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Description :

Prsentation de |'diteurHe is one of the most beloved athletes in history and one of the most gifted men ever
to step onto atennis court but from early childhood Andre Agass hated the game.Coaxed to swing a racket
while still in the crib, forced to hit hundreds of balls a day while still in grade school, Agassi resented the
constant pressure even as he drove himself, an inner conflict that would define him. In his beautiful,
haunting autobiography, Agassi tells the story of alife framed by conflict.Agassi makes us feel his panic as
an undersized seven-year-old, practicing al day under the obsessive gaze of hisviolent father. We see him at
thirteen, banished to atennis camp. A lonely, scared, ninth-grade dropout, he rebels in ways that will soon
make him a 1980s icon. By the time he turns pro at sixteen, his new look promises to change tennis forever,
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as does hislightning fast return.Y et, despite raw talent, he struggles. We feel his confusion as he loses to the
world's best, his greater confusion as he starts to win. After stumbling in three Grand Slam finals, Agassi
shocks the world, and himself, by capturing the 1992 Wimbledon title. Overnight he becomes afan favourite
and amediatarget.Agass brings a near-photographic memory to every pivotal match, and every public
relationship. Alongside vivid portraits of tennisrivals, Agass gives unstinting accounts of his relationships.
He reveal s the depression that shatters his confidence, and the mistake that nearly costs him everything.
Finally, he recounts his spectacular resurrection and his march to become the oldest man ever ranked number
one.In clear, taut prose, Agass evokes hisloyal brother, his wise coach, his gentle trainer, al the people who
help him regain his balance and find love at last with Stefanie Graf.With its breakneck tempo and raw
candor, Open will be read and cherished for years. A treat for ardent fans, it will also captivate readers who
know nothing about tennis. Like Agassi's game, it sets a new standard for grace, style, speed and power.Note
that this ebook edition does not include illustrations that first appeared in the print version.ExtraitTHE ENDI
open my eyes and dont know where | am or who | am. Not al that unusuallve spent half my life not
knowing. Still, this feels different. This confusion is more frightening. More total.l look up. Im lying on the
floor beside the bed. | remember now. | moved from the bed to the floor in the middle of the night. | do that
most nights. Better for my back. Too many hours on a soft mattress causes agony. | count to three, then start
the long, difficult process of standing. With a cough, agroan, | roll onto my side, then curl into the fetal
position, then flip over onto my stomach. Now | wait, and wait, for the blood to start pumping.Im ayoung
man, relatively speaking. Thirty-six. But | wake asif ninety-six. After three decades of sprinting, stopping
on adime, jJumping high and landing hard, my body no longer feels like my body, especially in the morning.
Consequently my mind doesnt feel like my mind. Upon opening my eyes Im a stranger to myself, and while,
again, thisisnt new, in the mornings its more pronounced. | run quickly through the basic facts. My name is
Andre Agass. My wifes name is Stefanie Graf. We have two children, a son and daughter, five and three.
Welivein Las Vegas, Nevada, but currently reside in a suite at the Four Seasons hotel in New Y ork City,
because Im playing in the 2006 U.S. Open. My last U.S. Open. In fact my last tournament ever. | play tennis
for aliving, even though | hate tennis, hate it with a dark and secret passion, and always have.Asthislast
piece of identity fallsinto place, | slideto my kneesand in awhisper | say: Please |et this be over.Then: Im
not ready for it to be over.Now, from the next room, | hear Stefanie and the children. Theyre eating
breakfast, talking, laughing. My overwhelming desire to see and touch them, plus a powerful craving for
caffeine, gives me the inspiration | need to hoist myself up, to go vertical. Hate brings me to my knees, love
gets me on my feet.l glance at the bedside clock. Seven thirty. Stefanie let me sleep in. The fatigue of these
final days has been severe. Apart from the physical strain, there is the exhausting torrent of emotions set
loose by my pending retirement. Now, rising from the center of the fatigue comes the first wave of pain. |
grab my back. It grabs me. | feel asif someone snuck in during the night and attached one of those anti-theft
steering wheel locks to my spine. How can | play in the U.S. Open with the Club on my spine? Will the last
match of my career be aforfeit?l was born with spondylolisthesis, meaning a bottom vertebrathat parted
from the other vertebrae, struck out on its own, rebelled. (Its the main reason for my pigeon-toed walk.)
