NADAL'S TENNIS MATCH
Nadal rubbed his leg in the back room where all the benches were. He rubbed his face down with a sleeve, and sipped on a bottle of water. He couldn't feel the water sink into his stomach, and immediately he began to grow weary.
“I'm having bad omens today.” he uttered to himself as he began to shake a leg that felt as though it had been threaded with soreness.
Nadal shifted his leg, and immediately he felt a strike of pain. He looked down at his shoes, and felt the welcome sign that told him never to give up. He felt the pangs of arthritis, and he felt his mind grow up a level at its welcome.
“Only losers give up now.” he announced before he began to roll his foot in a circle, and then do a few jogs just to show off that he could still suffer the pain and overcome his sensations. “Only losers give up.” he breathed before a stadium employee told him the game was on.
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