
BOOK 
EXCERPT
Over the past two issues Tiny House Magazine 
has been featuring excerpts from the forthcoming 
book Building Passion by compiled by Shorty 
Robbins. 

Like many in the modern tiny house movement 
Robbins has been encouraged for years to write a 
book. She has always loved to right but was just 
struggling with the right inspiration for a book 
written about or around tiny houses. 

While at a tiny house festival in Georgia in 2018, 
a nerve was touched. While there have always 
been DIY builder panels at these type festival 
events, Robbins found herself on a panel 
comprised of single women who had built their 
homes essentially alone. There was a shared 
passion about the panelists journeys. By the 
second event - this time in DC - the women had 
dubbed themselves “Wonder Women”, and by the 
third festival in Massachusetts, they had t-shirts 
to show it! While it was not always the same 
women at each event, Robbins found the stories 
were similar yet different at the same time, and 
always so incredibly inspiring. 

The passion shown by the Wonder Women was 
helping others take their own leap. Says Robbins, 
“It is not anything I ever set out to do, but it’s 
been an incredibly rewarding thing.” 

The stories needed to be shared and Robbins was 
more aware of this than ever. She began  thinking 
about writing these stories down. Building 
Passion was born! 

You can find out more about how to help these 
stories be shared by sponsoring the Wonder 
Women’s Kickstarter funding project or 
e m a i l i n g S h o r t y R o b b i n s a t 
TinyBuildingPassion@gmail.com. 

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


What Was I Thinking? 

“WHAT was I thinking? It is the first thing 
that comes to mind when I consider my tiny 
house build. My name is Chris Pauley. I 
started my build when I was 54 years of age 
and completed it at 57! My home is located in 
Brevard County, Florida which has seen some 
very positive growth in the acceptance of tiny 
homes. It currently is on my mother’s property 
while I await a space to open at my local KOA 
campground. 

Somehow there was always an awareness that 
it would be build-my-own vs purchasing. 
Certainly a purchase would have been easier. 
However, I found that it was in the transition 
that my experiences developed a depth of 
connection to this purpose of living tiny! This 
is not something I am doing it is something 
that I feel to my innermost being. This need to 
peel away all the unnecessary and settle into 
the peace of simplicity. 

As a woman of strong faith I knew from the 
beginning that I could not do this on my own! 
If this were to be successful it would have to 
be something I felt strongly that my Lord 
Jesus Christ was calling me to do. And He 
showed up and showed off by providing 
$9000 suddenly in random ways up front. This 

was my ‘all clear’ and the build part of my 
story began.  

WHERE did this all come from? This is a 
recurring question. Even though the physical 
build started in June 2016, my inspiration 
started much earlier. Maybe even into my 
childhood. I have always been a collector of 
small things and small spaces. From 
childhood tiny toys (anyone remember 
strawberry shortcake jewelry dolls?) to mini 
1⁄2 inch journals in high school and pocket 
sized games in my purse for my children and 
grandchildren and so much more! This was 
eye opening and an amusing realization to me. 

In the 1990s my inner self wrestled with this 
concept of how we spend so much of our lives 
working and planning and supporting our 
homes. Time and money that could instead by 
invested in people through relationships and 
missions and ministries to introduce the hope 
of Jesus to the world. Fast forward to single 
me 2015 in my 50s and the start of pondering 
what I would keep when I lived in one room. 
(those exact words would swim through my 
thoughts daily) A whirlwind of internal soul 
searching began on where my values were 
placed. Soon after, a purge of my house began 
and many car loads of possessions found their 
way to my local thrift shop. As the downsize 
continued I kept asking the Lord what it all 
meant. What was I being preparing for? 





October 2015 was my first remembered siting 
of a Facebook post about tiny houses. And 
there my heart connected. Shortly thereafter 
on a missions trip to Mexico City, my life 
would be further impacted. One of my biggest 
observations was the small spaces in which 
these families lived and thrived. Inspiration 
peaked and within a week of my return I 
searched and found a tiny house open house. 
(Thank you Andrew Bennett of Trekker 
Trailers!) It seemed to me I should probably 
see one-stand in one-before committing 
myself to this direction. It was perfect. In 
addition, I met my soon to be mentor and 
friend Shorty Robbins!  

The first annual Tiny House Jamboree was 
scheduled for August of that same year and 
funds were just not available. Until, once 
again, sudden unexpected provision came and 
I was off to Colorado Springs. Many friends 
were made-friends that year and the following 
year- whom I am still in contact with to this 
day. New community. New friends. New 
mentors. 

