We are BOSS, Phillips Academy’s student-run intersectional feminist
magazine. BOSS was founded to be a platform through which a diversity
of voices can be heard on gender and its interactions with other facets
of identity, such as race, class, sexuality, age religion, and ability. Our
mission is not to appeal only to those already informed on social justice,
nor is it to polarize students who may not have the same ideas or beliefs.
Instead, we aim to bring awareness to the table, share our personal experiences, and inspire discussions about feminism at Andover and beyond.
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Enough
Ashley Alvarez
Do you know what it’s like?
Do you know what it is like
to hold someone so precious
so beautiful
so powerful
so important
and feel unsure if your hands are enough
to protect the girl in your arms?
The first time I asked myself this question
I was seven years old;
it was the first time I held her.
She was six pounds, with not a hair on her head.
And I would sing her to sleep,
smile when she smiled,
cry when she cried,
do everything to make up for the feeling
that my hands would not be enough.
They would not be enough to protect my baby sister.
They are not enough.

Eliza Sandell
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I am seventeen years old
and I know I cannot protect the women I hold.
I cannot protect my friends
from the microaggressions of our peers
from the ignorance of our teachers
from the off-hand comments that fall on our ears.
Worst of all, I cannot protect them
from themselves.
I cannot protect them from the voices in their heads,
the voices that remind them
you can do better
I wish I was eloquent enough
you should eat less
you look fat in that sweater to give you the poem you deserve.
Because ___, you are enough.
you’ll never be the best.
You are beautiful.
Your body, your soul, your energy
your being is art.
From the outside in,
your beauty is not only within.
____, you are enough.
I’m sorry: my hands are not enough
but maybe my endless words will be enough
to prove to you that
you. are. Enough.

mansplaining, mansplāniNG (n.)

The explanation of something by a man, typically to a woman, in a
manner regarded as condescending or patronizing.
Kaitlin Lim
“No, yeah, I think I understand more computer science than you do,” he
scoffed. I immediately froze and slowly turned to look at him. “I’m taking
CS 500 right now anyways, so yeah.”
I blinked. Even with the loud din of different group conversations
echoing around the classroom, I could only hear his words ringing in my
head. He began to list off his past experiences with computer programming and gave me a thorough, unsolicited explanation of why my comments about the coding language Python were incorrect.
There was a gamut of replies that flashed through my conscience, ranging from a retort like “Well, I took that course last year? So I don’t really
need your help?” to mild obscenities. But the gears in my mind refused
to turn. “Cool, thanks,” were the only words I could muster. My eyes
scanned back to my computer screen, displaying lines of code that I was
working on minutes prior. I closed the tab.
While I was aware of mansplaining, I always imagined that I would experience it in college or in the workforce, never in a classroom during an
innocuous discussion about biological data analysis with my classmates
during my Upper year. What soon ensued was a hurricane of internal
conflict. Although I had spent the past three years developing my knowledge and skills in computer science, I immediately felt my confidence
shrivel, retreating deep within myself. My passion and reputation as a
coder—one that I prided myself on and dedicated most of my academic studies to—was stamped out and trivialized in just a few minutes of
conversation.
But this was not an isolated incident. Once I began taking more advanced
computer science courses, I was embroiled in conversations where male
students tried to best each other with their computer science knowledge:
one student would make an observation about server management,
another would immediately follow with a retort about multithreading,
and then someone else would chime in about I-don’t-even-know-what. If
the teacher were to ask me about my thoughts, I would only gurgle out a
half-assed response that clearly showed that I didn’t know what the hell
they were talking about. In a room full of remarks like “Yeah, that assign-

