
Portajohns

In the military, portajohns are everywhere.  
From training grounds to remote deserts.  
 
Portajohns are the first signs of burgeoning  
stability in a combat zone and the last thing  
to be hauled away when a base shuts down.  
 
Serviced twice a day or serviced once a week… 
there is a certain amount of shared understanding 
about the rhythms and uses of portajohns. 

They smell like potent cleaners or days of shit. 

They share secrets, scribbles, porn, jokes, 
rumors, fantasies, and rants. 

They are a slice of privacy from cramped living 
quarters, screaming drill sergeants, and 
undesirable duties. 

A place to think and clear your head. 

 
From inside they are a dark cave at night and a 
translucent womb during the day. From outside  
they are places to take a shit. 
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