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Welcome to Building Passion! 

I think most of us in the tiny house world have 
been told, “you should write a book!”, and some 
of us have.  I know I’ve been told that a lot, and I 
do like to write, but the right inspiration hadn’t 

hit me.  Seems like most of the bases have been 
covered. 

Then in 2018 at a festival in Georgia, a really 
cool thing happened. There has always been DIY 
builder panels at these fests, and I’ve enjoyed 
participating, but at this particular one the four 
panelists happened to all be single women who 
had built their homes essentially alone.  We 
clicked and it was magical. There was this shared 
passion about our journeys. By the second event 
in DC together we had a name “Wonder 
Women”, and by the third in Massachusetts, we 
had t-shirts. Not always the same women at each 
event, but the stories were similar and different at 
the same time, and always so incredibly 
inspiring. 

I’ve had a lot of positive feedback about this 
group from other women. Those who want to 
build but are holding back for one reason or 
another. We inspired people! Our passion for 
what we had achieved has helped our sisters take 
the leap. It is not anything I ever set out to do, but 
it’s been an incredibly rewarding thing. 

These stories need to be shared! We’ve had 
receptive audiences at the festivals, but there’s 
always other things going on and so many tiny 
houses to see.  So I started thinking about writing 
them down… 



Back in the mid 2000’s, my sister, Laura Stevens, 
was deep in her career as a design engineer at a 
big building corporation in the Netherlands.  I 
was deep in mine as a public park developer in 
Florida.  We were both passionate about our 
work, and very good at it.  She was managing 
construction projects for some cool and 
innovative facilities, I was planning and 
managing constriction of nature parks and sports 
complexes for a couple counties.  I remember 
one incident where we had an issue where the 
geo survey was off and we were going to need 
something like 35 dump trucks of dirt to make up 
for it.  Big onsite meeting, me and about 15 guys.  
I think they came into it thinking my employer 
(the county) would end up paying for the mistake 
because they were sending a girl to this meeting.  
They left after agreeing to a redesign and to 
cover the cost of the additional materials.  I was 
one of the first female project managers they had, 
but they found out we girls can get it done. 

My sister was running into similar issues, being a 
woman in a male dominated industry in Europe.  
Where I was happy to just get my park done and 
go home, she wrote a book about how women 
were changing the construction industry in the 
Netherlands for the better. She called it “Building 
Passion”. It was a great success, and she got 
enough sponsors to write a second book, 
“Building Passion, the International Edition”, 
featuring 100 Dutch women in the construction 
industry worldwide. They were published in 
2009 and 2010.  Laura has gone on to pursue her 
PhD in Biomimicry, a new breakout thing.  
Always on the cutting edge, my sister! 

So one morning this spring we were chatting on 
Messenger (we do daily to keep tabs on our 83 
year old mom), and I asked her about her book.  
She had been incredibly happy while writing it, 
and I always felt like I had inspired her a bit (big 

sister/had the fun career first).  I told her a bit 
about my idea/identification of these passionate, 
empowered tiny house women.  She offered, and 
I accepted, the connection to her “Building 
Passion” brand for this idea.   

So here we all are, the 50 women of Building 
Passion in the tiny house world.  Over the next 6 
months or so, I will be compiling our stories.  
We’re aiming for an early 2020 Building 
Passion draft and photo event, then a fall 2020 
release event.  There will be some names that 
are familiar, and some who are more low key, 
we have vegans, meateaters, conservatives and 
liberals, all walks of faith and diversities; but all 
have one thing in common: we built our own 
tiny homes. 

Help us tell the story by connecting me with a 
Tiny House Wonder Woman that you know, and 
by sponsoring her or one of our other Building 
Passion women with your involvement in our 
Kickstarter funding project. 

Sincerely, 

Shorty Robbins 
TinyBuildiingPassion@gmail.com

https://kickstarter.com/projects/tinybuildingpassion/building-passion-the-tiny-house-edition
https://kickstarter.com/projects/tinybuildingpassion/building-passion-the-tiny-house-edition
mailto:TinyBuildiingPassion@gmail.com


Camp Nawaka Girl (to the tune of the Marine 
Corps Hymn) 

You can tell a Camp Nawaka Girl, You can 
tell her by her walk. 
You can tell a Camp Nawaka Girl, You can 
tell her by her talk. 
You can tell her by her manners and her 
appetite and such 
You can tell a Camp Nawaka Girl, But you 
cannot tell her much. 

