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After reading Hyunjung’s second Book, I felt a deep joy in meeting such a graceful and mature family through these pages. I still clearly remember how captivated I was by Hyunjung’s lively, sparkling sentences when I read her first book, How Far Have You Traveled Across America? When I heard that she had written a second book, I was truly delighted, and I felt happy as I read the fresh manuscript she sent me.

The Lennon family chose a life on the road. I had often glimpsed the beauty of this family through the YouTube videos they created, but through this book, I finally came face-to-face with the true depth of their lives. The story of the Lennon family, who have traveled across the American continent by RV for the past five years and visited forty-five states, is not an ordinary travelogue. It is a record of life that shows, moment by moment, what it means to live together. It also offers many gems of truth about life that can only be discovered through a nomadic way of living.

This book is about real people with an essence of humanity that cannot easily be found anywhere else. Through the transparent heart of a wife and mother, we see a wounded family holding on to one another’s hands, lifting and supporting each other, and moving gently toward healing. Their story unfolds with quiet tenderness, like a rosebud opening in slow motion, leaving an ache in the heart even as a warm light begins to enter. As I read, I felt an ache in a corner of my heart, and at the same time, a warm light slowly began to seep in.

I first met Hyunjung’s husband, Mr. Lennon, in 2024. While he was working on the English translation and editing of my two books, I found him to be a multi-talented gentleman whose sincerity and humility shaped by sportsmanship, stood out, along with his courteous thoughtfulness and kindness. Later, I met his wife, Hyunjung (“AJ”), and I appreciated her open heart and honest simplicity. Previously a professional stage performer, she writes, creates YouTube videos, lives the RV life, and lives with remarkable energy. I grew fond of AJ almost instantly. The way this couple warmly cares for each other was truly beautiful to see.

This family learned about the world, life, and people on the road. As they passed through national parks, historic sites, small towns, and quiet villages, they gathered memories no money could buy. More than that, they learned to listen—to understand that even when people share the same day, each heart experiences it differently. They learned to speak honestly without wounding one another, and to stay together through pain and healing, tears and laughter, fear and freedom.

Through their journey, we see that life on the road is freedom, but freedom always carries a cost. It asks for patience, flexibility, and perseverance. Travel, then, is not simply moving from one place to another; it is learning a new way to live. In these pages, healing does not mean every wound disappears. It means finding the strength to walk again while still carrying what hurt and choosing not to let go of one another’s hands.

As I read, I felt as though I were looking at a beautiful portrait of family. The author’s gaze toward her husband, children, friends, and neighbors is warm and unguarded. Her tears and laughter, suffering and joy, gratitude and hope reach the reader with quiet beauty. This is the honest human drama of a family that has risen with dignity after pain and continued on the road toward love.

I offer a hearty applause to this family’s nomadic life—a life that has taught them to love a little more deeply, treat one another a little more carefully, and look toward a more essential way of living. I sincerely hope this family will continue to fill their time on the road with their own light, and that readers glean life lessons from these heartfelt stories and carry them in their hearts for years to come.


From the wooded edge of Covina, on the outskirts of Southern California,
Your friend,
Ha, Jung-ah, Essayist 


Six years ago, in the year 2020, COVID brought the world to a halt, Robert and I decided we would one day travel by RV. Then, two years ago, when we finally decided to put that dream into action, the uncertainty felt overwhelming. I searched the internet and watched YouTube videos, gathering information wherever I could, but everything still felt as if it were floating somewhere out of reach.

Then I found the Lennon family’s RV travel videos, Lennon Adventures, on YouTube. Just hearing a Korean mother’s voice and seeing Korean subtitles made me feel relieved and glad. I found the Instagram contact listed in the video and, for the first time in my life, sent a DM to someone I did not know. I felt desperate with many questions. That was how my connection with the author began.

Thankfully, AJ replied to my DM right away and even agreed to speak with me on the phone. From her very first words through the receiver, I could feel her bright, energetic voice. She kindly answered every question I had, and the final words she offered planted certainty in my heart, which until then had been vague and anxious.

