
For some strange reason getting relegated holds no great fear for me. Maybe it's just my time of life. But then maybe not...
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'You know you're getting old,' my brother said as we walked towards Carrow Road on Tuesday evening, 'when they start knocking down buildings you helped to put up...'

He worked as a carpenter in the early 1970s, and it seems that yet another example of his craft has just been flattened as part of our fine city's never-ending reconstruction and regeneration.

It had clearly set him thinking - and his comment set me thinking too.

As a result, here are ten signs that I'm also getting very old.

1. I've started making an unattractive grunting sound whenever I get out of an armchair. Or when I sit in it, for that matter.

2. References to things like Albert Bennett's boots, Colin Suggett's perm and the freakishly high gravitational pull exerted on Henrik Mortensen whenever he entered a penalty area now induce looks of puzzlement more often than not.

3. When it rains, I find myself saying things like: 'Well, the garden needs it...'

4. Dion Dublin is routinely referred to as a 'veteran' who is 'in the twilight of his career' – yet he is eight years younger than me. Eight years! Still, it could have been worse. I'm 12 years older than Chris Sutton, judged to be well past it by one particular football expert.

5. I get inordinately excited when I find a free parking space directly outside our house.

6. My memory is definitely starting to go. Before the home game against Palace earlier this season, I remembered to stick plenty of pins in my James Scowcroft voodoo doll to stop him scoring, but completely forgot that they'd signed fellow ex-Suffolk cart-horse Shefki Kuqi during the summer.
 
7. My wife and I have been mistaken for grandparents at the local playground. I felt obliged to beat the person who made this error to a pulp with my Zimmer.

8. My eyesight is going the same way as my memory. I only discovered that Wolves had a second man sent off on Tuesday when I got home and checked all the evening's results on Teletext. Mind you, my failure to spot the red card could also be down to the trouble I was having at the time spelling the word 'abject' using predictive text on my new mobile phone. (Ineptitude with new technology is another sign of age, of course.)

9. When my fading eyes notice an attractive young woman, I wonder what her mother looks like.

10. This is the big one. I am strangely unaffected by the prospect of relegation to League One.

This doesn't mean that I am confident that we will stay up; far from it. And the fact that we dominated the Wolves game makes our situation more, not less, alarming.
After all, if playing badly and winning is the sign of a successful side, where is a team heading when they play well and lose? (The Palace game on New Year's Day was another example of City doing this.)

I am under no illusions about the effect that relegation would have on attendances, morale, finances and the strength of the team. Getting back up to the Championship would be no easier than getting up out of it.

Nor am I keen to add Chesterfield and Doncaster to the list of grounds I have visited.

But for some reason I am not completely consumed by fear. When I was younger, my nerves would have been as taut as piano wire, my finger-nails chewed down to the elbow, my stomach a tightly knotted ball of anxiety. The prospect of relegation would have seemed like the end of the world. Not now, though.

I get a bit irritated when I step into the lift at work and an electronic voice immediately jeers 'Going down', but that's about it.

It may be because I have finally acquired a measure of wisdom and a sense of perspective to go with my age. After all, giving myself an ulcer through worry is not going to help matters. And I'll still be going to as many games next season even if the worst does happen.

Also, your priorities change as you grow older. This weekend, I missed the Leeds game to watch my daughter perform 'I'm a Little Teapot' on stage, which I'm proud to say was executed with more co-ordination and concentration than City's zonal marking at set-pieces this season.

It could be, though, that I've lost some of my passion.

If this is the case, I'd say I'm not alone. You can sense it in the increasingly limp rendition of 'On the Ball, City!' before kick-off, and the fact that Peter Grant spoke for 18 minutes at the AGM on the need for passion shows that he's aware of the scale of the problem.

Everyone at Carrow Road has a part to play in turning this around – but I think the spark is going to have to come from the players.

I get the impression that the crowd is exhausted from having tried to lift the team for the last two years. Something has to happen on the pitch now to restore the impetus.

The good thing is that it can happen almost overnight, as the arrival of Huckerby and Crouch proved in 2003.

Whether our new signings can have a similar effect should be clear soon.

No pressure, lads.

______________________________________________________________


And finally… the Guardian reported this week on Gordon Brown's unveiling of the 2007 National Assets Register – a list of everything owned by the state. 

The article mentioned that when the Chancellor first asked for such an audit in 1997, the list then included '48 castles, 27 houses in Ottawa, 28 rabies vans and the car park at Ipswich Town Football Club's Portman Road stadium.'

Unfortunately, it didn't make it clear whether or not the vans were parked there.
