
the life is a whole circle

FT. ROHIT SHARMA


Table of Contents

Title Page

The Life Is A Whole Circle: Ft. Rohit Sharma

Introduction

PART ONE

CHAPTER – 1

CHAPTER – 2

CHAPTER – 3

CHAPTER – 4

CHAPTER – 5

PART TWO

CHAPTER – 6

CHAPTER – 7

CHAPTER – 8

CHAPTER – 9

CHAPTER – 10

PART THREE

CHAPTER – 11

CHAPTER – 12

CHAPTER – 13

CHAPTER – 14

CHAPTER – 15

PART FOUR

CHAPTER – 16

CHAPTER – 17

CHAPTER – 18

CHAPTER – 19

CHAPTER – 20

PART FIVE

CHAPTER – 21

CHAPTER – 22

CHAPTER – 23

CHAPTER – 24

CHAPTER – 25

PART SIX

CHAPTER – 26

CHAPTER – 27

CHAPTER – 28

CHAPTER – 29

CHAPTER – 30

PART SEVEN

CHAPTER – 31

CHAPTER – 32

CHAPTER – 33

CHAPTER – 34

CHAPTER – 35

PART EIGHT

CHAPTER – 36

CHAPTER – 37

CHAPTER - 38

CHAPTER – 39

CHAPTER – 40

PART NINE

CHAPTER – 41

CHAPTER - 42

CHAPTER – 43

CHAPTER – 44

CHAPTER – 45

NITYA N. NAIK

(16* YEARS OLD DIE HARD FAN)

legal disclaimer

This book is an unauthorized work and is not an official biography of Mr. Rohit Sharma. It is based entirely on publicly available information, including news articles, records, and Mr. Sharma’s own public speeches. It is not endorsed by or affiliated with Rohit Sharma or any official organization. All opinios expressed are those of the author 

No confidential, private, or unpublished information has been used. This book is a work of personal expression and opinion.

As per Article 19(1)(a) of the Constitution of India, which guarantees the freedom of speech and expression, the author has the right to write and publish this work without requiring permission from Mr. Rohit Sharma.

If any unintentional error, misrepresentation, or offense has occurred in this book, the author sincerely apologizes.

For
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The greatest role model (Great Basketball player)

My Mother

Most supporting person 

(National Level Poetical award winner)

My Grand parents

Their stories gave me a voice to write today

My Angel

&

Rohit Sharma
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This book is partially written from my heart.

My name is Nitya Naik, and I am a 16-year-old die-hard fan writing my first ever book, dedicated to my idol, my inspiration, my god — Rohit Sharma. This book is not written as a professional biography or a statistical record. It is written by a fan — a boy — who grew up watching Rohit Sharma and learning patience, belief, and hope through his journey.

Some parts of this book are written in a poetic and emotional way, while some parts are written in a normal narrative style. In certain chapters, I have used mythological and spiritual references only as symbols and metaphors to express emotions and devotion, and to make the storytelling deeper and more meaningful. These references are not meant to promote or disrespect any religion, belief, or spiritual sentiment. If any spiritual or mythological example used in this book unintentionally hurts or affects someone’s feelings, I sincerely apologize from my heart. There was no intention to hurt, compare, or offend anyone’s beliefs or sentiments in any form. The information, dates, or statistics mentioned in this book may not always be accurate, as my focus was never on numbers or records. My focus was on emotions, moments, and what my heart feels for Rohit Sharma as a fan. Please do not judge any person, player, or event solely based on the details written in this book. This work reflects a fan’s perspective, not verified historical or official records.

Many people has wrote book on Rohit Sharma that shows stats, Record but I did not focused on it. I choose to Wrote that What a heart speaks about Rohit Sharma not Histories and Records.. So I did not focused on Stats and records. (stats and record might be incorrect)

If you find any mistakes, exaggerations, or imperfections, I kindly request you to forgive me. I am still learning, and this is my first step as a writer.

My intention has never been to harm, misrepresent, or disrespect anyone. If any part of this book causes discomfort unintentionally, I truly apologize.

I only ask one thing from you as a reader:

Please read this book as it is meant to be read —

as the voice of a 16-year-old die-hard fan,

who tried to express his love, faith, and admiration for Rohit Sharma through words.

Thank you for accepting this book with kindness and an open heart.

Nitya Naik A 16-year-old die-hard fan of Rohit Sharma
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In India, cricket is not just a sport.

It is an emotion—quietly passed from one generation to another, like a family heirloom. It lives in crowded lanes and open grounds, on cracked bats and tennis balls, in radios, televisions, and now mobile screens. Cricket breathes with the nation.

There was a time when cricket was played for reasons far removed from dreams. It was associated with elite clubs, limited exposure, and even tax-saving benefits. Few watched it with blind faith, and fewer believed that India could ever dominate a game ruled by giants. Then came 1983—a year that did more than bring home a trophy. It changed the heartbeat of a country.

No one truly believed India would win the World Cup. And that disbelief is what made the victory unforgettable. That single moment rewired our thinking. From that day on, every street began to hope. Every mohalla started dreaming. Every dusty ground imagined that one day, one player from here will wear the Indian jersey.

Cricket stopped being something we watched—it became something we lived.

In India, when a child is born, the world chooses toys. But somehow, the child chooses a bat and a ball. Long before understanding rules or formats, a boy or a girl learns how to swing, how to throw, how to imitate their heroes. The first love is not explained—it is inherited. Cricket reaches us before logic does, before ambition does. It reaches us at the roots.

Every Indian child grows up believing one silent dream:

“One day, I will play for India.”

