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Chapter 1 — Meet the Bounder: Your New Frenemy

The first thing you need to understand about the Bounder is this: it did not choose you. You were assigned to each other by the universe like two kids who got paired for a group project because the teacher ran out of options.

The Bounder is not a house.  It is not a vehicle  to  cruise  Main  with . It is not even a " House  on Wheels,” unless you count the wheels that no longer rotate without prayer and a small blood sacrifice. The Bounder is a frenemy — the kind who shows up uninvited, eats your snacks, insults your life choices, and then hands you a blanket when you’re cold.

GET OUT! is what you’re screaming in your head the entire time.

The First Impression

When I first saw the ’94 Bounder, it looked like someone had repainted this RV Halloween-themed colors. Orange on top. Black on bottom.

Not “auto paint.” No, that’s too fancy. This was 

paint from Menards. He hand-rolled paint onto the Bounder. A color scheme that screams, “Halloween was the only holiday I ever understood.”

The previous owner assured me it “ran great,” which is RV-owner code for:

“It runs.

Sometimes.

On days ending in Y.”

But I was desperate, stubborn, stupid, and possessed by the kind of optimism that should qualify as a diagnosable mental health condition.

So I bought it. Cash. No warranty. No regrets yet — those would come later.

The Bounder’s Personality

Every RV has a personality.

Mine? Imagine a menopausal dragon with arthritis and abandonment issues.

It groans when I walk inside, like I’m interrupting its nap. It clicks ominously at night, as if plotting against me. It leaks only in places that defy physics. It judges me with every flicker of its overhead lights that work only when they want to.

The Bounder is alive in the same way a haunted doll is alive. Not technically, but you get the gist of what I’m saying. Surely you do. My point being: it is enough to make you nervous.

The First Crisis

Within 24 hours of moving in, the Bounder decided to test my loyalty. A fuse blew. Then another. Then the entire electrical system went dark like the RV had fainted from emotional overwhelming anguish bullshit.

I stood there in the doorway, holding a flashlight in my teeth, whispering,

“Please don’t explode. Please don’t explode.”

Like a woman trying to soothe a bomb with low self-esteem and no hostage negotiation training.

Janice watched from the couch — the only creature in the RV who still believed she deserved better. She claimed the couch as soon as she hit the second stair.

Bitch.

Sleeping Arrangements Designed by a Sadist

The bed in a Bounder is not a bed.

Yes it is. A full-size cheap-as-cheap-comes mattress on a 6x9 board being held up by four stacks of bricks. Tempur-pedic, nah, not for me.

It is a padded suggestion. It was built by someone who clearly hated spines and wanted to make sure no one ever woke up feeling refreshed again.

I’ve slept on sidewalks that were more ergonomic. But you adapt. That’s the only choice you get in life. It seems like that sometimes anyways.

You fold yourself into the shape of a question 

mark and call it “rest.”

Learning the Bounder’s Language

Every creak is a sentence.

Every drip is a warning.

Every sudden silence is a threat.

You don’t live in the Bounder — you live with it. Like a roommate who never pays rent but insists on having opinions about everything.

And slowly, painfully, hilariously... you begin to understand each other.

Janice’s Perspective: The Truth According to a Dog Who Deserved Better

Janice did not choose the Bounder.

Janice chose you.

And then you dragged her into this rolling crypt of questionable decisions.

From her perspective, the Bounder is not a home. It is a punishment for crimes she did not commit.

Janice’s First Impression

When she first saw the ’94 Bounder, Janice paused, squinted, and did the slow exhale of a creature who has seen too much. And this was icing on the cake, figuratively speaking that is.

In her mind, the Bounder looked like: a school bus that failed its GED. A toaster that survived a cord transplant. There’s a virus that eats extension cords.

She sniffed the tires, the steps, the air vents, and came to one conclusion:

“This is a trap.”

Take her to the dog park — she doesn’t play.

She sniffs the entire fence line.

She sniffs until her nose gets crusties.

Her nose is grass-stained green.

Her Opinion of the Interior

Janice believes the couch is haunted.

She believes the floor is optional.

She believes the ceiling is too close and the walls are too honest.

She also believes the bed is a war crime.

Every night, she circles three times, sighs dramatically, and settles into the least cursed corner she can find — usually the one you wanted.

Her Thoughts During Every Electrical Failure

When the lights flicker, Janice does not panic.

Her head turns ever so slowly.

She simply looks at you with the expression of a dog who has accepted her fate but does not wish to discuss it.

Her eyes say:

“You did this. You brought us here. I was promised toys that squeak not this lifestyle.”

Her Theory About the Bounder

Janice is convinced the Bounder is alive.

Not alive like a plant.

