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  Mark Hodgkinson, the founder and editor of thetennis-space.com, first met Andy Murray when the Scot, then aged 17, was living in a bungalow at an academy outside Barcelona. A

  former tennis correspondent for the Daily Telegraph, Hodgkinson has written a short television feature about Wimbledon for the BBC, contributes to British GQ, and wrote the tennis

  features in the official programme for the London 2012 Olympics. During his time at the Daily Telegraph, he helped Judy Murray with the articles and columns which appeared under her name,

  in addition to his other role at the paper as Boris Becker’s ‘ghost’. Hodgkinson lives in south-west London with Amy and their daughters Molly and Rosie.
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  For Amy, Molly and Rosie




  







  Boris Becker interview




  ‘The day that Andy Murray won Wimbledon was the day he changed his life forever, and the day I thought, “It’s not going to be long before we’re calling

  him Sir Andy.” Murray is on a different level now.




  ‘It’s a special moment for a player of any nationality to become Wimbledon champion, but even more so when you’re competing on home soil and you’re the first British man

  to hold that trophy for 77 years. Britain had been waiting a long time for this. In the minutes, hours and days after the final, I’m sure he was thinking “Wow!”, but I believe it

  could take him a while to fully appreciate what he did on Centre Court. There will be a moment, maybe months later, when it hits him – perhaps that won’t come until he returns to the

  All England Club in 2014 for the defending champion’s privilege of opening the tournament by playing the first match on Centre Court. That’s going to be a special time for Murray,

  returning as Wimbledon champion, the sort of moment that he’s going to want to tell his children and grandchildren about.




  ‘I was on Centre Court and I can tell you it was emotional and it was incredibly tense. The atmosphere was electric. I was on court before the match started, and even then it was so loud

  that you could hardly hear yourself speak, and the crowd just got noisier as the match went on. Murray is the only one of the Big Four who has a home grand slam – Novak Djokovic, Rafa Nadal

  and Roger Federer don’t – and in my opinion that’s to Murray’s advantage. Yes, Murray is under great pressure when competing at Wimbledon, but if you look at the tennis he

  has produced, he thrives under that pressure. If you ask any of the players in the locker-room, Wimbledon is the number one grand slam, the major they really want to win. There are many reasons for

  that – the history, the heritage, the Royal Box, the fact it’s played on grass, and that the tournament has been in the same place for so long. For any tennis player, winning Wimbledon

  is the ultimate, and now Murray has joined the elite group of players who have got their names on that trophy.




  ‘What would have happened if Murray had been broken as he served for his first Wimbledon title? That’s a question we probably don’t want to think about. Murray was facing a

  very strong Djokovic at that moment. But Murray got through that game – though, as he said afterwards in an interview on the court with Sue Barker, he couldn’t quite remember that the

  final point ended with Djokovic hitting a backhand into the net. Murray demonstrated great mental and physical strength in those final moments, and it was a reward for all the hard work he had put

  in, including all those boot camps in Miami. It was a draining match – it was a straight-setter but it would have felt like a five-setter – and I’m sure Murray would have been

  very glad to have finished the match when he did. It was a historic moment when Murray won that final point, and I’m sure all of us who were there on Centre Court are pleased that we can look

  back on that day and say, “I was there.”’




  







  Prologue




  So we were watching the final reel of what American commentators had been styling ‘Wimble-geddon’ – pretty much all fortnight, they had spoken as if this

  wasn’t so much a tennis tournament as a big-budget grass-court disaster movie. The standard Hollywood apocalypse, just with the protagonists dressed all in white, and towelling themselves

  down every couple of minutes. On Centre Court, Andy Murray was serving to become – this is what it says on the trophy – The All England Lawn Tennis Club Single-Handed Champion of the

  World, and the spire of St Mary’s Church in Wimbledon Village wasn’t on fire, but perhaps it should have been. This was lawn tennis as re-imagined by James Cameron.




  This had already been the most unpredictable of fortnights – Rafa Nadal had lost on day one, Roger Federer and Maria Sharapova had been eliminated on day three, and Serena Williams

  hadn’t made it through to the business end of the tournament – and the 2013 Championships were to end with chaos and crisis in the mind of Andrew Barron Murray. When Murray, serving

  with a two-set and 5-4 lead, had reached 40-0 to give himself three championship points, there had been a voice in his head telling him, ‘Andy, you’re about to win Wimbledon.

  You’re about to become the first British champion wearing short trousers, the first British man to lift the cup since Fred Perry’s Dinosaur-Ball Age.’ After all, that voice was

  saying to him, who loses their serve on grass from 40-0 up? Really, who would be so foolish as to do that?




  The truth is, a grass-court disaster movie did not represent a new genre; every summer, the tournament is much more a ‘Wimble-geddon’ than it is garden-party tennis, which is how the

  Club sees it. This faux-Victorian idyll is more than capable of putting great rips and tears in a player’s psyche; it’s a place of hanging baskets, strawberries and panic-attacks. You

  only had to have been on Centre Court for the women’s final, played a day earlier, to have had that confirmed as Germany’s Sabine Lisicki, the ‘Doris Becker’ who had smiled

  all the way through the draw, wept at the baseline between serves. In a search for some inner peace on court, Novak Djokovic had been visiting a Buddhist temple on his days off during the

  tournament, and the Tennis Buddha saved the first of Murray’s match points with a volley winner, and the second by ripping a backhand return beyond the Scot. For the third time, Murray was

  just a point away from winning the ‘pinnacle of tennis’; he fired a backhand long – deuce. Then suddenly, after Murray’s forehand landed in the net, advantage Djokovic, and

  no one, not even that voice in Murray’s head, could be sure who would be going to the Champions’ Dinner that evening.




