
Lynora’s Market and Deli 
 

Never Ever—Say THIS To A Pizza Professional!     
 
Hey Chris— 

Until the other day lunch was nothing special. A sandwich, some chips, a drink. Give me 10 or 15 minutes 
so I can get back to work. Right? But— 

Something happened to me the other day—and I need to tell you about it. 

Surprise 
I was finishing up a massive project in our conference room. Lots of  paperwork. Very focused. This young 
lady from work came in. But I was focused. I didn’t see her. She’s Samantha. Cute. I’m working. It’s quiet. 
the POW! She punched me in the arm. Really hard! She was so angry that I didn’t see her. Ouch!  She is 
really strong. 

Samantha—she prefers Sam—motioned me with her finger like a cop. Move it! But she says: “Come. 
Lunch. Now.” She’s walking out. “We’ll take my Jeep!” she says. I caught up with her midway down the 
hall. She’s talking at me a mile a minute when she tells me this story. 

Over the previous weekend, it seems, she got a little sunburned. She left the beach. Drove inland a little 
way. And there it was. A cool place to relax and get something tasty.  

But this place was so much more, says Sam. Her Jeep pounces onto the road like a cat on a mouse. She 
punches the gas pedal hurtling me back into the seat. We drive. She talks.  

“You have to see this place!” She was almost yelling this. It was crazy. 

Which brings us to Lynora’s Market and Deli. 

Has This Ever Happened To You? 
Italians say there are two ingredients for a happy life: One of  them is what you eat for lunch.   

Soon enough I discover honey-coated filo pastry so light you hold it like a hummingbird. Exquisite 
marbled prosciutto is translucent superfine ham that melts onto your tongue. 

Raffaele and Maria Abbenante came to Lake Worth in 1974 from the Italian 
island of  Ponza. Sam explained they named the place Lynora’s, after Maria’s 
Mother. They started out selling pizza by the slice.  

Sam glowed telling me all this.  

Over four decades, Lynora’s evolved into a popular family-style Italian 
restaurant. Downtown West Palm Beach became its home. Their son Angelo 
worked there for many years. And you know, tastes and lifestyles gravitate to what’s new.  

Honey-coated 
filo pastry so 
light you have 
to hold it like 
a hummingbird.



One day Angelo went to Maria, his Mother, with an idea.  

Why not offer good food to people in a hurry? Not a sit-down restaurant. A place where people stop in for 
lunch or dinner. Easy, after work take-out to eat at home.  

Maria said okay. 

First thing Angelo did?  

He leased a former gas station. Open interior. Parking. I see all this as we pull in. 

Years earlier Angelo earned the Vera Pizza Napoletana. Sam claims this is the top 
pizza-making certification—worldwide! She’s pulling me out of  the Jeep. 

This explains the imported white Italian brick pizza oven inside. The centerpiece 
of  the whole Market.  

“Don’t you love it?” Sami asked leaning in and pointing up. 

Above the often-open garage doors are block letters in red-on-white. The sign outside reads:  

Lynora’s Market 
Flour Water Salt  Passion 

”Isn’t that cool? Don’t you love it?” Sami throws her hands overhead. She waves and— 

I see a smiling guy, handsome, coming up.   

“That’s Angelo, the owner. He’s bringing you something to taste—Lynora’s meatballs, I bet,” says Sam. 
We sit. And there they are. That fast. 

On the small plate are two steaming over-sized meatballs. They sit on pads of  thick red tomato sauce 
speckled with herbs. I cut into one, stick it with a toothpick and pop the section into my mouth.  

Angelo waits and watches… smiling at us and looking around waving to people. 

I taste warm lamb meat, EVOO, thick tomato sauce. Then a trace of  oregano, salt and—what was that—
fennel? 

Why This Works On Women 
My eyes open. Warm bread and olive oil have appeared on the table. Sam tears off  a hunk and passes a 
chunk to me, giggling as she mops up red sauce from my plate. 

My mouth absorbs warm flavor. Crispy crust, butter, and a trace of  salt in the chewy heart with spice 
infused tomato sauce. 

I choose the prosciutto-mozzarella-tomato sandwich. But Angelo is still sharing.  
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Vera Pizza 
Napoletana… 
the top 
pizza-making 
certification
—worldwide!



“You like veggies?” I nod. 

"Next time,” says Angelo, “try the Veggie Panini! Portabella mushrooms, roasted peppers, mozzarella, 
onions. We have a special on this month, too. Your choice. It’s a GREAT deal.” 

Sam speaks up. 
iMagic  

“They added a new pizza yesterday!” Sam says. “The Wildshroom has bufala mozzarella, portabello 
mushrooms, ham, truffle oil. Yum—right?” 

