VAMOS
Submerged in the book- RAFA- My story. My heart is pounding.  I read about Rafa’s rituals and preparations before a match. I read about his concentration, his meticulousness, his ferocity. And I feel nervous and elated at the same time. All those matches I have seen over years probe my eyes …my thoughts. I want to read more…I also want to escape as I can’t take it anymore. My fingers quiver as I turn the pages…my eyes moisten. Here, one of my most beloved person, unfolds his life in-front of me. And I do not have the strength to handle the overwhelming feeling.  Sometimes I feel that it’s bad to love someone so much….that you don’t know how to deal with that love! And that what happens to me when I read this book. Rafael Nadal…..he is my strength n also my weakness.
 The quintessential athlete, the ultimate fighter, the man with a lion’s heart. I have seen you in my dreams several times, chatting animatedly as if we were childhood buddies. I have thought of you in my moments of ecstasy and more so, in my moments of despair. On several occasions you have helped me believe in myself. At the end of a long day when my body seems to be failing me at the gym, you hold my hand and whisper in my ears “come on Pallavi, finish your time on the tread mill”… and life slowly seeps back in my legs. You are my hero. Rafa- his electrifying intensity on court is as sacred as his grace and humility off it. His piercing stare demolishes the opponent more than his terrific left hand drive. Your spirit fills the court more than the deafening chant of the audience. Your game is like a rock that helps me hold my ground. RAFA- the man who always cries in his towel! Your courage under pressure is not just inspiring…it’s almost unearthly. Nadal, which means ‘Birthday,’ is a man to celebrate.
[bookmark: _GoBack] You scrape around, tumble and recover on the court. You fight for every point as if it was your last chance. And your angelic smile is something the winning opponent will be jealous of. Your swagger, your mourn, your cry, your bursts, your confidence, your technique, your allure does something to me.  I try hard to find a word in the dictionary to express that feeling and I fail miserably. It doesn’t matter how many slams you win or lose, you will always be my secret strength. The lush of the Wimbledon can’t match your grace nor can the clay of Roland Garros match your raw force. To me …you are my Chopin, my Steinbeck, my Bergman. You are the wind beneath my wings. For me you are beyond winning and losing, you are beyond tennis at times. You don’t live in Manacor…you reside in my soul. And when I am in my grave, one thing that sure will make me smile is the fact that I lived in the times when a genius called RAFA played!