“My passion and reputation as a coder—one that I prided myself
on and dedicated most of my academic studies to—was stamped
out and trivialized in just a few minutes of conversation.”
ment was so easy” and “I aced that test,” I struggled to ask for help and to
find my own comfortable space and role within the classroom.
Unfortunately, my experiences are pervasive and relatable to many other
women in computer science and are important obstacles that bar many
women from exploring the field. According to a 2018 Bureau of Labor
Statistics report, computer science research jobs will grow 19% by 2026,
but women only earn 18% of computer science undergraduate degrees
in the States, and the majority of these women are either white or Asian.
While more women have begun entering the computer science industry
on both the collegiate and industrial levels, there is a disparity between
the proportion of women who enter college with the intent of majoring in
computer science and those who graduate with a degree in it.
One longitudinal study that featured survey responses from female students attending a wide range of private and public universities revealed
that 32% of the female survey participants had taken an introductory
computer science course, but only 16% of female respondents actually
graduated with a degree in computer science. This same study cites that
the main reason why women never further pursue their interests in computer science is because of a constant need to prove themselves, to rise
above the male majority and demonstrate their coding capabilities.
This implicit need to constantly validate oneself is a feeling that I’ve
identified with too closely since that incident. More often than not, I’ve
experienced moments of acute self-doubt and inadequacy, as well as a
hesitant, involuntary growing resentment towards computer science.
But my relationship to computer science is like my relationship to MarioKart on mobile: one of unadulterated excitement and love sometimes,
and an angry, hotheaded frustration other times. I don’t expect that
to change anytime soon, but I do hope it gets better. In the meantime,
though, this is me, reclaiming what voice, what power I had lost during
that conversation. This is me, taking back the confidence I had lost and
letting go of the anxiety that I had grappled with ever since. I am a coder.
I am a programmer. I am a computer scientist—and a damn good one at
that.

Amelia Meyer

Linda Bibeau
All of us, especially women, perpetuate and live actively within the
bounds of manhood. We are not just bystanders who fall victim to the
culture of society, but rather, we are individuals who push it forward. I,
too, was not just a bystander to masculinity but rather an active participant in it. I have been skating since I was three years old and have been
playing competitive ice hockey since the age of six. Besides my home
in Danvers, Massachusetts and the school I attended for eleven years,
I undoubtedly spent the majority of my childhood in an ice arena. My
hometown did not have a girls program when I began playing, so naturally, I played with the boys. I was one of them, and I loved it. I loved
people’s reactions, especially as I got older, when I told them I played
boys ice hockey. It proved that I was talented and unique, and in doing
so, it validated me.
Four years into my career, my town added a girls program, though it
never even crossed my mind to join the team. I looked down on the team,
believing that the girls were not strong enough, fast enough or skilled
enough to be worthy of my attention. I held this view against girls hockey
until I was forced in eighth grade to make the switch when the boys began checking. It was only once I had begun to play with my own gender
that I gained respect for the girls’ game as a separate entity and work of
art. Almost immediately, I was hit by a wave of guilt. How had I allowed
myself to perpetuate manhood for this long? I had not only disrespected
myself, but the entire community of women in sports. If we cannot respect each other and ourselves, how can we expect to create a society that
respects women as their own beautiful and separate entity? Not only as
women in sports, but merely as women, we must, at a minimum, support
one another. In a field that is disproportionately dominated by men, it is
crucial for women to allow other women the space to explore and thrive
athletically. In doing so, we must stop comparing girls hockey to boys
hockey, girls soccer to boys soccer, girls lacrosse to boys lacrosse, etc. The
games are separate entities, inhabited by different groups of people, and
this difference is something to be celebrated not shunned.

Mia Levy

rigid
anonymous
is the word id use to describe my muscles
overused and tired
screwed into impossible knots
i knead with my blistered hands but
the knots become tighter
and tighter
im tired.
i feel my skin twitch in discomfort
praying for my muscles to relax
hoping for my body to give up its fight

