
Volume 1
2017/18

Tennis
of

TheArtTennis
A

rt

Dominic J Stevenson

A Collection 
of Creative Tennis Essays, 

Musings and 
Observations





CONTENTS

The Art of Tennis – Introduction | 11
Volume I Introduction | 13

The Profound Hush | 15

THE WIMBLEDON DEPARTMENT
Wimbledon – A National Institution | 20

Rufus | 26
Wimbledon Sent Me A-Twitter | 29

Rufus III | 35

Television Tennis | 37

THE AMERICAN ADVENTURE
The Injured Party | 46

An Event of Surprises (In a Year of Surprises) | 54

A Melange
The Squeaky Orchestra of Tennis Shoes | 59

The Sharapova Effect | 61
The Pros and Cons of the Laver Cup | 64

Brats | 71
The Uninjured Party | 79

Messrs Federer and Nadal, Take a Bow Once More | 85
The Noise of Tennis | 91

Final Set Drama | 95



AUSTRALIA PARAPHERNALIA
European Winter Is Australian Summer | 100

The Sound of War on a Tennis Court (Part 1) | 103
The Australian Open Final Set | 107

The Empty Arena | 109
An Open Letter to Roland Garros | 111

A Symphony
An Open Letter to Petra Kvitová | 113

Body Language | 116
The Return of Serena | 119

The Fake Serve | 122
The Somewhat Fantastic and Enigmatic 

Re- gripping of Richard Gasquet’s Tennis Racket | 125
Del Potro Dreams | 127

When David Ferrer Conquered in Valencia | 130

The Many Shades of Red
Elitennist (Part 1) | 134

In a Roman Amphitheatre | 138
Rafael Nadal on Clay | 141

Footprints in the Clay | 143
The Matador | 145

Target Practice for Djokovic | 147
Red Clay (Memories of the French Open) | 149

The Slow Starter | 151
Play | 155

Seasonal Tennis Syndrome | 157

COURTSHIP IN TERRACOTTA
Ostapenko Falls | 164

Au Revoir, Benneteau | 167
The Two Early-Twenties Titans | 169

A Roland Garros Dream | 172



Only Racket and Ball Noise | 174
The Radio Roland Garros Team | 176

The Sound of War on a Tennis Court (Part 2) | 180
The Cooking Pot Blues | 186

The Rafael Nadal Plant Needs Watering | 189
Is That a Half Empty Stadium I See? | 193
The Simona Halep Boa Constrictor | 195

The Comeback Queen | 197
Processional | 200

Full Circle: The Return to Grass
Time to Think | 202

The Majesty of Elina Svitolina and Alexander 
Zverev Outside of the Grand Slams | 205

Moving Target | 208
English Lawns | 211

London (Cities of Tennis) | 214
The Profound Hush (Two) | 216

Bibliography | 224



11

The Art of Tennis – 
Introduction

I’ve developed a new style of writing named 

‘guerrilla punk writing’. It involves a ramshackle 

and passionate approach to the topic – whatever it 

may be – and an uncurbed instinct to allow the 

words to f low, the pen to write and the essence 

of a given thing – here everything tennis-related 

– to be given a pulse, to be captured, recorded, 

documented artistically, stored in memory banks 

on pages, to live eternally in words.

I decided to explore one of my chief loves – tennis 

– as art, tennis as life, as an intoxicating sporting 

force that my life cannot survive without and that 

can be captured from new angles, thought of in 

new ways and expressed as it hadn’t been done 
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before. The edges are deliberately frayed, and just 

as there is no painting to which every set of eyes 

delight, nor will this project and these tennis 

musings be to everybody’s liking.

A collection of essays, musings and tennis-

inspired writing, an exploration of the sport from 

multiple angles. This is The Art of Tennis.

The Tennis Poet. The GUERRILLA PUNK 

TENNIS WRITER.
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Volume I 
Introduction

This first volume does indicate the intention of 

writing further such volumes in the future. This 

work was started around the time of Wimbledon 

2017 and the period of its entries was ended just 

prior to the start of Wimbledon 2018 (which 

as I write this has passed and for which I have 

amassed a number of works to kick off the second 

volume) – an entire year, the second half of one 

calendar year and first half of the next. Therefore, 

the content of this first volume included the four 

Grand Slam events – Wimbledon 2017, US Open 

2017, Australian Open 2018 and Roland Garros 

2018. It touches on some other tournaments over 

the course of the year, and explores some of the 

top players, the modern game and its workings, 
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as well as lesser discussed and seen aspects of 

tennis. I hope you enjoy this collection of tennis 

writing and essays. I hope it f lashes wonderful 

memories of some of the events of the year from 

summer 2017 to summer 2018.

