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To my tennis-loving son, 
Gilad, and my sports-crazy son, 
Idan—you are my everything!
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Foreword

Tennis is a game chock full of traditions. You raise your hand in good-natured apology after winning a point with the aid of the net cord. No matter how bitter a defeat, you trudge to the net after the match ends and shake hands. If your opponent calls a ball “out” and you feel it was good, you can ask, “Are you sure?” but that’s it. You don’t argue, insist, or take a swing at the guy.

The traditions extend to spectators at tournaments, too. You don’t cheer a player’s errors. You only move about the arena during odd-game changeovers. You refrain from crying “out” or otherwise disrupting a point while the ball is in play.

You know the refrain, “Silence, please.”

At Wimbledon, you must wear predominantly white if you have aspirations to set foot on a court. At the US Open, you do the Funky Chicken dance if the camera happens to light on you during a changeover and projects your image on the Jumbotron. If you’re local at the Australian Open and someone yells out, “Aussie, Aussie, Aussie,” you are morally obliged to shout back, “Oi, oi, oi.”

Traditions, traditions, traditions.

Some of these habits and behaviors are held more dear than others, but none has the sheer universality and popularity of simple excuse making. Tennis players, it seems, have an excuse ready for any loss, whether it’s personal or one suffered by a hero.

I lost to my cousin Herman yesterday because they put too much caramel in the part-skim no-foam double-shot caramel macchiato I had shortly before we played. Rafael Nadal lost to Roger Federer because a ballboy gave Rafa the wrong ball to serve at a critical break point.

Excuses.

Josh Shifrin has examined them, collected them, pondered them, and undoubtedly used them, liberally and shamelessly, in his woebegone career as a tennis hacker. That’s what makes this little book so valuable, such a worthy addition to the tennis bookshelf in your home or local library. Think of It’s Not My Fault as a tennis player’s version of The Joy of Cooking; it’s indispensable, at least if you hope to continue skating through life imagining that you can actually play this game.

In addition to compiling a vast rogue’s gallery of shameless, pathetic excuses for poor tennis play (along with some very reasonable ones), Shifrin has also unearthed some marvelous, delusional, or simply weird statistics and anecdotes involving the top pro players.

For example, when contemplating the delicious excuse “I was just too inconsistent,” Shifrin reminds us that this excuse won’t always fly. At least it didn’t for Grand Slam champion Yevgeny Kafelnikov. The Russian former star holds the record for the most unforced errors at a Grand Slam singles match with the 112 he accumulated during his 2000 French Open clash with Fernando Vicente. The fly in the ointment: Kafelnikov never got to employ the excuse because . . . he won the match.

Some people, Shifrin writes, will try to blame a loss on the fact that there were actually people watching the match. And Lord knows, that can be nerve-racking. So how do you explain the fact that Li Na defeated Francesca Schiavone to win the 2011 French Open final with 116 million of Li’s fellow Chinese looking on—and a global audience later estimated at 330 million viewers?

Breaking a string during a match and having to default because you don’t have a backup racket is a boneheaded move, especially if it happens early in your $60 per hour, prime-time hour at the indoor courts. Now imagine how stupid Goran Ivanisevic felt when he was defaulted from a match in the 2000 Samsung Open when he ran out of strung rackets during his match with Hjung-Taik Lee. Ivanisevic was defaulted for not having appropriate equipment.

There you have it. I don’t know about you, but I’ve always enjoyed books that deal in the trivia and minutiae of the game. Sometimes, you just don’t feel up to reading verbose, colorful paeans to the gods of tennis and their dramatic exploits. Sometimes, a little lighter fare is in order. Sometimes, it’s good to just come across a little-known fact, or to recognize yourself in a thumbnail sketch, and sit back and laugh.

This book is there for you at those times.

—Peter Bodo, October 2017





Introduction

I love tennis! I love everything about the sport. From watching the pros play at the highest level, to reading books and articles, to discussing the game with my friends. But like most of us, I would have to say that my favorite part of tennis is grabbing my racket, lacing up my sneakers, and actually hitting that little, yellow, fuzzy ball back and forth across the net.

It’s all just so exhilarating. The physical exertion. The mental focus. And at the end of the match, is there anything better than walking away victorious?! Basking in the thrill of victory after a hard-fought match is simply a high like no other.

But wait just a gosh darn minute! What about the other side of the coin? I can’t even bear to say it . . . let alone think it. Dare you say, What happens when one loses a match? That lowest of lows. What has aptly been called the “Agony of Defeat.”

Well, for all of you weekend warriors who have surely tasted that most bitter of pills, there is finally a solution to your misery. For in It’s Not My Fault, I am here to let you know that a painful loss is made much more tolerable with the simple knowledge that . . . as the late Robin Williams so sensitively told Matt Damon in Good Will Hunting, “It’s not your fault.”

