


What would our lives be 
without change, without 
conflict, without the 

human drama of athletic competition? I would get 
more sleep, for one thing.

There was Olympic competition, 
political conflict, and an 
apocalypse. many thought 
December 21st would be the 
proverbial “END.” We chose to 
prepare ourselves in case things 
got ugly. As it turns out we woke 
up on December 22nd intact, But 
at least we now possess some 
rudimentary archery skills and a 
medieval catapult (just in case).

to add to the human drama, Our 
older cat Buffy (who lost a leg to a tumor last 
december) is now our diabetic older cat buffy. she 
soldiers on, albeit somewhat more slowly. 

Both Lauren and Shae, who are progressing nicely 
with their musical instruments (Trombone and piano, 
respectively), are competing to see who gets 
pestered more to practice.

Do you find yourself waiting for things to get back 
to “normal?” Can you even remember what normal 
was? there was always snow by Thanksgiving. Saturday 
Night Live was funny. John never got Burnhamish out 
before Christmas. Rest assured, some things are 
still normal.

What seems to be normal lately is changing jobs. 
Last year, I wrote about writing in 1994 about the 
stress of getting a new job, moving, and leaving 
family and friends, then about how equally stressful 
it might be losing your job, not being able to 
move, and being close to family. I can attest the 
second scenario is equally if not more stressful. 
Especially when you add trying to beat all the Staff 
Expert Ghosts in Mario Kart Wii. My right thumb hurts 
just thinking about it.

I went, what- 16 years? without 
prattling on about getting a 

Introduction

When things are bad, we take 
comfort in the thought that 
they could always get worse. 
And when they are, we find hope 
in the thought that things 
are so bad they have to get 
better.

- Malcolm S. Forbes     



new job? That’s a pretty good run, and I went and 
blew it by leaving DENSO for Navistar in 2011 and 
moving back to Illinois. Some 
may argue it was not the right 
decision to leave a steady job I 
was in no danger of losing with a 
company that made tough financial 
decisions in a down economy 
based on reducing expenditures 
without sacrificing human capital, 
and I can see their point, even 
while not being able to see 
the beginning of this sentence 
anymore. 

In 1992 I involuntarily separated 
from my first engineering job 
at JI Case in Burr Ridge. twenty years later I 
involuntarily separated from Navistar, and now I’m 
back in Burr Ridge at what is now CNH (which was J.I. 
Case). Now I have yet another tax return to file with 
W2s from different companies like I did last year. 
I’m not really complaining, since I have a job, and I 
was only unemployed for eight weeks. At least I can 
file a tax return for just one state this time.

So, I’m basically back with the Same company I 
involuntarily left in 1992, with some of the same 
people, and some of the same bathroom fixtures. I’m 
okay with the people, just update the bathrooms. 

Speaking of bathrooms, I conceived the first ever 
burnhamish poem in the first floor south men’s 
bathroom in burr ridge, published in the Summer 
1990 edition (go to www.burnhamish.com and click 
on “Vintage Burnhamish” if for some reason it’s no 
longer tacked up on your refrigerator). In honor 
of the 22nd-and-a-half anniversary of My Own 
Private Stall, I give you another 
installment of free-association 
poetic nonsense, which has been 
absent since Holiday Haiku in 
1998.

I hope you enjoy this season’s 
edition of Burnhamish, presented 
to you in a new innovative format 
made possible by coffee, 
eggnog, beer, cheesy comic 
strip software, and a saddle 
stapler.

Malcolm and I wish you happy 
holidays, a prosperous new year, 
and plenty of quality sleep.



let me guess- he's out 
there taking a video of the 

train pulling in...

wildfires in 
Colorado detoured 
our train through 
Southern Wyoming... 

please 
god, don't 

let the amish 
eat all the 

french toast 
today.

...Instead of Purple Mountains 
Majesty we got Desolate 
Martian Landscape.

over there- some lunatic 
in an orange cap going on 

about french toast.

okay, proof we 
were in San 

Francisco. now can we 
go back in the car- 

I'm freezing!

who needs 
french toast?



now, my second lab assistant did not 
fare as well, as you can see by the blade 

marks here, here, annnd… here.

Hmm. I had the 
silly thing set on 

vaporize.

ten bucks says 
dad posts this picture 

on Facebook and makes a 
Honey, I shrunk The 

Kids joke.

I knew we should 
have turned left at- 

don't say it!



Since April 1992 (except for the two months 
of time off I took this year to play 
Mario Kart Wii) I have been continuously 
employed. Carolyn? not so much. 
Yes, she became a stay-at-home mom 
and that is work too I’m not saying it 
isn’t, get off my back. She began her 
own organizing and eco-consulting 
business in 2010 as Aria Organizing, 
only put it on hold while I uprooted 
our family in 2011. 

She has been steadily ramping up her 
professional organizing and eco-consulting venture, 
now called Healthy Home and Business, here in 
Illinois. She has a website and everything at www.
healthyhomeandbusiness.com. In addition, she 
has been volunteering with the Batavia Environmental 
Commission, giving presentations on green cleaning 
products (and i don’t mean “comet”), and distributing 
samples of homemade chemical-free cleaning products. 

They really do work, in spite 
of the fact you can make 
them dirt cheap compared to 
commercial products. What 
you spend in time and effort, 
you get back in breathing 
easier, sleeping better, and 
keeping your precious few 
remaining brain cells intact. 
Get the Green Cleaning 
Recipe Book at http://www.
healthyhomeandbusiness.
com/green-recipe-book/

What’s up with carolyn?
SPECIAL  SHAMELESS ADVERTISING SECTION

i don't know- i woke 
up with a craving for 

sunflower seed and peanut 
butter pancakes...

"...might as well feed 
them to the squirrels…"

next time i'll 
mention german 
chocolate cake!

then add peanut butter 
and sunflower seeds...

8:00 a m2:00 a m

There’s a 
certain song 
heard on lite 
rock stations 
about this 
time of year 
that for some 
reason reminded 
me of a past 
burnhamish 
cartoon.  I 
resurrected 
it this year 
for it’s timely 
message and 
for the simple 
fact I needed 
to fill space.



Shae was just a little up 
in the air this year...

In my own private stall 
I sit here and think, 
What makes it special? 
What makes it stink?

The paint, it is peeling 
The flush valve is sticky 
Penning good poems here 
Could prove to be tricky

Twenty years prior 
I worked at this place 
They say I’m no different 
No change to my face

Of course I have changed, 
There’s no need for frowns. 
I’ve gained much experience! 
I’ve gained twenty pounds!

Okay, maybe ten, 
Fifteen more than I did, 
In Nineteen-and-Nine-two 
I was only a kid!

Back then I was cocky 
A fast car I was fond of 
Now married with children, 
Two cats, and a Honda

I rode locomotives 
Across Pennsylvania 
(What else can I rhyme with  
Except Transylvania?)

did H.V.A.C. for 
FedEx vans and Fords 
but working with semis 
There were no rewards

So ...

I’m back with the mowers, 
The combines and tractors, 
Backhoes and graders, 
and soybean extractors.

I’ll condition your air 
And I’ll heat up your feet 
But I’ll try to rhyme better 
The next time we meet. 

my own private stall II

or

john who?




