
My decision for the 2011-2012 winter confused many  of my blog readers. I got more than one 
email from folks who either felt sad for me or were angered that I still had the audacity to call 
myself a full-time RVer. I put it this way; if I was a homeowner who had a chance to follow a 
great work opportunity  for a few months that would have me live in a motel, would that make 
me any less of a homeowner?

One of the reasons RVing appealed to me was that it 
would allow me to follow opportunities, explore an 
area, and move on when I was ready. I might not 
have planned for a year in Lethbridge, but it  felt 
like the right thing to do and I was determined to 
see this experience through. It never once felt like a 
setback, but rather like adding one more stone to 
the foundation of a solid RVing life.

My employers knew about my blog and one day 
commented that it must be very exciting because of 

everything that was going on at the complex. They 
were surprised that I was not blogging in any sort of 

detail about work. I mentioned that  I might one day  want to bundle up a few of those stories into 
an ebook. They enthusiastically gave me their blessing so I dedicate this chapter to them.

Apartment complex management taught me how to command respect. I had always been 
surrounded by people who would get uppity  if I asserted myself, as though I had no right to do 
so. At the complex I discovered very quickly that if I didn't set rules myself immediately about 
how I expected to be treated by a problem tenant, then I would be dealing with that tenant over 
the same issues repeatedly. But if I put my foot down right away, then things would go more 
smoothly.

It was rather a shock to discover how much more pleasant life was surrounded by a group  of 
people who didn't like me but respected me. I had a particularly  difficult relationship with one 
tenant that culminated surprisingly. He suggested to a friend looking for a new apartment that he 
come speak with me. This friend told me the tenant had spoken highly about me, the very  same 
tenant who never once had a civil word to say to me.

I think that  one of the things that helped me gain the respect of all but the most difficult tenants 
was that I laid down the law immediately and then honoured that law. Yes, they had had bad 
managers previously, but I was not them. Everyone got a fresh start  with me. I was going to treat 
everyone the same, was going to listen to their complaints, and was going to go to bat for them 
against the management company. Once the tenants saw that I was keeping my  word, standing 
up for them, and available they began to warm up to me. What a shock, I was a natural manager.
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The bedroom nook of the author's temporary 
apartment.


