I didn't pick up a tennis racket until after I turned 24. Felt in love with it immediately. And also almost immediately I got injured trying to beat a wall, literally. This taught me the first lesson about the sport: it is not that simple. The turns of life eventually pointed me in the direction of helping others to learn the sport. That includes my older son with whom I made all the mistakes you can possibly make. That was my second lesson about tennis: not easy to be a single parent, and trying to be a coach at the same time, it is nothing short of double jeopardy. Long story short, got another son playing juniors now and just want to do a lot better than I did the first time. And while trying hopefully help others, and let others help me. 

We are all together in this adventure. Let's continue it together and enjoy the ride. More sooner than later the boys and girls will be on their own playing tennis for some college or university somewhere, we all hope!

