I wouldn’t be able to shop there anymore. Aspies have difficulty picking up people’s reactions, but I could definitely see him grin. Maybe at first he thought I was just kidding but he stopped his smile. Then he told me that most customers enjoy the music (many of their customers are wealthy boomers who probably grew up with Herb Alpert), and that he was sorry if it bothered me, but music was chosen at corporate level and streamed to the store. Then I did something I wish I hadn’t done. I told him that he might be in violation of the Americans With Disabilities Act because approximately one person in 59 has an autism spectrum disorder and playing loud, disturbing music in a supermarket technically could be viewed as failing to accommodate a disabled person and there could be legal consequences for Barrington Farms. I don’t like playing the disability card. All of my efforts and that of my parents have been to “normalize” me although it sometimes bothers me to try to appear “neurotypical” when I am not. He said he was sorry it bothered me but he had to consider all of his customers and many of them like the music. Barrington Farms is really a five-star supermarket in many people’s estimation, and I suppose you get what you pay for, but a honeycrisp apple costs nearly twice as much there as at Ralph’s, so I am downgrading it one star for pricing. And then I am downgrading it two stars for the music. I would say that even if most people like trumpet music, it is the responsibility of a public business to make sure that all of its customers are able to shop in an atmosphere that suits them. I am not giving them a poor rating to punish them, but rather, as Dr. DeSantis says, to reach out to them and see if they will reconsider. I see that readers can vote this post as “useful,” “funny,” or “cool.” It would be helpful to me to have people vote this as “useful” so that Barrington Farms might take notice.




Response from Barrington Farms

Dear Mr. Katz

We are very sorry that you had an unsatisfactory experience at the Santa Monica Barrington Farms. If you will please contact me at the store I will be happy to see what we can do to ameliorate the situation. We do care about ALL of our customers. Thank you.

Robert Menendez, manager




Update to my review

First I would like to thank the people who voted my post as “useful.” There were six of you, which is perhaps less than I had wished for, but it seemed to be enough to make a difference to Barrington Farms. Also the two who thought it was “cool.” To those twelve people who voted it “funny” I will say that even though it wasn’t necessarily a compliment, it helped anyway as it showed Barrington Farms that people were reading and paying attention to the post even if it wasn’t a total endorsement. When I spoke to Mr. Menendez on the phone he apologized for not listening better to a regular customer and said that although he wasn’t empowered to reprogram the music, if I would stop by at the manager’s desk when I came in they would be happy to turn it off while I shopped. I asked if that would apply to anyone else who was extremely bothered by the music and he said it would. Thanks to Barrington Farms and I am upgrading you to four stars, still with the one-star deduction for price.





Santa Monica Library ★★★★★

This will be my second review on Yelp. Hurray! I am now a total Yelp fanboy. I am writing this review partly because my first review of Barrington Farms Market worked so well for me but also because I don’t want people to think that because I was so critical that I am some sort of crank. I love Santa Monica Library and because I will always try to be totally honest in my reviews, I should tell you that I work in the library bookstore three days a week so this review is not entirely unprejudiced. My job works out well as I collect money from SSDI for my disability (I have Asperger’s syndrome which is on the autism spectrum) and in order to collect I cannot have a job that pays more than $1000 a month, which is a bit more than I get paid by SML—Santa Monica Library, which has a main library and three branches, and a large used book store in the main branch downtown. When book donations come in I help catalogue and categorize them. The library keeps a list of books they might want for the shelves and I put those that I find in a box for one of the main librarians to review. I review the rest to see which ones might be listed for sale by the library association at amazon.com. Some books that are donated can be very valuable. In a box full of old books two months ago I found a rare, signed, first edition copy of Wind, Sea and Stars by Antoine de Saint-Exupéry. You may know him because he wrote The Little Prince. Exupéry was a professional pilot and wrote several wonderful books about flying. My favorite is Night Flight, about flying night mail in Patagonia. In it a mail delivery pilot in a small plane gets caught over the ocean in a williwaw (a very strong offshore wind that comes from the mountains). Although his plane can go 85 mph, the wind is 100 mph against him and he is actually going backwards over the ocean while flying, trying to get to his airfield before he runs out of gas. I won’t tell you what happens in the end, but it is a very exciting story. I have 176 books about aviation in my own library and Exupéry is one of my favorite authors. When I showed the book to my supervisor, Helen, she looked it up online and they listed it to sell for $2000. Later she told the head librarian and everyone on the staff about my find and everyone high-fived me. Anyway, I like the Santa Monica Library because it is well run and they have a large number of books for a town library. Although not everyone is rich, Santa Monica is a pretty rich town so I guess they can afford it. Last year they had 1,257,333 checkouts and a population of 92,136 which means that on average every person checks out 13.6 books a year, a very good average for any town. Also they have many computers for people to use. Often, homeless people will use them. Santa Monica has a lot of homeless people because it is sunny and warm and the city offers very good social services. Some of the people are unpleasant and talk out loud or smell, but many of them are quiet and nice. The head librarian tells the staff that we must be polite to all people as much as possible. Perhaps because I have some smaller issues of my own (I know I am very lucky that I have a very nice home—an apartment over my parents’ garage) and sometimes people are unkind to me, I feel it is good that the homeless have a place like the library to feel safe. While one of the primary symptoms of Asperger’s is an apparent lack of empathy, which is feeling another person’s feelings, it doesn’t mean that I am incapable of understanding another person’s feelings. It’s just that I don’t get it by some kind of osmosis like neurotypical people do. I have to come to it from a different process from a different part of my brain and the route is not as direct or instant. The library offers speaker programs and movies in their auditorium and if you are researching a particular topic, the reference desk is helpful. If you have a really serious research question, I suggest you try to find Jeanine who works research from 11 a.m. to 6 p.m. Monday through Thursday. She knows how to find almost anything and incidentally she knows quite a bit about the history of Douglas Aircraft as her father used to work for Douglas, which was once located in Santa Monica and we have had some good conversations about that. So if you need to borrow a book, or watch a movie online, or hear a speaker talk about their new book, or buy a good used book from their book store (it is located right outside the parking lot entrance, next to the snack bar), I recommend you try the main branch of Santa Monica Library.