“RV travel is wonderful. Everything will work out.”

With that one sentence, I thought, “All right. Why not? I’ll give it a try, too.”

When we began traveling by RV last summer, I realized that RV life was anything but easy. It was one incident after another, some small and some not so small. In the beginning, I even found myself complaining, “What is supposed to be so great about this?”

But as I read this book, I came to understand something. The AJ was able to overcome all those difficulties not because she had some extraordinary ability, but because she carried a heart that remained positive and grateful in every situation. In preparing to begin RV travel, and while facing the countless problems that came up along the way, AJ and her family never once avoided or neglected what stood before them. Through that process, their family grew stronger, and each person grew as well.

In my counseling room, I have met many people. So many want to turn away from their problems and simply cover them up. Then, when they realize they can no longer avoid those problems, they collapse far too easily. Their bodies may have grown, but their hearts remain like those of children. Inner growth does not happen in safe and comfortable places. It becomes possible only when we pass straight through the middle of frustration and hardship. That is when we begin to become true adults. The author and her family show this through the way they live.

This book is not just a travelogue about America, it is a record of RV life and a story about the precious people they met along the way. But the real story inside it is something deeper. It is the story of a family that did not let go of one another, even while they were shaken. It is the story of people who rise again, no matter the circumstances. As you read this book, the love and courage of this family will sit beside you the whole way through.


Won, Jung-mi , LMFT
Author of We Are Family, but Strangers


A rare bundle of stories from a family with no set agenda on the road before them. Wherever they go becomes their journey. This is the rare and unforgettable story of my longtime friend, AJ Lennon’s family—a family that lives in a home on wheels, freely staying, leaving, learning, and loving along the way.


With love,
Kang , San-eh, Singer


On an endless road, a house on wheels keeps moving.

Inside this book, a family passes through the world and, in doing so, finds its way back to one another. May their journey shine for a long time to come, and may their courageous steps be met with warm encouragement.


Kim, Jin-soo, Comedian



I have known the author and her family since its inception—their story is one of exceptional people of remarkable purity and strength. May the story of their journey bring comfort and encouragement to all its readers.


Jang, Hyun-sung, Actor



The wind and sunlight of countless cities became song and dance on your stage. I send my applause and love to Hyunjung, whom I am proud to call my life-long friend,.


Choi, Jung-won, Musical Actress
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How Life on the Road Changed Us for the Better

Leaving sometimes seems to begin with one short sentence.

But a true decision that changes the direction of a life does not suddenly fall from the sky one day. It grows quietly in a corner of the heart for a long time, slowly taking shape through unseen seasons, until at last, when it can no longer be postponed, it appears before us as a clear sentence. That was how our family’s leaving began.

On the last day of October 2020, my husband and I looked at each other and said,

“Let’s leave California.”

That short sentence was not an impulse. It was the culmination of something that had already ripened inside us for a long time. It was a choice we had barely reached after passing through a heaviness and pain too difficult to explain, and after a long season of prayer.

Around that time, our family felt with painful clarity that we needed a different kind of life. Outwardly, ordinary days still seemed to be moving along, but inside us, much had already changed. The desire to keep our children closer, the longing to rebuild a time when our family could breathe comfortably together, and the uneasy sense that we could no longer heal simply by remaining in a familiar place—all of it was slowly guiding us to one direction.

Just as the world entered the vast darkness of the COVID pandemic, the life we had taken for granted came to a halt, and the freedom that had once felt so familiar was trapped inside strange restrictions. Not far from our home, we could not even walk freely along Santa Monica Beach. School doors closed. People lived with caution toward one another. During that time, we came to understand all over again how precious an ordinary day was, and what a gift it was simply to breathe and move freely through life.

For our family, already shaken deep within, that stifling season felt like more than a mere inconvenience. Protecting our bodies was not enough. Our hearts had to stay alive, and our family had to breathe together. We felt we could no longer remain in a familiar place and simply wait for healing to come. Staying amid the same scenery, the same air, and the same memories could not give us the newness we needed. Slowly, yet unmistakably, the thought that we needed to change our surroundings became a firm conviction.