With this one vertebra out of sync, theresless room for the nerves inside the column of my spine, and with
the dightest movement the nerves feel that much more crowded. Throw in two herniated discs and a bone
that wont stop growing in afutile effort to protect the damaged area, and those nerves start to feel downright
claustrophobic. When the nerves protest their cramped quarters, when they send out distress signals, apain
runs up and down my leg that makes me suck in my breath and speak in tongues. At such moments the only
relief isto lie down and wait. Sometimes, however, the moment arrives in the middle of a match. Then the
only remedy isto alter my gameswing differently, run differently, do everything differently. Thats when my
muscles spasm. Everyone avoids change; muscles cant abide it. Told to change, my musclesjoin the spinal
rebellion, and soon my whole body is at war with itself.Gil, my trainer, my friend, my surrogate father,
explainsit thisway: Y our body is saying it doesnt want to do this anymore.My body has been saying that for
along time, | tell Gil. AlImost as long as Ive been saying it.Since January, however, my body has been
shouting it. My body doesnt want to retiremy body has already retired. My body has moved to Florida and
bought a condo and white Sansabelts. So Ive been negotiating with my body, asking it to come out of
retirement for afew hours here, afew hours there. Much of this negotiation revolves around a cortisone shot
that temporarily dulls the pain. Before the shot works, however, it causes its own torments.| got one
yesterday, so | could play tonight. It was the third shot this year, the thirteenth of my career, and by far the
most alarming. The doctor, not my regular doctor, told me brusquely to assume the position. | stretched out



on histable, face down, and his nurse yanked down my shorts. The doctor said he needed to get his seven-
inch needle as close to the inflamed nerves as possible. But he couldnt enter directly, because my herniated
discs and bone spur were blocking the path. His attempts to circumvent them, to break the Club, sent me
through the roof. First he inserted the needle. Then he positioned a big machine over my back to see how
close the needle was to the nerves. He needed to get that needle almost flush against the nerves, he said,
without actually touching. If it were to touch the nerves, even if it were to only nick the nerves, the pain
would ruin me for the tournament. It could also be life- changing. In and out and around, he maneuvered the
needle, until my eyesfilled with water.Finally he hit the spot. Bulls- eye, he said.In went the cortisone. The
burning sensation made me bite my lip. Then came the pressure. | felt infused, embalmed. The tiny space in
my spine where the nerves are housed began to feel vacuum packed. The pressure built until | thought my
back would burst.Pressure is how you know everythings working, the doctor said.Wordsto live by,
Doc.Soon the pain felt wonderful, almost sweet, because it was the kind that you can tell precedesrelief. But
maybe all painislikethat.MY FAMILY IS GROWING LOUDER. | limp out to the living room of our
suite. My son, Jaden, and my daughter, Jaz, see me and scream. Daddy, Daddy! They jump up and down and
want to leap on me. | stop and brace myself, stand before them like amime imitating atree in winter. They
stop just before leaping, because they know Daddy is delicate these days, Daddy will shatter if they touch
him too hard. | pat their faces and kiss their cheeks and join them at the breakfast table. Jaden asks if today is
the day.Y es.Y oure playing?Y es.And then after today are you retire?A new word he and his younger sister
have learned. Retired. When they say it, they always leave off the |ast |etter. For them its retire, forever
ongoing, permanently in the present tense. Maybe they know something | dont.Not if | win, son. If | win
tonight, | keep playing.But if you lose we can have a dog?To the children, retire equals puppy. Stefanie and |
have promised them that when | stop training, when we stop traveling the world, we can buy a puppy.