Cedars-Sinai Hospital Cafeteria ★★★

I have been spending a lot of time for the past few weeks at Cedars-Sinai Hospital. That is because my mother has been sick for some time and it got to a point where her doctors said she needed to be in the hospital to build her strength. I don’t want to talk too much about medical issues as it makes me too upset even to think about it. Also I am constantly going back and forth between admiring her doctors and being angry at them, so I don’t feel like I can fairly review any doctors or the hospital itself right now. I have eaten many times in the cafeteria here and I think talking about that is a useful distraction for me. I have a lot of spare time to write while Mother is sleeping so this is a great opportunity to write Yelp reviews. The good news about the cafeteria is that the prices are very reasonable and, probably because they are in the business of health, they make an effort to set out healthy food. They have a salad bar and fruit and yogurt. There is a counter where you can order a cold sandwich and a different counter where you can order hot food. Unfortunately, if you order a turkey sandwich they give you slices from a pressed turkey roll and not fresh turkey off the bone. If you want real sliced turkey you should probably go to a good Jewish deli, like Izzie’s. Tuna salad is probably a better choice here. If you ask for tomato, it is dry and tasteless. Most people and many restaurants refrigerate tomatoes which is a mistake because sitting in the cold takes away the flavor. The same is true of basil leaves. I haven’t actually eaten a hamburger here, but it is also probably a better choice than the turkey sandwich. There is a pretty good chocolate chip cookie that they sell by the cash register and I brought one to my mother in her room and she was able to eat some of it. I think nobody expects to have really good food at a hospital cafeteria and you could say that in this way Cedars-Sinai doesn’t disappoint.





Tacos Baja Ensenada ★★★★★

Baja is no humbug!! (I’m trying to get your attention on my restaurant reviews with a catchy opening catch phrase, Yelpers. Is it working?) First, I would like to announce that I have gotten three “useful” votes already for my review of Cedars-Sinai cafeteria and seven “funny” votes. I think this is very good for a new reviewer. I realized that my first review of an eating establishment wasn’t very positive. Now I would like to review one of my favorite places so you can all go there. Also I find that I really enjoy writing Yelp reviews so get ready for a bunch more! Like many people in Los Angeles, even those who aren’t from Mexico, fish tacos are my very favorite food and there are none better than at Tacos Baja Ensenada on Whittier Boulevard in East Los Angeles. It is fifteen long miles from my home in Santa Monica, but it is always worth the trip. Anyway I enjoy driving in my car. Traveling around in “Atomic Betty,” my 1984 Mercedes 300D diesel that was once my grandmother’s car in Chicago, is like being in a safe and friendly steel and glass bubble while I look out and enjoy the sights of the city around me. If you are wondering, I am a very good and careful driver and have never been in an accident, but I do stay off the freeways because going that fast near so many cars and trucks makes me nervous, especially because my dad died in a car accident. I first learned of Tacos Baja Ensenada from a Jonathan Gold review. He wrote about food in the Los Angeles Times for many years until he died in 2018. He was the first restaurant critic ever to win a Pulitzer Prize for journalism. Mr. Gold wrote “Entire religions have been founded on miracles less profound than the fish taco.” Like a lot of dishes people call “street food,” a great Baja-style fish taco is a perfect combination of taste and texture. It is made with a piece of fresh, mild white fish, breaded and deep fried, placed inside a warm tortilla and covered with shredded cabbage, cilantro, a mild sauce made with Mexican crema and a dollop of pico de gallo with a slice of lime on the side. All of these are good ingredients, but together they are magic. Tacos Baja Ensenada sells them very reasonably at $2.25 each. Three make a perfect meal. It is a small stand and not very fancy, but there is usually a line at the order window. I must say I am really enjoying sharing this favorite place with you, whoever you are. If you like my review, please vote it as “cool.” I think when I have time I will review some of my other favorite fish taco places. You definitely haven’t heard the last from me. And then maybe on to pizza (another favorite of mine)!





