
Chapter 1 

How Did We End Up Here? 

 

 

Hello. My name is John Hebard. My wife, Laura and I live and travel full-time in a 

2016 Forest River Cedar Creek 36CKTS fifth wheel (RV/camper/trailer, whatever 

you want to call it).  

Because you’re going to see the term “full-time” throughout this book, I should 

explain it first. We often see discussions online about the meaning of “full-time.” 

There are several definitions people subscribe to. What it means to us is this:  

1. Living in an RV as a primary residence. 

2. Not having a sticks-and-bricks house.  

3. Moving the RV more than twice a year. 

I’m going to tell you a story of how we found ourselves, two dogs, cat and a meager 

amount of our stuff, living in a small town during the summer of 2017.  

And by small town, I mean if you blink, you’ll miss it. But our living arrangements 

got smaller still. We were living in a bedroom at my grandma’s house which is about 

the size of two large RVs parked next to each other. Sadly, my grandma passed 

away several years ago, and the house now belongs to my mom and uncle.  

Built over 100 years ago, the house and the one next to it were part of a cheese 

factory. At some point, the two houses, which were originally one large building, 

were cut apart, moved back from the road, and turned into separate homes. That’s 

where my grandpa found and bought the house in 1943.  

So how did we find ourselves living out of an 8x12’ bedroom in an old cheese 

factory? That’s a good question, and I’m glad you asked it. Ultimately, we wound 

up there because we bought a new fifth wheel. What is a fifth wheel? It’s a trailer 



you pull behind a truck, but it has a kingpin like a semi-trailer which connects to a 

hitch in my truck bed. Don’t confuse it with a bumper pull travel trailer.  

I apologize if I’ve been a little confusing so far. After all, why would buying a new 

RV end up with us living with my mom in a town of 400 people? I know it’s a strange 

introduction, but this is a crazy story, and I stayed up a lot of nights writing just so 

I could tell you. It all started a long time ago in a galaxy far….oh wait, that’s 

copyrighted. Our tale begins a few months before we bought our fifth wheel and 

turned our lives upside down.  

 

Chapter 2 

How Our story Began 

 

 

Laura and I met during the fall of 2011. I was 29 and she was 24. Yes, I’m a cradle 

robber and proud of it. You’d understand if you saw her…so….uh ….anyway. When 

we met, she was fresh out of veterinary technician school. I’d been medically 

retired from the Army for a year and was managing a GNC store.  

We were engaged after a year and married almost exactly two years after meeting. 

The wedding was within two weeks of our first date anniversary. We wanted them 

to coincide but just couldn’t make it happen.  

I wish I could say it was all rainbows and happily-ever-after’s, but it wasn’t. Like 

most kids getting married post Y2K, we didn’t really know how to be married. There 

weren’t many examples of good marriages left for us to learn from out there.  

Both of us were forced to grow up through our parents divorcing. And like everyone 

else, we had our own lists of personal issues that made living together just oh so 



easy. (I hope you caught the sarcasm, if not please insert said sarcasm.) In reality 

there wasn’t much about marriage that we found easy. I think what caught us off 

guard so badly was not knowing how hard marriage is. The easiest part was the 

wedding.  

For most of our relationship Laura worked nights at an emergency animal hospital. 

I was a full-time student and was also working part-time. We couldn’t ever get our 

schedules to line up. If we were really REALLY lucky, we’d get two half-days a week 

together, or 5-7 waking hours a week. They were half-days because of our opposite 

sleep schedules, normally I had to be asleep several hours before Laura. If I even 

stayed up to see how her day went, I’d get less than five hours of sleep. 

Something else threw a big giant wrench into the mess, I was medically retired for 

PTSD after my third deployment. I’d been sober for several years, was on a few VA 

prescribed medications, seen several therapists, and thought I was doing alright. 

But you don’t know what you don’t know. And I didn’t know how badly my PTSD 

was affecting me and our marriage. Very quickly Laura began walking on eggshells, 

always afraid of me becoming angry.  

Let me explain something first. I never laid a hand on her or wanted to. I didn’t 

throw or break things either. My dad was a screamer and thrower, so I vowed to 

never treat my wife how he treated me mom. Instead, I internalized my anger and 

I would shut down. I didn’t want to be mean to Laura when I was angry, so I didn’t 

want to talk and risk letting it happen. The alternative was almost as bad though. 

And I didn’t know. 

After a few years of being ground to a pulp, our relationship wasn’t doing so hot. 

Our half-days off were reserved for the epic marriage battles that start over nothing 

and neither person will back down for no logical reason. You know the kind where 

you’re ready to go buy a shovel and a bag of lye if they do that one annoying thing 

one more time? Luckily with all the free time we had together we totally worked 

out all our problems and lived happily ever aft……oh sorry, I was daydreaming and 

trailed off.  

Sadly, when those fights are so regular you can set your clock by them, people start 

thinking maybe single life would be better. We had both danced around the idea 



of breaking up during different points in our relationship. I guess I was the quitter, 

because I was the first one to actually plan on leaving. Of course, she figured out 

what was going on before I could leave. We’d been together for four years after all. 

