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We would have either ended up on the street or incredibly unhappy 
in the 'burbs without help from the following people. Thanks be to 
Mom & Roger, Dad & Evelyn, Mom & Dad Gertz, and our brothers & 
sisters for your love & support & for NOT saying it was stupid to 
follow our dreams.

These awesome folks went out of their way giving us a place to 
rest our weary Walter: Luke & the Dornys, Drew Warkentin & Fam, 
Beantown & Family, Jeff & Krista and their little one on the way. 
Thank you all so much for putting up with us.

To Darren, Shea, Ben, Boms, Phelps, Alix, Stickel, Sierakowski, 
Oak, Kenny & Blythe, Darcy & Marie, Kelmac, Varick, Hoy & your 
hilarious family, Triplet, Torrey, Ace Hotel's Ed, Bill Lang, Twatson, 
Christian, Bixby, American Travis, Karissa, Ohland, all you SXSW 
folks, the Jacksonville creatives, those crazy guys & gals who 
risked life and limb for a Unicat shirt, and to everyone who showed 
their support and bought a Unicat shirt. Thanks for the laughs and 
the great times. We can now honestly say, we have friends all over 
the place. We can say that, right?

Continued on rear flap…
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We had every intention of settling. We 
intended to buy a single family condo in 
the inner city, upgrade our battered 
vehicle to two shiny new ones, and get 
on that whole baby thing. But the thing 
is, the more we tried to square-peg-
round-hole ourselves into this traditional 
lifestyle, the more we felt panicked and 
unsettled. Nothing was working out. We 
couldn't find a place to live, and our 
home town of Calgary clamped our 
breath. Our insides raged to be let out. 
And so, to silence the sputtering, we did 
the only thing that made sense…

We sold everything and moved into a 
Winnebago named Walter to travel the 
US & Canada. The pages in this book 
chronicle our ridiculous adventures from 
cold Vancouver to Key West, from Austin 
to Halifax, to that hell hole, Fort 
Stockton. 

Eight months of hotdogs, sewage 
dumps, and Walmart parking lots 
sculpted our worldview. As much as we 
missed our friends at home, the call of 
the road and the thrill of a daily adventure 
wouldn't let us forget we had a whole 
new side of ourselves to contend with. 

We spent each of our 240 odd days 
striving to live like we belonged in each 
city, in each fold of the landscape we 
stumbled upon.
 
This book is dedicated to all of those 
folks who stood by us and shouted, 
"You're not crazy! There's no better 
time." This is to the family who let us 
load up their basements with our crap 
while smiling brightly in support. This is 
to the friends who offered us their 
driveways, shot guns with us in Las 
Vegas, who cooked for us, let us borrow 
their hoses to fill Walter's tank, and 

generally kept us from going insane and 
being a trailer park cliche.
This trip stirred something up in us. We 
don't just wanna push a pin in a map & 
then push out twenty kids. For now, 
we're going let life bump us along for a 
little while as we giggle about that weird 
man we met in San Antonio who thought 
the earth was made out of solid 
aluminum. 

Thanks for being with us on this, the 
adventure of adventures. We love you 
more than even makes sense.
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Nathan, thank you for inspiring us with your Tumblewagon adventure! We would have 
made our mark in a much less meaningful way without your guidance. Mel & Mark: 
your courage to jam the nine to five is what helped us get where we are today. Thank 
you & good luck in NYC. Wintr, or to call a thing by it's real name: Wil --you’ve shown 
us the meaning of true friendship. Thank you for being there by really being there.

Thanks to Carl Smith and our fellow nGeneers who have allowed us to continue this 
zany adventure --and for the job, Carl. That was pretty cool of you, too.

Chris, we cannot thank you enough for looking after Pixel so his crazy mom and dad 
could get some time away from the fussbudget ‘kid'. 

Also, to the diligent border patrol officers who scared us half to death, but then let us 
through: thank you. You're not as scary as you seem. Now please forget our faces.
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