Palisades Mortuary ★★★★★

Palisades Mortuary was really helpful to my family during a very difficult time. When Mother died it seemed like nobody in my family knew what to do. My stepfather, Carl, was very, very sad and found it hard to deal with any of the details. I found him crying alone once. My sister, Lisa, is older than me and the most sensible person in the family. I have never seen Lisa cry. Lisa is a lawyer and she chose Palisades Mortuary because someone in her law firm recommended it. Nobody in the family was in a mood to have to handle all the details and the people at the mortuary promised to take care of everything. I know that when some people get older they like to arrange for their own funerals and burials, but Mother wasn’t like that. After the doctors found out that she had stage four pancreatic cancer Lisa tried to talk to her about making arrangements, but Mother said that she was waiting to get into some sort of new clinical drug trial at UCLA hospital and just didn’t want to talk about dying. That was fine with me, because I didn’t want to talk about dying either. It was really hard on both of us but I think it was harder on her because she was worried about what might happen to me if she was gone. I think it will be difficult for me, but that I will be all right. Anyway, the only thing Lisa and I knew for sure was that Mother wanted to be cremated and have her ashes scattered in the ocean and she didn’t want a big funeral, just the family and a few friends. My father, who died seven years ago when his car was hit by a truck on the Foothill Freeway and burned, was already part cremated when they found him, but some other mortuary finished the job. I don’t know what happened to his ashes, but since he and my mother were divorced when he died I think they may be in his parents’ home in Carmel Valley, California, maybe in an urn on a bookshelf. I know it’s weird to think of your dad on a bookshelf, but life is like that. Stephanie at the Palisades Mortuary did tasks like chase after the doctor who forgot to sign the death certificate and went on vacation to Thailand. Also there were documents that I had to sign. Stephanie had to have very good interpersonal skills because Carl and Lisa don’t get along that well and Lisa wanted to hire the Neptune Society to scatter Mother’s ashes but Carl was afraid that her ashes would get dumped along with a lot of strangers’ ashes and it was like sending Mother off UPS. I like the idea of scattering her ashes over the Pacific Ocean. Maybe that is because that is what they did for Donald Douglas, the founder of Douglas Aircraft, after he died although his ashes were dropped from a Douglas DC-3 airplane. Carl suggested we all go out in his sailboat and scatter her ashes in Santa Monica Bay where she loved to swim from the beach in front of lifeguard tower #26 to a red buoy a half mile out. Lisa told Carl that her husband, Todd, gets seasick and that her son, Adam, is afraid of boats and she definitely wanted this to be a positive experience for Adam. I am not sure how scattering his dead grandmother’s ashes could ever be a positive experience. Usually Carl lets Lisa have her way, but this time he held his ground. Stephanie suggested a compromise and we all got together to scatter them into the ocean off the end of the Malibu Pier. It was me, Carl, Lisa, Todd, Adam and mother’s best friend, Dana. Carl’s two sons who live on the East Coast offered to come out, but Lisa decided that would be too many people. There was a small problem when we tried to choose who would actually throw the ashes off, as they were encapsulated in a biodegradable container provided by Palisades Mortuary. The container is supposed to dissolve in water so we wouldn’t be littering the ocean (which is illegal in addition to being bad manners), but only one person could actually throw it off. Both Carl and Lisa wanted to do it, but Stephanie and Dana suggested that I do it and that everyone else throw over some lilies which we had with us and that’s what we did. The container was kind of like two pie plates stuck together and we all said a few words about Mother and I tossed it into the water. I’m not a very good thrower and, in the wind, it didn’t go as far from the pier as I expected. When it landed it surprised me because it kind of fizzed thousands of bubbles when it dissolved, like an Alka-Seltzer. Stephanie said it was because the container was actually made of sodium-bicarbonate, just like Alka Seltzer.