Looking back, us leaving was not a choice to abandon our life or run away. It was more of a struggle to live again from the place where we had fallen apart. For our family, it felt like we needed movement in a different direction rather than just remaining complacent and not progressing. Learning to breathe again on an unfamiliar road felt more necessary to us than leaning on what was familiar. That was how we chose life on the road.

At the time, we did not yet know that this choice would shape our family into people entirely different from who we had been before. Life in a home on wheels taught us not only freedom, but responsibility. It taught us not only how to leave, but how to stay. Most of all, it slowly taught us again what it means to trust and love one another after pain.

Now, looking back, that road was not an escape for our family. It was a passageway toward healing. And on that road, we finally came to understand this: family does not mean living a life where nothing ever goes wrong. Family is the name we give to the people who continuously give effort to hold on to one another, support one another, and love one another, even through seasons of unsteady vulnerability and collapse.
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Part One
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The Years of Loving and Becoming a Family
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Chapter 1 - A Clever Fox and a Faithful Wolf
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Aroma Spa & Sports Center in Koreatown, Los Angeles. That was where I taught step aerobics with more passion than anyone else. My class ran for an hour starting at six in the evening, and it was always full of energy. At seven, Patrick, an Englishman, taught kickboxing right after me. His class was fifty minutes long, but in truth, the ten minutes before and after each class were meant for the next instructor to get ready. We had to check the microphone, choose the music, put the exercise equipment back in order, and prepare the room for the next class.

Los Angeles in April was beautiful. The spring breeze was light and soft, and before summer fully arrived, the weather could not have been more perfect. As if everyone knew beach season was just around the corner, young men and women began gathering in the fitness studio one by one—some getting ready for bikini season, others dreaming of chocolate-bar (six-pack) abs. I welcomed my students with a lively voice, turned on upbeat music, and led the class with powerful energy. By the time fifty minutes had passed, everyone was drenched in sweat and catching their breath. I would take off my microphone and wrap up the class with a smile.

“See you next time.”

That day was no different. After class, I was busy putting the equipment away so Patrick could take over the room for the next class. As usual, he gave me a high five as we passed the baton, then suddenly asked,

“Do you have a boyfriend?”

I sheepishly laughed lightly and answered, “I wish. I’m still single.”

His eyes sparkled playfully as he asked again, “Then should I introduce you to someone? What’s your type? What kind of man do you like?”

I laughed as if it were no big deal and said, “He doesn’t have to be handsome; he just has to be tall.”

After saying that, I headed to the shower room. At the time, I was thirty-three, full of energy, single, and completely absorbed in work. After breaking up with the man I had been dating for quite some time, I had kept my distance from romance for a while and just stayed busy. Day and night, I remained active, laughed with friends, and kept going. But somewhere in my heart, was an empty space. Still, I was not desperately waiting for someone. I was simply living my life as fully as I could.

Maybe that was why Patrick’s words sounded like nothing more than a light joke. I did not expect anything, and a few days passed.

Then, a few days later, right after class again, I was about to leave the studio when Patrick was coming in to prepare for his class. Just as we were passing each other, he spoke to me again.

“I really am going to introduce you to a boyfriend. When is a good time?”

I burst out laughing. So, he hadn’t just been saying that? I thought he had thrown it out as a joke, but somehow things were becoming more real. To be honest, I was not especially eager to meet someone through a coworker. It would be nice if things went well, but if they did not, it could become awkward and uncomfortable for both of us. I tried to laugh it off, but Patrick was surprisingly serious.

He asked, “Does he have to be Korean?”

I thought for a moment, then said, “No, he doesn’t have to be Korean... but he has to speak Korean.”

Then, half joking and half serious, I added, “If you’re really going to introduce me to him, give him my phone number and tell him to call me himself.” 

A few days later, he actually called me.

I had just finished teaching and was about to step into the shower room when my phone rang. When I answered, a man’s voice said, “Nice to meet you,” and first asked me, “Are you more comfortable speaking Korean or English?”

