
Ah, the romance of the cup. And what more could any girl want than a Saturday morning trip to Tamworth...
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Once again, it's time to rummage around in the dusty corners of the loft and bring out those fancy decorations which haven't been seen since this time last year.

I don't mean the tinsel and baubles for the Christmas tree; I mean the phrases which are traditionally used to embellish any discussion of the third round of the FA Cup – though most of them could be described as a load of baubles.

'The romance of the cup', for one. Just how romantic is a 'romantic tie'?

Sebastian: 'Oh Lucinda, let me take you away from all this...'

Lucinda: 'Whither shall we go, my love?'

Sebastian: 'To a faraway place called…Tamworth.'

Lucinda: 'Let us depart with all speed.'

Sebastian: 'Indeed, for it is an early kick-off and we must change trains at Derby. But if we buy a series of single tickets we will save a fortune on the saver return fare.'

Lucinda: 'Oh Sebastian, you think of everything…'

The expression 'plucky underdogs' always makes me think of a randy Chihuahua clinging to your trouser leg and enjoying it more the harder you try to shake it off. But perhaps that's just me.

A 'David and Goliath contest', with its connotations of missile-throwing by the plucky underdogs, brings to mind the FA Cup match at Port Vale in 1989 when City supporters were refunded the price of admission in 2p pieces flying towards us throughout the 90 minutes.

But the phrase I always find really strange is 'a potential banana skin'. Why 'potential'? Surely a tricky match is a banana skin (metaphorically speaking) lying there in our path. It's just a question of whether we step on it or over it.

Actually, there's a banana skin-related story which neatly sums up how I suspect our FA Cup campaign will go this season.

It concerns the comedian and film director Charlie Chaplin, who to this day is renowned the world over for being not all that funny really.

Another film producer was having trouble with a visual gag involving a man slipping on a banana skin and decided to seek Chaplin's advice. 'Do I show the man first and then the skin, or the skin first and then the man? Whichever way I do it, it won't be new to the audience because they've seen it all before.'

Chaplin thought about this for a while and then replied, 'First show the skin, then show the man, then show the skin once again. Then show the man stepping over the skin and falling down a manhole.'

My prediction (and regular readers will know just how accurate my prognostications have been this season) is that we'll step over the Tamworth banana skin and fall down a manhole marked Blackpool or Aldershot. Or maybe Bury, who have a very winnable home tie in the third round.

Don't get me wrong, I don't think the Tamworth match will be easy.

I'm well aware that Stoke only beat them on penalties after a replay and extra-time last season. (Has anyone else noticed that the Stoke team in both games included a certain L Chadwick?) Being chosen for live TV coverage obviously doesn't help us either, and it's not exactly heartening to hear Peter Grant say: 'We'll prepare in the same way we would for a Premiership side...'

Does he mean we're going to be playing a cagey 4-5-1? And is he aware that we haven't beaten a team from a higher division in the FA Cup since 1982?

But I don't believe we've been knocked out by a non-league side in my lifetime. And because a lot of people seem to be anticipating a Tamworth win (the BBC and my wife the football pundit, for example), I reckon that City will be their usual perverse selves and prove them wrong.

_________________________________________________________________

It was going to happen sooner or later, I suppose.

Our three-year-old daughter has just started using foul language which she can only have picked up at her nursery.

'Tell Daddy what you said earlier,' my wife prompted her when I got home one evening.

'Come on Arsenal!' she shouted loudly.

I realise that it could have been worse. It's not as if she used the vile C-word (blue strip, home ground Stamford Bridge). But this is not something I want her to come out with, especially when we're visiting family in Norfolk.

My subtle attempts at indoctrination, notably a huge yellow and green Fimble in her bedroom, have clearly been too subtle and will need to be stepped up. I've already got her shouting 'Come on you yellows!' – and her nursery is in for a treat at their carol concert next week.

I wonder what they'll say when she sings 'Oh what fun it is to see Norwich win away...' during 'Jingle Bells'.
