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WHAT MAKES YOUR HOUSE A HOME
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CHEF JOHN Q. HUMPHREYS enjoys a cup of morning coffee at Ramos House Cafe in San Juan Capistrano. He has rebuilt the ald home into his business, his

home and his life.

Dreaming small and making it

eeping up with the Joneses
— just about everyone does
it, either overtly or subcon-

sciously. But in the end, what does
it really get us? Fancy knickknacks
for sure — and often a heap of
stress trying to pay for them.

But what if we didn’t try to keep up?
What if we just wanted the things we real-
ly like? What if we wanted just what we
actually needed? We might end up like
Ramos House Café owner and chef John
Q. Humphreys — and that ain’t half bad.

John didn’t grow up with very much;
his family was constantly changing, both
in its makeup and location. He was a ram-
bunctious youth, full of big dreams and a
penchant for doing what he was told not
to do. He took off on his own when he
was 15, and landed in the Big Apple,
where he found a way to finance himself
through the Culinary Institute of America.
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Zen does not confuse spirituality by thinking about God

He then bopped around for several more
vears, taking cooking jobs in the Virgin
Islands and San Francisco among other
places. Then, one day, he broke his leg.
Unable to climb up to the third-story
kitchen in San Francisco in which he
worked, John packed his bags and
returned to his old stomping ground of
Newport Beach. He was broke — literal-
ly — living on generous helpings of Top
Ramen and the kindness of friends. His
pockets may have been empty, but his
head wasn’t: He had a dream. It was a
small dream, by entrepreneurial stan-
dards: to own a quaint restaurant that

while one is peeling potatoes. Zen spirituality is just to peel
the potatoes.

—Alan Watts

would double as his home. Tt didn’t
seem plausible, starting a business with
only 15 cents in his pocket, but John
doesn’t do "plausible.” He began search-
ing for property and didn’t look far: He
came upon a street in the heart of San
Juan Capistrano: Los Rios Street.

At the time, 10 years ago, Los Rios
Street was included in the city’s Historic
District (which also includes the San Juan
Mission), but many of the board- and-bat-
ten 1880s cottages that line the tracks of
the Santa Fe Railroad Depot were in dis
repair. It was a shabby street, private and
invisible. And no one wanted to own a
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