  Sure, Murray was two sets up. ‘But Novak isn’t buried until he’s buried,’ thought Murray’s mother, Judy, and even then you wouldn’t have known whether there

  was any more life left in the world number one. Djokovic had a reputation for being the zombie of the sport, someone who often produced his finest tennis when it looked as though he was beaten. A

  BBC montage had described the former champion as ‘part man, part supreme being’, as ‘the man of steel’, while Tomas Berdych, who had lost to Djokovic in the quarter-finals,

  wondered on Twitter whether the Serbian had ‘DNA from space – a spaceman, congrats’. Murray knew from his own past experience what his rival was capable of; in the 2012 US Open

  final, the Serbian had come from two sets down to take the match to a fifth-set shoot-out.




  And if Murray, having been so close to victory here at Wimbledon, were to lose his serve, there was a chance that he would never regain the poise and composure needed to win the match. There

  were 15,000 people watching Murray’s every move in the broiling heat of Centre Court – Prime Minister David Cameron was in shirtsleeves on the front row of the Royal Box – and

  there wasn’t a spare patch of grass to be had in front of the big screen on Henman Hill. Another 17 million had tuned in to BBC One; most were aware that Murray’s entire Wimbledon

  career hung on the tenth game of the third set. Murray was stressed, he was panicked and he was excited, and he could hardly breathe. He was suffering like he had never suffered on a tennis court

  before (his coach, Ivan Lendl, had been wrong when he had suggested after the 2012 Wimbledon final that the Scot would never experience that sort of pressure again).




  Murray’s head was everywhere. Perhaps that was why, when Murray looked back on that sunny Sunday, he wouldn’t have any clear memories of what had happened in that service game; it

  would just be a 12-minute, 14-point blur. So Murray was already the Olympic and US Open champion. But so what? That wasn’t much help here. Neither was his sports psychologist. Nothing could

  have prepared him for this, a Djokovic breakpoint. They say that winning your first slam makes the rest of your tennis life much easier. Try telling that to Murray as he served for history.




  No one loves discussing the psycho-soap-opera and life-lessons of a tennis match more than Boris Becker does, and the German thought Murray was showing his ‘heart and soul’ in the

  white heat of Centre Court. Another former Wimbledon champion, Dutchman Richard Krajicek, felt that, with the tenth game ‘going back and forth, you just didn’t know who was going to win

  the match, even though Andy was two sets up’. By his standards, Lendl had looked animated and agitated all afternoon – he was tense and fidgety, repeatedly up and out of his seat trying

  to shake the tension from his legs.




  There were two possible endings to this disaster movie. One was that on the seventh day of the seventh month, Murray would become the first British male to win Wimbledon for 77 years, so ending

  the wait since Perry’s victory in 1936. Murray has never been a superstitious sort, but there was no avoiding the sevens; he was making his seventh appearance in a grand slam final; he was

  hoping to prevent Djokovic from winning what would be his seventh major; and he wanted to become Britain’s first singles champion of either sex since Virginia Wade won the ladies’ title

  in 1977. Murray’s first break of the match had come on his seventh breakpoint. There was another possible ending – a nasty one, this – that Murray would become known as The

  Nearly-Man Who Couldn’t Convert Three Championship Points.




  As someone had observed during the tournament, Centre Court is ‘a nice place where horrible things happen’. Here is a Club fuelled on fear and adrenaline, not barley water and

  teacakes. The players would have passed a quote from Rudyard Kipling’s ‘If’ as they walked into the court – ‘If you can meet with triumph and disaster/And treat those

  two imposters just the same’. In the circumstances, the poem was laughable.
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  The Worst Tennis Nation on Earth




  Jane Henman, as far as anyone has ever established, never received hate mail. Judy Murray’s greatest crime, it is sometimes said, is that she is not Tim Henman’s

  mother – prim, still, silent, and in the background. That she is not a Home Counties tennis mum, cloaked in Laura Ashley and upper-middle-class discretion. That she doesn’t follow dress

  codes.




  You occasionally still hear people talking about the incident, during the 2006 Wimbledon Championships, when Mrs Murray had difficulty gaining access to the Members’ Enclosure at the All

  England Club because she was wearing jeans. Andy Murray had just won a third-round match against Andy Roddick, for what was then the biggest win of his career at the grand slams, but this, alas,

  was a breach of the no-denim rule. A couple of days later, Judy wrote a newspaper column about how Wimbledon was ‘a bit too formal for me – I am not the floral dress type.’




  When Jane Henman gave rare interviews to promote the range of ladies’ tennis wear she had designed, she would decline to discuss her son’s career – for the journalist getting

  her to acknowledge that Tim was actually her child, it must have felt like a significant victory. As much as she could, Jane Henman withdrew from Tim’s story. However, there is no doubt that

  tennis parents are more visible than any other athletes’ mothers and fathers; the television director knows where to find them, in their offspring’s guest box beside the court, going

  through what Judy Murray has called a cross between seasickness and heart attack.




  And Judy has never been one to sit on her hands or on her voice. There have been times when Murray has been playing in front of 15,000 spectators on Wimbledon’s Centre Court and it has

  been possible for someone sitting on the other side of the grass to have heard his mother above the rest of the crowd. Ivan Lendl pleaded with her once: ‘If you’re going to sit behind

  me again, you’re going to have to bring me ear-plugs.’




