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Who says girls can’t play footy?

As a female who works in the male-dominated

world of football, I say they can! I immensely

enjoyed Sam’s story in Still Kicking — from the

exciting match commentary, to the humorous

depiction of pushy parents and the common

distractions that teenagers face.

This is a great read for all football supporters

— girls and boys alike — and for anyone

chasing a dream.

Christi Malthouse,
AFL boundary rider,
Channel Ten


Author’s note

Today, girls have more options in Australian Rules Football than ever, but cannot play against men in official competitions as adults. Girls can join Auskick, an AFL development program for primary-school-aged children, and may play in junior boys’ teams. However the year after they turn fourteen, girls can no longer compete in a boys’ competition. The age limit was increased from twelve in 2004 when three girls challenged the then Football Victoria rule in the Victorian Civil and Administrative Tribunal. (We modified the rule in Still Kicking, to make it more dramatic.)

Older girls must join a female competition like Football Victoria’s Youth Girls Competition for Under 18s, which started in 2004. They can also play for their school if it has a team or join the Victorian Women’s Football League (VWFL) from the age of twelve.

Playing or not, women and girls are involved at all levels of Australian Rules, from the AFL Commission to club boards, match-day staff (such as physiotherapists and trainers), administration, the media, junior coaching and supporting, partnering and parenting players.



Chapter One


Sam Scott didn’t want to go to school. Ever.

It was all Mum’s fault. Sam’s mother Libby was a journalist and worked at The Daily Bugle. Usually that was a good thing. Mum got to meet famous footballers and brought home free stuff like the books and DVDs she reviewed. On days like today, Sam wished she worked at the local nursing home.

‘Hey slacker, turn off that Game Boy and get ready for school,’ Mum yelled from the kitchen, laughing. She couldn’t resist a dig.

Sam stuck her head under the pillow and refused to budge. She’d been back in bed ever since she saw her photo on page thirteen of today’s paper. The big colour shot sat beside an article on how little exercise today’s kids did.

It was hardly a new story. There was something in the newspaper most weeks about children too busy playing with Game Boys or belting computer game bad guys to play outside. While that might have been true for some of her Year 8 classmates at Yarra Banks Secondary College, it was not the case for Sam.

At thirteen she was a certified sports nut. Sam was in the school basketball, cricket, netball, athletics and football teams. She had also played with Richmond Cadets’ Under 14s since outgrowing Auskick three years ago.

The boys thought it was pretty cool because she was a handy midfielder and could rough it with the best of them. Last week she’d kicked three goals and set up two others. The boys didn’t go soft on Sam either. Not that she’d let them. In her first game she had made it clear that she was going to go in hard.

One opposition smart alec had yelled, ‘Hey, stop playing like a girl.’ But he soon lived to regret it. Sam proceeded to steal the ball from under him and boot a great goal.

‘I’d rather play like a girl than you any day,’ she had huffed, before taking a mark over him to rub it in.

Sam was tall for her age so she matched up well against most of the boys. She was completely at home on the footy field. But today’s newspaper was a whole different story.

Sam knew she was going to cop it all day and Mum’s barb had proved it. She poked her head out from under the pillow and looked at the signed poster of her hero Jamie Robinson. It shared wall space with an Olympic basketballer, Johnny Depp and Elvis Presley.

Robbo was Richmond’s star AFL forward and Sam had idolised him since she was four. She loved his passion even more than his prodigious talent. Sure, he often sprayed his kicks. But he never gave up and could win games off his own boot.

What would Robbo do now? Probably spit the dummy, Sam thought, like AFL players often did after a dodgy umpiring decision.

‘I feel sick,’ she yelled back at Mum. ‘I think I’m dying.’

‘Then you’ll have to miss footy training tonight,’ Mum said. ‘You’ll be in bed for at least two days if you’ve got that bug that’s going around.’

What a low blow. Mum knew only too well that Sam wouldn’t miss footy training unless she was kidnapped by aliens and taken to another planet. Reluctantly she dragged herself out of bed and got dressed.

Sam’s sister Kate sat snickering at the kitchen table over her muesli and yoghurt. Kate was sixteen and according to Sam and her mates, totally boring. Kate wanted to be a lawyer just like their dad, so spent every waking moment buried in books, except when she was reading the paper, like she was now, laughing at Sam’s discomfort.

‘You look like something from a computer nerd convention,’ she giggled. ‘Love the glasses!’

The photographer had talked Sam into wearing coke-bottle specs to emphasise the geek angle. But all it did was worsen the embarrassment factor.

‘It’s not that bad,’ Mum added, trying to cheer Sam up. She was feeling a bit guilty now and wished she’d found someone else instead for once. ‘At least you haven’t got a lobster suit on.’

