Die Hards

Another weekend and another storm hits Florida. Lucky us, we suffered much less than those to the north of us so were back to the Historic Courts, Monday Sept 27th. It had rained cats and dogs earlier as evidenced by the poodles all over the place but there were the die-hards, out there with a push broom, working on drying out the courts! 

We finally got to play and I have to say I had a great time, playing a couple of mixed doubles games- me and one of my favorite partners, Danielle opposing my other favorite partner Ozzie and Theresa. We lost the first, won the second and all of us laughed our butts off and had a fantastic time! THIS is what the Historic Courts are about! It is a place where friends are made and families meet. I’ll come to this place any time I can!

To Joe Park Ranger

Now, I gotta beef ‘cuz I can- this is my soap-box! Mr. Joe Park Ranger- if you’re reading this, I’m letting you know that us Historic Courts regulars probably care more about those courts than YOU do! This is a family thing we do and though we get loud at times, that’s all it gets. We don’t smoke any dope, crack or shoot up at the Courts. I confess- we may have a beer now and then but we don’t get drunk and puke and whiz in the corners or anything of the like. When you chase US away then leave for wherever it is you go to, THEN the bad element comes in and does those bad things. Where are you then? There are days and evenings when us you chase away come to play at the Courts and the corners smell of urine. I, for one, am absolutely certain that it’s not any one of us “regulars” that do that. If was saw that kind of behavior, they’d be OUTTA there- chased out by us!!  We police the Historic Courts better than you ever could ‘cuz we love it there! Give us a break, will you? Enuff said!

Paddleball Dreams

Ok- some of you may think me strange- but I have paddleball dreams. 
Have you ever dreamt that you were walking down stairs? Or just walking down the street? Or that you were flying? And did you trip or fall? Did you ever land? 

Some nights, I’ll lay down to sleep and do my stretches to loosen up and then just lie there and doze off… to a paddleball dream. I dream I’m standing ready to receive a serve and all of a sudden, there it comes- big and headed right at me! Reflexes take over and I snap a return- I can feel the hit; my arm even swings at times, no kidding!

 Now, go figure… When I dream I’m walking or flying and fall, I’ve never hit the ground. And as of yet, I’ve never seen the results of any of my hits. Call me superstitious but I don’t want to find out what happens when I land from one of those dream falls- but I sure as hell would love to know if I hit kills or rollers in those dream returns!

