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Jim Dempsey

Courtside Tennis Club
512 Auburn Rd., Venice, FL 34292
941-485-2000
courtsidetc@verizon.net
www.courtsidevenice.com

Courtside Tennis Club is proud of its over 
thirty years of continuous tennis in the 
Venice area. You’ll find that “old Florida” 
charm along with a great tennis facility and 
congenial members. Come join the fun!

• Tri Cities, 
USTA &  
JEBCO Leagues

• Mixed Doubles
• Evening Play
• Saturday Round Robins
• Junior Programs
• Social Events
• Locker Room & Showers 

Available
• Backboard/Ball Machine

• USPTA/PTR Professionals
• Players of All Levels
• Variety of Memberships
• 9 Har-tru & 2 Hard Courts
• 5 Lighted Courts
• Courts open 7 days
 8:00 am to 9:30 pm 

Courtside Tennis Club

For over 40 years Bath & Racquet has been 
home to those passionate about tennis. Our 
29 courts are host to the most players and 
leagues in the area and our 40,000 sq. ft. 
facility offers countless fitness amenities to 
keep you in top form.

941-306-4195
www.bathandracquet.com
2170 Robinhood Street, Sarasota  34231

See for yourself... Try us for 
one week 
FOR FREE

Facilities tour with 
representative required. 
Available for limited time only.
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with this ad

L
ately when it comes to tennis, I’ve 
been feeling like an encyclopedia 
salesman looking for a pay-phone.  
Tennis has gotten confusing. The 

game I thought I knew so well has changed 
before my eyes.

Handshakes 
What happened 

to just shaking hands 
after the match? Now 
when you approach your opponent(s) at 
the net after the game, you’re thrust into 
a weird game of handshake roulette. Will 
it be a high-five, a fist bump, or an angled 
hand-shake?  

I don’t know how many times I’ve put 
my hand up for a slap and gotten a fist in 
the palm. It was especially troubling when 
a female partner gave me a fist bump into 
my palm: It left a ring mark in my hand.  

Having said this—and as much as I’m 
for tradition—I don’t miss shaking hands 

with my sweaty opponents after match-
es anyway. Some of them squeezed 
my hand so hard, my tennis elbow was 
more vulnerable from the handshake 
than the match itself! 

Besides, if we were to fist-bump 
through the course of our life, think how 
less often we’d get colds?

Clothes
I have a nice wardrobe full of tennis 

shirts and shorts that I need to take to 
Goodwill.  

Men aren’t wearing tennis shirts 
anymore. They’ve raided George Jet-
son’s closet. No more classic white 
shirts with collars. Now it’s skin-tight, 
no collars, and sleeves optional. Expen-
sive glossy T-shirts. Those sleeve-less 
numbers only work if your first name 
is Raphael, and even then they’re still 
a little corny. Recreational guys with 
spare tires and white flabby arms flop-

ping around need to cover up. 
And shorts are no longer shorts. Now 

they’re Capri pants. Oh well, at least with 
this new style I can hold three tennis balls 
in my pocket.

Strokes 
Turn sideways, step into the ball and 

follow through over your shoulder, right? 
Not anymore. Cookie-cutter form is out the 
window. Now there’s a neutral stance and 
an open stance, too.  Load up the back leg, 
swivel the hips, come across your chest, 
check your watch and wind up over your 
bicep with your palm facing the net. 

This doesn’t look and feel like the 
game I grew up playing!

Having said all this, I have to ad-
mit I don’t miss my old cotton shirts that 
weighed about five pounds after the match.  
And wow, I can really whip my new fore-
hand with the new style! Just be careful 
with those fist-bumps.

Tennis Changes by Ray Collins