Not the dreaded lobster! Sam had long since blocked that traumatic experience out. It usually only resurfaced when Nanna reminded her of how cute she’d looked.

The lobster incident had happened three years ago when a photographer dressed Sam in a bright red bodysuit for a story on seafood. It even had claws and wobbly eyes on sticks poking out the front. She had looked completely ridiculous and suffered for weeks.

Sam’s normally subdued and sensible English teacher had even had a go, asking why she didn’t slip, slop, slap that day.

Today’s photo was almost as bad.
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When Sam finally got to school she wanted to put a bag over her head. Or, better still, fake an attack of appendicitis. Josh Hayes had done that once and ended up in the emergency ward at the local hospital.

No, Sam thought, I’ve got to tough it out. And sure enough, the laughs and wisecracks kept coming all day.

Of course Felicity ‘Flick’ Edwards led the charge. Flick was tall, blonde and had a flock of followers. The girls wanted to be her and the boys wanted to date her. Not that many asked; they were way too scared.

Sam couldn’t understand what all the fuss was about. Flick was actually pretty thick when it came to school work. But if there were an Olympic event for applying lipliner or fluttering eyelids, Flick would win gold every time.

‘Love the Harry Potter look,’ Flick said rudely as 8D filed into English. ‘Those glasses are so twenty years ago. Where does your mother buy your clothes, the op shop?’

Sam’s face turned to beetroot. She wished she could think of something witty to say back to Flick but as usual nothing came to mind quickly enough. Luckily Izzy was there to save the day.

‘Put a sock in it, Flick,’ Izzy hit back, loving the challenge. ‘Why don’t you concentrate on stringing a sentence together in English? There’s a good girl.’

Good old Izzy. She’d lived next door to Sam since they were toddlers and they were best friends. They stuck up for each other through thick and thin. Sam was forever passing notes from Izzy to boys she had a crush on. And Izzy put up with Sam’s football obsession because it meant meeting more boys.

Most people would say they were chalk and cheese. But that didn’t stop them being inseparable. A shared love of chocolate milkshakes and giant smartie-covered cookies also helped.

As Sam sat stewing in English, Izzy passed her a note to see if she was going to footy training. Izzy always tried to get Sam to skip training so they could get a milkshake at their local haunt, Legends Café. She knew the answer would be no, but that didn’t stop her trying.

‘No way,’ Sam wrote back. ‘I’m sick of being in the paper for all the wrong reasons. Next time I’m going to earn it.’

‘How?’ Izzy wrote on her hand, flashing it to Sam when the teacher wasn’t looking.

‘How else?’ Sam wrote in the bottom corner of her exercise book, careful not to be caught. ‘By being the best junior footballer in Melbourne.’

Izzy didn’t doubt it for a minute.



Chapter Two


Sam loved Richmond, where she had lived all her life. The inner-city suburb used to house poor working-class battlers. Most streets had rows and rows of tiny terrace houses crammed together like sardines. These days they were home to a mix of yuppies, families, old grannies and migrants.

Around the corner sat several multistorey public housing estates, rising like giant shoeboxes from the ground. Sam’s friend Lee lived in a public housing flat with her Vietnamese dad. Tonight Lee was walking to training with Sam, as she was keen to give football a go herself. Lee was born in Melbourne so saw herself as a real Aussie.

They soon passed Legends Café. Sam, Lee, Izzy and their other mates Hugo and Muscles loved the grungy old café. It was dingy and decorated with posters of old stars like Elvis and Marilyn Monroe. Sam loved Elvis, even though half of her classmates had never heard of him. Among its delights Legends served souvlaki, doughnuts and its famous rubbery custard. It also had pool tables and twenty-year-old computer games out the back.

Sam stuck her head in the door and called to Hugo, who was down the back with Muscles playing PacMan.

‘Hey guys, come on, we’ll be late,’ she yelled. Of course they wouldn’t be, but Sam was itching to get started.

Hugo was probably Sam’s second best friend, if she had to rate them. Hugo and Muscles went to Zachariah College in Kew. Hugo was a seriously talented footballer. Some thought he could go all the way and play AFL if he put his mind to it.

Hugo loved footy but had one big problem — his dad. Mr Simmonds was such an embarrassment. He yelled from the sidelines, bagging the umpires, criticising the coach and ordering Hugo around. Not a good look.

Muscles — whose real name was Kevin Hutchinson — was unlikely to ever have Hugo’s problem. In fact he never exercised at all. His idea of a workout was walking to footy training to watch the others. What he lacked in physical prowess however, Muscles more than made up for on the computer. He was one of those freaks who could hack into NASA if he wanted to. Luckily he didn’t.
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