
So what's the biggest difference between football's haves and have-nots? Very simple. A soul.
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According to the urban myth, you are never more than ten feet away from a rat in Central London.

The distance is even shorter if you happen to work in advertising, where the rats attempt to disguise themselves by walking on two legs, but I find that I'm constantly in even closer proximity to Chelsea supporters.

I share a desk with one. And there's a Stamford Bridge season ticket holder the thickness of a filing cabinet away. (Coincidentally, the same thickness as his wallet.)

You can imagine what the last week has been like at work.

Oh, the banter! Oh, the jokes! Oh, the complete absence of either...

The silence has been quite unnerving. In the case of my work partner, this could be put down to the fact that he has only relatively recently taken an interest in football.

He visited the Bridge long before Roman Abramovich, but if you were to ask his opinion of Kerry Dixon, he'd guess you were referring to a new girl in accounts...

The season ticket holder is usually far more outspoken, but even he had nothing to say before or after Saturday's match.

By Monday afternoon I could stand it no longer and went round to demand that he engage with me immediately in jocular badinage. He just shrugged his shoulders and said: 'Business as usual, weren't it?'

I don't think this was arrogance; he was just being very matter-of-fact. He'd taken it for granted that Chelsea would win, and they had – not as comfortably as the scoreline suggested, as we all know - but they'd won 4-0 all the same.

The lack of any sort of frisson surrounding an FA Cup fifth round match is another sign of the sterility of life at Stamford Bridge, or if you like, of the emptiness that fills the chasm between the super-rich and the rest.

If you want further examples, there was the mass exodus of home fans which greeted their third goal on Saturday. (Would City fans ever stream out of the ground on taking a 3-0 lead? I think not.) 

And a group of long-standing Chelsea supporters have recently launched a campaign to try and generate a bit of atmosphere in the ground.

The only faint stirrings I noticed were a few high-pitched squeals from some pre-pubescents in the family enclosure, and a Dad encouraging his kids to hold up four taunting fingers at some City fans on the opposite platform at the tube station. 

Nice.

Nor did I discover anything resembling a soul during a guided tour of Stamford Bridge a couple of years ago (I could tell you why I went on it, but then I'd have to kill you with boredom). All our guide spoke about was money – how much each member of the squad had cost, the amount of interest Abramovich earns every day, the special compartments in the dressing room lockers where players stash their expensive bling...

I came away from the stadium that day, as I did on Saturday, feeling very happy and proud that I support the team I do.

'Ah yes,' it has been put to me, usually by my Chelsea-supporting colleagues, 'but you'd love it if a foreign billionaire came along and pumped his wad into Norwich. You wouldn't moan and complain if you were winning every week.'
I've thought about this a lot, and they're wrong. For one thing, they have seriously underestimated my ability to moan and complain in any situation.

More to the point, success bought with the money of someone with no real, long-term feeling for the club would seem artificial and unsatisfying to me.

And it would feel decidedly grubby if there were doubts about the provenance of the money. I'm thinking less about Chelsea here than about Portsmouth, now owned by the son of a suspected arms dealer (though Alexandre Gaydamak has always denied any parental involvement) and the rather shady consortium which tried and failed to buy West Ham.

This may well be an academic argument, of course; there have been one or two rumours over the years that this sheik or that sultan might be interested in investing in City, but I haven't heard of any lately. 

All the same, it was reassuring to read in Delia's interview with the Guardian last week that: 'We are not going to sell to a foreign investor, ever...' because 'the supporters really are the ones who own the club.'

There was an acknowledgement that the arrival of a foreign billionaire 'would probably be quite intoxicating for ordinary Norwich fans', and it may well be the case that my view, and Delia's, is a minority one.

I have certainly seen posts on City message boards arguing that we need to adapt to, and catch up with, the new realities of the football world, since fans supposedly want success above anything else.

It may be another indication of my advancing years (see previous column for more of them), but I don't believe football is all about winning.

It's not about anything as trite as 'how you play the game' either, hugely important though that is.

To me, the true and lasting value of football lies in moments.

They can be joyful moments, crushing moments, significant, trivial or funny moments, but they resonate and stay with you long after the match result or final league position has been forgotten. These are what really matter in the long run.

I could give you plenty of examples from my mediocre Sunday football career; I can still vividly recall particular tackles and passes from games years ago.

And there are countless examples I could quote from my years of following Norwich, but perhaps the best (if an obvious one) would be Justin Fashanu's goal against Liverpool in 1980. This was a match which City lost 3-5, but the result no longer matters. What matters is the memory of that goal.

Timeless. And priceless.
______________________________________________________________

And finally… try as I might, I haven't been able to come up with anything funnier concerning Ipswich than the extended dance routine performed by Jaime Peters and Danny Haynes to celebrate the latter's offside goal at Watford last Saturday.

It's not just that play was continuing at the other end of the pitch while they were still jigging around; it's the fact that they had clearly spent some time rehearsing their moves, and that ridiculous hopping around was the best they could come up with.

ROTFLMFAO, to use the internet acronym. 
