
LETTER FROM THE SELLER

134 Danefield Place, Moraga

Dear Potential Buyer,

Grandma and Grandpa’s house was the joyful center of Thanksgiving and Christmas and Easter, and all 
other visits felt the echoes of that. The living room was big enough for all the adults to shift around on 
couches and rocking chairs, and the kids got the wide expanse of floor to play on. The coffee table always 
had intriguing magazines strewn about – National Geographic, The Smithsonian, Popular Mechanics – 
along with the expansive Sunday comics section from the previous week, saved for our viewing pleasure. 
An evening in that house was never complete unless someone sat cross-legged on the floor, pulled out a 
deck of elegant playing cards – which we were not to bend – and won a game of Solitaire.

The deck, normally a wonderful location for bird-watching, was center stage for the Fourth of July, when 
we would pull up after dinner to find Grandma had prepared a giant kettle of popcorn, and we would 
stroll out and wait for the fireworks to start. The Moraga firework display was always set off from the golf 
course down the hill, so we had perfect front-row seats every year. 

The back corner room was the play room, easily monitored from the living room but tucked away 
enough that the noise from old movies and occasional disagreements about Lego set construction didn’t 
bother the grown-ups resting after dinner. It was perfect for lazy afternoon naps and had wonderful 
light for painting, which my grandfather did often (and filled the stairwell top to bottom with his and 
my grandmother’s sketches and paintings throughout the decades). Sometimes he would motion us in 
wordlessly and point out deer that had wandered into the orchard below or hawks that were nesting in 
the trees above. The deer stopped getting in after the fence was reinforced, but I’ve always tiptoed in 
and peeked out the window whenever I walk by, just in case one was there.

We were always excited to go down to “The Dungeon” to get the special toys that resided at Grandma 
and Grandpa’s house: old kaleidoscopes, Transformers, Lincoln Logs, and jumping jacks. The Dungeon 
was the family name for the closet built into the basement under the stairs, and the name fit it perfectly. 
It was the perfect thrilling mix of scary and safe – dark, drafty, and full of spiderwebs, but never any 
actual spiders. As we got older we would conquer nerves and venture further in to help liberate holiday 
decorations, jars of jam, and bottles of sparkling cider left to cool. There was always something satisfying 
knowing that you were in a house with a dungeon, and I shall miss it.

All the grandchildren earned a great deal of our spending money at the house in Moraga: weeding the 
garden, weed-whacking the orchard, painting the house, dusting knickknacks, polishing silver, vacuuming 
floors. Some of the most pleasurable chores were helping decorate for holidays and setting the dining 
room table for our feasts: linen napkins, sterling silver flatware, china plates, and crystal water glasses. We 
learned to add leaves to the table and gather all the chairs necessary to fit the growing group of family 
and friends that would squeeze together for birthdays and celebrations throughout the year, eventually 
shifting the table diagonally across the room to accommodate the whole group, which we almost always 
managed to do.

The house is a happy one, and has been a joyful center of family connection for more than half a century. 
I hope it continues to be for a long, long time.

- Noël Chrisman


