
I'm heading into battle with just this sense of expectancy for company
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Well, it's all about to kick off again. There's a sense of excitement in the air, tinged with more than a little anxiety, and an awareness born of experience that the next few months will be full of joy, tears and sleepless nights. 

I also have to admit to considerable doubts as to whether I should really be putting myself through this once more at the ought-to-know-better age of 45.

Yes, the arrival of Child Number Two is impending, though you could be forgiven for thinking that I was referring to the start of the new season. (The biggest difference between the two events lies in the amount of poo that will shortly be heading towards the fan.)

At the time of writing, it doesn't look as though we'll be adding to our squad before the end of August – another parallel with life at Carrow Road – but I know I'm going to have to start missing matches well before the due date. 

I learned very early in my relationship with my wife that if I were ever to miss the birth of a child for football-related reasons, her reaction would render future contraception unnecessary. 

We were at Stamford Bridge (FA Cup third round replay, January 2002, lost by four goals, one being Zola's famous fancy flick, but I digress... ) when a message came over the public address system informing one of the home supporters that his partner had just given birth. 

A cheer went up from all sides of the stadium, including the Norwich section and including me… until I turned to see an appalled expression which immediately wiped the smile from my face. 

'That's just DISGRACEFUL,' she finally said after struggling for several seconds to rediscover the power of speech. I knew then that a line had been drawn which I would cross at my peril.

You may of course take the view that the birth of a child during the football season indicates a reprehensibly poor level of planning on my part. Certainly that is the view I would have taken in the past. 

All I can say in my defence is that it's amazing what a five-game winning streak out of the blue in December can do to raise the, ahem, spirits.

To be honest, though, I can't say I'm too upset about missing these early games. I'm approaching the season full of hope as I always do, but this year it's not the wide-eyed, naively optimistic, this-could-be-our-year type of hope.

It's a fingers-crossed, legs-crossed, please-don't-let-the-wheels-fall-off type of hope. 

I was going to say that we're heading for the new campaign on a wing and a prayer, but given the glaring deficiency on the right side of midfield, we're actually going into the season without a wing. And perhaps, as a consequence, without a prayer.
Football being the unpredictable game it is, there is a chance that we will do well. Perhaps Martin Hunter possesses magical coaching skills and can pull a few rabbits out of the hat that don't have myxomatosis. Perhaps the team will miraculously click, with the younger players blossoming. 

Perhaps a couple of good results early on will spark confidence that will grow and grow. But looking at the situation, or more specifically the squad photo, you would have to say it's a slim chance. Or should that be 'fat chance'?

Then there's the atmosphere at the ground. If it's anything like it was during the second half of last season, I won't be sorry to be 100-odd miles away.

I get the impression that most supporters are keen to put the acrimony behind them and make a new start, whatever their managerial misgivings, but the lack of summer signings has significantly undermined this uneasy truce. Barring any inspired last-minute acquisitions (Oh for another Mark Robins – or even a Marc Edworthy), the discontentment is going to be pretty close to the surface.

People have talked about giving Nigel Worthington the first 10 games to sort things out. My prediction, for what it's worth, is that the picture won't be any clearer then. We'll probably have around 14 points – neither spectacular nor disastrous enough to allow a definitive conclusion – and this will be seen as either a solid start or falling woefully behind the pace depending on where you stand.

Where do I stand? It's rather presumptuous of you to ask, but I'll tell you anyway. I've felt for several months now that we would benefit from a change of manager, which I guess puts me in the WO rather than the KTF camp. (Why aren't those who want to keep Worthington in known as the WI?)

However, I didn't stand in the street calling for his head, as he deserves more respect than that, and I will be more than happy to hold my hands up and say: 'Fair play to you...' if – and that's a big if, underlined three times in red pen – performances improve and he keeps us in the top six.

Anyone hoping that the team gets off to a bad start in order to hasten Worthington's departure would effectively be getting into bed with the late ex-Manchester City chairman Peter Swales, and that would be wrong in so many ways. 

If memory serves, Swales (who was also chairman of the FA international committee) declared before the 1990 World Cup finals that he hoped England wouldn't win the tournament as Bobby Robson would then get his contract as manager extended. Thank goodness the FA isn't run by such fools these days…
_____________________________________________________________

Ed's note - Since this column was written, the club has signed a right-sided midfielder and Kevin has gone on holiday for a week to recover from the shock.