  Judy Murray has been called the Tiger Mum of British tennis. She has also been called far worse. Opening the morning post is sometimes to wonder what vitriol the Royal Mail has delivered today,

  whether there will be another letter telling her what a bad mother she is. How awful she is. That they find her cries of ‘C’monnnnn’, or how she bares her teeth, shakes her fist

  or otherwise encourages her younger son when he is playing tennis matches, nothing less than repellent. This being tennis, the poison had often been typed up and printed out from the home computer

  (presumably after being spell-checked), or written carefully by hand; somehow the idea of hate mail on Smythson stationery seems more calculated and more offensive.




  ‘I used to dread the letters. A lot of my self-image, like most mothers, is bound up in being a good parent. It was incredibly hurtful to get letters from people I didn’t know

  – and who didn’t know me – telling me that I was harming my kids,’ Judy said in an interview with The Times during the Wimbledon fortnight. ‘It shook my

  confidence. For a while, I tried to change. People seemed to be offended by my fist pumping when I watched Andy from the stands. So I became more demure, but it didn’t feel natural. A friend

  said to me, “Why are you being so quiet?” So I went back to the way I was. It feels much better. I just hope people can accept me for who I am.’




  It is not as if tennis had never seen a strong mother before. Gloria Connors would urge little Jimmy ‘to play like a crazed animal’, and ‘to knock the ball down my throat, and

  he learned to do this because he found out that if I had the chance I would knock it down his’. Ivan Lendl’s mother, Olga, was fierce. When Ivan was a boy, the story goes that Olga

  would strike him with her left hand if he talked back, until she broke her wristwatch with one of the blows, and she then had to remember to hit him with her right. An old issue of Sports

  Illustrated magazine tells the tale of Ivan’s initial refusal to eat his carrots and peas; Olga set a timer for ten minutes and left the room – he knew then to clear his plate.




  Those two were truly tennis matriarchs. And yet it can sometimes feel as though Judy Murray, who never tried to turn Murray into a street-hustler of a tennis player, and who certainly never

  struck her son, has become the most controversial mother in the sport’s history. Perhaps that is because Connors and Lendl were playing in a gentler age, before the invention of

  ‘trolls’ and the internet message-board. To scroll through the comments beneath an article about Judy is to be shocked by the anger. ‘I know I’m not hugely popular,’

  she has said. You would think, from the reaction she gets, that she was in the same nightmare parenting premier league as Jelena Dokic’s father, Damir, who once threatened to assassinate the

  Australian ambassador to Serbia with a grenade-launcher. Or Jim Pierce, Mary’s father, whose rap-sheet included calling out during one of her matches, ‘Go on, Mary, kill the

  bitch,’ and punching her bodyguard. Ever since ladies started flashing their ankles at Victorian garden parties, British tennis has had its scandals and its controversies, but Andy Murray is

  surely the first player on the main tour to have found himself defending his mother from an opponent’s verbal attack.




  On one of the rare occasions that Murray spent a 90-second change of ends trash-talking with an opponent, it was because Juan Martin Del Potro, who was a year and a bit off winning the US Open,

  had brought Judy into the argument. Murray and the Argentine were playing a night match at the clay-court Rome Masters in 2008, and Murray was unhappy with Del Potro for not apologising after

  appearing to deliberately aim the ball at his head. Del Potro’s response was to say that Murray and his mother had not changed from the junior days, ‘were always the same’; the

  South American seemed to be implying that he was still hearing too much of Judy.




  Tennis does seated arguments better than any other sport, and the two young men sat there on their chairs, raging for a minute and a half. No one could recall Murray previously looking so angry

  on a tennis court, and the umpire asked him to calm down. ‘I’ve had a lot of bad things said about me before, and that didn’t really bother me. But I think when people start

  talking about your family, you’re naturally not going to take that well. Someone saying something about your mother who is one of the nicest ladies you’re ever going to meet? I

  don’t think that’s cool.’




  Once Scotland’s national coach, and now Britain’s Fed Cup captain (the women’s team competition), Judy has wondered whether there is sexism at play across the international

  tennis world. Richard Williams started plotting Venus and Serena’s tennis lives before they were born – his wife was not sure whether she wanted any more children, but he, hoping to

  raise tennis champions, hid her birth-control pills. He taught them how to play the game, and he is still on the scene. People don’t tell him to back off. Rafa Nadal has had only one coach,

  his uncle Toni, and the family is celebrated for its closeness (‘Sicilian, just without the malice or guns,’ said the writer who collaborated with him on his memoirs). Novak

  Djokovic’s father, Srdjan, turned up at the US Open one year wearing a T-shirt with a large image of his son’s face on the front, and he just about got away with it; had Judy tried the

  same trick, there would have been letters. Lots of neatly written, poisonous letters.




  Does modern tennis have one rule for the males in players’ families and another for the females? ‘I think a lot of the problems were to do with my gender,’ she has said.

  ‘People seemed to have a problem with a mother pushing her sons. If I was a man, nobody would have batted an eyelid.’




