                                                TENNIS TALKING BLUES 


                                                          (Gregory Dean Crouch)


       1)  Tennis is a wonderful game, 

    It is my favorite sport.

    Inside me there’s a burning flame 

   That drives me to the court.  

    I know my list of injuries,

            Could make a grown man cry.


And all those doctors with degrees
 


Tell me I shouldn’t try.





Just because my hamstrings are torn,



And I have four ruptured disks



And the pain in my neck and back forewarn


That playing ain't worth the risks.


And just because I can’t stop and plant,


Or my right knee will give out


I don't want to hear that "I can't"


Because I'm playing there's no doubt










      2)  To join me in this painful quest



I simply call a friend






To win two sets will be the test


And to play hard till the end





Just a can of balls and a racket


Is all we need to play






Just watch the ball and smack it


And everything will be okay.





My first serve is a bullet blast, 

            And of course it's six feet long


The second one is half as fast, 

         
How could I do it wrong?                          









But usually it comes up short

            From another wayward toss.

            And double faults in this sport,   

            Will bring you another loss




              CHORUS: 


Playing tennis is worth the pain


Even though my body gives out,


I promise I won't complain





But if I play patheticly and that makes me lose

            1) I get the I'm poetic but so pathetic, hurtin' for certain

barely walking, tennis talking blues.

            2) I get the I'm poetic but so pathetic,wayward tossing

double-faulting tennis talking blues.

3) I get the I'm poetic but so pathetic, hocus-pocus

            lose your focus, tennis talking blues.

            4) I get the I'm poetic but so pathetic, body's aching 

racket breaking, tennis talking blues.


5) I get the I'm poetic but so pathetic, body's aching

racket breaking, yeah I'm walking, tennis talking blues.

        3) Every once in a while, I get a serve in

            And my buddy hits it back.

  
is return is short and it has no spin    


So it’s perfect for me to whack.                  


I must admit and it is no joke,


That I always swing real hard.


My forehand is a viscious stroke


So potent it should be barred.


But my numbskull brain can’t keep my eyes,


From wandering all about.


So off my racket the darn ball flies,


And two times out of three, it's out.


Now I'm not asking for a miracle


And I don't always have to win


Just watch that ball that's spherical


And keep the dam thing in.

        4) Now I am certain that I have what it takes


To hit it nice and clean.


I don’t get mad at my mistakes


At least the first thirteen


But on the fourteenth straight simple shot,


That I always seem to blow.


My face gets red, and  my eyes burn hot,


And something has got to go!


I could let loose with a few choice words,


And of course I usually do.


But the rest of it is so absurd,


'Cause I lose my racket too.


Yes my temper gets the best of me,


And I go completely mad.


I smash my racket violently,


And storm off the court feeling bad.

       5) Yes tennis is a wonderful game, 


It was my favorite sport.


There is nobody else to blame,


That I’m not still on the court.                 .


But sometimes I can't take it


So I have to walk away.


Another racket, I'd just break it


So I don't deserve to play.

