
Dear Prospective Buyer,

I wanted to give you a little history about our home. I was 5 years old when my mom and dad 
and my little sister moved into this house in 1963. We grew up here and our house was always 
filled with love and joy and celebrations. You see, my mom and dad were part of a social club 
called the Lucky 12, and this group and all their children would come over and enjoy Dad’s 
famous oxtail stew or Mom’s chili verde. The adults drank highballs and played Mahjong and 
poker and danced into the night. My Mom came from a large family with nine siblings, so we 
would have family reunions with all the aunts and uncles and cousins – the in-laws and the 
outlaws, as we called them. Family members came from all over the state and from Arizona 
where my mom was born and stayed at the house. If you arrived early, you got a bedroom. 
Otherwise you had to sleep in the living room or family room on the carpet with the kids. But 
regardless, everyone was welcome to come and stay and eat and sleep. We always had fun.

This was a great place to grow up. We walked up the grassy hill to the elementary school and 
the middle school. We played in the streets and formed lifelong friendships. It was a family-
oriented neighborhood, and all the kids grew up together.

As we got older, we would bring our friends home, and Mom would welcome everyone 
warmly. Our neighbors became close friends and soon they were all regulars at our house. 
Mom and Dad owned a grocery store, so there was always an extra plate of hot food for 
anyone who came by to visit. Dad was a World War II vet who served in the US Army. He 
worked as a cook and later owned a restaurant, so he knew how to feed a crowd. His prime 
rib dinner was extra special and was always accompanied by his legendary homemade dinner 
rolls. For the big Fourth of July party, friends and neighbors came for the food and stayed for 
the spectacular fireworks display from our big picture window in the family room.

My dad put bars on the house to keep my friends from coming in and drinking his favorite 
liquor. But they weren’t just any bars. Dad had them specially designed to reflect the symbol 
for Double Happiness. The house was a sanctuary for so many over the years, but mostly for 
me whenever I needed a place to go where I knew I was loved. Coming home was always so 
comforting.

This house is special – it is the place my parents called home for most of their adult lives. And 
even more than that, it was home for my family, and the next generation of grandkids, and the 
site of a lifetime of cherished memories. And so, dear buyer, I just wanted you to know that 
you are so lucky because you will live in a place that has always been full of life and love.

- Don
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