to every boy
Amelia Meyer
to every boy who ever looked at me like I was crazy
to every boy who ever laughed at my dreams
to every boy who ever acted like I wasn’t there
i am crazy
i have laughable dreams
some days my voice is elsewhere
but my crazy is crazy in love with my life, all smiles when I look around
dreams are funny until you look up and I’m actually chasing them down
the days I seem invisible, trust me, silence is the loudest sound
taking my time, I’m rolling easy
‘cause I know that if you ever have the chance to just be
just be
gotta learn who you are and learn how you’re healing
glass rooms are the only place for a glass ceiling
never will I let your masculinity overshadow my strength
and in this stretch you best turn to look back a length
‘cause boy I’m gonna pass you with a smile on my face
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I Play Like a Girl
Maria Fernanda Pinot
My name is Maria. I was born and raised in Guatemala and I’ve been a
squash player for most of my life. I would like to start by telling you that
I’m no taller than 4’9”, so it will be easier for you to imagine my tiny,
eight-year-old self entering a squash court for the very first time. At that
age, every other girl I knew was interested in ballet dancing or doing
other ‘girly’ activities.
But this was certainly not the case for me. I have loved the thrill of being
challenged and competing in sports tournaments for as long as I can
remember. Squash is not a common sport in my country, especially
for girls. My opponents were always boys and older men. Every single
match I played, they would start by going really easy on me — they would
even let me serve first. As
the matches evolved and
they began to see me as a
threat, they would become
tremendously frustrated
and mad. I started to notice
that the boys would get
more frustrated playing
against me than against
each other.
Because of course, how can
a girl half your size and 10
years younger than you
beat you in front of everyone?
Countless times I’ve heard
phrases such as “are you
really going to let a girl beat
you” and “you play like a
girl.” All of these phrases
depreciate our abilities
as women and are meant
to motivate men to work
more and try harder at our
expense. I believe phrases
and words have as much
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meaning and power as we allow them to. Through time, I have started to
use those phrases as inspiration and motivation for me. Every time I hear
someone say that, I choose to show them the real meaning.
If playing like a girl means that you fearlessly work for what makes you
feel alive, regardless of opponents, situations or adversity, then I am
proud to say that “yes, I do play like a girl.”
We don’t have to extinguish those phrases or get mad each time we hear
them. Instead let’s take advantage of the fact that they exist but with a
different concept and meaning. We have the power to choose what we
represent.

An Ode to Eve
Ashley Alvarez
“A history that goes undiscussed, a history that provokes
justifiable anger and mistrust.”
- Eve Ewing, Ghosts in the Schoolyard
Eve Ewing changed my life. A woman of color, poet, author, teacher,
activist… She’s a true leader. But how to describe that masterpiece of a
woman who changed my life? It was certainly months before I met her
this past summer in Chicago. I do not remember the words we exchanged, nor do I remember what I was doing before or after I ran into
her. But I do remember our embrace, a strong hug that expressed more
than anything we could have spoken. Those arms carry the true emotion
that did not make it into her book: the anger towards school closures,
and the frustration of trying to fix a system that is broken. And, in that
moment, those arms held my grief.
Why do I grieve? The better question is, why don’t you grieve? America’s
education system has failed countless children, and continues to do so.
At Phillips Academy, we are protected by centuries of privilege that led
to resources I never imagined having. The public and charter schools I
attended did not have those resources, creating a disparity between my
past schooling and my education at Andover. This inequality has sparked
my frustration towards the education system. There is a history behind
why Andover is so privileged, and there is a history behind why schools
in South Los Angeles are not. In Dr. Sanchez’s history elective “Schooling in America,” I finally learned about this history, and for a time, I was
angry. Ironically, I was angry that the education system does work. Look
around: Andover has access to medical care, food, a roof over our heads,
supportive adults, and over a dozen squash courts. The education system
works- it just doesn’t work for children from historically disadvantaged
communities.
It was Eve Ewing who taught me that my anger is not only justifiable,
but expected. In her novel Ghosts in the Schoolyard, she writes, “The
experiential knowledge of people of color not only is a legitimate source
of evidence, but is in fact critical to understanding the function of racism

as a fundamental American social structure.” Even if I did not take Dr.
Sanchez’s elective, my experiences are enough. They are a product of the
racism ingrained in the education system. And you know who taught me
that my experiences, that my anger is valid? Eve.
Eve showed me how my life as a student of color was proof of how racism
affects people of color everywhere, including the classroom. Moreover,
she taught me that my anger towards the history that caused racism is
justified. So next time I use my personal experiences to explain the existence of racism in education, listen. Whether you are a white boy in my
EBI class or a person in my dorm, listen.
I do not care if you did not intend to hurt me. The point is: your privilege
did.

Kelly Song

Interview with
Uanne Chang ’20
Uanne Chang ’20 is a 2019-2020 Brace Fellow,
co-head of Andover Dance Group, and a member of Blue Strut. This past summer, Chang
wrote a research paper combining her passions
for dance and gender studies through exploring
the way female dancers are viewed through a
male lens.

Mia Levy

Chang will be presenting her research this December, and is currently working with Project
Thrive, an eating disorder awareness group on
campus.

