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Luckily, we didn’t need them anyway. We had come a
long way from my first Regionals six years ago, when three of
us (current teammate Ellen Groh being one) bought shirts
from a local restaurant and combined with ECU (who
wouldn’t play unless their men’s team watched) to become
the Flying Burritos. Ouch. Now, like the Purple Team at
the 94 Winter League Tourney, we could proudly exclaim,
“We don’t suck anymore.” Liz enlisted me to be co-captain
and we procecdcd to run pracuccs that would make Grits
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as a force in women’s ultimate by day and upheld their civic
responsibilities by night (Grits and Ring of Fire.donated $100
to the city of Chicago’s “Towing-Rental-Vans-R-Us” divi-
sion). Grits proved they can stay up late doing the butter
churn up on the mezzanine and still play on Sunday. The
team came through with key wins against Ann Arbor and
Philly to emerge champions of the B pool and was awarded
“Remember the Prom Night of 91” commemorative boxer
shorts.
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