  It has never been properly explained how Judy is supposed to have pulled off this ‘control freakery’, what with her living in Scotland, her other commitments, and travelling to only

  a small number of tournaments a year. And with Murray living in England and spending most of the year out on the tennis road, either playing events or killing his lungs during training blocks in

  Miami. While Judy and Murray naturally still talk to each other about tennis, much of the time they have the conversations you would expect any mother and son to have. There are paparazzi shots on

  file of Judy shopping with Murray, with the pair carrying loo roll and a new ironing board; you can bet that they didn’t fill the silences by breaking down Roger Federer’s backhand.




  Throughout the 2013 Championships, Judy stayed in one of the guest-rooms in her son’s home in Oxshott in Surrey commuter-land; she had done the same during previous Wimbledons, believing

  that she could offer him some extra emotional support. That is not to say that Judy was in control-freak mode. ‘The apron-strings stuff was always overdone. I was very involved in his tennis

  when he was young, but the idea that I spend my time ordering him around today is ridiculous. He is his own man. But he likes to have emotional support when the pressure is intense. He has a big

  team, but they are all employed by him,’ she told The Times. ‘It is sometimes easier to talk about your feelings and fears to your girlfriend or family than your coaching team,

  who are much older, and all male.’




  Still, it would be wrong to imagine that their conversations were dominated by tennis; they were just as likely, if not more likely, to have been discussing The Apprentice as analysing

  first-serve percentages. Judy was also lending her support as a dog-walker; every morning after she, Murray and his girlfriend Kim Sears had had breakfast together, she would take the two Border

  Terriers, Maggie May and Rusty, out for a stroll. That allowed Murray to ‘get his head together’.




  The criticism has been wounding, no doubt, even though Judy, as a former tennis columnist for Scottish broadsheet the Herald, knows how the media game works. She was understandably

  unhappy when, during Wimbledon one summer, she picked up the newspaper she was writing for at the time, and saw that the front page was puffing a debate on the features pages about whether she was

  too pushy for her son’s own good, how her tennis elbows were sharpened to a point that could take his opponents’ eyes out. She didn’t contribute many more columns for the paper

  after that.




  When the former Wimbledon champion Boris Becker accused Judy of smothering Murray to the extent that she was potentially harming his chances of winning a grand slam title – in some

  quarters, this was reported as Becker calling him ‘a mummy’s boy’ – she retorted that the German knew nothing about her family.




  There is only one person who has divided opinion more sharply in British tennis than Andy Murray and that’s his mother. For years, her critics have shouted so loudly that it has been

  tricky to hear much recognition and praise for the positive role she has played in British tennis. Of how she raised two boys from Dunblane in Stirlingshire – a part of the world where the

  climate is not conducive to playing tennis – who have gone on to play the sport at the highest level. You have Judy’s permission to call her a pushy tennis mother, she once said, but

  only if you mean that she pushed for Andy and Jamie to have the best opportunities to further their tennis. Not if you mean that she forced them into playing a sport they did not love. Because she

  didn’t.




  There was the sense at the 2013 Wimbledon Championships, her son’s eighth, that the British tennis public were starting to look at Judy a little differently, and that wasn’t just

  because she had dyed her hair ‘white-hot blonde’. Of course, there were still a few haters and letter-writers – you’re never going to win everyone over – but her

  mail-bag was no longer as nasty as it had once been, and it felt as though most tennis-watchers had come to acknowledge that she had been a force for good in Andy and Jamie’s lives.




  One of the great pleasures Murray took from winning the Olympics and the 2012 US Open was that it gave him the opportunity to explain to his mother, and to every other important figure in his

  life, how grateful he was for everything they had done for him throughout his tennis life: ‘A lot of my drive comes from wanting to repay those close to me.’ Murray once said that his

  mother is the only person who ‘gets’ him. One Christmas, he gave Judy a card in which he thanked her for ‘always believing in me, always supporting me, always letting me make my

  own decisions. But, most of all, I want to thank you for being the best Mum in the world.’ There were tears. Murray affectionately scolded her: ‘What are you crying for, stupid

  woman?’




  Only two subjects were being discussed in the days leading into the Wimbledon fortnight. Firstly, and this was no small matter, where did you stand on the Great

  Serena–Maria Ding-Dong, Serena Williams having been quoted in Rolling Stone magazine as describing Grigor Dimitrov, Maria Sharapova’s boyfriend and one of the American’s

  exes, as ‘the guy with a black heart’?




  Had Sharapova relinquished the moral high ground – the Henman Hill of off-court ethics? – when, in her pre-tournament press conference, she had argued that Williams shouldn’t

  be discussing other players’ love lives when her own boyfriend ‘was married and had kids, and is getting divorced’? That was debated at length; Wimbledon cares more for soap-opera

  than it does for the technical proficiencies of the competitors, and the bitching meant that Andy Murray had a slightly quieter build-up than he would otherwise have done.




  The other parlour discussion, and this wasn’t one you hear every summer, was chewing over all the possibilities before the draw was made; it was a long time since there had been such

  interest in who was going to land where on the draw-sheet. There was one reason for that, and that reason was Rafa Nadal – he was seeded fifth and so there was a chance, if the draw worked

  out that way, that he could be projected to play Murray as early as the quarter-finals. Less than a fortnight had passed since Nadal had scored yet another title at Roland Garros to become the

  first man in history to win the same grand slam eight times, and yet, as the Majorcan had missed seven of the previous 12 months because of his recurring knee problems, he was outside the top four.

  The All England Club’s grass-court formula, which takes into account past performance on the surface, wasn’t going to bump him up the seedings; David Ferrer would be the fourth seed,

  and Nadal fifth. So, if the draw-computer was rough on Murray, the Briton would have to beat all three of his biggest rivals to win Wimbledon – there was a scenario in which he would have to

  play Nadal in the quarter-finals, Roger Federer in the semi-finals, and then Novak Djokovic for the title.




