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you dip your feet into a clean rug.
 The vacuum blocked out the noisy filters 
of my subconscious. I imagined a slap; it cooled 
like menthol-infused lidocaine. A wall-slam 
replaced a chiropractor. Choking felt like hands 
digging into tense shoulders. Clawing nails felt 
like scratching at a mosquito bite. Pain was not 
just a form of pleasure–it was pleasure. How-
ever, I could not help but notice a few things. 
All of these imagined feelings ultimately led to 
relief–not in-the-moment relief; rather, relief 

from something external, outside of the 
intimate domain. These moments felt 

practiced, like it was known how 
to make a slap feel like lido-

caine 

instead 
of a dizzying, 

burning sting. Lastly, I 
realized I knew these feelings; they 
had been there before, just not in a 
sexual way. 

  When I was younger, I 
loved violent sports. Initially, in 

the leagues I played in, rules 
did not restrict girls from 

engaging in violence. 
In a controlled 

fashion, we 
released any 

anger we 
had to 

con-
stantly 

hold 
inside of 

ourselves. When the 
rules archaically em-

braced the notion that 

girls 
could 
not play violently, we learned how and when 
to secretly engage in violence without facing 
a penalty. To maintain its sting, the violence 
became quiet and intimate, only done in 
close-quarters. As it is commonly described, we 
“played dirty,” yet the greater physical intima-
cy did not become more personable. My body 

memorized the feelings of being tripped while 
running full speed and crashing onto a hard-
wood floor, spraining and squishing my fingers, 
sweaty bodies crushing me to the ground, col-
liding skulls, elbows railing my ribs, long nails 
reddening my neck, all the air getting knocked 
out of my diaphragm, and the taste of a dirty 
and sweaty hand shoving my lip into my teeth. 
Yet, I have no recollection of their names or 
their faces–only of what their bodies did to me. 
 Memorizing this physical pain did not 
lead to any fear of it happening again. I know 
these feelings so well only because I felt them so 
often. We consented to this violence. We knew 
how hard and where to hit so that someone 
could get back up and continue to enjoy play-
ing this game and the next. Only amateurs or 
assholes caused pain that crossed the line. And, 
there was something extremely gratifying about 
still performing well after getting hit, for what 
is greater than overcoming adversity with resil-
ience? What else provides that necessary adren-
aline boost from a crowd cheering and clapping 
once you stand back up even though on the 
inside, you know you are completely fine? Who 
receives the most validation, attention after the 
game? 
 To remember a person as a physical 
action instead of a being reminded me of what 
it feels like to hookup with a guy to whom I 
was not sexually or emotionally attracted. In 
these rare situations, intimacy becomes a sur-
face-level interaction, only about what you 
show and look like and how well you perform. 
The lack of a shared rhythm results from two 
people agreeing to intimacy so that they can 
independently feel something in the presence of 
another. 
 To desperately want to feel something 
has been universally shared this past year and 

a half. Emotionally and mentally, I was 
spent–not just from the heightened and 
sudden grief, isolation, and anxiety but 

also from masking all those aforementioned 
emotions. What we have collectively experi-
enced is violence. Yet, my skill in subconscious-
ly masking and adapting emotions to the extent 
that I do not even realize I have been affected is 
exceptional, resumé-worthy. 
 Life is hard. It has been fucking harder 
during the pandemic. No longer able to dictate 
and mask that inner violence, I unknowingly, 
gradually made the choice to externalize it not 
for what it is but for what I wanted it to be. 
Sexual intimacy is a simultaneous relinquish-
ment and taking of power. It is a reality in 
which we feel what it is like to live in someone 
else’s body, to taste their essence, drinking in 
their genetic makeup. I wanted to feel powerful 
while ridding my body of its anger, grief, and 
anxiety. I wanted to decide when and how I 
processed this violence. I wanted this process 
to take place in a separate domain that I could 
leave and return to at my will. I wanted to revel 
in my conditioned guilt and shame and tell 
him exactly what I wanted.  

 But I never did. 
 And it was fucking killing me. 
 I was afraid. If I felt out of practice, so 
did the guy, probably. Trial-and-error in rough 
hookups can be incredibly harmful even with 
proper communication and aftercare. We are 
young, and doing something we have been 
socially conditioned to believe is wrong will 
lead to mistakes. What if the “heat of the mo-
ment” led to a concussion, a deep bruise, or a 
bloody nose (I mean, hot, but also boo! bad!)? 
What if it triggered harmful memories during 
or even afterwards? What if I was completely 
wrong about what I wanted? What if the feel-
ing did not provide me any relief? What if he 
also wanted me to act violently towards him? 
I could never reciprocate; is that fucked up? I 
thought about what my older mentors, the ones 
who put in so much love and effort to help me 
process my past, would think, and it made me 
gag from embarrassment. 
 The funny part is that I knew I was not 
out of practice, I knew how to handle all those 
what ifs, I knew it was okay if I did not feel 
comfortable reciprocating violence, and I knew 
that if somehow my older mentors learned what 
I was doing, they would just hope I was safe. 
 Ultimately, I did not feel ready–what I 
knew did not align with how I felt. The conti-
nuity of our bodies and minds leads to belief, 
which then leads to action. We cannot act un-

less we believe it will benefit us. Yes, we self-de-
structively act all the time, but even then, we 
know, if just for a second, it will be gratifying. 
 Today, I believe in the benefit of my 
new attitude towards intimacy, and whether I 
take action, does not really matter to me. What 
changed over these past blurry, few months is 
somewhat of a mystery, but I am too tired to 
investigate. And more importantly, I am ex-
hausted from feeling tired, from feeling like 
in order to heal, I have to constantly question 
myself, process my emotions, allot free time 
for self-care (whatever the fuck that means), or 
justify my thoughts. 
 Today, I stepped out onto my balcony. 
I could feel the dirt staining, seeping into the 
cracks of my feet. I crouched and stared at the 
floor. No matter what anyone did, dirt would 
always replace dirt. It could never be clean nor 
was it supposed to be. So I spat on it. 
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 As the team coach Tim Murphy said of the season-opener at the end of July, 
“We have a long way to go and a short time to get there.” Georgetown will 
have two more games under their belt than Harvard by the time the two 

teams meet.
The home-opener for men’s soccer against crosstown rival Northeastern will be 

available for streaming on ESPN+. 

 This match is the first in an eight-game stretch where seven of the women’s soccer 
team’s opponents are Ivy League teams.

This first championship event is one of the few competitions scheduled for both 
teams, and the regional championship is likely the event to circle on the calendar 

for most tennis teams who will be participating. 
 Playing host to an invitational always raises the stakes for a matchup, but partic-

ularly for a season-opener.

This kickoff competition is one of only a handful of regular season matches for 
Women’s Rugby.

  

Home-field advantage comes with added pressure at the world’s largest two-day 
rowing event. Expect to see hundreds of thousands of spectators lining the Charles 

River while 11,000 collegiate athletes from around the world board the boats.

Nuttycombe will serve as a pre-test of the best for the team that finished 15th at 
the NCAA National Championships in 2019.

 After winning the NCAA Northeast Regional Championships and finishing 
31st at the National Championships in 2019, this team will once again face the 

nation’s best from Arkansas, North Carolina State, and Stanford.
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