Without thinking much, I said, “Korean is more comfortable for me.” Then he continued in good Korean, yet with a slightly awkward accent. In that moment, I naturally assumed he must be a Korean American who had grown up in the United States. The place where I worked was the largest membership sports club in Koreatown, a high-end facility with a golf range, sports center, and spa all in one building. Most of the members were Korean or part of the Korean immigrant community, and many were English-speaking Koreans. So, without any doubt, I continued our conversation in Korean.

His speech was just a little odd to me; he clearly spoke Korean well, but the accent was odd.

I told him I had just finished class and was on my way into the shower, so could we talk again later? He laughed, “Don’t worry if you’re going in the shower, I’ll keep my eyes covered.”

The childish joke made me laugh before I knew it. I told him I would call him back after I showered and got ready to leave. But then I ended up going out to dinner with one of the swimming coaches and completely forgot. Later that night, when I got home and was just about to fall into bed exhausted, the phone rang again. It was the same man from earlier.

Oh no. I had said I would call him back and had completely forgotten. Feeling sorry, I answered the phone, and he laughed with easy grace, “It happens.”

Then he calmly asked when we could meet. But starting the next day, a close friend whom I used to perform with from Korea was coming to visit. Since I needed to take him around and spend time with him while he was visiting from so far away, I suggested that we meet after he returned to Korea. Just like that, our first meeting was postponed by about ten days.

During those ten days, we spoke a little every day. The conversations were not long, but through those brief exchanges, I could sense his thoughtfulness and humor. He was easy to talk to, made me laugh, he made me feel comfortable. Little by little, I began to open my heart. After my friend returned to Korea, we finally made plans to meet.

Friday evening, 7:30 p.m., after my aerobics class. I suggested we meet at the Starbucks on the first floor of Aroma. He asked what I looked like, and I told him I was about five-foot-six, with long hair, and that I would be wearing a skirt, so he would be able to find me. Then he described himself.

“I’m about five-foot-seven, bald, I wear glasses and have a beard and mustache. On top of that, I’ve gained some belly lately, so I probably need to sign up at Aroma Sports Club and have you help me work out.”

For a moment, my mind went blank. What?!

I had told Patrick one condition. Just one: whomever he introduces to me had to be tall. 

I was not someone who cared excessively about looks, but for some strange reason, height mattered to me. That had always been my ideal. At the very least, he had to be about six feet tall to come close to the type of man I had imagined. But this guy was almost the same height as me, his hair was thinning, he had a mustache, and he even had a belly?

Disappointment suddenly crept into my voice. I quickly said, “Then tomorrow, instead of dinner... let’s just have coffee first. My friend from Korea just left, and I’m really tired.”

After I hung up, my interest cooled rapidly. I decided I would simply have a cup of coffee out of courtesy and end things politely there.

Then, Friday evening at 7:30 arrived. After finishing my class, I took a quick shower and went down to the first-floor lobby. I was heading toward the coffee shop when one of my clients stopped me. He said that if I did not have plans that Friday night, he wanted to take me out to dinner. I politely declined, saying I already had plans, and stood in the lobby chatting with him for a few minutes.

That was when it happened: A tall, strikingly handsome man walked through the lobby toward Starbucks. He was a well-built, clean-cut American man. Even while talking with my client, I could feel my eyes following him.

After saying goodbye to my client and heading towards the Starbucks entrance, the same man who had caught my eye opened the door to exit. Just as he was about to step through the glass door of Starbucks, we nearly bumped into each other as we met face-to-face.

Then he asked, “Are you AJ?”

The moment he said my name, I suspected. Oh, this is him. This is Robert, my blind date.

My eyes flew open. The first thing I felt was a rush of delight and excitement. 

He gestured towards the coffee shop and asked, “Shall we grab a cup of coffee?”

I caught myself grabbing his arm and said, “Forget coffee. I’m hungry. Let’s go somewhere else and talk over dinner.”

The blind-date I had not expected anything from just happened to be that ideal man who left such a nice impression on me as he had walked by. He was tall and handsome, with a gentle, steady face, and he even spoke Korean. A natural smile stretched over my face.