Millions dream it. Only a few reach it. But every dream matters—because dreams are what keep the game alive.

This book is not just about cricket.

It is about belief, patience, and timing.

Before I talk about Rohit Sharma—the cricketer, the captain, the legend—I must talk about myself. About my affection for the game. About why cricket mattered to me before I even understood it. About how matches decided my moods, how innings stayed with me longer than conversations, and how one player slowly became the reason I watched cricket not casually, but madly.

Rohit Sharma did not enter my life as a statistic.

He entered as a feeling.

The calm at the crease.

The effortless timing.

The belief that elegance could coexist with destruction.

Watching him bat made cricket feel poetic, not hurried. He taught me that greatness does not always shout—sometimes it whispers.

This is the story of one such guy.

A boy from Borivali.

A late bloomer.

A dreamer who waited.

A man who changed the way I watch the game.

Before his story unfolds, this is my salute—to cricket, to India, and to the emotion that binds us all.

[image: ]writer’s information

My name is Nitya Nachiket Naik.

I am 16 years old (in 2026), born and raised in Surat, Gujarat—a city of diamonds, but for me, the real sparkle has always been sports.

I belong to a family where games are not hobbies, they are traditions.

My grandfather was a basketball referee, a man who understood discipline, rules, and fairness long before I understood the difference between off-side and no-ball. My father went one step ahead—he didn’t just love the game, he played Nationals for India in basketball. For them, the court was sacred, the whistle was powerful, and sweat meant pride.

Yet somehow—ironically and lovingly—they forced themselves to love cricket.

Or maybe cricket forced itself into our family.

The story that changed everything goes back to 2011.

It was the India vs Sri Lanka ODI World Cup Final. I was just two years old—too young to understand what a World Cup was, but old enough to witness madness in its purest form. My father, completely possessed by the moment, put me, my mother, and my grandparents outside the house, closed the door, and watched the entire match standing in one single position.

For almost 95 overs.

Yes—standing.

Yes—without moving.

Yes—completely serious.

I still laugh when I think about it.

I remember watching him through the window—frozen, focused, praying with his eyes open. Maybe I didn’t understand cricket that day, but maybe cricket understood me. Maybe that was the moment it entered my veins quietly, like heritage passed down without permission.

Looking back now, I realise—I became just like him.

Maybe even worse

I grew up superstitious beyond logic. I fought with my mother over cricket rituals. Same clothes. Same position. Same movements. Same prayers. If India won once, I would repeat everything exactly the same—down to the smallest detail. Changing my schedule for a match felt normal. Standing on one leg for five to six hours, continuously praying, felt like duty.

Honestly, I think I have prayed more for Rohit Sharma than for myself in my entire life. 😂

And that is why I chose him.

Not just because of his runs.

Not just because of records.

But because he represents calm in chaos, patience in pressure, and grace in a country obsessed with noise. Rohit Sharma became my idol—not on paper, but in spirit.

This book is written by a boy who inherited sports, fell in love with cricket, and found himself reflected in one man’s journey.

This is not just his story.

It is also mine.

a note on the 

structure of this book
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This book is written in 9 parts, and each part contains 5 chapters, making a total of 45 chapters.

The number 45 is not a coincidence.

It is a small, heartfelt dedication to Rohit Sharma’s jersey number — 45, a number that carries emotions, memories, and belief for millions of fans like me.

There is still a lot more to write about Rohit Sharma — his journey, his struggles, his legacy, and his impact on cricket and on fans. But this is my first book, written from a young fan’s heart, and this is where I chose to pause for now.

These 45 chapters are my way of offering respect, love, and gratitude to the man who inspired me — one chapter for every number on his jersey.
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The Rise of The Hitman

the rise of the hitman
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(Preview)

T

his part marks the beginning of the journey.

In this section, I have written about the birth of Rohit Sharma and the early struggles that shaped him before the world knew his name. 

It explores his childhood, the difficulties he faced while growing up, and the silent sacrifices made during his initial years.

This part highlights the important role played by his uncle, who supported him when resources were limited, and his guru, Dinesh Lad, who recognized Rohit’s talent when the world still doubted him. It also touches upon Rohit’s early days in domestic cricket, where raw talent met discipline, hard work, and patience.

The Rise of the Hitman is about a boy with no shortcuts, no privilege — only belief.

It shows how a simple beginning, guided by the right people and endless determination, laid the foundation for a future legend.

This part is not about fame or records.

It is about roots, struggle, and the first steps toward greatness. 
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born of sharma ji ka beta!!

E

veryone who steps into this world is carried on the breath of God, sent not by accident but by intention, wrapped in an unseen design that only time can slowly reveal; every soul arrives with a purpose stitched quietly into its fate, and on the sacred dawn of 30th April 1987, when the sun rose gently as if aware of what it was about to witness, a child was born to Gurunath Sharma and his mother, cradled in simplicity, greeted by silence, unaware that destiny had just found its voice; the world did not pause, no drums were beaten, no stars fell from the sky, yet somewhere beyond human sight the universe leaned closer, for this was not merely a birth, it was a beginning written long before ink met paper; the child breathed softly, eyes closed to the vastness awaiting him, while time itself whispered promises of journeys yet unwalked, storms yet faced, and victories yet imagined; he carried no crown, no prophecy marked his forehead, yet his soul held the calm of oceans and the patience of mountains, as if God had chosen restraint as his greatest weapon; this boy would learn to wait while the world rushed, to stay silent while noise surrounded him, to trust timing when doubt knocked hardest; years later, when bats would swing and balls would fly, the echoes of this morning would return—not as memory, but as strength; in that cradle lay centuries of belief
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