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This book is dedicated to:

Ed “Sensai” Winstead,

You have been true pillar of the DWTW community.  Your warmth, wisdom, and ever-present smile have left an indelible mark on all of us. Your spirit has brought joy, laughter, and a spirit of camaraderie we will never forget.

As you embark on the next chapter of your journey, know that you will be deeply missed. We send you off with our heartfelt wishes for health, happiness, and of course plenty of Bocce.

With love and affection,

Your

DWTW Family
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The early afternoon sun beat down on the polished clay courts of the Hill Country State Bocce Center, a sprawling, sun-washed complex nestled in the sleepy hill country town of Fredricksburg. Folding chairs creaked under the weight of longtime fans and first-time spectators alike. Coolers popped open. Shade tents flapped in the breeze. The air buzzed with excitement and the occasional clack of colliding bocce balls.

Four older men sat in a lopsided row of lawn chairs, each wearing a worn-out DWTW team t-shirt that had long since faded from black to soft charcoal gray. Depending on who you asked, the letters stood for Dell Webb The Woodlands, or Don’t Worry, Throw Well.

Sensai sat straight-backed, legs crossed, a thermos of green tea in hand. With his crisp white beard and calm demeanor, he carried the quiet gravity of a man who could hit a leaf with a bocce ball from twenty feet. Beside him slouched The General, arms crossed, chin resting on his chest. His military haircut had grown into a disciplined silver mop. His eyes scanned the courts like a man watching enemy troop movements. The Destroyer, built like a retired linebacker with the smile of a mischievous teen, was halfway through a foot-long sub. And Mr. Annoying was living up to his name. With his sun visor pulled too low and his voice a constant buzz, he narrated every play as if auditioning for a sports broadcast no one had asked for.

“They’re standing too close to the foul line again,” he said, nudging The General. “That’s gonna mess up their angles. Mark my words.”

The General didn’t respond. He rarely did.

They hadn’t come to compete. The DWTW crew was here for the show. It was a chance to watch the state’s finest teams compete in the annual playoffs. Drink some lemonade, and heckle a rival or two with good-natured jabs.

The first match of the day featured two top contenders: the Iron Balls and the Paesanos. Both teams wore matching uniforms and carried themselves with the swagger of minor-league pros. The opening tosses were fierce, clean, and methodical, until a disputed point turned into raised voices. One team accused the other of a foot fault. The other fired back with accusations of “ghost measurements.” Within minutes, bocce balls were no longer the only things flying across the court.

Gasps rippled through the crowd as one of the Iron Balls shoved a Paesano. The Paesano retaliated by throwing a water bottle. A ref tried to intervene and got pushed aside for his trouble. Security jogged over with surprising speed.

When the dust settled, both teams were disqualified, leaving the tournament organizers scrambling. The announcer stepped up to the mic with a sheepish smile.

“Uh... folks, due to an... altercation... we’re facing a slight delay. Both teams in Match One have been removed from the tournament. We’re discussing next steps.”

The DWTW team exchanged glances. Mr. Annoying was already halfway out of his chair.

“Well this is ridiculous,” he muttered. “A whole day of bocce, ruined by hotheads.”

The General stood. “It’s not over yet.”

Spectators grumbled. Someone nearby suggested refunds. One of the judges, a sharp-nosed woman in her sixties with a clipboard and an iron sense of order, was pacing near the court. Another was arguing with the remaining alternate team.

That’s when Sensai stood.

He walked to the cluster of judges, his footsteps soft on the gravel. People around the court stopped to watch. The old man in the faded shirt looked like someone who had wandered in from a Tai Chi class. But when he spoke, there was a quiet confidence in his voice.

“If you need a team,” he said, “we’re here.”

The judges blinked. One of them laughed. Another raised an eyebrow.

“You’re not registered,” said the clipboard judge.

“We’re not here to win,” Sensai replied, his tone as smooth as a river stone. “We’re here to play.”

A heated argument followed. There were rules, regulations, and reputations to uphold. With no viable replacements and a restless crowd growing louder by the minute, the judges faced an uncomfortable truth. Let these old guys play or cancel the most anticipated bocce event of the year.

After a long, reluctant pause, the head judge grabbed the mic again.