You can tell a Camp Nawaka Girl, You can 
tell cause she’s enthused. 
You can tell a Camp Nawaka Girl, You can 
tell cause she is bruised. 
You can tell her by her blisters and her 
callouses and cuts 
You can tell a Camp Nawaka Girl, You can 
tell cause she’s got guts! 

Nawaka is (or was) a real place. Camp 
Nawaka was located in the Berkshire 
Mountains of Western Massachusetts. For 
many summers it was my “home”, first as a 
camper, then staff and now as an alumna. We 
learned camping and canoeing and so much 
more about ourselves.  We canoed the length 
of the Connecticut River, built and lived in a 
“Primitive Unit” on the other side of the lake, 
climbed waterfalls and listened to Arlo, 
Dylan, Baez, Peter Paul and Mary, John 

Denver and Roberta Flack.  One summer I 
almost met Norman Rockwell (I did meet his 
wife). It was an incredible, magical place 
where a girl learned there isn’t anything she 
can’t do. The camp property was sold about 
10 years ago, but it still lives on as Berkshire 
Soccer Academy, challenging a new 
generation of girls to be strong, creative and 
self-reliant. Nawaka instilled that in me, and I 
don’t think my tiny house would be a reality 
without having been a “Camp Nawaka Girl”. 

I kind of backed into tiny housing.  I had no 
construction experience, no real desire to get 
rid of my horde of junk, and really hadn’t 
heard anything about tiny houses.  Yes, I’m a 
tree hugger and I’m concerned about my 
environmental footprint, but I’m not a 
“typical” tiny houser. 

My tiny house journey began on a rainy 
reenacting weekend in February, 2012.  We’ve 
been doing Civil War living history and 
reenactments as a family for over 25 years- 
kids, step-kids, grandchildren, significant 
others, even my mom.  Over the course of the 
years I have built up an impressive 
“household” of stuff that I haul to each event.  
To house the whole family, we usually set up 
3 tents, 2 “fly’s”, which are open air parlor/
dining areas, a big outdoor kitchen with grills, 
ovens, even an authentic pitcher pump 
connected to a 5 gallon water bottle that looks 





like a well.  We carpet the floors, haul out real 
furniture…. It’s incredibly homey and it takes 
us 4-6 hours just to set it up.  Then we exhibit 
to event attendees for 2 or 3 days, answer 
thousands of questions about how “they lived 
back then”, pack it all up, take it home, dry it 
out and count the days til the next event.  

So this one event in February 2012 it rained.  
It rained. And it rained some more.  Even 
though we waterproof the tents, nothing could 
stop the flooding.  We were ankle deep in 
water before the canvas up above had enough, 
and we got soaked from the leaks too.  We 
were wet, we were cranky, and I was ready to 
pull the plug on a 25-year family hobby.  I 
pulled out a blue tarp to cover it all, let the 
kids change back into modern clothes and 
announced that I was done. 

My daughter in law who was somehow still 
cheerful through the monsoon brought me her 
phone with a YouTube video up.  It was Jay 
Shafer’s original tiny house, Tumbleweed.  It 
looked like a perfect period home.  And she 
said, “It’s on wheels.  Why don’t you just 
build one of these to bring to reenactments?  It 
would be so much easier.” 

By the end of that weekend I had researched 
everything there was available on tiny houses.  
I had a plan.  I was going to build one of these 
and stay dry.  Never unpack, set up, tear down 
and pack up again.  No more tent at 
reenactments for me, I was going to build an 
authentic Victorian cottage! 

Over the next year, I couldn’t stop talking 
about it.  People started giving me stuff to 
shut me up, I think.  A cathedral window from 
a church in Tallahassee, a couple other antique 
windows from someone’s garage. Old cypress 
and magnolia paneling from a house that a 

friend helped tear down. I acquired a cast iron 
pot-bellied stove and an ice box from ebay. I 
discovered Pinterest and wore out YouTube. 
Tumbleweed offered a seminar with Jay 
Shafer about two hours from me, I signed up 
on the first day.  A whole year was spent 
collecting and planning, and I still had never 
been in a tiny house! 