Alive like a villain not like an alien.

She believes: it eats socks so it must be in cahoots with the washing machine too. It resents her beauty. It does the opposite of what she wants. It communicates through ominous clicking at night when everybody trying to sleep.

If you must click, wouldn’t daytime have been a 

wiser, smarter decision?

Perhaps suggestions are an option?

The STARE you can rely on.

Her Loyalty, Despite Everything

Even when the Bounder groans, leaks, smokes, or threatens to collapse like a folding chair at a family reunion, Janice stays.

She positions herself between you and danger — even if the danger is just a suspicious cabinet hinge.

Because in her mind, the Bounder may be a demon, but you are her human and that makes it her demon too.

Her pack. Her responsibility.

And if the Bounder ever tries to fully claim your soul, Janice will fight it with the only weapon she has: unwavering judgment and a bark that could wake the dead.

Her teeth are healthy and big, not to mention jagged too. It would hurt if she bites you. Probably pretty bad too.
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Chapter 2 — The First 24 Hours: Initiation Into the Cult of the Bounder

The first 24 hours in an RV are like the first 24 hours in prison. Number one: you learn the rules fast, or you get shanked by reality. Not literally — though the Bounder does have several exposed 

screws that have tasted their fair share of blood.

Hour One: The Arrival

The moment I parked the Bounder in its new resting place, it made a noise that can only be described as a mechanical groan of resignation.

Like it knew it had been purchased by someone who believed “YouTube tutorials” counted as mechanical training.

Janice hopped out, sniffed the perimeter, and immediately identified three things:

The air smelled like regret.

The ground was uneven.

The RV was older than both of us combined.

She gave me a look that said, “This is where we die. REALLY?”

Hour Two: The Electrical Awakening

I plugged the Bounder into shore power with the confidence of a woman who had not yet been humbled by amperage.

The lights flickered.

The microwave beeped.

Something in the wall clicked ominously.

Then the entire RV went dark.

I stood there holding the power cord like a shoplifter career criminal getting busted at 

Walmart.

Janice sat beside me, tail still, eyes wide, silently narrating: “She has no idea what she’s doing.”

This was my first lesson in Bounder ownership:

Electricity is not a right.

It is a negotiation.

It is a privilege.

Hour Three: The Water Situation

I turned on the faucet.

It sputtered like it was coughing up secrets.

Then it produced a thin, brownish stream that 

smelled like a haunted swimming pool.

I whispered, “We’ll fix that later.”

The Bounder whispered back through its pipes, “No you won’t.”

Hour Five: The Bed Test

I sat on the mattress.

It responded with a crunch.

Not a squeak.

Not a spring.

A crunch.

Like someone had stuffed the mattress with 

stale cereal and broken promises.

I lay down anyway, because exhaustion is stronger than fear.

Janice curled beside me, choosing the only soft spot — my ribcage.

Hour Ten: The Night Noises

The Bounder comes alive at night.

It creaks.

It pops.

It settles.

It whispers.

Every sound is a new threat:

a drip that suggests mold

a thump that suggests raccoons

a hiss that suggests gas leaks

a silence that suggests death

Janice lifted her head at every noise, ears twitching, eyes glowing with the ancient wisdom of a creature who knows when a structure is cursed.

Hour Fifteen: The Leak

It rained.

Of course it rained.

And the Bounder, being the emotionally unstable creature it is, decided to express its feelings through water intrusion.

A drip formed above the dinette.

Then another.

Then a steady stream that hit the table with the rhythm of a passive-aggressive jazz musician.

I placed a bowl under it.

Grabbed the duct tape and tacks.

The bowl filled.

The Gorilla glue tape isn’t worth a shit.

It didn’t hold or stop the leak.

I placed another bowl, this time just so the table looked cute.

It filled too.

Janice watched, unimpressed but entertained apparently.

I had never seen a dog laugh, let alone let loose.

“You bought this,” her eyes said.

“You paid money for this?”

Hour Twenty: The First Morning

I woke up stiff, damp, and spiritually altered. The Bounder had tested me. And I had survived. 

Barely.

I made coffee on a stove that looked like it had last been used during the Clinton administration. The flame sputtered, then roared, then settled into something that felt like a slow rhythmic beat.

Janice sat at my feet, noble and resigned, as if accepting her role as HDIC (which is short for “Head Dog In Charge”).

Hour Twenty-Four: Acceptance

By the end of the first day, I understood the truth:

The Bounder wasn’t just a vehicle.

It was a lifestyle.

A challenge.

A frenemy with boundary issues.

And I — through poverty, stubbornness, and cosmic misfortune — had become its keeper.

Janice sighed, curled up on the least
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