What topics did your project research?
This gender theory called “the male gaze,” it was thought of by Laura Mulvey, who’s a feminist scholar. The idea is that a lot of beauty
ideals are manifestations of what the heterosexual male desires. And
that manifests in how we view women in media and film, so I applied
this film theory to the world of dance... it’s very similar in the way
that it’s a viewing of the human body, but in movement. And so I did
a historical genealogy on that and I started with the very beginnings
of ballet, the origins of ballet… and going from there I constructed a
historical pathway analyzing the male gaze and its different manifestations at different points in time. And so first we have King Louis the
Fourteenth, and then we have ballet as an erotic spectacle which then
goes to Diaghilev and ballet muses.

What inspired you to do this research?
I think the issue of how the body is seen, especially how the female
body is seen and idealized and the standards that are imposed upon
the female body on the stage, is something that I personally felt as a
female ballet dancer. I know eating disorders are very prevalent in the
world of dance, especially in the world of ballet, and so I think it’s a
very relevant issue... I wanted to learn more about it because it was so
pertinent to my own life and I’ve just seen so many of my own friends
and people I’m close to affected by this.

What is an example of the expectation of female
bodies in the modern world?
A lot the ideals are affected by George Balanchine’s works from the
1970’s and the legacy he carries and the body shape that he idealized
with the New York City Ballet. That carries on, because it was only in
the 1970’s which is very recent... and so I think that is the driving factor of the eating disorders because he really liked long and skinny. He
wanted small heads, very long legs, tiny tiny torso, stick thin... I think
it is changing with people like Misty Copeland on the scene.

How does your research from ballet translate
to other sports?
I think no matter what women do they will always be seen through
[the male gaze] lens. Sports are similar to dance in that it’s a spectacle with spectators watching the body do these amazing things, but
they’re watching the body. Because of the historical connection of
women’s bodies being sexualized, there will always be that connotation that exists within the male sphere… There’s always this projection of the male gaze onto the female body whether it’s a girl doing
gymnastics or a girl doing soccer or a girl doing ballet.
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Anais Shen

Dizie
anonymous
Dizie wears dangly earrings
Her bracelets jingle when her hands move
to enhance her story about something that is simply exquisite
She wears pink lipstick and blue eyeshadow
It takes her an hour to get ready for a short trip to the store
“Because you never know who you’re going to see,” she tells me
The little wrinkles by her eyes prove her years of smiling and laughing
She makes me granola and mails it in little gelato containers tied with a ribbon
Her house is warm and smells of incense and chocolate chip cookies
She sends love to everyone she cares about
I don’t see her often, but she calls me once a month
To tell me I am beautiful and to keep my head up no matter what
And I say the same to her

The Way She Burns
Emma Kaplon
Her skin is charred with hot mascara tears.
High heels rub blisters deep into her skin.
Sips sear her throat, her swollen, cotton fears,
But this is what it takes to be let in.
She wonders what they’ll think of her new dress.
The make-up that she stole to make her cool.
He’ll see her shrunken waist and be impressed.
The pretty girls hold fire in high school.
They tell her that the danger makes it fun.
She’ll risk the flames if they will set her free.
But she just has herself when day is done.
So is this how she wanted things to be?

Mia Levy

anonymous
I grew up feeling so inexplicably, overwhelmingly, excruciatingly ashamed of
my body. Starting from the age of eight, I swam competitively for seven years
of my life. Training twice a day, six days a week, I spent what felt like every
moment of my life in the pool. And I looked that way too. Giant shoulders,
muscular thighs, and a back full of tan lines, I presented like an overexaggerated caricature of a young swimmer, and I hated myself for it. But more
importantly (at least to me), my Chinese community hated me for it.
Chinese women are supposed to look a very specific way: skinny, lean, demure, and pale. To be considered beautiful, you must present as delicate and
lovely, and delicate and lovely I was not. But it wasn’t just the build of my
body. It was also my color. In China, a clear sign of poverty was the intensity of one’s tan. Only poor people worked outside in the fields so only poor
people would be in the Sun so only poor people could be tan. So, if you were
tan, you had to be poor, right? And being poor was something to be ashamed
of. Being tan was something to be ashamed of.
At the age of eleven, I quit dance because my Chinese dance teacher made
me cry after calling my exposed, tan-line-crossed back ‘disturbing’ and ‘ugly’
in front of the class. At the age of twelve, my Chinese art teacher told my
mother that my shoulders belonged on a man and that she should be embarrassed to have a “man-girl” as a daughter. At the age of thirteen, I thought
about running away from home, not because I had issues with my parents,
but because I loved them too much to bring them shame because of my
body. I did not want them to experience any more embarrassment because
they had an ugly, muscular, poor-looking “man-girl” as a daughter.
When I went back to China, my body became something to be rejected.
Although I hadn’t seen my extended family in four years, my grandfather
greeted me with narrow eyes and a scowl accompanied by the horrified
question, “Why are you so dark?” Sometimes he would refuse to walk with
me because “someone of his stature could not associate with someone that
looks like…this…” I was banished to the other side of the street with my
mother because women in our family shouldn’t look like “…this…” But even
though his words lodged themselves in my throat, I understood where my
grandfather was coming from. It was completely my fault that I looked like
“…this…,” and it was, indeed, something to be ashamed of. Who could blame
him for wanting to maintain the prestige of our family? What he was doing
had to be done. It was, undoubtedly, the right thing to do.
Five years later, I no longer swim, but I have still maintained the general
physique of a swimmer: still the broad shoulders, still the muscular thighs.

