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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 
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, meat-eaters, conservatives and 
liberals, all walks of faith and diversities; but all 
have one thing in common: we built our own 
tiny homes. 

This month we meet Miranda Aisling Hynes, 
whose creative passion as an artist drove her 
tiny house journey! 

Sincerely, 

Shorty Robbins 
TinyBuildingPassion@gmail.com
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LIVING ART: AUBERGINE, 
THE TINY HOUSE 

By my twenty-second birthday, I had lived in 
thirteen different rooms in six different towns. 
I never dreamed of building my own house, 
but after a childhood spent in houses where 
only one or two rooms were used regularly, I 
knew that I wanted to have a home where 
every room was used every day. That goal 
becomes much easier when your house is one 
big room. 

I first found tiny houses in November 2013. 
At twenty years old, I had just finished my 
Masters Degree in Community Art at Lesley 
University. Three months earlier, I founded 
my non-profit, Miranda’s Hearth, an 
organization dedicated to building community 
through creativity that is approachable, 
affordable, and accessible. Though rewarding 
in other ways, my chosen work was not going 
to be particularly lucrative. Finding tiny 
houses gave me a way to make my life less 
expensive so that I could pursue the work I 
knew I needed to be doing.  

My grandfather, a CPA, had told me since I 
was a little girl that I should save 10% of 
every paycheck. Because of this I had nearly 
$20,000 by the time I began building my 
house at twenty-one. I was projected to save 

another $5,000 over the course of the build, 
just enough to cover all of my costs. My first 
step was to find a place to build the house. At 
the time, I was renting a single room in an 
apartment in Arlington, MA. My family was 
in Connecticut and didn’t have enough land 
for me to build on either, so I began asking 
my network in Boston.  

Like so many good things, the idea of building 
my house as a public art project came from a 
group conversation over lunch. At the time, I 
was working with artists at The Umbrella 
Community Arts Center in Concord, 
Massachusetts. One afternoon, I was telling 
them about my idea and almost instantly they 
decided that I should build it at the arts center 
itself. There was a big parking lot out back, 
that would be perfect. 

At the same time, The Umbrella was trying to 
find a new public art project for the front lawn 
of the building. I brought the idea to my boss, 
an architect, and he suggested that I build the 
tiny house out front for everyone to see. It 
took a little convincing, even then I knew that 
spending my entire life savings in a public 
construction project despite having no 
construction experience wasn’t going to be an 
easy summer. But all the pieces had already 
fallen into place, so we began. 

We called the project “Big Art; Tiny House,” 
and started building in June 2015. Always one 





for deadlines, I scheduled the 2nd Annual BIG 
Massachusetts Tiny House Festival for July 
16, 2016. I had exactly one year and one 
month, including a New England winter, to 
finish my house before thousands of people 
would show up to tour it.  

Although I had barely touched a hammer 
before, my mother is a technical theater 
director and knew her way around a shop. Her 
one warning was that everything in her career 
had only had to look good from the fifth row. 
Undaunted, I dove in head first and pulled her 
along with me. 

Over the course of our build, over fifty people 
volunteered to help. Everyone from 
professional carpenters and electricians to tiny 
house enthusiasts who had never done any 
construction before. I was working full-time 
for The Umbrella, traveling to host 
Tumbleweed Workshops one weekend every 
other month, and running a business. I spent 
my free weekends learning how to raise walls, 
install windows, and put on roofing.  

The hardest part was not the physical labor, 
exhausting as that was, but the sheer amount 
that I needed to learn. Taken one at a time, the 
tasks involved in building a house are not 
rocket science. Anyone can learn to frame a 
wall or install a window given a little time, 
training, and confidence. The difficulty with 
tiny house construction is that as soon as you 
feel confident doing something, it’s time for 
the next step. 

Incorporating volunteers only exacerbated 
this. On the weekends when four or five 
people showed up to help, I spent more time 
as a project manager than a builder, trying to 
figure out what needed to be done when and 
by whom. 