Maybe well name him Cortisone.Y es, buddy, when | lose, we will buy a dog.He smiles. He hopes Daddy
loses, hopes Daddy experiences the disappointment that surpasses all others. He doesnt understand and how
will I ever be able to explain it to him?the pain of losing, the pain of playing. Its taken me nearly thirty years
to understand it myself, to solve the calculus of my own psyche.l ask Jaden what hes doing today.Going to
see the bones.| look at Stefanie. She reminds me shes taking them to the Museum of Natural History.
Dinosaurs. | think of my twisted vertebrae. | think of my skeleton on display at the museum with all the
other dinosaurs. Tennis-aurus Rex.Jaz interrupts my thoughts. She hands me her muffin. She needs me to
pick out the blueberries before she eats it. Our morning ritual. Each blueberry must be surgically removed,
which requires precision, concentration. Stick the knife in, move it around, get it right up to the blueberry
without touching. | focus on her muffin and its arelief to think about something other than tennis. But as |
hand her the muffin, | cant pretend that it doesnt feel like a tennis ball, which makes the musclesin my back
twitch with anticipation. The time is drawing near. AFTER BREAKFAST, after Stefanie and the kids have
kissed me goodbye and run off to the museum, | sit quietly at the table, looking around the suite. Itslike
every hotel suite Ive ever had, only more so. Clean, chic, comfortable its the Four Seasons, so itslovely, but
its still just another version of what | call Not Home. The non-place we exist as athletes. | close my eyes, try
to think about tonight, but my mind drifts backward. My mind these days has a natural backspin. Given half
achance it wantsto return to the beginning, because Im so close to the end. But | cant let it. Not yet. | cant
afford to dwell too long on the past. | get up and walk around the table, test my balance. When | feel fairly
steady | walk gingerly to the shower.Under the hot water | groan and scream. | bend slowly, touch my quads,
start to come alive. My muscles loosen. My skin sings. My pores fly open. Warm blood goes sluicing
through my veins. | feel something begin to stir. Life. Hope. The last drops of youth. Still, I make no sudden
movements. | dont want to do anything to startle my spine. | let my spine sleep in.Standing at the bathroom
mirror, toweling off, | stare at my face. Red eyes, gray stubble aface totally different from the one with
which | started. But also different from the one | saw last year in this same mirror. Whoever | might be, Im
not the boy who started this odyssey, and Im not even the man who announced three months ago that the
odyssey was coming to an end. Im like a tennis racket on which Ive replaced the grip four times and the
strings seven timesisit accurate to call it the same racket? Somewhere in those eyes, however, | can still
vaguely see the boy who didnt want to play tennisin the first place, the boy who wanted to quit, the boy who
did quit many times. | see that golden- haired boy who hated tennis, and | wonder how he would view this
bald man, who still hates tennis and yet still plays. Would he be shocked? Amused? Proud? The question
makes me weary, lethargic, and its only noon.Please let this be over.Im not ready for it to be over.The finish
line at the end of a career is no different from the finish line at the end of a match. The objective isto get



within reach of that finish line, because then it gives off a magnetic force. When youre close, you can feel
that force pulling you, and you can use that force to get across. But just before you come within range, or
just after, you feel another force, equally strong, pushing you away. Itsinexplicable, mystical, these twin
forces, these contradictory energies, but they both exist. | know, because Ive spent much of my life seeking
the one, fighting the other, and sometimes |ve been stuck, suspended, bounced like a tennis ballbetween the
two.Tonight: | remind myself that it will requireiron discipline to cope with these forces, and whatever else
comes my way. Back pain, bad shots, foul weather, self- loathing. Its aform of worry, this reminder, but also
ameditation. One thing Ive learned in twenty-nine years of playing tennis: Life will throw everything but the
kitchen sink in your path, and then it will throw the kitchen sink. Its your job to avoid the obstacles. If you
let them stop you or distract you, youre not doing your job, and failing to do your job will cause regrets that
paralyze you more than a bad back.I lie on the bed with a glass of water and read. When my eyes get tired |
click onthe TV. Tonight, Round Two of the U.S. Open! Will this be Andre Agassis farewell? My face
flashes on the screen. A different face than the one in the mirror. My game face. | study this new reflection
of mein the distorted mirror that is TV and my anxiety rises another click or two.Was that the final
commercia? The final time CBS will ever promote one of my matches?l cant escape the feeling that Im
about to die.lts no accident, | think, that tennis uses the language of life. Advantage, service, fault, break,
love, the basic elements of tennis are those of everyday existence, because every match isalife in miniature.
