
ATTACHMENT 1: ENCOUNTER IN THE BATHROOM

Kathleen Norris, the prize-winning poet and spiritual writer, was a 
“Navy-Brat”, as the saying goes. She writes of the time she had moved 
with her family to Hawaii, where she had to attend a new school with 
other children of military parents. She was a new seventh-grader in a 
school where the other kids had been there together since 
kindergarten, These children “were less than receptive to a socially 
awkward, chubby, bucktoothed girl from the mainland who knew next 
to nothing about their world.” Yet by the midafternoon of her first day 
in the school, Norris thought that things might work out well between 
her and the other students.

But as she was sitting in a bathroom stall, she heard several girls 
enter the bathroom. To her chagrin, it quickly became obvious that they 
were talking about her, and in the most unflattering terms. They busily 
dissected her, mocking her hair, her weight, her shoes, her clothes, her 
voice, and her manner – until one of them noticed her shoes in the stall. 
“Omigod, she’s in here,” one of them whispered, and they fled.

Norris writes:
One of the hardest things I have ever had to do was to walk back 

into that classroom, knowing that three pairs of eyes would be watching 
me very intently. I did not then understand that those girls might feel 
some remorse. I did wonder if they would worry that I had recognized 
their voices. But I hadn’t been at their school long enough to do that. 
Every girl in that room was suspect to me. And a few minutes in the 
bathroom had taught me that it was decidedly “their” school, and that I 
was an unwelcome interloper … I had to struggle with myself not to run 
away that afternoon. I did not do so because I am stubborn, and proud. 
I refused to let my enemies know – already they had become my 
enemies – how deeply they had wounded me.