And I know better now. I know that the strict body standards are sexist and
hurtful and wrong. But it is still there. That shame. It won’t go away.
In fact, the shame I felt of my body has morphed into a different type of
despair. I am now in a position where I advocate for other women and I do
my best to empower the disempowered. I tell other women that THEY ARE
BEAUTIFUL no matter their body type or color. I love seeing the confidence
women have in themselves, but all I can do is watch with brimming jealousy
as I cheer on other women to reclaim their bodies. I no longer simply hate
my body. I hate myself for hating my own body. On most days, I avoid mirrors because I hate the way I look, but every time I divert my eyes to my feet
to keep from catching a glimpse of my reflection, I feel that shame pulsing
like my fervent insides are trying to escape through my skin. The shame of
“how the fuck are you supposed to tell others to love their bodies when you
so inexplicably hate yours?”
But no matter how much I project my insecurity onto others as I convince
them that they are beautiful, I can’t shake the feeling that I don’t have
permission to think of myself the same way. Permission from whom, you
may ask. Maybe it is my old dance teacher or my old art teacher. Maybe my
grandfather or my parents? I really, honestly, truly do not know.
It feels like that game I used to play with my swim team. We would jump
into the diving well and see who could reach the deepest corner of the pool.
When you go deep enough, your lungs start to hurt, your chest feels like it’s
being crushed, and your brain feels like it’s trying to escape through your
ears. When it’s your turn and you’re desperately trying to reach the bottom,
you can’t help but look up at the rest of your teammates treading above you,
and at that moment of pain and pressure, a wave of silence and isolation hits
you. The only sound is the ringing in your ears, and the only thing that exists
is the pain of your chest and the submergence of your body.

Kiran Ramratnam
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Chronology
Amelia Cheng
i. the beginning
The first time I played with the boys, they shrugged and told me to run as fast
as I could. That was the only way I knew how; I smiled. It was the first day of
Kindergarten, and all the other girls just wanted to sit inside and play ‘house’.
Amidst the chorus of five-year-old voices arguing about who got to play
mommy, I carefully slipped out the door to the playground; the whimpers
and whines faded into only a memory, a distant point in time and space. The
boys were playing a game of tag, and that was all I needed to hear. Excited, I
joined the game.
Thump thump thump. The braid my mama had carefully woven into my
hair that morning bounced between my shoulder blades. I could still feel her
weathered eyes and fingers dipped in light, seeping warmth into my roots.
The crisp air of September whistled through our ears, as rays of sun ran
across the tops of our heads.
“You’ll never catch me,” the sing-song taunt erupted from between my lips,
and the slightest backward glance would prove me right. The boys were so
far away, specks of dust that would never reach me, not in a gazillion years. I
could have run like that forever.
ii. the learning
Me and the boys were great. The girls were okay. In the beginning, there were
a few who would play with the boys too, but by now, it was only me. I liked it
that way though. All of the other girls dressed in pink dresses and ponytails
would giggle and talk in hushed voices behind cupped hands about boys they
thought were cute. At least, that’s what I thought the whispers were about,
or all the movies my mama watched on the fuzzy television had lied to me.
The movies where if a lady smiled enough or shook her hips the right way, all
the boys would stare. Maybe those girls had watched the movies too. Bleh,
my nose scrunched at the thought. I was just fine here, in baggy jeans and
my papa’s old college tee-shirt: rumpled sneakers with double-knotted laces,
ready for anything.
“Hey,” one of my friends called out, “you comin’?” I gave one last look at the
flock of pink before I turned towards my boys.
“Coming,” I beamed, running like always.