Where there are fewer contributions, such as the 

2017 US Open until early 2018, I was writing for 

a tennis publication. That work was less artful, 

and I did not deem it fitting for inclusion here.

There is much more to come. Thank you for your 

support of The Art of Tennis. Enjoy!
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The Profound Hush

The curtain is raised, the protagonists take their 

places. The pantheon of greatness has few and 

admits only those made of phenomenal mettle. 

Many have come here, having attended a date of 

great destiny, and have failed. The fallen, giving 

even grander voice to those who triumph, those 

who conquer here.

The green lawns of England, summer here is 

elegant, something special indeed, sparkling, 

this is otherworldly – the Swan Show – the 

elegance and grace, defending one’s quarter, 

the tradition of the all-white clad figures. The 

surface of Centre Court lives and breathes 

beneath the white dancing plimsolls. Feet dart 

over the grass like arrows through the air. The 

crowd, breathless, on tenterhooks, leaning over 
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the precipice, hanging there, almost falling into 

the scene, a pool addictive and beautiful. The 

loudness of silence. The moment captured.

Then a ‘pop’ – a furry yellow ball punctuates the 

air. The Shakespearian gallop, the commentators 

whispering resembles David Attenborough close 

at hand with one of nature’s wonders, a creature 

unique, binding us in a web-like spell. The 

whispers abruptly cease, the sound of emptiness 

engulfs us, the silence all enveloping, 15,000 and 

millions more beyond.

A loose ball trickles, ball kids speed cat-like, in 

formation, and almost burst proceedings, the 

scene a bubble, a kingdom. The atmosphere 

palpable, a tension, a thick buzz in the air, 

summer humming all around. The profound 

hush descends like a cloud, a veil, unheard 

elsewhere, unwitnessed abroad.

A ball clips the pristine freshly painted white 

lines, a rain of applause, a volley of cheers. 

‘Players are ready! Quiet, please. Please!’ 

The air is still, as if time and all involved has 

become motionless, the pause button activated. 
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Not a breath emerges, all is silent, a profound 

hush again.

The great unspoken, the collective gasp, the 

mental fortitude and two swans gliding, playing 

out the dreams of every man, woman and child, 

each who hits the ball with you, willing you to 

win – to drop to your knees victorious.

A writer slow dances with his pen, capturing the 

tennis ballet. Photographers and camera people 

encapsulate the heights of glory, the lows of 

defeat, both the break and breaking points, all 

the critical scenes from this great theatre, a sea of 

f lashing, of modern technological paraphernalia. 

All the fortnight spotlit, all the angles scrutinised. 

History sweeps down to take another for its own. 

Wimbledon retains its essence, timeless, classical, 

Centre Court the nucleus of dreams. Everything 

else is moving, Wimbledon is still. 
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THE WIMBLEDON 
DEPARTMENT
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Wimbledon – A 
National Institution

Wimbledon, otherwise known as The All 

England Lawn Tennis and Croquet Club and 

located in SW19 in London, is one of the sporting 

fixtures of the British summer. It is the home of 

tennis in the UK, the world’s oldest tournament, 

as one of the four Grand Slams the chief grass 

court competition, and part of a f leeting break 

between the clay court season and the second 

hard court season of the tennis year. I would be 

remiss if I didn’t make it clear from the offset – 

it’s a national institution.

It slots in neatly beside the other key events of 

the sporting calendar, often accompanying the 

football World Cup or European Championships, 

and it offers something different for those who 
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feel bombarded by the annual footballing frenzy 

that barely abates when every two years there 

is one of the above-mentioned international 

competitions. Other big summer sporting events 

are The Open in golf, the British F1 Grand Prix, 

and the main cricket season. It also follows hot 

on the heels of another British institution – the 

Glastonbury Music and Arts festival. That comes 

days after the summer solstice each year and 

defines the period as it has now since the early 

1970s. While the music festival itself is a world 

away from Wimbledon’s traditions and history 

it does provide an insight into the outdoors life 

enjoyed over the warmer months and what it 

means to be British. For these two events stand 

side by side and, in some part, define a culture.

Wimbledon, now approaching a century and a 

half of life, holds its traditions in some esteem. 