Surely losing in tennis couldn’t be due to the fact that your backhand is lousy. Or because you double-faulted over and over again. And of course the fact that you’re thirty pounds overweight couldn’t possibly be the reason why your opponent used you to dust up the court. Impossible!!!

So how can we make sense of this most improbable of outcomes? How does the world continue to rotate in a universe where you have lost to a clearly inferior opponent? Well, fret no longer, because in It’s Not My Fault, we’ve got the answer.

So unburden yourself from the questions, “How could this have happened? How could I be such a failure? How could I (gulp) be a loser?” Because if you can’t figure out why you just lost, you’ll likely find the reason in It’s Not My Fault: 150 Hilarious Excuses Every Tennis Player Should Know!





Top Ten Professional Excuses

My parents always told me that if you want to be the best, you have to learn from the best. And in my opinion, if you truly want to come up with the best tennis excuses, you need to look to the pros for guidance. So without further ado, here are the top ten excuses ever uttered by a tennis professional!

Number 10:

“I have to be honest. I think I lost because I wasn’t wearing a bra.”—Pam Teeguarden, when she was trying to explain why she thought the linespeople were against her.

Number 9:

“I got tired, my ears started popping, the rubber came off my tennis shoes, I got a cramp, and I lost one of my contact lenses. Other than that, I was in great shape.”—Bob Lutz explaining why he just lost his match to Guillermo Vilas.

Number 8:

Frenchman Richard Gasquet, after being suspended for testing positive for cocaine, stated that he actually didn’t use the banned substance but simply explained that he kissed a girl who was using cocaine, and that’s why he tested positive . . . and the authorities believed him, stating that “The CAS panel decided to dismiss the appeals after having found that in this particular case, Richard Gasquet had not committed any fault or negligence within the meaning of the ITF Anti-Doping Programme.” And incredibly, Gasquet was reinstated!

Number 7:

After losing to his countryman, Musumba Bwayla, little-known Zambian pro Lighton Ndefwayl explained his loss as follows: “Bwayla is a stupid man and a hopeless player. He has a huge nose and is cross-eyed. Girls hate him. He beat me because my jockstrap was too tight and because when he serves he farts, and that made me lose my concentration, for which I am famous throughout Zambia.”

Number 6:

2012 French Open finalist Sara Errani claimed that she failed a 2017 drug test when the banned substance Letrozole was inadvertently dropped into her tortellini. The ITF tribunal accepted her argument and only gave Errani a light, two-month suspension.

Number 5:

In 2011, Caroline Wozniacki used the following excuse to explain her leg injury: “I saw a kangaroo lying in distress on the grass. Looked so cute, but once it started scratching me, I was a coward and I ran away.” But a few hours later, Wozniacki had a change of heart and called another press conference and stated: “I made it up because it sounded better than what actually happened . . . I walked into a treadmill. You know, that’s my blonde side. Sometimes that happens.”

Number 4:

In 2010, at the Luxembourg Open, top-seeded Elena Dementieva pulled out of the tournament right before her opening round. Her excuse . . . tendinitis in her right foot. Sounds plausible, right? Unfortunately, just four days later, the Russian was running like a thoroughbred at the Doha Masters.

Number 3:

As many tennis fans know, the extremely loud grunting during matches can be off-putting to say the least. But in June of 2009, when Michelle Larcher de Brito was informed that her vocal cords were more than just a little bit distracting, she retorted with the following: “If they have to fine me, go ahead, because I’d rather get fined than lose a match because I had to stop grunting.”

Number 2:

It’s never fun when you’re playing a match and things aren’t going your way. And this statement has never been more apropos than when American Jeff Tarango was losing to Germany’s Alexander Mronz of German in the third round of Wimbledon by a score of 6-7, 1-3. As if things weren’t bad enough, a crucial call went against Tarango, and let’s just say . . . well . . . he lost it! He stormed off the court and accused the chair umpire, Bruno Rebeuh of France, of fixing the match for other players and went on to call the official “corrupt.” Sure, Jeff . . . that’s why you were losing!

Number 1:

John McEnroe claims he had “temporary insanity” because his wife was pregnant, making him extremely tense, causing him to lose his temper and use obscene language in a third-round match at the U.S. Open in 1987.





Excuses for the Rest of Us

And just in case you weren’t duly inspired by the aforementioned professional excuses, you’ll surely find one of the following tried-and-true excuses to fit the bill:
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“A funny and (all too often) accurate portrayal of excuses heard on the
tennis court.” —ROD LAVER, eleven-time Grand Slam singles champion

It's Not My Fault

Nl

WO

150 Hilarious Excuses
Every Tennis Player
Should Know

JOSHUA SHIFRIN

FOREWORD BY PETER BODO






