São Paulo, 9th August 2014

Dear Diary.
Today my life has changed. Never in my life I wouldn't have thought that one thing could impact on my future !  No one wanted me to know these secret, but if I knew it I would have lived better, much better. People often want  to hide something but this isn’t good. I prefer truth . I love truth.
The day started as all days in my life. I woke up, ate meal and I was waiting on the match. My match. I told my parents that I will go on the beach with friends. I always must invent something new as long as they don’t know that I play football. Otherwise I have a plan B.  I guess.

When I packed up my bag went out of home. I was going with my stuff.  Favela wasn’t a good place but always was, is and will be my whole life. I was born here, spent my childhood and I still live here. I hope that in future will be a moment when I desert but now I must learn life because otherwise I won’t know how to live. Life in Brazil isn’t easy. There are many problems, mysteries, decisions. Sometimes I think how it’s like in different countries. Is there better ? Do the people wear smile on their face? Do they have less problems ? I don’t know. Maybe in the future I will find out. As for now I live in a place where supposedly life is a carnival but … not for all.

I gained to our little stadium. Whole city was singing and shouting because match Brazil vs Germany was coming very soon. There was no chance that I will watch the game live, even if it was one of my biggest. I love dreaming all the time. Dreams are something that makes life easier. I am where I want to be. In my ideal world. 
My shoes was old and dirty but they was only what I had. I wiped my sports boots and I was ready. Emotions were taking top but I didn’t loose control. I’m a nervous person. Sometimes it causes problems but I always think that I’m stron. This is true.

At 7 PM on two stadiums the whistles marked the beginning of the matches. I was playing amazing but opponents were good too. I wasn’t thinking about anything, in my head was just the match and win. I know that win isn’t a medal, a trophy but something much more. Something that makes me feel happy and then I know that I am myself. 

All the time I was concentrated but suddenly I felt dull pain in my back. I dropped on the grass and I lost awareness. 

Two hours later I was already in a nearby hospital. I wasn’t worried about my health but about parents. After all, I promised I won’t ever touch the football but the temptation was harder than I have thought . I know that this was a sin, a lie but what I was I supposed to do ? Loose my dreams and be unhappy ? 
They showed up in hospital hall. I wanted to hide under the sheets. I couldn’t look in their eyes ! Oh, this was a hard moment. They were sitting on chairs and were looking at me. Silence. Great, now I will never see football game again and my foot will not stand on pitch. My dreams have gone away. Guess I have to accept this fact. Maybe I will find a new thing which will become my whole life but as for now I have to take care about my health because it is the most important. 
I was thinking that they will shout but my mom came to me but dad was still sitting. Mom was huge me but my dad first took voice. I felt that he is very angry. All the time he has been hiding the and mom didn’t even tell me one word.

The appointment went well. The day after tomorrow I will come back home because I’m quite good. Parents went out after 10 PM and I’m going sleep now. I wasn’t watching match because I was tired. I hope that Brazil was winner.

Hospital Sao Jose, 10th August 2014

Dear Diary
Day started as the previous but I’m not at home. There was a chaos in hospital. All of the people were running, shouting and I heared a call, but not mine. Something must have happened.I decided to go to the toilet. In my room was no WC so I had to go by corridor. Before hall number 11 was a big accumulation. When I came, a girl was running and shouting “Where is my boyfriend ?” She was crying. I was looking at her and then recognized her. She was a girlfriend of our captain so he must has had an accident ! With fast steps I came to door and I saw him. Oh, no. I came back to my room, took phone and I watched it. This is scarry ! But this news – 7-1 for Germany. I will cry ! I don’t believe it. Our team is the best team on the whole world! We have great players. We have Neymar, Dani Alves, Hulk, Fren, Willian. This is unbelievable that on our Mundial we aren’t in the final ! All Brazil was waiting on this historical moment, me too. I feel that this plan will never happen again in this team because on the next  World Cup the team won’t be the same . And there won’t be whole Brazil. 


My mum and dad arrived in the evening. We were talking about nothing special. When they went out, I went to toilet for the last time and I heared “He may be disabled”. If this will confirm, Brazil will cry much. Nothing won’t be the same.

São Paulo, 11st August 2014

Dear Diary

Now I’m at home. Morning was hard but only when I went out, I had to talk with parents. And it was as I thought – never in my life I can play football again! I’m crying whole the time. This is so cruel ! Anyone can ban me it. This is my life. Whole Brazil play football, this is our national pride. Football is sport which in Brazil is like an oxygen. We breathe this. We live this.

 I’m crying but tomorrow I have to find out why is this a problem for my parents. It will still bother me if I don’t know why. It has to be a big top secret. 

São Paulo, 12nd August 2014

Dear Diary

I woke up earlier than always. I was waiting for my parents to go to work and I went out. I came to library and I asked Mrs. Leitte if in the past of our football something special happened, but she didn’t know the answear because she has been living here for only 5 years. But I have got another plan.


Santos FC was the best team. I know where is the old training centre so I decided to go  there. I should lie in bed but this is a metter of life and death. As it’s said – what  does not kill me makes me stronger… or tries to kill me again . 

The building was destroyed. I thing that it’s not safe here. I entered slowly. I went to the locker-room. I  had luck because anything lied on my way. I took a t-shirt wit number 11 in my hand. I have birthday on 11th of December. On the t-shirt was name “Pavanelli’. Wait, it’s our name! I looked at the lockers and I was shoked. There was my picture when I was a little girl. I put this photo in my pocket and went to the next office.


I opened a big box and I started to search information. Only in the last box were cards of the players. Neymar da Silva Santos Senior, Joan Delivery Santos, Hugain Pavanelli. This is my day ! But I knew he won’t tell me anything about this case. So I took this and I came back home.


While I was walking I thought why nobody didn’t want to tell me about this. If this could affect on my life then  I guess I should know. The only explanation could be… no, there is no explanation for them.


He was playing in the team in 1989 with dad of  Neymar. And then I had next idea. I will have to go to hospital because maybe Neymar Sr. will be able to tell me something. He is my last chance. Only Neymar Sr. can tell me what happened with my dad. I hope that at least he won’t do secrets.

I went out again. I was almost running to the hospital. Because of the fact that yesterday I had been in hospital I didn’t have any problem with entering inside. I had to go to da Silva’s room. Under the guise of searching the doctor, I went to visit him. And again I was lucky because there was only his dad. After introducing myself, I started talking that I know Mr., that I guess he was playing with my dad in the past. He got on well with me quickly. While we were talking, I found out that my dad almost died on a match ! So now it was all clear. They have been scared about my health but they could tell me why. I thanked him, sent greetings to his son and I wished much health and came home alone. I must consider this all and think about it because it seems really unbelievable. Actually, who would have believed ? 

In the evening I will have to talk with my parents. I took the picture and card and I went to them. Slowly, carefully I started the conversation. My dad was very angry but this all was true. He could have died ! I cried and then I felt that my life never will  be like yesterday. All flows. My life too.

This whole story tought me one thing. When someone tells you that you can’t do something – you better listen because under this may be hidden a terrible thing. Never in my life again I will be able to play football. Because of my parents and my injury. I will find a new hobby. Now I think that all these things just had to happen. I’m stronger now and know that health is the most important thing. And tomorrow appear new things. And I won’t be crying. I’m stronger. In the future  I will already know that some things need time. A man can be destroyed, but not defeated. I have a few plans on life so now I can’t surrender. I have the power, the strength. It will be alright. 
“All the world’s a stage,

And all the men and women merely players:

They have their exits and their entrances

And one man in his time plays many parts”
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