My mother drove from Norwalk, Connecticut 
to Concord, Massachusetts every Saturday 

morning —a 3.5 hour drive— did construction 
for eight hours, slept at my house, did 
construction for eight more hours, and drove 
back. Whenever someone looks at the amount 
that I do and tells me I’ll slow down as I get 
older, I tell them that they should meet my 
mother.  

The first weekend we built together, we 
started the day with a run to Home Depot. As 
we walked down the aisles, an older 
gentleman looked at both of us, smiled, and 
said “He let you come with him?” Even now, 
four years later, almost everyone who enters 
the home is surprised to hear that my mother 
and I built it ourselves. Men and women, my 
age and my mothers age, I can see the surprise 
register across their faces. It was a constant 
battle during the build, trying to get straight 
answers out of people at construction stores 
who weren’t used to young, blonde women 
asking about nail guns.  

We got the building envelope, which includes 
the foundation, walls, windows, and ceiling, 
completed by November 2015. This was my 
favorite part, watching the house come into 
shape day by day. Then started the internal 
work. It was less glorious and far more time 
consuming. The instant gratification that I had 
received from raising walls and building the 
roof disappeared into frustration at the barely 
noticeable difference I made while drilling 
holes for electrical wires, spraying insulation, 
and installing interior walls. 

Halfway through, I ended up in the emergency 
room with walking pneumonia. I had found 
my limit and blown right past it, working 
every hour of every day until my body was the 
one that made me slow down. It was an early, 
humbling lesson in my own l imits . 
Thankfully, my mother, friends, and 
volunteers continued to carry the weight. We 
were working on a deadline, after all. Over 
Labor Day weekend, I lay in a hammock at 





the build site, deliriously watching these 
incredible people to continue to build my 
house while my body mended. 

Once the shell was complete, we began to fill 
it with art. The goal of BIG Art: Tiny House, 
apart from creating my future home, was to 
highlight traditional forms of art that are often 
overlooked by contemporary galleries. 
Woodworking, stained glass, ceramics, 
quilting, they all found a place inside my 

home. I knew that I wanted stairs coming 
down from my loft that could fold up into the 
wall with a single push. When I explained my 
idea to Alex Jaynes, a talented woodworker 
from Knoxville, TN, he came back six months 
later with exactly what I had imagined. 

Aubergine, named for the color we painted 
her, now has over 100 pieces of art in just 160 
square feet. Steel silverware hang next to 
ceramic dishes, the folding stairs come down 



towards the mahogany door complete with a 
stained glass window. The floor is covered 
with a four foot by eight foot floor cloth, an 
old art form that was used to protect 
hardwood floors before linoleum was 
invented. Mine was made by Terry Kelly-
Ruhlmann, a quilter who took her fabric to the 
floor. She used nearly fifteen years of my old 
clothing and created a vibrant center piece. 

Our goal was to build an environment where 
everything around you is handmade by 
someone, showing what it feels like to be 
surrounded by stories and items that have 
meaning. Now, when people tour my house 
during the annual BIG Massachusetts Tiny 
House Festival, they see and feel the stories of 
over 150 people including both artists and 
volunteer builders. 

As the project pulled to a close, just in time 
for the festival, there was still a running list of 
things to do. The electrical panel needed to be 

completed, the lines for the propane needed to 
be run. Like all houses, I learned that mine 
would be an on-going project. But when I first 
moved in, my mother and I looked at each 
other and knew that this was something we 
would never ever forget. There’s nothing 
similar to sitting in the house that you built, 
looking around at all the imperfect joints in 
the wall, knowing why this isn’t flush with 
that, knowing the hands made it. The year that 
I built my house was the most taxing year of 
my life, physically, emotionally, and mentally, 
but I wouldn’t trade it for the world.  

Author’s note:  Please support Miranda and 
Building Passion’s other DIY women builders 
by a donation or sponsorship and visit all 
three of Tiny House Magazine’s featured 
Building Passion authors and their homes at 
the 5th annual BIG Massachusetts Tiny House 
Festival, October 19-20 at the North Shore 
Music Theater in Beverly, Mass.  
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