Los Angeles Times ★★

Does the LA Times ever check their obituaries? The Los Angeles Times has an obituary page that appears at the end of the third section of the daily paper. For certain famous or well-known people the Times will write an editorial obituary and print it. Eight years ago they did one for my father, Stephen Katz, who was a producer of television and worked on many well-known TV shows, after he died in a car crash on the Foothill Freeway. Sadly he had apparently been drinking more than he should. The Times obituary was a column about a quarter page high, which is pretty big for someone who isn’t a famous actor or a senator. You can look it up online anytime at LATIMES. COM. If the person who dies isn’t famous enough that the newspaper wants to make it a story, the family can write and pay for an obituary, kind of like a classified ad. My mother wasn’t as famous as my dad was and a few days after she died my stepfather, Carl, was planning on writing one for her and submitting it to the Times and he asked me to help. Carl wanted to know what I would like to see in Mother’s obituary. That was tough. I thought about it and said that he should mention that Mother had many activities including her artwork and her interest in the teachings of Paul Selig, who is a famous writer, channeler and empath. Carl asked my opinion about whether the obituary should mention my father, Stephen Katz. I said I didn’t know. He said that usually only the current husband is mentioned in obituaries, but he would be glad to include him if I would like to see my dad’s name there. I didn’t really know the best way to answer as my parents had divorced when I was three years old and my father had always been very busy with his work and I didn’t see much of him as I grew older, so I said I guess it wasn’t necessary to include him. Carl showed me the obituary notice and wanted to know if I approved before he showed it to my sister, Lisa, and then sent it to the Times. I said yes.




Sarah Rose Epstein (1965–2020)

Sarah was a bright light that shone for all of those who knew her. Whether it was putting on a last-minute gourmet dinner for a dozen friends, or helping to organize an event for her beloved Zen Center, Sarah treaded the world as if she were climbing Machu Picchu once again—with confident, eager steps. She was a devoted mother and a lover of the ocean. As an artist her finely crafted soapstone sculptures found their way into the homes of many grateful art lovers and are also in the collections of several museums including the Block Art Museum at Northwestern University where she once studied. Always the optimist, always hopeful even in her last days, Sarah will be thought of and missed by her large circle of friends. Sarah is survived by her loving children, Marcus Katz and Lisa (Todd) Samuelson and her husband, Carl Zimansky. There will be a private ceremony for immediate family. Donations may be sent to the Los Angeles Zen Center and the Autism Society of America.

Carl was just about to email it to Lisa when a friend of his called to say that he had just been reading the LA Times online and seen an obituary for Mother already there. Carl thought there must be a mistake, but he pulled up the Times online and found this obituary already posted:

Sarah Rose Katz (1965–2020)

Sarah Katz of Santa Monica passed away at Cedars-Sinai Hospital after a heroic battle with pancreatic cancer. Sarah was born in suburban Chicago in 1960 to philanthropists Samuel and Freda Epstein. Samuel was the founder of Honor Jewelers, a chain of jewelry stores that he later sold. After getting a degree in art at Northwestern University, Sarah came to California to practice her painting and sculpture in 1964 and found employment in the scenic department of 20th Century Fox studios. It was there that she met a young director named Stephen Katz and married him soon after and together they had two children, Marcus and Lisa. Although they separated, Sarah and Stephen stayed in touch, and Stephen went on to create the popular reality television show The Cream of Beverly Hills before his tragic and untimely death. Sarah enjoyed most her two wonderful and loving grandchildren, Adam and Elizabeth, from devoted daughter Lisa Samuelson and her husband, Todd. Sarah had recently been married to Carl Zimansky. There will be a private ceremony. Donations in her name may be sent to the American Cancer Society.

Carl was very upset that Lisa had written it without consulting him and that both he and I had been barely mentioned. Also Mother had always used her family name, Epstein, after her divorce from my father, not Katz and not even Zimanksy, Carl’s last name. Carl couldn’t understand why the Los Angeles Times saw fit to publish the obituary without consulting him. He said that he was not going to call Lisa right away because he needed to cool down and he didn’t think there was any sense in sending a revised obituary to the Los Angeles Times, but he did send the one he composed to the Chicago Tribune and you can see it there if you look online. If the Los Angeles Times will publish an obituary from anyone who submits one and pays the price (very expensive by the way) then I don’t think they are being appropriately respectful of the family of the deceased. I am not criticizing the way they report news, but they should change their policy and verify that the obituary comes from the spouse first, and, if not, from all of the children together.