  Murray’s absence from Roland Garros because of back pain – it was the first slam he had missed since withdrawing from the 2007 French Open and Wimbledon Championships after damaging

  his wrist – only heightened the interest in his potential route through the 128-player jungle.




  Of the four big beasts of men’s tennis – Ferrer, nicknamed The Little Beast, wasn’t part of that herd – Murray had had the best preparation for Wimbledon. The hardest

  transition for professional tennis players is when they go from the clay to grass; after months of high, looping bounces, they are suddenly trying to deal with low, shooting balls, and the

  daisy-cutter slices. Your glutes are trying to remember that you need to be as low to the ground as possible. And, unless you have Djokovic’s flexibility, sliding on a grass court, just as

  you would on clay, is not to be recommended; unless, of course, you fancy a couple of broken ankles. And there is so little time to adjust to this change from red to green, with just a fortnight

  between the French Open and Wimbledon.




  Missing the French Open meant that Murray had had extra days on the grass; from almost the first point he played at the pre-Wimbledon tournament at Queen’s Club, he looked to be at ease on

  the lawns, and he would win the title by beating Croatia’s Marin Cilic, the defending champion, in the final. That same afternoon, Federer won a pre-Wimbledon title with victory in Halle,

  Germany, but it was Murray who had played the sweetest tennis of the week. Djokovic and Nadal had both decided against playing a tournament.




  There are generally only two ways that Murray’s draws are presented in the press; ‘Lucky Murray has an easy ride through the tournament’ or ‘Murray has the draw from

  Hades’, with no inbetween. But this was genuinely one of the inbetweeners. It could have been better and it could have been worse. Djokovic had had the best of it, with the top seed projected

  to encounter Ferrer in the semi-finals, while the bottom half was loaded with talent, containing all three of Murray, Nadal and Federer. But Murray wasn’t projected to meet Nadal in the last

  eight; that was Federer’s misfortune, and already racket-heads were fantasising about the possibility of the Swiss and Spaniard, who had played that near-mythical final in 2008, producing The

  Greatest Quarter-Final of All Time. If the draw went with the seedings, Murray would play the winner of Nadal and Federer’s match.




  Still, you won’t hear players looking that far into the future. For now, Murray was concerned only with his first-round opponent, a B. Becker from Germany. Boris hadn’t been kept

  cryogenically frozen since the 1980s, to reappear in the 21st century to torment another generation; this was Benjamin, no relation, whose greatest claim to fame was that he had sent Andre Agassi

  into retirement by beating him at the 2006 US Open.




  Heritage matters to the Wimbledon crowd. You could mount a serious argument that Boris Becker did more for post-war Anglo-German relations than any grey man in a suit. Certainly, you will not

  find a more popular German in Britain than the former boy-wonder, who in middle age had made Wimbledon Village his home. The way that Becker sometimes speaks about tennis and Wimbledon, using

  ‘we’ when a German should really be saying ‘you, the British’, you do wonder whether he should just be done with it and upgrade from being merely a honorary Brit by

  officially applying for citizenship.




  There had never been any confusion over Murray’s nationality, where he came from, or who he would be playing for in years to come. Once in a while at Wimbledon, a player beats someone they

  are not supposed to, goes deeper still into the draw, has a career breakthrough, and then the full story emerges of how he or she made it from whatever tennis ‘backwater’ they are from,

  all the way to the wrought-iron gates of the All England Club.




  But it is no less remarkable for the small city of Dunblane, just off the M9 motorway heading to the Scottish Highlands, and a few hundred miles north of Wimbledon’s Centre Court, to have

  produced a player of great international standing. World-class British tennis players are rare enough. However, Scotland had never previously had a man in the world’s tennis elite. The world

  was cruel and it laughed at British tennis, at how Britain had failed to produce a male Wimbledon singles champion since Perry was in flannels and Brylcreem. And Scottish tennis was even taking

  hits from Monty Python’s Flying Circus; there is a sketch about a tennis-playing blancmange which comes close to winning Wimbledon by ensuring its opponents are from Scotland,

  ‘well known as the worst tennis nation on earth’.




  The Scottish climate is not the weather you need for producing tennis players. Plus, as Judy once noted, Scottish children have been deep-frying their bodies in chip fat. It is a short drive

  from Dunblane to the William Wallace monument in Stirling. And, for kids from that part of the world, William Wallace probably has as much relevance to their daily lives as another man immortalised

  by a statue, Fred Perry. You don’t expect tennis players who know the words to ‘Flower of Scotland’. One of the first reports of a Murray victory was a report in the

  Scotsman in 2000 headlined ‘British Player Wins Tournament Shock’, and which began: ‘Wee Andy Murray . . .’




  About the only family north of Hadrian’s Wall with any great tennis pedigree were the Erskines. Judy Erskine’s parents, Roy and Shirley, enjoyed their tennis. Roy, who had played

  football for Hibernian, Stirling Albion and Cowdenbeath, was a half-decent tennis player and, to this day, he still thinks he invented topspin. Watching his grandson’s matches when he is at

  home in Dunblane, Roy can find himself shouting at the television screen, imploring Murray: ‘You shouldn’t be playing like that.’ But he knows that, when they go to watch Murray

  play live, he has to control himself.




