
A stroll down Memory Lane? Darling, what an utterly charming idea... And by the seaside, too...
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Over the last few days, I've been back-pedalling even more frantically than City when we're a goal up with ten minutes to play.

Let me explain.

Just before Christmas, my wife suggested that it might be nice to spend a weekend in the town where she grew up. She'd show me her old house, her school, her teenage haunts, that kind of thing.

I wasn't keen. I've already been to the town in question a couple of times and found it very downmarket and tacky. My abiding memory of the place is of one of those revolving advertising stands which you often see outside shops.

This one was a less-than-delicate shade of fluorescent lime green, and as the wind made it spin, it wooed potential customers with the words: 'BOOZE – FAGS – BOOZE – FAGS…'

Classy.

Since Monday lunchtime, though, I've had a change of heart. I've now decided that taking a trip down Memory Lane is an absolutely charming idea; indeed, I am so keen that I have proposed that we should make it happen before the end of the month.

Ah, you've sussed me out. Yes, my wife was brought up in Blackpool – or to be more accurate, in Lytham St Annes, which is the slightly more salubrious neighbourhood next door. (In Ipswich, the equivalent area would be… umm… well, Diss is nearest, I suppose.)

What I haven't decided is whether or not to mention the game before we go. I'm sorely tempted to wait until we're taking a stroll around Blackpool on the Saturday, then just happen to remark:

'I say, darling, isn't that a football ground over there? It looks like there's a match on today. I wonder who they're playing… Hang on, those people are wearing yellow shirts. And what's this in my pocket? Why, it's a match ticket! What are the chances of that, eh?'

On the other hand, I'd quite like to be able to get into the hotel room in the evening.

I'm already worried that it will be a miserable evening anyway. A couple of columns ago (go back and check if you don't believe me), I predicted that we would beat Tamworth in the third Round and then lose embarrassingly to someone like Blackpool in the fourth. I'm not used to my forecasts being accurate; it would have to be this doom-laden one that turns out to be spot-on.

Nor has our cause been helped by my fellow columnist Mick Dennis appearing on Sky News the other night and describing our draw as 'a bye'. I could see you had your tongue in your cheek, Mick, but you can never be sure that the vengeful gods of football will spot it.
______________________________________________________________

I had a very enjoyable Christmas, thanks for asking – all the more so for missing the Southend game – and was delighted with all my presents.

My wife very thoughtfully got me some boxer shorts from the club shop, which are comfortable enough but could be a bit more snug. You know how the over-enthusiasm of the ball-boys at Carrow Road sometimes results in two balls loose on the pitch moving in different directions? OK, too much information.

I'd have been disappointed if I hadn't received Bryan Gunn's autobiography, and I've also been enjoying The Book of General Ignorance, based on the BBC2 series QI (host: urbane City fan Stephen Fry). I've liked this sort of material ever since scruffy Millwall fan Danny Baker included an 'Everything You Know is Wrong' feature on his short-lived Saturday night TV show.

(If you enjoy this stuff, I'd also recommend The Pedant's Revolt by Andrea 'probably-no-relation-to-Mark' Barham and A Dictionary of Common Fallacies by Philip 'almost-certainly-not-connected-to-Ashley' Ward.)

But here are a couple of questions the QI book doesn't include.

1) In 1998, two pigs escaped from an abbatoir and became so famous that a film was made about them. Where were they from?

If you said Tamworth… you're wrong. They were Tamworth Ginger pigs, which is why they were dubbed 'the Tamworth Two', but in fact they were raised far away from the spectacular Snow Dome, in wildest Wiltshire.

See if you have any more luck with this one…

2) In which county was the Singing Postman born?

Hev yew got it roight, boy? If yew said Norfolk, yew hint. Despite what it says on the sleeve of his classic 'Recorded Delivery' album, several sources now claim that Allan Smethurst was born in Lancashire.

I've found myself humming his song January Sales a lot lately, possibly because the transfer window is now open. Some of the lyrics seem particularly resonant.

'We'll orl go down tew the January sales / Join orl the mawthers in the queue.'

This sounds like the rush to sign Stephen Pearson from Celtic. Billy Davies and Roy Keane are a couple of tough-looking mawthers, after all.

'Pick it up, put it down / Which one shall yew buy? / I dew hope my money will allow.'

This could be describing the hard work involved in exploring different options on a tight budget.

'Now there's an owd cotton blouse / I can dew without / But it looks like a bargain tew me.'

And this clearly warns against the temptation to sign another Jason Jarrett just because he happens to be available.

Hmm. The Singing Postman as a footballing Nostradamus. There may be something in this.

Join me next time when we'll be looking back at the home defeat against Burnley with reference to Wass the Bottum Dropped Owt? and evaluating the fitness of Matthieu Louis-Jean with extracts from Are Yew Alroight Boy?

____________________________________________________________

And finally… Ipswich Town confirmed this week that five players have been disciplined following an unauthorised trip to Amsterdam in the week before their 0-0 draw at lowly Chester in the FA Cup.

'I am extremely disappointed. To have one's senses over-stimulated by the vibrant use of colour on display in the Van Gogh museum and then become emotionally overwhelmed by a visit to Anne Frank's house in the build-up to such an important game is totally unprofessional,' said Blues boss Jim Magilton.

Guess which bit of that I made up.