Dr. Renee DeSantis ★★

Right now I am angry with my therapist, Dr. DeSantis. At my last session I showed her some of my recent postings, especially about my sister, Lisa, and how she hijacked my mother’s obituary notice from my stepfather. Dr. DeSantis has asked me to stop Yelping. She says that I am making public too much information that should remain private and that I should at least pause my postings or at least not speak publicly so much about my family and my intimate feelings. She says she is concerned that something bad will come from it and I will regret it. This is surprising when she was the one who first encouraged me to post with my complaint about Barrington Farms playing loud trumpet music. A big part of my treatment was to make me feel better about myself and, to use an expression of Dr. DeSantis, “empowered.” I have received 13 “useful” votes, 18 “funny” and 7 “cool” so clearly people appreciate what I do. I have been IM’d many times by people saying how much they enjoy my posts. That is definitely empowering! I don’t think I have anything to hide, although I don’t think I’ll show my reviews to Dr. DeSantis anymore but I wonder if she will bother to look them up.





Update to My Dr. DeSantis Review ★★★★★

I am sorry I gave Dr. DeSantis a two-star review yesterday. I was angry after seeing her in my weekly session when she asked me to pause my Yelping. In fairness, let me first say that not long ago I would have given Dr. DeSantis five stars. Before I saw Dr. DeSantis I had seen seven other therapists and psychiatrists relating to my autism spectrum disorder. Dr. DeSantis, who is a psychiatrist and a medical doctor who specializes in treating people on the spectrum, was the only one who didn’t treat me as if I had a disease, but rather as if I was just a different kind of thinker than the average person. I can’t help that others feel uncomfortable in the presence of someone like me who has difficulty picking up emotional cues, is socially awkward and has difficulty responding with appropriate facial expressions and tends to speak in a monotone. There are two ways to help a person like me. Dr. DeSantis helped me with both. The first is to try to make them feel comfortable with who they are and to not feel bad if they are shunned by others. The real weakness is in the neurotypical person who is not able to see another’s true worth. The other, to be most honest, is to help you “fake it” so that you seem more neurotypical to them and therefore they will treat you more like one of them. It doesn’t mean changing who you are. I think it’s more like a disguise that would allow you to travel in a foreign country without being treated as an outsider. There are exercises that you can do to help you make eye contact and to inflect your voice in a more neurotypical way. And Dr. DeSantis also has been helping me to deal with the death of my mother. I am grateful to her for that. I still do not agree with her about posting to Yelp, however.





NKLA Pet Adoption Center ★★★★★

After Mother died in April, my step-dad, Carl, came to me and told me that the one good thing that might come from losing mother was that now I could have a dog if I wanted. That was quite a surprise. He knew I had asked Mother on several occasions if we could get a dog. Mother was allergic to dogs, and even though I live upstairs in the garage apartment behind our house, she was concerned that the dog would somehow get into the house. Carl said that he had always had a dog when he was growing up, and he often wished that I could have one. A week after the funeral, Carl went with me to NKLA shelter. The “NK” stands for no kill and “LA” is for Los Angeles. It is in West Los Angeles near the 405 freeway and, unlike the city dog shelters, it is not so sad. When you go in it looks new and clean and kind of like the lobby of a Sheraton hotel. Everybody wears team blue polo shirts with NKLA on the pockets and they ask you right away what kind of pet you are looking for. I have heard that some really rich animal lover started it. They rescue cats as well as dogs, but I am not a fan of cats. I thought a lot the night before about what kind of dog I might want. I decided I would like a medium size dog that has some fur, but doesn’t shed too much. There are several nice kennel areas where you can view the dogs. Some of the dogs look happy and glad to see you, some of them bark and snarl, and some of them are sad and sit at the back of their cage. The dogs are mostly mutts, but there are also poodles and pit bulls and Chihuahuas and Labradors and just all kinds of dogs. I know people wonder why there aren’t as many different breeds of humans as there are of dogs, but people confuse “race” and “breed.” Breeding is done on purpose to dogs by humans who are trying to isolate a particular breed type. Also dogs can reproduce after they are a year old, where people take much longer before they have babies, usually about 20 years. In the same time period that humans have 4000 generations, dogs can have 40,000, so ten times the opportunities to change. When I saw Sadie I right away knew she was the dog for me. The sign on the cage said she was a mixed terrier. She had gray and white fur (they call it salt and pepper), but it is the kind of fur that doesn’t shed. She was hanging out in the back of her cage looking awfully scared, but when I put my hand through the wire, she came up to me to lick it. At NKLA if you say you are interested in a particular dog they will bring it into a separate little room so you can get acquainted. I LOVED Sadie from the second I saw her. Maybe it was because she was a little reserved and a little shy like me. Carl asked me if she was the “one” and I surprised myself by giving a big “yes” right away. I had to fill out a form to show you will be a responsible owner. Carl paid them $248 which covered her spaying and licensing. I know my mother has left me some money of my own, actually quite a lot, so I would rather have paid it myself, but the money hadn’t come through yet and I told Carl I would be sure to pay him back.