  Judy was the dominant force of Scottish women’s tennis – the tartan Chris Evert, if you like – winning 64 Scottish girls’ and ladies’ titles. But life was not so

  easy when she left Scotland to scuffle around the lower levels of the international tennis circuit. The tent she was sleeping in at a French campsite, where she was staying for a tournament nearby,

  collapsed around her during a thunder-storm. Even with the money her parents were wiring her from Scotland, which she picked up from post offices, she often did not have the funds to fly between

  tournaments, and so bought bus tickets instead. This was a backpacker’s tour of Europe, just with tennis skirts and rackets stuffed into her bag. Judy was a good sport – she once lost

  in the first round of a tournament to Mariana Simionescu, and then stayed in the locker room to provide cover so the Romanian could enjoy a cigarette without having to deal with her boyfriend Bjorn

  Borg’s disapproval.




  The day that Judy’s playing career effectively ended was when the teenager had her purse pinched while riding a bus in Barcelona. Inside the purse had been her passport, some money which

  her parents had just wired to her, and her airline tickets. On her return to Scotland, her father told her she should think seriously whether it was wise to continue. He was concerned for her

  safety, and also wondered whether this was really heading anywhere. So she learnt some shorthand and typing, and found secretarial work, first in a glass factory and then for an insurance firm. A

  job as a trainee manager at a department store followed, before she worked for a while as a travelling saleswoman for a firm which made sweets and chocolates. She studied French and business at

  Edinburgh University, and met and married Willie Murray, a retail manager.




  Such was the pain that Judy experienced when she gave birth to a son, Jamie, on 13 February 1986 (‘He was a very big baby with a very big head, it was horrendous and I thought, “Oh,

  I’ll never do that again,”’ she is quoted as telling the Los Angeles Times), that there was some doubt whether she and Willie would ever have a second child. But she must

  have quickly changed her mind, as Andy arrived just 15 months later, born on 15 May 1987 in Queen Mother’s Hospital in Glasgow.




  Years later, Stephen Bierley, then the tennis correspondent for the Guardian, wrote that Judy ‘should be held personally responsible for the ills of British tennis; she stopped

  producing children after she had Andy’.




  With the two young boys she had ‘produced’, she sometimes struggled with what she called ‘the frustration of an active person suddenly surrounded by mashed vegetables’.

  As the boys grew, she found that tennis – or at least a version of it – would burn off some of their energy. Murray’s tennis life began when he was a toddler; he started by

  hitting balloons and sponge balls around the house and the garden.




  Judy wasn’t starting the long march to Wimbledon’s Centre Court or to the US Open’s Arthur Ashe Stadium; she was just trying to improve their co-ordination and movement so they

  would get the most out of any sport they played (as the years have passed, she became so convinced that the games she devised for her sons had helped them, and also convinced they could benefit

  others, that she pulled them all together and put them on an iPad app).




  The boys graduated to swingball, which involved striking a small ball that was attached to a string on a pole in the back yard. Judy still remembers Andy’s first racket – a 16-inch

  psychedelic Slazenger which had a bright metallic frame and multi-coloured strings. Initially, Judy thought that Murray had poor hand-to-eye co-ordination. ‘My mum, my first tennis coach,

  will tell you that when I started playing tennis she thought I was useless. Mum used to spend hours throwing balls for me to hit. She says I kept missing whereas my brother, Jamie, could do it

  right away. It wasn’t until I was about seven that I started to become noticeably better. I had bad concentration, bad co-ordination and a temper. It was not a good combination,’ Murray

  recalled in his 2008 autobiography, Hitting Back.




  An explanation for Murray’s high tennis IQ, for his understanding of strategies and how to construct a point, and for the variety in his game, can be found in his tennis upbringing, which

  was in contrast to how his idol Andre Agassi had been introduced to the sport. Murray loved Agassi when he was a tennis punk. He forgave him his sins (eyeliner, shaving his legs, Barbra Streisand).

  And Murray kept on loving Agassi as he transformed himself into a tennis gentleman who finished matches by bowing to all sides of the stadium, and became, at least in Streisand’s head, a Zen

  master. To Murray’s mind, Agassi was the first tennis player to have become a worldwide icon. John McEnroe, Murray thought, had been popular in America and in Europe, but not so much in Asia.

  Agassi’s name meant something in every country of the world.




  Murray’s adoration was such that, to watch the Las Vegan win his first US Open title in 1994, the seven-year-old sat in front of the television wearing Agassi’s signature ‘hot

  lava’ look – cut-off denim shorts, neon pink and purple cycling shorts and a baseball cap with a long blond ponytail clipped on to the back (it was only years later, with the

  publication of his book, that we discovered Agassi’s hair had been fake). The outfit, which had cost Murray eight pounds at a local market, was several sizes too big for him, and his mother

  remembers how ridiculous he looked.




  On his first trip to Wimbledon, earlier that year, Murray had been less interested in using a ticket to a show court than in stalking out the practice courts for three days in the hope of

  getting Agassi’s autograph; the disappointment he felt when he went home with a blank pad – he was too small for his hero to have noticed him – is the reason that he now tries to

  sign as many programmes, body parts and giant tennis balls as he can. The young Murray copied what he could from Agassi’s game, and years later one could detect certain similarities in the

  way that both hit their double-handed backhands or prepared for their forehands. The pair are two of the best returners of serve that the sport has ever seen.




