Story
Hannah was watching TV with her granddad. Suddenly, she said:

“I really like this advert, Granddad.”

Her granddad laughed.

“We’re supposed to like the programmes, not the adverts.’

“Most of them are boring, but I like this one. Watch.”

There were voices of children, and suddenly a scene in a park, with boys and girls playing soccer.

“Oh, I know this one,” said Grandad. “It’s Bobby Charlton – Sir Bobby – scoring yet another great goal. Mind you, I’ve got a bone to pick with him.”

“Why’s that?” said Hannah, as they watched Sir Bobby score that terrific goal once again.

“Because I got carried away the other day and I must have thought I was him, and I made a fool of myself.”

“A fool of yourself, granddad?” said Hannah with an innocent expression on her face. “I find that difficult to believe.”

“Behave, you cheeky madam,” said Granddad.

“Well, tell me what happened.” Said Hannah.

“It was like this,” said Grandad. “I was walking with friends on a canal towpath when we saw a soccer ball floating nearby. We fished it out, and looked around and we could see that the ball belonged to some children and dads playing in a pub garden on the other side. They were all waving for us to send it back. So what did I do? I put it on the ground and ran up to take a brilliant 20 metre kick across the canal into the pub garden.”

“And did you do it?” asked Hannah.

“What do you think?” said Grandad. “What I forgot was that it was at least fifty-five years since I kicked a ball, and even then I was useless at it. So instead of soaring over the canal, the ball skidded off the side of my foot just a short distance into some reeds. It’s probably still there.”

“Grandad!” said Hannah. “What did the kids and their dads say?”

“No idea,” said Grandad. “I was hiding under a bridge.”

Hannah shook her head.

“What were you thinking of?”

“Well, I suppose I was thinking of that thing that everyone says – you can do anything if you try. So I tried. I must have thought I was Sir Bobby.

“But you weren’t?”

“Nor could I ever have been. Do you know, he’s almost exactly the same age as me, but he’s him, and I’m me. In some ways I’d like to be like him, but I’m not him, and really I don’t actually want to be. Still, it would be good to show off with a good kick of the ball like he does in the advert.”

”Come on Grandad,” said Hannah. “I just can’t imagine you kicking a ball.”

“No, I guess you’re right,” said Grandad. “There are some things that are just not possible. In a film where he’s talking to children, Bobby tells them if they want to be good footballers they have to practice. That’s true, but I could have practiced for ever and never been nearly as good as him. I’ll tell you something, though...”

“What’s that?”

“Sir Bobby Charlton is a real, solid gold celebrity. He’s not just famous for not doing very much like some celebrities. He did something very special for himself and his country – a career in football crowned by a World Cup winner’s medal. He’s not big headed about it; just proud. And he has every right to be proud. Over forty years later he probably still feels good inside with the memory of it.”

“Ah, but Granddad,” said Hannah. “Do you think he can play the piano as well as you?”

“Well, Hannah,” said Granddad, looking very pleased with himself, “That’s an excellent question. Maybe if he practiced every day...”

