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40 BELIEVABLE EXCUSES FOR THOSE TIMES WHEN
YOU DON’T BOTHER TO LEAVE IN TIME, BECAUSE

LET’S BE HONEST, YOU WERE EITHER PLAYING TETRIS
OR THINKING IMPURE THOUGHTS ABOUT TETRIS.

(2 blank excuses included)

~

HOW TO USE:
PRINT, CUT ALONG THE DOTTED LINES,
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My shoes wouldn’t
move.

I got distracted by
an aeroplane that

was flying like a
bee.

I ate my alarm
clock while I was

sleeping.

My tricycle
overheated.

My skateboard
had an acid

flashback.

I was helping an
old lady across
the motorway.



I had to shelter a
family of robots from
a sudden downpour

of acid rain.

A fork became
lodged under my

eyelid.

I was here, but I fell
out of the window.

I was marvelling at
the curvature of

the earth.

The bus fainted.

Couldn’t find my
cape.



My boat crashed
into some cows.

I kidnapped my
family and couldn’t
go to work until I
released them.

I was forced to
participate in a

pageant.

When I woke up, I
thought zombies

were real.

Fought with an
armed nun.

I got stuck to a
hedge.



I became so engrossed
in the novel I was

reading that I neglected
to leave the shower.

I fell into some
soup and couldn’t

find my way out.

There was a horse.
I was trying to
remember the

ending of ‘Titanic’.

I’m sleepwalking.

I was misled by a
ghost.



I’ve invented a time
machine. This is me

from last week, trying
to get a headstart,
so I’m actually early..

I thought I saw the
Terminator.

I thought it was
Christmas and I spent

the morning
frantically searching

for a tree.

I suddenly
understood Cubism,
while driving. I think I

crashed into either a
lamppost or a snake.

I felt a bit, you
know, gnublious.

I had to calm an
otter.



I was trying to
forget the 90s.

Ambushed by
traffic cones.

My toothbrush
wouldn’t work.

The milkman pulled
my trousers down.

I was wishing for a
better tomorrow,
but I got hit by a

bendy bus.

I was chased into
a brothel by a

conga-line.



My house was
surrounded by

roads, so I
panicked.

I got stuck on a
roundabout with

some fabric softener
and a bunch of Rod

Stewart t-shirts.

I thought it’d be
quicker if I cycled,
but it took me two

hours to find a
bike.

The car wouldn’t
stop.