I’m surprised it took her more than a day to realize it, I chalk it up to us never seeing 

each other. 

She begged for me to stay and I grudgingly agreed. It’s not that she was or is a bad 

person, because she’s not. I’d just had my fill of fighting.  

I wish I could say that everything was fine after that, but it was only another notch 

in the old marriage belt. At least we both agreed to start working together and not 

against each other. What doesn’t kill your marriage makes it stronger right? 

RIGHT!? Well, I guess the saying is true since we’re still together, and no one’s 

bought that shovel yet. We try not to think about those days anymore.  

So back to the RV story, I suppose that’s why you’re reading this after all.  

We’d been unhappy for a while before the whole almost-splitting-up-mess. 

Searching for ways to remedy the problems, Laura had begun watching YouTube 

videos about camping. She’d had great experiences camping with her grandpa 

when she was young and thought it could be a great way to bring us back together. 

I was driving a 2006 Tacoma at the time and it could tow a few thousand pounds, 

so we were considering a little popup camper that we could take weekend 

vacations with. About a week after we decided to stay together, Laura was 

watching YouTube and found a channel named Chris & G Travels.  

Chris & G lived in a small Class A motorhome and traveled full-time. They were 

always traveling to neat places and showing what living in an RV on the road looked 

like. They showed us that we could do it too. Watching them every day quickly 

became routine for us as we were instantly enthralled. They really got us thinking 

that maybe, just maybe, the RV lifestyle could pull our relationship out of its 

bottomless black pit.  

We still had faith that we could make it work because we’d had some AMAZING 

times together. Two years before we almost split up, we’d been having many of the 



same relationship problems, so we took a vacation. Isn’t that what normal people 

do when they’re overworked?  

We couldn’t afford the vacation, but we REALLY needed it, so I drew from the IRA 

I’d saved while I was in Iraq. That vacation was one of the best decisions we’ve ever 

made. The week in Mexico was exactly what both of us, and our marriage, needed.  

After the first day or two there, we started to finally unwind, I mean we began to 

find true relaxation. That’s SO much more than just sitting in front of the TV for an 

hour before bed after a long day. Suddenly we were happy again. Happy to spend 

time with each other again. Before the vacation we didn’t really have fun together, 

there wasn’t time for fun around the weekly fights. We came home from Mexico 

more in love than ever. We were ready to tackle life together and never fight again.  

Two years before I was planning on leaving, we returned from Mexico very much 

in love. What happened? Thinking back on it, I’m pretty sure I have a good idea.  

We came home from Mexico, and went right back to work, school, errands, yard 

work, and never seeing each other. Our lives hadn’t changed one bit. Everything 

that had been stressing us out and driving a wedge between us was still there 

waiting for us. We still didn’t have any time for each other. We both slowly drifted 

back to our respective corners of the ring over the following months. 

Society says that if you’re having these types of marital problems to see a 

counselor. Done. We went to three different therapists over several months, but it 

didn’t really help.  

Society says that if you’re depressed, stressed, anxious, can’t sleep, can’t stay 

awake, etc., to see a doctor and get some pills. Done, again. The VA had me on 

multiple medications for years, and they didn’t really help.  

Society says that with all the previous problems listed, you should buy and upgrade 

material stuff in your life. That can make you happy again, right?  Done, again, and 

it didn’t really help, again. Although it did accomplish building a mountain of super 

awesome debt though! YAY!!  



Society says that with all the previous problems listed, you should take a vacation 

and get away to destress. Done, and it helped monumentally. Hmmmm. We’d 

accidentally stumbled upon what we needed to do. The only problem was how to 

capture those vacation feelings in daily life? Vacations are too expensive to take 

regularly. We weren’t sitting on a million dollars, so how could we escape from the 

stress that was driving us apart, but still survive?  

Until we were shown that full-time RV life was an option, we didn’t have a clue how 

to pull it off. Chris & G showed us it was possible to live and work from the road. 

When they gave us the idea, we just had to figure out how to turn our lives upside 

down, sell everything we owned, quit our jobs, and move into an RV together. We 

didn’t know if it would solve our problems, but we did know that what we had been 

trying wasn’t working.  

It also helped that Laura’s grandfather had taken her on some cross-country RV 

trips when she was young. She had very fond memories of traveling in an RV. I 

doubt the decision to quit our lives would have been as easy without the trips with 

Grandpa. 

There was just one small problem. How in the hell could we afford an RV of any 

kind large enough for two people, two big dogs (150 lbs. worth), a cat and our stuff? 

Sure, we could buy an old beater that might lose a wall the first time we took it on 

the highway, but we’re both conscientious and responsible people. If we were 

going to try this crazy plan, we needed something reliable and safe. 

We quickly realized that neither of us knew anything about RV’s. When you’re 

thinking about buying a house on wheels you should probably learn a little about 

them first. Enter the research phase of our story. 


