
Kathy taught me how to read at age 4. Dr. Seuss’ The Cat in the Hat. 
Thereby opening up a world for me that saved me many times during my 
childhood. Books. And now, as a writer, giving me a way to make a solid 
living. I don’t know if she ever realized that. But I’ve thought of it so often 
over these last few years as she slipped away. My dad, her brother, was so 
sure that I was faking it by memorizing the pages, that he made me read it 
backwards. I wish you could’ve seen the look on Kathy’s face when I did it, 
flawlessly. Always happy to stick it to that Frank. We shared that too.


Kathy was a unique person with an independent mind. We never once 
played a game of cards or Spud that she didn’t teasingly accuse me of 
cheating. Even when I was only 5. 


I don’t think it was so much about being competitive as it was just loving 
the joy of the jab. 


And that was just it. The joy of the jab. The quips were fast and furious and 
taught me that in order to survive, I had to hone my wit and make it QUICK 
on the draw. That was the trademark of the Norris family. And still is. For 
the survivors.


My first plane ride was to visit Kathy in Baltimore and my first trip to 
Europe was with her at my side. I have to say that for a 13 year old, 
traveling to Europe with my aunt to meet my grandparents was 
exhilarating and when we landed and she looked at me and said, “Now, 
where do we go?” I thought, “Well, this is going to be an adventure.” And it 
was.


At the Seine in Paris, she was mistaken for a river person by a Chinese 
Ambassador as she collected water to take back to friends. I, in my infinite 
teenage mortification and wisdom, just nodded and pretended not to 
know her.


Then, when we were separated from my grandparents and got lost as I 
tried to navigate us to the bus station through the dark streets of Paris and 
a cab driver picked us up and proceeded to flirt with me mercilessly, Kathy 
just laughed. 


And when we took the German tour of Castle Neuschwanstein (Noy-swan-
stine), nodding and oohing and ahhing right along with the Germans, only 



to walk out to the announcement of the English tour in 15 minutes…well, 
Kathy just laughed.


Kathy laughed. A lot. She took the world a little less seriously, and in the 
process, made us take ourselves less seriously too. 


The one thing she was serious about was animals. My young brain 
overloaded when she first told me she had become a vegetarian. I 
challenged her over eating Mima’s green beans that had been cooked in 
fatback. And ended up introducing her to Crocs when she visited Boulder. 
Then I became a vegetarian too. I only lasted two years (because crossing 
the finish line at my first and only marathon in San Diego brought on an 
overwhelming craving for fried chicken). But she understood.


I was in awe when she marched in DC with PETA and contributed to some 
of the coolest organizations with her time and money. And that she would 
crawl into the cages with the most scared animals to calm them. Even 
losing her finger on one of the cages in the process.


I may not have seen eye-to-eye with her on certain things regarding 
hygiene (sitting in dog poop isn’t my jam), but her spirit lives on in all of her 
grand-nieces — a budding consortium of future animal rights activists and 
lovers of all living things.


Kathy, you left us FAR too early, but the thought of your reunion with your 
beloved animals helps so much. Love you.



