
We spend five minutes in the daunting world of  

global superstardom, face to face with Wayne Rooney
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‘ When you're a lad 
you dream about 
playing football. 
When you realise 
everything that 
goes with it, it's 
a bit of a shock'

His name Has escaped the confines of Saturday-night pub 

banter and made its way into the minds of people who, like me, 

have no real interest in football. That’s how famous Wayne 

Rooney is. He’s a global superstar, striker for one of the richest 

and most valuable football clubs in the world. 

There’s no questioning his exceptional skills – in 314 appearances for 

Manchester United, he’s scored 144 times – but his fame goes way 

beyond the football pitch. Being the star player for one of the world’s  

top teams is not just about turning up in fine form for training, and then 

delivering the goals when it really matters. He also has to deal with the 

huge media circus that follows him, documenting every word, action and 

facial flicker for the fascinated masses.

Today, the 25-year-old is in Bristol for the opening of an £11 million 

flagship Audi Centre. Of course, it’s no great surprise to see one of Old 

Trafford’s finest at a showpiece Audi event: as the club’s official car 

supplier since 2004, Audi is firmly associated with the Premier League 

champions in the public mind. But the presence of English football’s 

most gifted player carries a special cachet. Other VIP guests include 

musician Jamie Cullum and Director of Audi UK Jeremy Hicks – but when 

it comes to turning heads, Rooney is clearly in a league of his own.
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I run through an imaginary 
conversation: ‘What are you up 

to this weekend, Wayne?' 
‘Um. I'll be playing a match.'

‘Oh. Oh yeah, of course'

I arrive exactly 90 minutes before the event kicks off. The centre is a hive of activity and bustle, 

with PR girls tripping around in heels, carrying clipboards, making sure cars are buffed, drinks are 

poured, the desserts are blowtorched, and the waiting staff know which part of the room they’re 

working. Everything is moving speedily towards 6.30pm, when Rooney will arrive.

Only he turns up early. About 15 minutes early, in fact. He wanders in, just like an ordinary 

customer browsing the Audi range – something he would no doubt enjoy if he ever had the time  

(a well-known Audi fan, Rooney is currently an RS 6 driver, but with a Q7 4.2 S line on order).  

He crosses the red carpet, past the press area, and stands chatting with teammate Jonny Evans. 

These brief moments, when no officials have realised he’s arrived, are about as normal as  

Wayne Rooney gets to be. He’s been dealing with the pressure of being in the public eye since he 

was 17, and the amount of attention levelled at him is overwhelming. Once one person recognises 

him, word spreads like a ripple through the building. All of a sudden there’s a glut of people and 

Wayne is in the middle of them. He takes it all in his stride, being moved around wherever they 

want him to go, answering questions, posing 

for photos and politely shaking hands with the 

centre staff. Understandably, he already looks  

a little detached from the melee, professional 

but remote – perhaps a way to deal with the 

surreal amount of attention he’s receiving.

The fact of his presence is totally compelling. 

He’s either completely surrounded by people 

trying to take his picture and get his signature, 

or, oddly, there’s no one near him at all. But 

then, what small talk could you make? I run 

through an imaginary conversation:

‘What are you up to this weekend, Wayne?’

‘Um. I’ll be playing a match.’

‘Oh. Oh yeah, of course.’

But he’s right there in front of me. A lot of 

people would die for this chance – I've got to 

ask him something. With a gulp, I begin: does 

he enjoy the attention of fame or does he ever 

wish he were still unknown? 

‘When you’re a young lad you always dream 

about playing football. When that eventually 

happens, you realise everything else that goes 

with it. It’s a bit of a shock.’

I wonder what having that dream as an 

ordinary kid felt like? I ask if he remembers  

the first time he was asked for his autograph.

Rooney’s eyes light up and he smiles. ‘Yeah, 

it was actually my school teacher, Mr Hannigan,’ 

he replies. ‘I was still at school and playing for 

Everton youth team. He asked me for an 

autograph and said he’d keep hold of it so  

he wouldn’t have to ask me for it later. I was 

embarrassed, but I signed it anyway. It felt 

really nice. He was my favourite teacher too.’

There’s nothing novel for Rooney about 

signing autographs now, though. I ask him for 

his signature for my nephew. Later on, one of 

the guests, flushed with excitement, shows me 

his autograph. It’s not just proof that we’ve 

met him; it’s like having a piece of him to take 

home. Our own little bit of the glory of Wayne. 

After hundreds of photographs, repeated 

smiles, shaken hands and scribbled signatures, 

he escapes from the demanding crowd and 

ever-present media in a chauffeur-driven Audi 

A8. It’s a bit of peace before the superstar faces 

the media storm all over again the next day.

Wayne Rooney poses for photographers, 
both professional and amateur, with 
guests at the Audi Centre in Bristol, and in 
the driving seat of the new Audi R8 LMS
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