“Ladies and gentlemen... please welcome a last-minute substitution to the tournament: the DWTW team.”

There was polite applause, mostly from friends and family in the crowd who knew them by name. A few boos slipped through, and one young hotshot was overheard saying, “This’ll be over in fifteen minutes.”

The DWTW team didn’t care. They dusted off their old game shirts, adjusted their visors, and walked toward the court like a crew stepping onto a movie set twenty years after the credits rolled.

Sensai looked up at the sun. The Destroyer cracked his knuckles. Mr. Annoying started his commentary again.

“Well, here we go. Let’s see if these old bones remember how to roll.”

The General gave a rare smile. “Just don’t fall asleep mid-throw.”

As they took their positions, the crowd watched with curiosity, skepticism, and amusement.

DWTW’s opening opponents, a sleek team of forty-somethings from Austin called The Precision Rollers, didn’t smile once during warm-ups. They wore matching tracksuits and sported monogrammed bags with polished bocce balls. Their captain had the grim efficiency of a surgeon and the cold focus of someone who hadn’t smiled since 1999. In contrast, DWTW ambled onto the court like they were arriving at a church picnic. Mr. Annoying tripped over a rake someone had left near the sidelines. The Destroyer forgot what pocket he’d put his lucky coin in. The General squinted at the scoreboard like it was written in Morse code.

Sensai stood at the foul line, his first throw steady and elegant, nestling shy of the pallino. A respectable start. But it was all downhill from there.

The Precision Rollers moved like a machine. They knocked Sensai’s ball away with surgical precision. Then they clustered three of their own around the pallino. DWTW tried to rally. The General’s toss was a bit wide. The Destroyer overthrew by five feet. Mr. Annoying talked through his shot and managed to miss both the point and the silence.

By the seventh frame, it was 11–1.

The crowd looked, half embarrassed, half amused. Someone in the bleachers muttered, “Well, they gave it a shot.” Another called out, “Hang in there, grandpas!”

When the match finally ended at 12–2, the DWTW team walked off to an awkward mix of applause and boos. They didn’t talk much as they sat under the shade of their pop-up canopy. The General cracked open a Gatorade. The Destroyer muttered something about “sun glare.” Mr. Annoying blamed the court’s slope. Sensai sipped his tea and stared at the horizon.

Their second match was their last chance in the double-elimination format. They were scheduled to play a team from Dallas called Boccetoberfest. This team was loud, confident, and celebrating their “easy path” to the next round. They wore orange shirts with beer mugs on the back and high-fived between every point. They joked with the crowd, flexed after good throws, and didn’t take the DWTW team seriously for a second.

That was a mistake.

Maybe it was the embarrassment of the first game. Maybe it was pride. Or maybe, just maybe, the magic of old friendships finally kicked in.

The General took over as strategist, calling shots like he was moving pieces across a battlefield. “Sensai, soft tap. Destroyer, power shot if they double-stack. I’ll clean up.”

The Destroyer, once wild and inconsistent, started hitting like a man who had trained in chaos. His throws bounced and skipped but somehow always landed in the right spot. He knocked enemy balls out with joyful grunts, raising his hands like a victorious gladiator.

To everyone’s surprise, Mr. Annoying became a secret weapon. His nonstop commentary drove the Boccetoberfest team insane. He analyzed their every move, miscalled distances, offered unsolicited advice, and asked what time the next shuttle bus left as they lined up critical shots.

And Sensai... was Sensai. His focus never wavered. His throws were measured, graceful, and deadly accurate. He placed balls where they didn’t belong and made them stay there with quiet dignity.

To the amazement of everyone, DWTW took an early lead and held it. The final frame came down to one throw. The Destroyer had a chance to seal the deal. The pallino was tucked behind a cluster of Boccetoberfest balls, but one clean hit could clear the way and give DWTW enough points to win.

The Destroyer grinned. “Time for some gentle destruction.”

He hurled the ball with enough spin to curve inside the cluster. It clipped two enemy balls, knocked them aside, and rolled to a stop inches from the pallino.

Game over. DWTW
















































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
DON’'T WORRY
THROW WELL

A BOCCE STORY

MATTHEW DEAN





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





