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A Life Connected by Tennis

TENNIS! My favorite word!

I was not born athletic, nor did ball skills come easily to me. But one summer during my 
teens, I was invited to play tennis with a friend at a local park in Frederick, Maryland. I 
went, loved it, wasn't awful, and decided to learn more about the sport. My life has been 
filled with experiences that happened only because of my involvement with 
tennis—exercise, friendships, fun, and unforgettable memories.

Playing tennis that summer day started with a romance and ended in the bathtub. We 
were playing near an area full of bushes. The ball landed there, and I reached in to 
retrieve it. Before the game was over, my skin began to itch. When I got home, my 
mother told me to soak in the tub because hives were swelling over every part of my 
skin that had touched the leaves. That ended both the romance and my tennis 
career—for several years.

During my first year of college, one of my physical education classes included tennis. 
Dressed in the dreadful gym suit we all had to wear for P.E. (remember those, ladies?), I 
learned the basic skills of the game, although I certainly did not become a tennis star.

Several years later, Dave and I started dating, and we played tennis together. Dave was 
a natural athlete and excelled at ball sports. Life moved forward—we married, he 
graduated, and began his career in agriculture. His work took us to many different 
places. While all the moving made it difficult to develop our tennis skills, it gave us 
something even better: wonderful friendships wherever we played and experiences that 
enriched our lives.

In Geneva, Switzerland, we still wanted to be on the courts, even in November. The 
courts were outdoors, and although the weather was cold, we played anyway. One day, 
snowflakes began falling while we were in the middle of a match. As it turned out, we 
weren't the only crazy people willing to play in the snow, and we soon made friends who 
joined us for doubles.

Later, in Athens, Greece, we found plenty of places to play and made time to practice 
together. Of course, Dave was better than I was. Every now and then I could hit a great 
shot, but he was simply too quick. Whenever I thought I had won the point, there he 
was, somehow returning the ball. I rarely won a game—but it was wonderful exercise.

When we returned to Delaware, we finally had enough time to play regularly and each 
found groups of friends we enjoyed playing with.



Then came Sydney, Australia—a true mecca for tennis. The courts were only twenty 
minutes from our home. They were always looking for players to fill in, and we quickly 
became part of several welcoming groups. The weather was ideal, and we played as 
often as possible on clay, grass, and hard courts. We loved every minute of it, loved the 
people, and learned so much about the game. Occasionally, we were even invited to 
play at White City on its beautiful grass courts.

The funniest thing that ever happened on a tennis court occurred during a doubles 
match. One of our opponents was wearing a V-neck tank top. I hit a perfect drop shot, 
and she sprinted toward the net. As she bounced forward, one breast bounced 
completely out of her top. Without missing a beat, she flipped it back in—and won the 
point!

In Paris, France, a city not exactly overflowing with tennis courts, we eventually found 
clay courts in the suburbs. During the winter, we played indoors in a building where the 
courts were located on the second floor and made of wooden flooring. It wasn't quite as 
enjoyable, but we continued improving our game while making both American and 
French friends. One added bonus was living only a ten-minute Metro ride from Roland 
Garros, allowing us to attend the French Open several times.

Eventually, we returned once again to Delaware and began thinking about Dave's 
retirement. We loved two things above all else: the beach and tennis. Those became 
our priorities.

After purchasing a lot in southern North Carolina, we spent one Christmas in Southport. 
Naturally, we loved it. While we were there, we kept seeing billboards advertising a 
place that was "YOUnique." Remember that campaign? We decided to visit St. James. 
Before leaving, we had already made plans to return in the spring to look at additional 
lots.

While in St. James, we watched people on the courts a little while. This looked like what 
we wanted. Besides the tennis, the beach was not far away.

In 2000, we moved into our house. Now to find people to play with. My tennis friends in 
Delaware had given me a small charm of a little tennis racket with a pearl tennis ball on 
it on a chain. I wore it around my neck to dinner in my neighborhood. I hoped that if 
anyone saw it, they would ask if I played. And guess what? I sat across the table from 
Martha Reese. I could say the rest is history and that would be true, but it would leave 
out the fact that she really was a big part of tennis in St. James. She introduced us to 
other tennis players and we found doubles and singles players throughout the 
plantation. Also, she was in charge of the first USTA tennis team in Brunswick County.

We have seen the changes in tennis here. When the Founders courts were thought to 
need to be changed, people said not big enough to do that. Dave took his tape measure 
and we went over there and measured and low and behold! Enough space for those 
courts, and there they are thanks to the powers that be.



We were along when Marcia B. went to look at Brian on the courts where he played in 
Wilmington and thought he would be perfect for STJ. And low and behold, Brian is a 
fixture in STJ! Then we worked hard with others to create the Brunswick County Tennis 
Association (BCTA). Players from Winding River joined us to prep the courts for 
practice. That year, we had some pretty cold nights. We found out that when we went to 
play, we had to chip the ice off areas of the court for safety!

I must say one more thing about Dave and tennis. Dave had a rather volatile 
temperament on the court. If you were playing on a court behind the one he was on, you 
had to be aware. He was skilled at lobbing. Only it wasn’t the ball he lobbed. He would 
occasionally lob his racket over the fence behind him on his court!

And in the end, we loved it here. Dave died in 2003. And I had a hip replaced around 
2008. So, we had the memories and the fun, but no more tennis.


