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China pot of optimism

Written by Dr Jolanta Burke

Charlie and Jack were bubbling with excitement as they skipped along the path to
Granny's house. The sun was shining, the birds were singing, and it was a perfect day

for an adventure.

Granny's house was a cosy little cottage with a garden that seemed to stretch forever.
It was filled with all sorts of wonders, but the most precious of all was Granny's china
pot. It stood proudly in the centre of Granny's cabinet, gleaming in the sunlight.

Granny always told the boys to be careful around it.

But on this particular day, disaster struck. Bang, wallop, smash! - oops. As Charlie and
Jack were playing tag, they accidentally ran into the cabinet, knocked over the shelf,
sending the china pot crashing to the ground. The boys froze in shock as they watched

it shatter into what seemed like a thousand pieces.

Charlie's heart sank as he stared at the broken pot. "Oh no, we've ruined it!" he cried,
his voice filled with frustration. "Granny's going to be so disappointed. We're so

clumsy!”

Jack, however, remained surprisingly calm. "It's okay, Charlie,” he said, "It was made
of delicate chinaq, it could have broken from just a whisper of the wind" Jack's eyes

were twinkling with determination, "We can fix it."

Charlie scoffed, feeling defeated. "Fix it? How? It's shattered into pieces. It'll never be

the same again.”

But Jack wasn't one to give up easily. "We can glue it back together,” he suggested,
his voice filled with hope. "If we do it right, the pot will stick together forever. It's just a

temporary setback.”



Reluctantly, Charlie agreed to give it a try. With steady hands and determined hearts,
they carefully pieced the pot back together, bit by bit. It wasn't perfect, but it was

whole once again.

As days turned into weeks, Charlie couldn't shake off his doubts. He worried that the
pot would fall apart at any moment, ruining everything. But Jack remained optimistic,

reminding Charlie that sometimes, things just needed a little time and patience.

After a tfriumphant Sports Day in school, Charlie and Jack couldn’t wait to share their
victories with Granny. With their chests puffed out and smiles stretching from ear to

ear, they marched back to Granny's house, tfrophies gleaming in their hands.

Granny greeted them with open arms as they proudly displayed their hard-earned

prizes. With a warm smile, she examined each trophy carefully.

"You boys did a wonderful job,” Granny praised, her voice filled with admiration,

knowing the dedication and effort they had put into their endeavours.

Then, Granny's eyes twinkled mischievously as she declared, "Let's celebrate!” With a
warm smile, she beckoned Charlie and Jack to the table, where she had prepared a
delightful surprise. Steaming hot chocolate awaited them, served in the very pot they

had painstakingly repaired.

Charlie's heart skipped a beat as he eyed the pot nervously. What if their repairs
hadn't held? What if it leaked all over Granny's white tablecloth?

Despite his doubts, Charlie couldn't resist the comforting aroma of the hot chocolate.
Yet, a nagging worry gnawed at the back of his mind, making him hesitate before

taking a sip.

But Jack simply grinned and accepted his cup, taking a sip without a care in the world.

Charlie watched in disbelief as the pot held firm, not a single drop escaping.



And then, to Charlie's horror, the pot began to leak. He felt his cheeks burn with

embarrassment.

He dreaded that Granny was going to scold them. But her reaction caught him off
guard, as she erupted into laughter, the sound filling the room with warmth and joy.

Wiping away tears of mirth, she reached out to pat their heads affectionately.

Granny knew all too well that Charlie and Jack had broken the delicate china pot and
attempted to mend it. Yet, she played along, teasing them by serving the hot

chocolate in the very pot they had tried to repair.

"Oh, you silly boys,” Granny chuckled, her voice filled with affection. "It's just a pot.
What matters is that you tried your best.” At that moment, Charlie realised that

Granny's love and laughter meant far more than any broken pot ever could.

Charlie felt a weight lift off his shoulders as he joined in Granny's laughter. After all, it
wouldn't be the end of the world if things didn't always go according to plan.

Sometimes, the mistakes and mishaps made life all the more beauftiful.

As they enjoyed their hot chocolate together, Charlie knew that no matter what
happened, he would always have Jack by his side, ready to face whatever challenges

came their way with a smile and a sprinkle of optimism.
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