So instead of going into the coffee shop, we turned and walked back out. But as he headed toward the parking lot, he began walking to exactly where my car was parked. I stopped in my tracks. Strange. Why is this man walking toward my car? A suspicious, uneasy feeling rose in me. He isn’t a stalker, is he?

I asked him, “Where are you going?”

He said, “To my car.”

I told him, “but that’s my car.”

He slowly reached into his pocket and pulled out his car’s remote control and clicked it. 

His car was actually parked right beside mine. My car was a black Toyota 4-Runner Limited SUV, and his was a silver Toyota Tacoma Pre-Runner truck. The two vehicles, similar in size. Both had been fitted for off-road, raised slightly, and had larger tires than normal. They were parked side by side just by coincidence. 

He was not a stalker. He had simply happened to park next to my car. Yet for some reason, this moment felt strangely special to me. I already liked his first impression, and now even this little coincidence had happened made if feel like a little taste of fate. For a moment, I wondered if it might be some playful trick of fate.

That’s when I ended up leaving with him in his car. I left my own car at work, and we drove out of Koreatown toward Malibu for dinner. He suggested we go to the beach and eat seafood, my favorite. 

The place he took me to was a restaurant in Malibu called The Reel Inn. You could choose the fresh fish yourself and decide how you wanted it cooked. For a first meeting, when you do not yet know what the other person likes, it was a perfect place to go. It was near the ocean, so it had charm and a lovely atmosphere. I liked everything about it. Sadly, in 2025, when the Palisades Fire caused great damage in the Malibu area, I heard that the restaurant where we had our first date burned down as well. My heart ached when I heard the news, because that place held the memory of such a special first date for us.

Looking back, now my husband, Robert was definitely fox-like. Over the phone, he had steadily made a good impression, but the day before we met, he deliberately lowered my expectations as low as possible. Later, he confessed with a laugh that he had described himself in a way statistically women would not find as attractive on purpose. He said that if I refused to meet him after hearing that, I might be the shallow type, but if I still agreed to at least have a cup of coffee out of courtesy, I might be a decent woman.

Wasn’t that truly like a fox?!

As for me at that time, I was, even by my own judgment, a wolf-like woman, in that I was extremely active, full of energy, and I wanted love to be exchanged warmly and clearly. I was outgoing, and I wanted a man who would only have eyes for me, a man who would boldly live life with excitement side-by-side. In that sense, from the very first date, the two of us had both passed each other’s tests.

That night, we had dinner in Malibu, then went to the Santa Monica Pier and each had a cocktail. Under the bright, glittering lights, we walked along the pier and listened to the sound of the waves, and I thought, I want to date a man like this. I want to see him again.

On the very first day we met, we slipped into each other’s hearts quickly with ease.
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Chapter 2 - Marrying My Best Friend
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After we felt drawn to each other on that first date, we began seeing each other nearly every other day, and soon, most every day. Neither of us had to push for it. We naturally found time for one another, and as each day passed, I wanted to see him again. What I thought might end after one brief meeting found its way into my daily life much quicker and much deeper than I expected.

Santa Monica Beach became our usual date spot. In Koreatown, even walking hand in hand made me feel cautious. The spa and sports club where I worked had so many Korean members that nearly everyone knew me. If word spread that I was dating an American man, the gossip would grow and I knew it would affect the normalcy of my life. So, whenever we met in Koreatown, I always felt cautious and not entirely at ease – as though I had to hold my breath in just a little.

But everything was different in Santa Monica. There, we could be together much more comfortably and openly, without worrying about anyone’s eyes on us. Our usual dates consisted of rollerblading along the beach, riding bicycles through the ocean breeze, and lying side by side on the sand for a picnic. We did not need any special occasion. Being with him was enough, and it was then that I first realized how comfortable it could feel to be with someone.

As the seasons passed, we grew closer and closer. At first, our relationship began with the fluttering excitement of new love, but as time went on, he became much more than a boyfriend. He became the first person I thought of when something made me happy, the first voice I wanted to hear when I was struggling, and the person I wanted to tell even the smallest details of my day. Beneath that emotion of love, I felt a deeper sense of peace growing inside me—the feeling that my heart could rest when I was with him.

