
Tough Times on the Clay 

  

We had the pleasure of playing in Roden Saturday afternoon at the R.E.O. Roden tennis 

club. The REO tennis club stands for (Roden en Omstreken) an established 80-year old 
club. The forecast called for clear skis and 23 degrees. The team Peize was healthy and 

feeling good, no matter what happened, it was going to be a 
great day! 
  

With recommendations from our team captain, Rockin Robert 

Fledderus, we decided to ride our bikes and wear our new 
team shirts, everyone except our top gun “Maverick” showed 

up with a jacket and jogging pants, ready for another 
blizzard like the week before.   
  

Our opponents welcomed 

us warmly with coffee and 
cake, and soon we were 

ready to play. REO is a 
strong team and currently on top of the competition 

rankings. Our tactic (hope) was to get a few points off 
this team, most likely in the 3rd – 4th position. 
  

Maverick played against Matthijs Goldberg (aka Goldy 

or the “Grunter”) and played very well but was out 
gunned and out groaned by Goldy. The American was 

picked to play 2nd against Emiel Mennega and was proud of the promotion.  However, 
when looking back before taking the court, the smurk on his teams faces made it clear he 

was the “sacrificial lamb” on this day.  The flat hitting warden was too much to handle 

and the first two matches were lost within 1.5 hours. 
  
 

The Energizer took on Victor Koster in what turned out to be 
the most competitive match of the day. After winning a tight 

first set, Peize was finally getting on track. Unfortunately, there 
was lots more tennis to play and the youngster from Roden won 

the next two sets in a marathon match. 
  

The legendary Rocker and team captain played against Herman 
Leidekker and had some chances late in the 2nd set but just 

didn’t have enough court time to pull out a win. 
  

Now our strategy along with some of our spirit was falling apart 
and there was no Rudufix to confide in or any other miracles 

going to help us on this day. The doubles was our only chance 
but after a couple of pivotal points, we continued on the same 

path of self- destruction, 0-6 for team Peize. 
  
  

 

The agony of defeat. Needless to say this was a 

painful loss and shook us pretty hard. They say 
time can heal most wounds after the disbelief, 

anger and shame periods; the dreadful feelings 
slowly went away. This was helped along with 

plenty of Coronas, the warm summer air and very 
pleasant conversations. 
  
  



 

On the beautiful bike ride back 
home through the countryside, 

we could reflect on the days 
ahead, what is most important 

in life and to remember how 
lucky we are to live in Peize! 

 