  Even when the adult Murray joined the main tour, and had the chance to meet Agassi for the first time at the pre-Wimbledon tournament at Queen’s Club in 2006, he still felt a bit like the

  little boy dressed from head to toe in Nike; for the first time in his life he was nervous before a practice session, and, palms sweating, he forgot his water bottle. Perhaps Murray saw something

  of himself in Agassi. Judy has noted that both her son and Agassi are Taureans, ‘so stubborn and perfectionists, and both have had dodgy mullets’.




  For all that, Murray and Agassi could hardly have had more different starts to tennis. Agassi’s early tennis life centred around a ball machine which became known as ‘the

  dragon’; his father Mike, a former boxer who carried salt and pepper in his trouser pockets in case he needed to temporarily blind someone in a fight outside a Las Vegas casino, would have

  Andre in front of that machine, hitting balls, for hours. Murray, though, learnt the game through regularly playing points and then matches, not through drills.




  It was Murray who decided that he should start competing. Murray was born, to borrow the phrase Ivan Lendl once used about himself, a competitive bastard. He was nicknamed Bamm-Bamm, after the

  character from The Flintstones who loved to smash things. And he would fling a Monopoly board in the air if he landed on Park Lane – to keep the peace, he was sometimes allowed to

  win. Murray was five, so not much bigger than his mid-sized racket, when he announced to his mother that he wanted to play, and she can recall his exact words: ‘a proper match in a proper

  tournament’. Since he could already serve over-arm, keep score, hit double-handed ground-strokes and use topspin and slice, she could see no harm in it.




  Within three years – so when he was eight – Murray was playing in the Dunblane third team in the local league, when everyone else was at least a half-century older than him, though

  that did not stop him from sidling up to his doubles partner, a respected architect, to say: ‘You’re standing a bit close to the net – you should stand back a bit as you might get

  lobbed if I decide to serve and volley.’ A number of other players in the Central District League did not like playing against an eight-year-old and proposed the introduction of a minimum age

  – effectively a ban on Andy Murray – but the motion did not pass.




  Whenever Judy passes the artificial grass courts at Dunblane Sports Club, she thinks to herself, ‘Here we go, where we started.’ ‘Looking at what Andy has done since, you

  sometimes have to pinch yourself,’ she has said. Recalling all those hours they played on those courts, just a couple of hundred yards from what was then the family home, Judy believes she

  gave Murray a tactical rather than a technical base. There was no scheming on her part; it was just Murray trying to get the better of his mother and to do that he had to be clever. From an early

  age, Murray would analyse other players’ games – opponents he might never encounter, but who just happened to be on court at the club or at a tournament – and work out in his mind

  how he would go about beating them.




  Judy kept on taking her boys to the tennis courts because they enjoyed it, but also because she often did not have the money for a babysitter. When Judy could not take them with her, the

  boys’ grandmother Shirley allowed Jamie and Andy to play with foam balls in her house, once she had removed all ornaments from the sitting-room. They praised Shirley for the shortbread she

  baked, and teased her about her slow driving when she ferried them to training at the indoor tennis centre on campus at the University of Stirling.




  The Murray brothers were extremely fortunate, considering how many indoor courts there were in Scotland, to be able to spend ten minutes in the car – or 15 if Gran was driving – and

  to find themselves at a facility where they could practise with a roof over their heads. All that tennis in the Stirling hall helped Murray in future years – he is behind only Roger Federer

  on the list of the best indoor players of his generation.




  Funny to think that, in his early years on the tour, Murray would be likened to Kevin the Teenager, the character created by comedian Harry Enfield which brilliantly captured adolescent angst.

  When he was at home with his mother, he rarely, if ever, went into angry Kevin mode. He cannot recall ever slamming a door in her face. Not once did Murray tell his mother: ‘I hate

  you.’ Perhaps, though, some of the blame for his fruity on-court language is hers. When they played doubles together, she would occasionally curse under her breath at a biffed shot (or so he

  has recalled). And, on long journeys travelling back and forth between home and tournaments, they would listen to cassettes of Billy Connolly, a Scottish comic who, to use the American tennis

  vernacular, is forever ‘dropping f-bombs’.




  For all the help that Judy gave her son, what she refused to do was to intervene in any of his tennis squabbles. That would have been the behaviour of a pushy tennis parent. Judy has some horror

  stories to tell of her days taking her sons to junior tennis tournaments. Junior tennis often isn’t for the fainthearted parent. There was the time she saw a father outside an indoor tennis

  hall, with his hands around his 12-year-old daughter’s throat. She had just lost. Or the parents spewing at, or ignoring, their children after defeats. There were parents who tried to

  intimidate or distract their children’s opponents, with tricks including cheering when the other child makes a mistake, calling balls out from the sidelines, or clapping when a shot landed

  close to the lines so that the opponent would be too scared to disagree.




  Murray soon learnt that he was going to have to fight his own tennis battles. Judy remembers the day when a six-year-old Murray was playing in Wrexham – it was his first tournament outside

  Scotland – and on match point, when a drop-shot bounced three times on his opponent’s side of the court, the young Scot walked to the net to shake hands. But, without an umpire and with

  no one watching, Murray’s opponent was able to run in and hit a winner into the undefended court. Murray was so shocked that he did not win another point. The match had been an education.