Around this time, he would often ask me the same question.

“Who is your best friend?”

Whenever he asked, I would naturally answer with the names of close friends I loved and depended on, like Hyunsook, the swimming coach, or Nikki. But one day, a thought came to me. When I was having a hard time, this man was the first person I wanted to find. When something good happened, he was the first person I wanted to tell. When I had worries, he was the person I could speak with most comfortably, and when I felt shaken, he was the one who comforted me. When I thought about it that way, my real best friend was already standing beside me.

So one day, I did not name anyone else. Instead, I smiled and said, “You are my best friend.”

He later told me that the moment he heard my answer, he decided to propose. After that, he conspired with my friend, Nikki to secretly find out my ring size. 

On Valentine’s Day, 2004, he proposed to me.

That was how I married my best friend.

Looking back, that decision was simple, yet clear. When I was with him, I laughed. When I was with him, I felt like my truest self. And with him, I felt that I could walk through any season of life. There was a passion, but more than that there was trust. Before he was my lover, he was my friend, and because he was my friend, I believed I could love him for a long time.

Marriage is not a choice you make simply because you like someone. It is a decision to live life with that person. I did not hesitate because I believed he would stand on the same side as me not only on the good days, but on the difficult days as well; in joy and in sorrow, in sickness and in health.

After Robert proposed, we began preparing for marriage right away. First, we decided to register our marriage so we could receive the marriage license required for a wedding in California. At the time, I had applied for a green card through sponsorship from my company. But after the September 11th attacks, immigration into the United States had largely come to a halt, and all applications had been temporarily suspended. My green card was still in process, and I had no idea when the result would come. Since marrying a U.S. citizen could make the green card process move much faster, we decided to apply for the marriage license first and begin resolving my immigration status at the same time.

Because of that, when we registered our marriage, we also held a very small secret wedding with one of Robert’s best friends, HoKwan, serving as our witness. Legally, we were already husband and wife, but we wanted to have our public wedding to announce to the world of our new life together. So that June, we had another wedding, this time a grand garden wedding infront of a small lake. And, later that same year, in November, we held a traditional Korean wedding ceremony in Korea with all of my friends and family. 

In the end, I had three weddings with the same man. When I think of that, no matter what anyone says, we are an undeniably, a firmly married couple.

As a June bride, I had a beautiful outdoor wedding at Temescal Canyon, with my parents and youngest sibling attending from Korea and with the blessings of coworkers and friends around us. Our American wedding felt like a celebration that lasted all day. The sunlight was beautiful, the sky was clear, and the laughter of the people I loved and those who had come to celebrate us filled the day. Looking back, it truly felt like the most beautiful wedding, as if I were walking on a flower-lined path.

As soon as my immigration status was confirmed as a permanent resident, we held a traditional Korean wedding in Seoul that November. My parents, close relatives, friends I had known since elementary, middle, and high school, and my theater department classmates all came and made my international wedding brighter with their presence. At that time, it was not uncommon for international couples to hold a traditional Korean wedding. Robert’s longtime friend, singer Byun Jin-sub, known as the Emperor of Ballads in Korea, took on the role of the gireogi appa, which is in essence the position of best man.

Back then, when we heard the phrase “gireogi appa,” or “wild-goose father,” we only knew it to mean a father who stays behind alone in Korea to pay for the education and living expenses of his children studying abroad, so the term puzzled us a little. But in a traditional Korean wedding, the gireogi appa carries a completely different meaning. Wild geese symbolize lifelong faithfulness between a couple, and when the groom presents a wild goose to the bride’s family, it carries the meaning of pledging fidelity. Once I learned the meaning, the role felt deeply symbolic and beautiful.

The wedding location was called Gangbuk Dreamland and has now become the Forest of Bugak. This is where our traditional Korean wedding was held. 

Among my former classmates, several had already become fairly well-known actors and music artists, so our international wedding ceremony was grand and drew unusual attention. It seemed that quite
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