The workshop in January 2013 was amazing.  
I thought I’d had a plan before, but it was 
crystalized in that weekend.  Jay no longer 
worked for Tumbleweed at that point so he 
had nothing to sell.  He just inspired. We were 
empowered, we were driven, we were ready 
to pick up those 7 tools and get building!  
There were 100 in the class and many of us 
are still friends.  We started the Florida Tiny 
House Enthusiasts on Facebook and were 
excited when we got to 300 members.  We 
now have 11,000 members….  We set up and 
attended open houses, visited active builds 
(yay, I got to see the inside of a tiny house!), 
met for cookouts, planned an intentional 
community, and formed a small core group 
who promised to help each other with our 
builds.   

By summer of 2013 I had started selling stuff.  
I sold enough big things (an old decrepit RV 
and a restored Catalina 22 sailboat) and small 
things (clothes, furniture, a canoe) and had 
enough to buy my trailer.  I had met a trailer 
guy through work who talked me into an 
aluminum trailer, something I have not 
regretted.  I bought water storage tanks, put a 
deposit down and gave him my sketch of what 
I wanted.  Then I started my final reenacting 
season in the tent. 

In January of 2014, it got real.  The trailer 
came.  It was perfect.  YouTube helped me 
install my plumbing and sub floors.  I was 



joking that the battery on my drill would run 
out about the same time as my ‘umph’, but it 
really wasn’t a joke, I bought myself a new 
one for Mother’s Day and all my plumbing 
runs through the trailer beams not under them.  
There were no excuses to not start the actual 
build. I had purchased a set of plans from 
Tumbleweed as part of the workshop, but 
modifications to that were crazy-expensive so 
I was a bit stalled.  The same work friend who 
talked me into the trailer started talking to me 
about SIPS, Structural Insulated Panel 
Systems.  In a true moment of serendipity, I 
had a work-related meeting with a bunch of 
guys who ran a charity in our town.  One 
handed me his card: Gramatica SIPS.  I said, 
“SIPS!”. He said’ “We’re not an organization 
for alcoholics, we build Structural Insulated 
Panel Systems.”  He was my new best friend.  
By the end of the day I had shared my 
“blueprints” (sketch on graph paper), photos 
of my quite substantial trailer all plumbed and 
ready to go, and we’d set a date for a build! 

June 2014, I had advertised a meetup for the 
build, about 30 people showed up to the 
Gramatica workshop with their battery 
powered drills and in 3 hours, we had the 
shell of a house!  The last thing we were able 
to do before the afternoon rain started was set 
the ridge beam, an incredible 1906 heart pine 
beam from an old train depot.   There are so 
many great memories about this day, but my 
favorite is working with the Gramatica 
brothers.  If you’re a sports fan and the name 
sounds familiar, it’s because Martin 
Gramatica played for the Tampa Bay Bucs.  
And kicked their Super Bowl winning field 
goal.  Yes, THAT Martin Gramatica helped 
build my house. 

I took the house home to the backyard and 
worked on it every non-raining minute for the 

rest of the summer.  The roof panels were a 
challenge, they weigh 100 pounds each and 
usually I was working alone to get them up.  I 
finally hit on a sling and pulley system, with a 
rope hitched to the back of my car and thrown 
over that ridge beam.  I would drive away and 
up the panel went!  Lots of creative solutions 
in the early days, lots of YouTube research, 
and lots of armchair quarterbacking from the 
guys at work.   

YouTube- I can’t say enough about that as a 
resource.  General research about tiny houses, 
plumbing, building with SIPS, running 
electric through SIPS, cutting and framing a 
window in SIPS, installing house wrap, 
installing casement windows, rubber roofing, 
metal roofing, bracing for windloads and road 
shift, hooking up a pitcher pump, hooking up 
a mini-split air conditioner- all this is on 
YouTube.  All this I would research late into 
the night and hit the next project with fresh 
ideas in the morning.  It is an amazing 
resource. 

By the end of the summer in 2014 I was under 
a bit of a time crunch to get the outside of the 
house done.  I had sold all of my tents, 
carpets , furni ture, portable ki tchen- 
everything I used to haul to reenactments was 
sold in order to make room (and pay for) the 
tiny house. I sold the trailer I hauled it all in.  
Over Christmas break I finished the two upper 
windows I had been putting off, found some 
reclaimed cypress fence panels to use for 
siding, and organized another “work day” to 
caulk and paint the house.  Six months from 
the first work day, we had the outside of the 
house completed and it was ready for the 
reenacting season! 