Jonathan’s Steam Cleaning ★★★★★

As I recently lost a close family member, I haven’t been posting on Yelp as often as I intended, but I hope to post much more now. There are some Yelpers with several hundred reviews and, from my research, the record for most reviews in the Los Angeles metropolitan area is 3,768 as of today by Frank Chen of Laguna, California. He has been posting for seven years, which translates to 10.35 posts a week. I will try to post at least that many each week and maybe someday, if Frank slows down, I can break his record. On to the review of Jonathan’s. My new dog, Sadie, pooped on my carpet. I had made her a bed on the floor of my bedroom out of an old blanket and I heard her kind of whimpering in the night, so I got up to see if she was all right and I accidentally stepped in it. Gross! I am very sensitive to strong smells but I am good at breathing through my mouth. Later I took a really long hot shower with lots of soap. The next morning I called NKLA, the pet adoption agency, and Vickie there said that Sadie was definitely trained to poop outside, but if a dog is very nervous about their new surroundings they can get confused. I know I would be nervous if suddenly some person I didn’t know yanked me off to a strange house. I hope this doesn’t happen again, although I will probably forgive her if it does. She is a very sweet dog and likes to lick my hand like it was made of candy. Today I called Jonathan’s Steam Cleaning because of their 47 five and four-star Yelp reviews and Jonathan himself came over a few hours later. Jonathan has a steam hose that reaches all the way to his truck that was parked in the driveway and he cleaned everything up. Jonathan said that about half his business is because of pets. He offered to spray some deodorant on the carpet, but I don’t like the perfume smell. The poop odor seems to be all gone and my rug is clean. In fact, my rug is cleaner than it has been for years.





Chinois Restaurant ★★★★★

Yei jiàn hěn bàng de canting! (That means “great restaurant” in Mandarin.) Yesterday was my twenty-second birthday and my step-dad, Carl, walked down the driveway from the main house to my apartment and asked if I’d like to do anything special for my birthday. My mother, who recently died, used to make me a coconut birthday cake. I asked instead if he could take me to a nice restaurant because I know that if Carl made me a coconut cake we would both wind up sad and if we went to a nice restaurant I could have a great meal and also be able write a new Yelp review. I told him of my plan to have as many posts as Frank Chen and to become a Yelp Elite. He said that sounded like a good idea, but I should probably just take it one post at a time. Carl has told me before about how important it is to “live in the moment.” Carl and my mother were only married for a year when she got her cancer eighteen months ago, but I think they really did try to live in the moment. Before they were married they traveled to Morocco and Nepal together and even surfed in Portugal. Carl asked if I would like to go to Chinois for my birthday, a very special restaurant on Main Street. It is run by the famous chef Wolfgang Puck. We all went there once last year with my sister, Lisa, her husband, Todd, and my little niece, Elizabeth. I ordered their Shanghai lobster, which is lobster in a curry sauce and it is what they call a “signature” dish. I know that there are 438 reviews already on Yelp for Chinois and it has a five-star average rating so they don’t really need my review, but this is a good opportunity to reach new readers by reviewing a more upscale restaurant. Carl told me that Mother had left some money for me, so maybe in the future I will be able to eat in fancier restaurants and review them. Not that I would choose expensive restaurants exclusively, just sometimes. Carl invited Lisa and Todd to come, but Lisa said that she had office work to catch up on. She did send me a birthday card, one of those dateline ones that tell you all the important things that happened the year I was born, 1994. According to the card, that was the year that OJ was arrested for having killed Nicole Simpson. That happened about two miles from our house, although I was just born then, so I didn’t know about it at the time. Also someone named Newt Gingrich was named speaker of the House of Representatives.

Carl said to order whatever I wanted, so I had the crab cake appetizer and then the Shanghai Lobster. The crab cakes were small, but very crisp and had lots of real crab in them, not like the frozen kind from the market that is all filler. They came with a very sweet dipping sauce, maybe a bit too sweet, but with a lot of different flavors that made me wonder how they made it. The lobster is served so that it looks like a King’s crown. It’s already taken apart with the shell placed around it on the plate and the pieces are in the center with this delicious curry sauce mixed in with rice. I had a creepy thought—how would a famous cannibal chef arrange a meal of me on a plate? (That’s a joke.) The waiter brought out a big piece of chocolate lava cake with vanilla ice cream on the side and a candle burning in the middle. Red syrup drizzled around the edges of the plate spelled out “Happy Birthday Marcus.” Carl handed me an envelope with a Simpsons birthday card inside featuring Mr. Burns (my favorite Simpsons character) saying “This personal birthday sentiment has been brought to you by the Springfield Nuclear Power Plant. Providing safe, clean and efficient energy for a happy, healthy, and productive community. Your pay will be docked for the time it took to read this card.” There were two one hundred dollar bills inside. Carl said I shouldn’t deposit it, but be reckless and buy something I wouldn’t ordinarily get. Reckless doesn’t come easy to me, but I will try to follow his advice. Next week I have to go with Carl to a bank where someone in their trust department is the trustee of Mother’s estate so that we can talk about money things.