One might even say that it sets itself peculiarly 

apart by somehow embracing new technology 

whilst remaining true to its roots and holding on 

to its essence – that which makes it extraordinarily 

unique. Yes, this century has seen a modern 

retractable roof erected atop the stunning Centre 
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Court structure, but the changes that take place 

at Wimbledon are so necessary there is a feeling 

they were always in place, never seeming crude 

or unnecessary.

There are the outfits the ball kids, line judges and 

umpires wear. They display a visual etiquette that 

is rarefied air in the modern tennis spectrum. 

Designed by Ralph Lauren, they are another nod 

to the past with the f lourish of being made by 

modern hands. Yes, they may be modern versions 

of now dated fashion, but that is Wimbledon, 

and such touches, well, they simply lend to the 

magic of the tournament. It fits perfectly. Not 

pretending to be anything it isn’t, or following 

the other events in the tennis calendar, it excels 

and improves year on year at what it is.

Bringing Wimbledon into the new era, the use of 

Hawk-Eye for line calls, the big screen for fans on 

Henman Hill/Murray Mound, etc., and the on-

court post-match interviews have all been naturally 

inserted in more recent times. These changes bring 

the event into the new century and keep it fresh, 

never losing its traditional sheen. Nothing brash, 

nothing forced, Wimbledon adapts accordingly, 



23

Wimbledon – A National Institution

and stylishly, with the passing of the years. Take 

the need for a roof over Centre Court. Long had it 

been a wish, to not halt the spectacle, as inclement 

weather seemed to do all too often. Lo and behold, 

in less than a decade since its installation, it has 

been used on multiple occasions and even seen 

some epic scenes as matches extended, at times, 

into the late evening. Darkness all around as night 

time has swallowed the other courts, Centre Court, 

all lit up like a giant firework, could be seen from 

an aerial perspective like a football stadium. Only 

the roof made it different, although that was what 

had even made it possible.

Maintaining Wimbledon’s traditions and heri-

tage, there is none of the wildly f lamboyant music 

between changeovers that a growing number 

of events seem to be enamoured with, in their 

attempts to modernise and possibly appeal to 

more than just tennis fans; there are no final set 

tie breaks (see John Isner and Nicolas Mahut’s 

2010 epic that ended after three days 70-68 in the 

final set), which can lead to some truly breath-

taking tennis; there are no day and night sessions 

that divide the audience, the day’s takings, etc.; 
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there is no extreme or overt commercialisation of 

the event, taking away from the tennis and what 

the tournament really represents. In fact, there 

is a noticeable and refreshing lack of advertising, 

again setting this event apart from all others.

However, there is the age-old strawberries and 

cream; there is the unpredictability of English 

summer weather and the manners of the Brits; 

there is a hawk patrolling the site keeping pigeons 

et al at bay; there is the attendance of royalty; there 

is the still maintained all-white dress code; there 

are queues (ones to end all queues, for nobody 

loves a queue quite like the British, or so they 

say); there are truly great champions; and much 

more. For Wimbledon is not defined by a few 

mere quirks, it is wholly unique, completely of its 

own. And, again giving the tournament an edge 

over others, there is a rest day smack bang in the 

middle of all the action – a pause for breath before 

an amazing day (second Monday) on which all the 

remaining singles players in both the gentlemen’s 

and ladies’ draws play fourth round matches – on 

the legendary middle Sunday (occasionally play 

has been needed on this day due to poor weather 
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over the previous week, then it becomes an even 

more special day). Only in recent years were the 

titles Miss, Mrs and Mr dropped.

As for the status of national institution, it 

seems, increasingly so, that everything has its 

day and that holding on to standards once set 

and matched can never be a permanent state of 

affairs. Wimbledon proves otherwise, in fact, 

getting better with age. It’s a rather beautiful 

natural evolution to observe over the years. It’s 

not hard to see why many sporting and other 

famous figures beyond attend the event. It has 

such a wide-ranging appeal. It is truly both 

unique and fascinating, a grandeur that never 

fades. An event that can keep the wheels turning 

and stay modern whilst still seeming so timeless, 

so in love with everything that has gone before, 

and, well, that is something indeed. While the 

world around wants to capture lightning in a 

bottle, whatever makes people mesmerised for a 

moment, Wimbledon time and again holds the 

attention, maintains its charm and continues to 

provide the audience and fans with memories 

and emotions that will last forever.