To say we made an impression would be an 
understatement. So many reenactors and 





living historians have said that they always 
wanted to build one, I say, so do it!  So far no 
one has, but our little group has a great time 
with it at events, and everyone has stepped up 
their authenticity game.   

We have a little community that has been 
incredibly supportive in getting the tiny house 
admitted to events, I think some of the issues I 
ran into with the reenactment community got 
me ready for some of the issues I ran into 

when getting more involved in the tiny house 
community, but that’s another very long story.    

When I first started this, it really was just to 
replace a tent.  I didn’t know anyone else with 
a tiny house.  Then I met the people at the 
workshop, and helped them build their houses 
(and they came to my work days). I gradually 
met more people who actually were planning 
to live in their tiny houses, and some who had 
been doing it for a while.  It really opened my 



eyes in so many ways. As tiny houses caught 
on,  I was asked to do presentations at our 
local libraries.  Because I had built my tiny to 
be lightweight and transportable, it was easy 
to take it out for “show and tell”.  So the 
house and I were leading parallel lives in 2 
centuries, and since it was already period 
correct for the 19th century,  I started making 
it more livable in the 21st century. I added a 
bathroom where the chamber pot had been.  I 
added the air conditioner.  An inside kitchen 
replaced all the cast iron outdoor cooking.  I 
turned my old piano into a fold out bed 
because “every proper Victorian parlour has a 
piano”. Everything I did, I tried to hide it so 
that the house still had a “period” appearance 
at first glance.  As I would go to events 
outside of reenactments, sometimes I would 
still dress up and interpret the life of a civilian 
woman during the war.  I met more people 

outside the reenacting community and was 
invited to a festival. 

15 festivals, 20 library talks, 30 reenactments, 
20,000 miles and 250,000 visitors later I still 
love sharing my home.  I love that I built it 
myself, I love that it’s made from recycled 
and repurposed materials, I love encouraging 
other women.  I love waking up in it every 
morning, because I choose to.  I moved in full 
time almost 2 years ago.  Right after I decided 
that this was home, I went to a reunion at my 
old camp, Nawaka.  I was by far the oldest 
alumni there, and I’d come the furthest.  I was 
asked to light the ceremonial council fire and 
talk a little bit about what Nawaka meant to 
me. I told three generations of Camp Nawaka 
Girls the story of my build.  And I told them 
that I had named my tiny house Nawaka.  No 
explanation needed.  





Do you feel frustrated you are doing all that you can—but you never seem to get ahead? 

Are you truly happy with your job/school/life? 

Friends, if you said yes to any of these questions, this book is for you. 

As we go through this journey, just remember we are in this together. I did it, too, and I will likely 
continue the process over and over because no one is never done growing or improving quality of life.  

Throughout each chapter I will be giving you what I call, “The Rule of Five”. These are five practical, 
easy to implement steps that apply to each phase we walk through. 

Now, I can’t promise you’ll become the prince of a town called Bel Air, but I can assure you that you 
will laugh, you will reflect, and you will be given practical steps you can implement RIGHT NOW in 
your busy, overworked, exhausted season of life to help you start simplifying the chaos and start 
reclaiming joy!

Thank you for taking the time to read this excerpt from my book, Simple Living Right Now. If you 
enjoyed the excerpt, grab your copy HERE! Whether you are looking to downsize, want to go tiny, or 
are just in the beginning stages of researching simplicity, this book is for YOU! But don’t just take my 
word for it…. 

“Simple Living Right Now is a realistic guide to decluttering and creating the simple life that you've 
been longing for. Using loads of humor and wit, Brynn shows you how to let go of fear and unload the 
stuff that has been weighing you down. With five easy-to-follow steps, you will find that a less chaotic 
life is within reach. And with five more easy-to-follow rules, you will discover how to keep your life 

that way. No matter where you are starting out, or how much stuff you have, this book will lead you to a 
more peaceful life, the simple way.”  

~ Jenny Albers, writer A Beautifully Burdened Life

https://www.amazon.com/Simple-Living-Right-Now-Reclaiming/dp/1798042827/ref=as_sl_pc_qf_sp_asin_til?tag=themamaonther-20&linkCode=w00&linkId=50b5e95e5154c2704dadb53cc043e013&creativeASIN=1798042827