Even the structure of tennis, the way the pieces fit inside one another like Russian nesting dolls, mimics the
structure of our days. Points become games become sets become tournaments, and its all so tightly
connected that any point can become the turning point. It reminds me of the way seconds become minutes
become hours, and any hour can be our finest. Or darkest. Its our choice.But if tennisislife, then what
follows tennis must be the unknowable void. The thought makes me cold.Stefanie bursts through the door
with the kids. They flop on the bed, and my son asks how Im feeling.Fine, fine. How were the
bones?Fun! Stefanie gives them sandwiches and juice and hustles them out the door again.They have a
playdate, she says.Dont we all.Now | can take a nap. At thirty- six, the only way | can play alate match,
which could go past midnight, isif | get anap beforehand. Also, now that | know roughly who I am, | want
to close my eyes and hide from it. When | open my eyes, one hour has passed. | say aloud, Itstime. No more
hiding. | step into the shower again, but this shower is different from the morning shower. The afternoon
shower is always longertwenty-two minutes, give or take and its not for waking up or gettingclean. The
afternoon shower is for encouraging myself, coaching myself.Tennisis the sport in which you talk to
yourself. No athletes talk to themselves like tennis players. Pitchers, golfers, goalkeepers, they mutter to
themselves, of course, but tennis playerstalk to themselvesand answer. In the heat of a match, tennis players
look like lunaticsin a public square, ranting and swearing and conducting Lincoln-Douglas debates with
their alter egos. Why? Because tennis is so damned lonely. Only boxers can understand the loneliness of
tennis playersand yet boxers have their corner men and managers. Even a boxers opponent provides akind
of companionship, someone he can grapple with and grunt at. In tennis you stand face- to- face with the
enemy, trade blows with him, but never touch him or talk to him, or anyone else. The rules forbid atennis
player from even talking to his coach while on the court. People sometimes mention the track-and-field
runner as acomparably lonely figure, but | have to laugh. At least the runner can feel and smell his
opponents. Theyre inches away. In tennis youre on an island. Of all the games men and women play, tennis
isthe closest to solitary confinement, which inevitably leads to self- talk, and for me the self-talk starts here
in the afternoon shower. Thisiswhen | begin to say things to myself, crazy things, over and over, until |
believe them. For instance, that a quasi-cripple can compete at the U.S. Open. That a thirty-six-year-old man
can beat an opponent just entering his prime. Ive won 869 matches in my career, fifth on the al-time lit,
and many were won during the afternoon shower.With the water roaring in my ears a sound not unlike
twenty thousand fansl recall particular wins. Not wins the fans would remember, but wins that still wake me
at night. Squillari in Paris. Blakein New York. Petein Australia. Then | recall afew losses. | shake my head
at the disappointments. | tell myself that tonight will be an exam for which Ive been studying twenty-nine
years. Whatever happens tonight, Ive aready been through it at least once before. If its aphysical test, if its
mental, its nothing new.Please | et this be over.l dont want it to be over.l start to cry. | lean against the wall
of the shower and let go.Revue de presse engaging, thrilling...a superbly written book Michael Atherton, The
Times stunningly good Lynne Truss, The Times Honest in away that such books seldom are. .. An
uncommonly well-written sports memoir. -Charles McGrath, The New Y ork Times Agassi weaves a
fascinating tale of professional tennis and personal adversity . . . His tale shows that success is measured



both on and off the court. Doree Shafrir, New Y ork Post An ace autobiography London Lite --London Lite



