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As always, was waiting for #RohitBrijnath's piece to process that final Fedal outing.
As his piece for The Straits Times is behind a paywall, sharing this for all those wanting to read.
With Rafa by his side, Roger gets his picture-perfect farewell
From the last day everyone will pick images to keep. Like souvenirs of an unforgettable night. Mine will be of the two of them sitting on a bench. In one photo, Roger Federer has his head down while Rafael Nadal has his hand over his eyes. In the other, Federer's hand is on Nadal's. In both pictures they are weeping.
Not because they didn't win, but because of what had been lost.
The last day of Federer the player was of farewells - to a man, a type of tennis and a duet. Already so much has been put away forever. The forehand can now be found in a museum. The head band in a cupboard. In his last service game ever, he did some final showing-off with unreturnable first serves which hissed out wide.
"I enjoyed tying my shoes one more time," Federer said. "Everything was the last time."
And everything given a last look.
The photos at the Laver Cup are unprecedented. When a legend departs, how often has his toughest rival wept? It tells you about who these men are, what they made together and what they did for each other. We will never truly understand.
When the match began Federer was nervous. You could tell that in his excessive smiling and it was sweet. The tennis still mattered. The two men facing him and Nadal were Frances Tiafoe and Jack Sock, 24 and 29. These guys were 36 and 41. Their age showed.

Federer was grateful that all match his body lasted; Nadal, who is repairing his, had come to the Cup only to be part of the farewell. Hilary Mantel, the novelist who died this week, once wrote: "This is what life does for you in the end; it arranges a fight you can't win."
Still they limped their way to match points, shaking their heads. The things they've seen and done! They lost 6-4, 6-7 (2-7), 9-11 but this was always more celebration than contest. TV commentators emptied the thesaurus of synonyms for beauty, players posted crying emojis on Twitter and tissues were probably being handed out in the O2 Arena. It was over-the-top and just right.
The photos matter because they remind us that Federer was never alone in tennis. If a sentence began with his name then it ended with Rafa's. Jimmy Connors once said of Bjorn Borg, "I'll follow that son of a b**** to the end of the earth. Every time he turns around, he'll see my shadow" and this was what the Swiss and the Spaniard did to each other. Just far more politely.
In 2004, when they first met in Miami, they set a polished tone. Said the defeated Federer, five years older: "He hit some really incredible shots. That's what youngsters do, so..." and laughed. Said Nadal: "Obviously, he didn't play his best tennis and that's the reason why I could win. I mean, if he had played his best tennis, I would have had no chance."
They played on 40 occasions, 24 times in finals, dueled across 124 sets and won 42 Grand Slam singles titles between them. We saw them grow up before us and met their families as they became the game's standard and its custodians. Even during edgy times, they never crossed a line, only hit them. They set records and wrote a textbook: How to make history while behaving.
They saw each other in their dreams, across the court and on the same winners' board. They were tied by sweat and spirit and on this last day of their duet, 18 years after they first played, they slapped hands and held them. "When Roger leaves the tour," said Nadal, "an important part of my life is leaving too."
On this last day, after a final, angled forehand stretch-volley which reminded us of who he'd once been, Federer took the mic for a last time. There was Jim Courier before him, with whom he'd shared a thousand laughs in Melbourne, but now no one could summon that lightness of mood.
"We'll get through this somehow, will we? Right?" the Swiss said, his voice ragged with emotion. At 41, the boy who loved tennis hadn't ever left him. His wife cried and so did his parents and he hugged his children. He embraced Ivan Lubicic and Severin Luthi who sat for so long in his coaches' box. People stayed on and Courier explained it best in a video which was played. "There's something, he said, "about how Federer communicates to us through tennis."
The last day left us with an answer. We wonder sometimes about the merit of sport. Does it matter? What does it contribute to the planet? Last night told us a little. Sport joins us, it moves us, it makes us grateful. It provides a rare intimacy, for it allows the public to be privy to something so raw and personal like dreaming. It transports, as Federer does, and tells us that in ugly times it is here we will find a passing beauty.
On this last day, as Nadal watched and as Federer spoke, the clock ticked. It was soon 1am in London and their game was forever over. It was time. A new day had begun.