How did it all come together? My story is so 
similar to most. I had an idea. I researched. I 
bought a trailer. Developed a plan.I started the 
process.. Where my story takes a strong 
unique turn is the incredible community that 



came together helping me at different times. 
My church family, most that were unknown to 
me prior to this build, those in the tiny house 
community, friends and even neighbors have 
contributed in so many ways to bring me 
where I am today. I spent a year immersed in 
blogs, social media, researching products and 
local resources and still did not know enough. 
I attended a workshop by Andrew and 
Gabriella Morrison (their FIRST one!) here in 
Orlando, Florida which really gave me the 
foundation of knowledge to get started. 

One of my favorite parts of the build was the 
women that came out to help. Don’t get me 
wrong here-the men that helped me were 
amazing and necessary! Without their 
contributions I could not nearly have 
accomplished many of the tasks on my own. 
However, when my girlfriends showed up 
there was a completely different vibe. Many 
had never used power tools until I gave them 
some instruction and put one in their hands. I 
hope and believe that the experience inspires 
them in other areas of their life. Others were 
already build savvy and the team work as we 
set ourselves on a task was phenomenal. 
Regardless of the skill level every single 
person has made an impact on me and my 
future and I am so very grateful. 

Somewhere in the third year of my build there 
was a day of extreme exhaustion where 
discouragement was strong. I had just gotten 
in from the build and the doorbell rang. In a 
home which was always filled with people the 
house was empty with dogs barking. Sigh. So 
being sweaty and red faced with wild hair in a 
knot and paint on my clothes and exhaustion 
on my face I answered that door. A local 
constituent was there to promote his 
qualifications for the political office he was 
seeking to win. Once we finished speaking 

about his agenda, conversation turned to my 
tiny home which was visible from where we 
stood. It was the first moment I realized my 
rather bedraggled state and I just let loose on 
my aggravation and discouragement. He 
began to ask me questions on what had been 
done and what still needed to be done. And 
then, incredibly, gave me the best pep talk 
about where I was at and a push of 
encouragement to propel me to the end. This 
man happens to run under the name of “Coach 
P” as he is also an athletic coach. The Lord 
had sent a professional coach to my door in 
the very moment that he was needed. This is 
one of my favorite memories of provision and 
hope. (and yes, of course, I voted for him!) 

I am a follower (okay I am addicted) of the 
reality show Survivor. One thing I am always 
fascinated with is the personal take away from 
the game. People learn so much about 
themselves and their priorities in life. And I 
feel a bit like that. I have not only survived 
this journey but have also thrived! It was the 
best thing I’ve ever done. It's the hardest thing 
I've ever done. It's the most rewarding thing 
I've ever done! It has grown in me a new level 
of confidence and empowerment. An inner 
endurance and perseverance that seems 
impossible. And a knowledge of my Savior in 
a new and deeper way. 

So my real story is the people. It is the 
growth. It is Jesus and how He provided every 
step of the way. Hebrews 3:4 “For every 
house is built by someone, but God is the 
builder of everything”. He planted the dream 
in my heart. And has walked me out to 
fruition. Unbelievable provision at the start 
and continued provision in surprising ways 
throughout.  

What advice I would give to any woman 



wondering and thinking about building her 
own home? DO. IT. Break down every step 
and take it one goal at a time. Many times the 
questions came regarding how I was going to 
accomplish different parts of my build. And 
often there was not an answer. For some 
things research happened when the time came. 
In many instances this was successful and 
occasionally it would have been beneficial to 
know ahead. Often design elements changed 
from my original intent either due to a change 
of design or a lack of proper preparation for 
the space. Regardless, almost everything had 
to be done twice! It is really true. Everything. 
I mean everything. Takes longer than what 
you think or plan. 

I found the following written in my journal 
from August 2015. 

“The hope of my heart is wholly in 
Jesus Christ. The depth of His love 
rescues me daily. I feel compelled 
at this stage of my life to rid myself 
of the accumulation of things and 
create a space that brings freedom-
freedom to give and freedom to 
serve in any way and place that He 
calls me. To create a welcoming 
space that reflects His love. A space 
that is cozy for creating memories 
with loved one. And a practical 
space to serve every day needs.” 

Hope is at the heart of it all. In many ways 
this tiny home is my Hope Chest. A traditional 
hope chest is for holding and preserving 
sentimental and practical possessions. As a 
spiritual hope chest this home has already 
collected so much in memories and 
relationships and fulfillment of God’s 
promises. If you want to hear more of these 

treasures of hope you can follow me on 
tinyspacebigfaith.org. 

“Let me throw off everything that hinders and 
let me run with perseverance the race marked 
out for me- fixing my eyes on Jesus-forgetting 
what is behind and pressing on toward the 
goal to which God has called me in Christ 
Jesus” (Heb 12:1-2, Phil 3:13-14). 

http://tinyspacebigfaith.org





