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By: DeLynn Poma
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Prologue (or Prolog)
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This short piece is not just about a single shower incident; but rather, it details a series of events that occurred over an extended period of time, and it exposed a serious problem in the dormitory that needed to be contended with.  We had a “peeper,” a resident voyeur who would sneak into the female restrooms in order to watch women take showers. 🚿  It had been going on for two full years but nothing was being done about it – then one day it happened to me.  I placed phone calls, 📞 ☎ made appointments to meet with different people, 📆 and wrote letters 📝 to those in authority.  After several months, I took the matter all the way up to the President of Hunter College.  The pervert was kicked out in just 3 days.

It took a lot on my part to get the peeper revealed and removed.  It was an arduous and laborious effort, quite frankly, and I began to believe that if I wanted privacy while bathing, then I had no other choice but to move out.  These are my thoughts about what happened to me, a couple of dreams I had about it at the time, and letters I wrote to college and dormitory personnel in order to have the situation appropriately handled and finally resolved.
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Incident Aftermath
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It’s funny how something so simple became such an ordeal, like taking a shower.  That shower incident made me so afraid to take showers.  I couldn’t stand to have the water clog my ears, because it would unable me to hear.  And I needed to hear every sound in order to know if some man was sneaking up on me.  I burned my eyes with soap many times.  I couldn’t stand to have them shut, because I needed to see if a man was peeking in on me.

I used to sit on my floor in fear, because I had to take a shower, but I was too afraid to.  And how do you get around having to bathe?  It wasn’t like I could avoid a certain person, place, or alleyway.  It wasn’t like I could not go back to where an incident occurred. The guy who watched me shower still lives here, and I often run into him around the building.  It felt like I was living with my stalker, and that at any time he could come back.  What could I do, just scream?  It made me feel helpless, like nothing I could do but wait in fear.

The things I tried to do didn’t appear to be helping.  I had spoken to Pamela Burthwright, the Director of Residence Life, the very night the incident occurred, but she seemed relatively unconcerned.  Then I wrote to the Vice President of Student Affairs, but didn’t hear back from her until I went to her office in order to ask what was being done.  I was told they were “investigating the issue.”  Supposedly, he was ordered to see a counselor, but an entire month had passed, and he still hadn’t seen him.  I spoke to a professor on the Sexual Harassment Panel, and even spoke with a professor of mine.  I went to the Ombudsman too, but he said there wasn’t much that he could do.

I was having difficulty concentrating in class, which is why I spoke to my professor.  Yet nobody was doing anything.  I went to a man I know in the Financial Aid office.  He recommended that I speak with a woman from the Registrar’s office, who had been involved in a sexual harassment case.  She said that she filed a report against a man she worked with.  She had evidence and witnesses too, but they did nothing.  Instead, they transferred her and said she needed to see a counselor!  It seems to me that these so-called “protective channels” to guard the rights of individuals serve only to protect the reputation of the institution instead of taking action against perpetrator and righting the wrong that had been done.

So it dragged on.  I showered in fear, while he continued to live here, doing what he wanted to do, and being as happy as a clam while doing it.  And I know he was still doing it.  Because one night I went to the East Building to see a friend.  I was on the 6th floor knocking on her door, when I saw him walking into the bathroom with a towel draped over his shoulder, like he was going to take a shower.  When he saw me, he smiled.  His room was on the 2nd floor.  So what was he doing on the 6th?  That floor is for graduate students only.  He is an undergrad in his third year.  And still more, he doesn’t even live there.  He lives in the North Building, not the East.
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My Bad Dreams
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Dream:  March, 1999

It’s him.  He comes back to watch me shower again.  I am incensed and enraged by this.  I throw a bar of soap 🧼 at him as hard as I can, but I want to do more and really pack a punch.  I want a weapon in my hands so that I can hurt him severely and cause him much damage.

I feel a flame inside like I’m on fire. 🔥 🔥 🔥
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DREAM:  March, 1999

I’m just about to step out of the shower. 🚿  I open the curtain and see him standing behind the stall door.  His eyes are dark and filled with hate.

I fall back, as if a sudden gust of wind 🌬 threw me to the floor.  I try to scream but can barely get my voice to sound.  My throat is choked in fear.  He stares at me and wants me to feel helpless and scared.

Once again, I try to scream, but my scream is choked inside my throat.  I must use my inner strength to fight. I must muster everything I have inside me, so that I can scream like a siren.
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