Then, she points at me.  

“You might like the Artisan sandwich, Bucko. Imported cheeses like provolone, Italian 
cured meats like mortadella on focaccia bread.” Sam had never called me that—
Bucko. But I like it. 

Angelo laughs.  

“A lot of  our customers get a main course on their way home at the end of  the day. 
We keep the prices down for great food. We have Baked ziti. Penne, tomato sauce, 
cream, baked mozzarella. Or, Manicotti, which is crepe, fresh ricotta, mascarpone, 
tomato sauce. Or, Cannelloni. Veal, pork, beef, spinach, Bolognese sauce, baked 
mozzarella and our hand-made crepe.” 

“Crepe?” I ask. 

“It’s a very thin pasta. We’re making some now. Wanna taste it.”  

I am thinking about it. Sam purses her lips to stifle a laugh. 

Angelo helps my imagination: “It’s like scrippelle.” 

I nod like I understand. I haven’t a clue what scrippelle is. Sam knows this. She starts laughing again. 

I feel this feeling. I want to be Italian, alive, and happy. I want to stay here. To eat.  

And I want to hear Sam’s laughter—always.  

Comfort and Sensation 
Sam got her huge salad. Crispy green lettuce with razor thin slices of  pungent romano over an array of  
juicy tomato slices, dressed with peppery citrus vinaigrette.  

The peppery citrus vinaigrette with a cooling scent. 

My prosciutto-mozzarella-tomato sandwich arrived. Understated and overdelivering. Prosciutto, 
mozzarella, tomato (oh sure, but ALSO—!) roasted peppers, oil, basil, balsamic on a 10” hoagie roll. 
Warm steam carried the sweet smell of  fresh ciabatta bread.  
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Baked ziti. 
Penne, tomato 
sauce, cream, 
baked 
mozzarella. Or, 
Manicotti, 
which is crepe, 
fresh ricotta, 
mascarpone, 
tomato sauce, 
says Angelo.



Fragrant red peppers and soft mozzarella flopped into my mouth. Olive oil, soft pungent peppers, the cool 
meat and milky cheese a perfect concert.  

I put down the loaf-size sandwich on my plate and looked around the open space.  

There’s a small grocery in front. Imported Italian pastas, tomatoes, beverages, anise cookies, ricotta 
cookies, biscotti run neatly across the shelves. 

Sam tossed her blonde hair and turned sideways in her chair. She sipped Orangina from its bell-shaped 
bottle. 

A breeze blew over the cook staff. It moved around us and into the palms rustling outside. There was a 
murmur of  conversation over there. The man two tables way gently patted his wife’s hand and she smiled 
sweetly. Across the room a toddler laughed out loud.  

It was a strange and wonderful moment. 

Sam cradled her arms and lowered her head. And—I’ve never done this to anyone before. But, I reached 
out and touched Sam’s face. She pretended to slap my wrist and laughed again and just as fast stopped. 
She held onto my hand for a long time.  
 
The unexpected had happened. And all I said was—I hear you have good food. What a dope I was.  
 
Get to Lynora’s Market as soon as you can!  
 
 
Rob 
 
 
  
P.S. Sam insisted on paying the check, and she surprised me with a 'bucket-of-balls' for home! Twenty-five 
of  those baseball size veal meatballs in savory thick tomato sauce. WOW! 

P.P.S. *SPECIAL FREE OFFER COUPON* For a limited time Angelo is allowing the 
first ever Lynora’s Market coupon. Circle your favorite food pictured below. Then, bring this letter on 
your next visit! This special is available—ONLY DURING AUGUST. 

P.P.P.S. Sam leaned over me in her Jeep. Her breath still cool citrus and pepper from the salad. She pulled 
me to her and kissed me well. And just as fast I was thrown back again into my seat with the roar of  the 
Jeep.  So much for lunch. But, Sam said she’d join me for dinner soon—my place. I might even have 
Lynora’s cater our dinner!  
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Meet Angelo And Discover  
What Samatha Shared 

                                                               
Whatever You DO…  

 
USE THIS COUPON FOR  

YOUR PERSONALIZED TASTING  
BEFORE AUGUST 15 

1) Circle Your Favorite Food.  
2) Show this to Angelo! 

                                            "         "  

                                          "          "  

ENJOY A GREAT SUMMER LUNCH AT LYNORA'S MARKET !!! 

Lynoras Market and Deli | 3301 S Dixie Hwy, West Palm Beach, FL 33401 | Tel: (561) 444-3932 
 

Sunday-Thursday 11am - 9pm    
Friday and Saturday 11am - 10:30pm 

 
https://www.lynorasmarket.com 
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