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Preliminary remarks


Being late or forgetting an appointment, not completing a task, getting a bad grade at school or being unavailable–time and again in life there are unpleasant situations in which you need a good explanation for omissions and misfortunes.


It’s not longer hard to know what to do, because among the 1,111 excuses, evasions, white lies and fibs, you're sure to find one that gives you a good explanation.


The explanations are not all to be taken seriously. Some excuses are quite humorous, others are cheeky and provocative, and finally there are some quite fantastic ones.


One more important note: Whether you use the excuse for parking illegally or for not paying bills, there is of course no guarantee and no warranty that you will get away with it. This depends, among other things, on how well and credibly you can present your excuse.


Good luck–and above all, have fun!




Coming too late or not at all: Excuses for all occasions




Only minutes or even hours: You are late


Ever since my alarm clock fell off last week, it hasn't worked properly.


The lock on the front door wouldn't open from the inside, so I had to call a locksmith to even get out.


My grandma had misplaced her third teeth and I had to help look for them.


I overtook a lorry and missed the exit. Then I had to drive the whole distance to the next exit. (It looks even more credible if you give more precise details about the exit and the extra kilometres/miles).


I thought it was Saturday. It wasn't until I got the newspaper that I realised it was only Friday.


The motorway was so full that even the exits were jammed.


There were problems with the species-appropriate accommodation of Franzi. (When asked who Franzi is, come up with an answer like my tortoise, my budgie, my wife or similar).


The pedestrian lights didn't turn green and I didn't want to set a bad example for the children next to me.


The electric gate of my garage didn't open this morning.


The deodorant I put on this morning made me faint.


Do you know Murphy's Law? Well, you see: I couldn't come on time at all. (Murphy's Law or Murphy's Law says nothing else than: If something can go wrong, it will certainly go wrong).


The queue at the metro exit was so big that it just took so long to get out of there.


I thought the discounter was selling PCs mega-cheap again, so I stood in line for over an hour. But either there were none or they were already sold out, in any case I didn't get one.


God didn't wake me up today. She's usually so reliable.


I couldn't leave the house, my wife had taken all the trousers to the cleaners.


Time had stopped. Or so I thought and waited for the end of the world. It was only hours later that I realised it was only the clock that had stopped.


I had to go past the bank this morning and the bank card got stuck– I had to pop it out again with pliers. (You might even be able to fray an old card on the side a bit and show it off).


At breakfast, a filling fell out and I had to go to the dentist urgently.


I had accidentally taken an overdose of the cough medicine this morning– suddenly I felt dizzy and had to lie down.


The tram had a power cut.


I couldn't find the book with the excuses. A friend of mine needed it badly.


There was a politician's car on the road and everything was jammed behind the motorcade of important people and policemen.


The central locking from the car would not open.


I took my parents to the train today and carried the suitcase into the compartment. The train left while I was still on it. I got off at the next station and am now waiting for a return ticket.


I got on the train in the wrong direction. (Works for buses and trams too, of course).


I had the tax investigation in the house and had to quickly hide my black money.


I'm on a diet at the moment and it's upset my internal clock.


The narrow tyres of my bike got caught in the tram tracks, even though the train was already running, and because of the traffic behind me I couldn't just stop, but had to get to the stop at the station. Only there could I stop, turn around and ride back safely on the tarmac.


I broke down, got my trousers dirty and went home to change.


I had forgotten that it was my wedding day and had to stop at the flower shop.


There's a bull terrier sitting outside my front door and every time I open the door he wants to attack me. I wait a while, maybe he'll go away on his own, I'll come later.


A lorry broke dowm and there was no way to overtake it and I couldn't turn around either.


Tonight I met xxx (insert name of celebrity here) and the dream was so good that I didn't wake up until 9 o'clock (or 10 o'clock or even later).


I need to have the navigation system in the car checked–the thing completely misled me.


To be perfectly honest: I was still too drunk to drive to work this morning. Responsible as I am, I therefore decided to stay at home.


The city is one big construction site and I didn't understand the traffic routing with the one-way streets. I drove in circles for half an hour.


The barries from the level crossing just wouldn't go up, even though the train had passed a long time ago.


The fire brigade had closed the road because there was a smell of gas in the air.


Obviously, I misunderstood the instructions for my new alarm clock.


My son/little brother fell off his bike and broke his leg, I had to make sure he got medical attention first.


The dry cleaners opened later today, so I didn't get to my suit in time.


The neighbour's cat was high up in the tree and couldn't get down–and my ladder was the only one long enough to get there.


I wanted to call and say that I would be late, but I had no network, there must have been a dead zone.


There was a dog abandoned by the road and I didn't find my way to the shelter right away.


My daughter/my ex-wife/whoever had a fresh pimple and was suicidal.


My tyre was flat and since I'm not very skilled at changing tyres, it took a little longer.


My wife must have brought the wrong clothes from the dry cleaners, the trousers were far too small.


An excavator broke down in front of my driveway-it was impossible to get past it.


The tram switch was wrong and by the time we got to the transfer stop, the connecting tram had gone.


When I wanted to get out of the garage, construction workers had dug up the road and I had to wait until the ditch was covered with a slab.


This morning every, but really every traffic light was on red.


A friend called me and started crying because her boyfriend had left her. Whenever I wanted to end the conversation, she hinted at suicidal tendencies, so I was stuck on the phone for hours until she calmed down to some extent.


I thought I had a radio-controlled clock that changed to daylight saving time by itself. (Only fits if you're an hour late just after the time change in spring).


I accidentally drank decaffeinated coffee and fell asleep at the breakfast table.


My little sister had an exam this morning and was so panicked that I had to talk her into it first.


The neighbour's rooster didn't crow this morning. Maybe he's already in the cooking pot. I don't know how I'll wake up tomorrow.


A concrete mixer tipped over in the bend in front of the house and all the concrete was lying around on the road.
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