iii. the growing
That year, I made a friend. She was different from all the others I had before.
Mostly because she was a girl.
I learned that cupped hands didn’t always mean “boy talk,” that some girls
(the smart ones) hated those movies too, that it was okay to giggle because
giggling was not for the boys. Giggling was for us, and laughing was for us,
and running was for us too.
That year, I realized that maybe girls weren’t so bad.
iv. the changing
I forget when I stopped playing with the boys.
Perhaps that’s when it became less of me and the boys, and more of the boys
and me.
v. not the end
The summer after fifth grade changed everything. Come fall, they didn’t even
look at me. My boys. The boys I had grown up with.
No, they weren’t my boys anymore.
These Boys were mean. They were snarls and stinging words, tears sucked
back in when there was nowhere to hide. They were everything I thought the
girls were before I had learned better.
The last time I played with the Boys, they told me to run someplace else.
They didn’t want me slowing their game down. It was cold that day. The birds
didn’t sing.
vi. the ending
That was when I learned. I learned that the loveable boys I had once known
were gone. In their place, detestable vermin and swine stood, sneering at the
rest of the world.
Between my sniffles, I wondered what movies they had seen.
Then she stood up in front of me, sunlight filtering through the strands of her
auburn hair. “You coming?” She asked and held out her hand.
The corners of my lips turned up softly, and I wiped away the last trails of
melancholy from my cheeks. Whatever came next, I was ready.
I’m coming.

A Common Language
Adeline Allen
This year I am a wide receiver and defensive back for Andover’s JV Football Team. When people find out, I get the same three questions (usually
in this order): are you a cheerleader? A manager? The kicker?
The fourth question I get all the time is why I decided to play. Long story
short, I love the game. I have loved playing football since I was younger, and even more than that I have long admired the sport. I respect the
athletic and mental strength it takes to play, and I am really drawn to the
family aspect of the team. Football is a sport that requires every single
person on the team to not only work coherently but also to look out for
each other. Every lineman has to hit their block or the quarterback is going to get sacked; we all rely on each other to know each and every formation and play so that someone isn’t hurt by our mistake. The athleticism
of football draws fans, but the family you find in football is what makes a
community. Who wouldn’t want to be a part of that?
Speaking of the team, I want to point out that I truly do feel supported by
the guys. To be honest, this was a pleasant surprise; I definitely expected
more pushback than I received. I have so much gratitude for my coaches
for their overwhelming and incredible support, and also for my team. In
the end, that is what we are, and the fact that I’m built a little bit differently doesn’t change that.
However, there have definitely been some challenges. There are the ones
that are more easily overcome, like the fact that shoulder pads were not
made for people with breasts, but there are some that seem more insurmountable. Communicating with one another has been a big one. I’ve
learned that football has its own language; not just the vocabulary, but
the way that players talk to one another. Historically, football is a “man’s
sport”. It is violent and aggressive, and it breeds a standard of hypermasculinity which is distinctly reflected in how people talk on the field.
As someone whose experience in that type of environment is limited, I
sometimes find myself feeling like I’m not quite fluent in that language.
I really want to stress that this is not a one-way process. When I was
younger and competing in competitive horseback riding, a female-dominated sport, I vividly remember having the same barrier between the

girls and a boy who joined the team. We just couldn’t seem to find our
common language.
Despite any adversity, I credit this experience with helping me understand more about myself. For me, being in a hyper-masculine environment made it hard to understand where I stood on the subject of femininity. I found myself asking, can I still be feminine and play football?
It’s something I grappled with a little bit; on the field, I felt like I should
talk at a lower pitch and tie my hair back. Off the field, I felt like I should
overcompensate by wearing feminine clothes and makeup. I have come
to see that this standard was imposed on me by myself. Although others
might have their perceptions, I’m comfortable being me, whatever that
means about my femininity.
In the end, all that I hope for when I step onto the field is to have the
opportunity to not be a girl playing football but to be a football player
who’s a girl. Proudly. Outside of this season, outside of me, and outside
of football, I hope that we can all become more adept at speaking to one
another; we’re all people, and despite any gender difference, I hope we
can find our common language.

Jess Scott