  Judy has a good recall of an under-12 doubles match that Murray was playing, when the father of one of the opponents was applauding Murray’s double-faults. ‘Andy ended up hitting a

  ball towards him, as if to say, “Will you just shut up?” I’ve never got into arguments with other parents. It’s not worth it. Some parents send on bottles of water with

  notes taped to the side saying things like, “hit it to the backhand”. I’ve seen parents reading newspapers from behind the court during matches, with instructions written in big

  bold letters on the back pages. There are parents who have devised coded signals, so if they scratch their right ear that means serve to the forehand, and if they scratch their left ear that means

  serving to the backhand.’




  Judy has never been one of those tennis parents – they can be even worse than stage mums in this regard – who lives vicariously through their children; she had not achieved

  everything she wanted as a tennis player, but that was not why her sons had ended up in the sport. ‘It’s important to know why the child is playing, as it has to be because they love

  tennis. Sadly, you do get instances of parents who are living their dreams through their children. The parents didn’t get as far as they wanted when they were playing, so they will try to get

  the kids to win the tournaments for them. I’m always getting asked if I was a pushy parent. I’ll admit I often had to push to make things happen, but I never had to push my kids because

  they always wanted to play,’ Judy once said in an interview with the Daily Telegraph.




  Perhaps because her own father had always waved her out of the door with the words ‘see and win’, encouragement which inadvertently made her more fearful of losing, she has always

  tried to keep it light with her sons. As light as the best sponge-cake. If the uninitiated were to read the timeline for her personal Twitter account – she reports back on every profiterole,

  Battenburg or Death By Chocolate that crosses her plate – they might guess that she was a professional cake tester and not the mother of two tennis players. She has never wanted to control

  her sons’ lives, the thinking being that if they don’t take their own decisions, and don’t take responsibility for the mistakes they make, they will never learn.




  One thing that Judy pushed for, and made happen, was the chance to play against other talented juniors from across Britain. For her sons, and the other Scottish juniors, to test themselves, they

  had to leave Scotland, and travel south to play in English tournaments. Almost every weekend Judy was at the wheel, taking her troupe around the country. Turning up to these tournaments full of

  English boys, Andy and Jamie would have been forgiven for feeling like outsiders; the Scots, who had come in a mini-bus decorated with Saltires, were on cross-border tennis raids. Judy got to know

  Britain’s motorways better than she could ever had imagined she would. Soon, the Murrays would grow out of taking on only the English.




  There is a point in any tennis parent’s life – well, in most, anyway – when they realise they have taken their child as far as they can. Or that they have become an

  embarrassment. When Andy was 11, Judy realised her son was reaching the age when being coached by your mother would not be considered ‘cool’ (her word, or possibly his).




  Initially, Judy asked Leon Smith to have a couple of hits with her son. Many years later, Smith would go on to become the head of both men’s and women’s tennis at the Lawn Tennis

  Association. Back then, Smith was in his early twenties, and had an ear-ring and a sense of fun. Murray immediately took to him and it developed into a six-year relationship.




  The first trip Smith and Murray took together was to Florida, when he played in the 12-and-under singles competition at the Orange Bowl in Florida, which is regarded as the unofficial world

  championships. Smith watched Murray use lobs and drop-shots to win the final, and then sat on the plane home thinking, ‘We’re dealing with one of the world’s best talents.’

  That same season, Murray also won the British 14-and-under championships (when he still had two years left in that age group), and that was the time when Judy first thought that her son might have

  something special.




  Murray never did have the opportunity to win the club championships at Dunblane Sports Club. Judy had given her son the best possible start in tennis. Murray had the option of trying to make a

  life for himself in football, just as his maternal grandfather had done, but he declined the offer of a six-week trial with the Glasgow Rangers School of Excellence for young players. He chose

  tennis. ‘Bats above boots,’ Mum said.




  On the opening page of Agassi’s book, Open, he writes that he ‘hated tennis with a dark and secret passion’. Not once has Murray ever come close to echoing his

  idol’s thoughts and that, surely, is Judy’s greatest achievement.




  Like all brothers, the Murrays have fallen out, with arguments settled either verbally or, sometimes during their childhood, with Chinese burns and clenched fists. The only

  difference is that Andy and Jamie have sometimes got into their tangles in public, with the cameras and the tape-recorders rolling.




  There was the occasion when Jamie travelled with Britain’s Davis Cup team to Buenos Aires for a tie against Argentina. If Andy had made the trip to South America in 2008, Jamie felt that

  Britain would have had half a chance on a clay court against Argentina. But Andy had withdrawn from the tie just days before, as a prevention against injury, and in a press conference Jamie spoke

  of his anger and disaffection: ‘It kind of affects the way I feel about him.’ Or there was the time when Andy and Jamie lost in the second round of the doubles competition at the 2008

  Beijing Olympics, and Jamie bolted so quickly that he left his rackets and the rest of his kit on the court.




  If Andy ever wants a reminder of the intensity of his childhood rivalry with his brother, he only has to look at the fingernail, which has never grown back properly after being thumped by Jamie.

  Andy, aged ten, had just beaten Jamie for the first time, in the final of an under-12s tournament in Solihull, and throughout the long mini-bus journey back to Dunblane, he kept on taunting his

  sibling. Jamie, an easy-going boy who was usually slow to anger, had heard enough and brought his fist crashing down on the ring finger of Andy’s left hand. Judy, who had been at the wheel,

  had to stop the bus. She cleaned up the bus and carried on up the motorway, but the next morning she was on the phone making an emergency doctor’s appointment as Andy’s finger had

  swollen up with pus, and the nail was about to drop off. Someone who has closely examined the nail has described it as looking indented, purple and stunted.
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