Petco ★★★★★

Sam at NKLA animal shelter had suggested that we get a crate for Sadie, my new dog. I didn’t know what she meant and pictured a wooden box, but she showed me a crate that they had there and it is just a sort of wire cage. Sam said that to many people it looks like dog jail, but not to dogs. If you train your dog to be in the crate, they will feel very secure in there and soon would rather be in it than outside of it. I think in a way I understand that. I know that I prefer to be in a corner of my room by the bed and I put a chair and a basket of clothes in front of me there so that I have a space within the space. Sam said it is also very comforting for dogs if you need to leave them at home and also you will know that your dog is secure and not damaging anything. So far, except for pooping on the floor once when she was new, Sadie is very respectful of all of my belongings. After talking with the salesperson at Petco I decided to get a 36-inch crate with two doors—one for Sadie to get in and out of and one to get at the water and food bowls. You don’t want to get a crate that is either too big or too small. I also got some True Chews Premium Dog Treats which they recommended to give to Sadie when she sat in the crate. When we got home I put dog food and water in a bowl in the crate and at first she didn’t want to go in, but then she did and now she seems to like it. Then I gave her a True Chew and she jumped up and was happy. I think this will all work out. The crate was on sale and only cost $36.99 plus $3.72 tax.





Beach Café at Casa Cabana Hotel (Pico Boulevard Stop #1) ★★

They should call it “Bleach Caf é” because everything is white—the walls, the tables and the china. I know I must sound like some kind of a rich hipster because my last restaurant review was for upscale Chinois Restaurant and now I’m reviewing another fancy place, Beach Café at Casa Cabana Hotel at Santa Monica Beach. But the reason I went to Chinois was because my stepfather, Carl, took me out for a special birthday dinner. Beach Café, with its $25 hamburgers, is not a place I would regularly go to. But it’s all part of my grand new plan that I am about to reveal to you. Are you ready? I owe this idea to one of my heroes (not Deadpool or any superhero as you might expect if you know me) but Jonathan Gold, the Los Angeles restaurant critic (and the only restaurant critic to win a Pulitzer Prize) who died recently. In 1989, when he was in his twenties like me, Mr. Gold decided that he would dine his way up Pico Boulevard which is fifteen and a half miles long and goes through many ethnic neighborhoods lined with literally hundreds of restaurants. I don’t know why they call it “Pico” which means “small” in Spanish if it is fifteen and a half miles long. Beginning his journey at a Salvadoran pupuseria downtown on Pico near Main Street, he planned to make his way west to the beach in Santa Monica. He went to a new restaurant almost every day and he made himself strict rules to follow. I like rules, too, which is probably part of why I like the plan. He said he would have to eat at every restaurant on Pico and a “restaurant” was any place that served prepared food at a table or counter. If they were closed when he arrived, he would move on to the next restaurant, but return on the next day they were open. I decided that in honor of Mr. Gold, I would eat my way down Pico Boulevard, but in reverse—west to east starting with Beach Café instead of east to west. I will report all of my findings here on Yelp, good or bad. I promise all my readers that my restaurant reviews will be absolutely honest, and that I will try to be open to all types of restaurants and all kinds of cuisines. But $25 for a hamburger? $10 for an ear of corn on the side? And that’s just for lunch. Oops. I guess I just prejudged. But a dinner with dessert and no wine is easily over $100 a person. Solution? Happy hour from 4–6 p.m.! Drinking alcohol interferes too much with my thinking, but sliders, tacos and fried calamari don’t, so no need to order a pricey mixed drink. On to my review! There were no parking spaces around and I was forced to bring Atomic Betty, my 1984 Mercedes into the driveway where four valets in white uniforms were waiting and a turquoise Lamborghini was conspicuously parked out front, probably to show off how they have rich customers. When I asked how much they charge for parking, the valet just wrote my license plate number on a ticket without even answering as he opened my door and pointed to a sign that said $9. A group of three really pretty young women all dressed up and in spike heels giggled on their way in the front door, looking at me the same way that the valet looked at my old car. Inside I found a table in a corner away from the bar that was noisy and crowded and everybody was dressed up. I ordered a fish taco, fried calamari and a Perrier. It cost $22 plus tip. They grilled the tiny scrap of white fish instead of battering and frying it in the classic Ensenada style that I like best. If you are going to grill the fish, it should be a nice, fresh piece of fish and this wasn’t. The tortilla was store-bought, rubbery and tasteless. There was American sour cream (not real Mexican crema), watery pico de gallo, a sprig of cilantro, and a chunk of lime. It wasn’t even in the same league as Tacos Baja Ensenada, my favorite place for fish tacos. The calamari, however, were crispy and better, and possibly worth the $7 happy hour price. Two stars are all you get, Beach Café. The Yelper of doom has spoken!





Santa Monica Museum of Flying ★★★★★

Thanks to all who voted my other reviews so far as “funny” or “cool.” I think that Yelping comes naturally to me and pretty soon I’m going to have hundreds, and then thousands of useful Yelps and hopefully be invited to Elite. I will continue my Pico Boulevard Yelp reviews, plus wherever else I might go that merits reviewing. I hope you will support me on this. Also, if you are currently a Yelp Elite, please think about recommending me for Elite status, if not, now, perhaps later when I have proven myself more.

For full disclosure I need to say that I am a docent on Saturdays at the Museum of Flying in Santa Monica. I got the job (it’s volunteer, so they actually don’t pay me) and although it is a very small museum, not nearly as big as the Planes of Fame Museum in Chino, for example, it is well located on historic Clover Field, which was famous lately because Harrison Ford (Mr. Han Solo) crashed his classic 1942 Ryan PT-22 Recruit trainer on the golf course at the end of the runway. Everyone said it was great piloting to bring the plane down on the golf course and not injure anyone on the ground. I think it is what you might expect of Han Solo. I have never met Mr. Ford in person, but I have seen both the Cessna 525 and the Waco Biplane take off and I hope Mr. Han Solo was at the controls when they did, although I was too far away to tell. It is also where Donald Douglas and the Douglas Corporation factory built the famous DC-3 and the WWII army version of the DC-3 called the C-47. Before I ever got there they also included some other non-Douglas planes like an F86 and a Lockheed Vega to spice things up. Some people say the Douglas DC-3 is the most airworthy and sturdiest passenger plane ever made. They are still flown all around the world even at seventy years old. Nobody really knows how long a DC-3 can last if properly maintained. They built them before there were computers to compute structure loads so, to be safe, they just way overbuilt. The most popular thing in the museum is not a DC-3, however. It is an actual cockpit pulled from a decommissioned Federal Express Boeing 727. You can operate the real controls. The museum gives you an official laminated preflight pilot’s checklist so that you know what buttons to press and levers to pull and when. I have done it at least a dozen times myself. I happened to be standing near the 727 when an eight-year-old, who was sitting in the pilot’s seat looking confused, asked his mother what a “trim tab” was. She said she was sorry but didn’t know. I told him that it was just a little movable flap on the surface of the wing that the pilot can adjust so that when he is flying he doesn’t have to work to keep the plane level. The mother asked me if I wouldn’t mind helping her son with the rest so I sat in the copilot’s seat next to him. After we finished our simulated “takeoff” I explained to them how Clover Field is a really historic place and also about how in 1924 two Douglas ST1 converted torpedo planes flown by pilots from the U.S. Army Air Service (this was before there was an Air Force) were the very first airplanes to circumnavigate the world. Lt. Erik Nelson and Lt. Lowell Smith were the pilots but the circumnavigation was a team effort. When the boy and his mother had to leave the mother thanked me and handed me a ten dollar bill. I told her that she had already paid when she entered but she said that the money was just for me. I didn’t want to take it as I didn’t really need the money, but she insisted, saying that they both learned a lot and that it was only fair for me to be paid. After they left, Scott, the museum manager, walked over to me. I was afraid he was going to ask me to give the ten dollars back. Instead he said that he overheard me and was impressed by how much I knew about Douglas Aviation. He then asked if I would be interested in being a docent and talking to more visitors about the museum’s planes. I said that I would be most interested in talking to people about Douglas airplanes and not so much the others as Douglas is the real reason for the museum being here. He said that would be fine and asked if when I talk to people that I try to talk a little slower. It is true that when I get wound up talking about aviation I can talk a little too fast. I agreed to come between 11 a.m. and 4 p.m. on Saturdays. They put out a whole box of good doughnuts for the employees and volunteers from Number One Doughnuts, my favorite doughnut shop. I will review Number One later and have a surprise for you when I do. I am giving the Museum of Flying four stars. You might probably expect me to give it five stars just because I do work there, but if fellow Yelpers are ever going to trust me on Yelp I promise to be completely honest and neutral as much as possible. They are very kind people who run it and they work hard to keep the museum clean and up to date with limited financing, but I wish they would concentrate more on the Douglas history and less about other aviation companies.
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