
In amidst all that damp squibiness, I did find ten highlights of 2006-2007. Well, just.

Fri 11 May 07

And so, for the second year running, I find that I am as relieved as my wife that the football season is over – albeit for different reasons.

She's happy that her husband can become a 'normal' person again for the next three months. (What a multitude of interpretations lurk within those inverted commas.)

For my part, I'm just glad to see the back of another underwhelming campaign.

Oh, I know it could have been worse. The dull 'phut' of a damp squib is far preferable to the loud crash of a trap-door opening.

And I'm feeling far more hopeful about the season to come than I did this time last year. But this was as forgettable a season as any of those in the late 1990s.

(I struggle to remember much about those seasons now, even though I went to every game. As with my time at university, I hesitate to say that I got nothing out of those years, but I can't put my finger on anything.)

If only to help me recall something about 2006/7 in years to come, here – in no particular order – are the things which come to mind at the moment. I'm aiming for ten, but I'm not sure the list will stretch that far…

1) Darren Huckerby's fantastic solo goal against Birmingham. My wife rang me when I was on the train to this mid-week game to ask what time I'd be home from work. 'Around 2am,' I replied, which came as a surprise to her since she was expecting an answer like 7.30pm.

I still maintain that I'd told her I was going to the game, though I can't guarantee that she wasn't snoring at the time. 'Is it really worth going all that way and feeling tired all day tomorrow just to see a football match?' she asked. 'I'll let you know at quarter to 10,' I said – but the glorious answer arrived just before 9.

2) Colchester away. A case of The Good, The Bad and The Ugly, twice over. The Good: Jamie Cureton refusing to celebrate scoring against us (again). Top man. The Bad: The second-half non-performance. The Ugly: The sustained mindless abuse coming from the idiot standing behind me.

On the train back to London, I noticed something which was all three. As we neared Chelmsford, I spotted what looked like a catering van with the words 'This is senseless' sprayed large on the side. If I were the owner of the van, I would obviously find this Bad and Ugly. But since I'm not, I thought this was a cut above your average graffiti.

It was crying out for a reporter from Anglia News to stand in front of it, look into the camera with a serious face and say: 'Another example of senseless vandalism…'

3) The new 'Healthy Options' food counter in the River End. For me, the sequence of events the first weekend it appeared was as follows:

2.30: Spot new counter. Resolve to embark on healthy eating regime.
2.31: Buy banana. Decide that this will be lunch.
2.32 Pass main food counter and smell pies.
2.33 Decide that banana will be dessert and buy pie.
2.34 Decide that banana dessert would be improved by addition of chocolate and buy Yorkie bar. 

Oh well, it's a good idea in principle.

4) Simon Lappin's late, late winner at Luton. Standing outside the ground at 7.30, with the home club searching for 50p to put in the electricity meter, I was half hoping the game would be postponed for a second time to allow us to get some form and fit players back. (The other half of me was hoping the game would go ahead so I wouldn't have to visit Luton again.)

Mid-way through the second-half, with City 2-1 down and playing poorly, I sent a text to the effect that we would never reach 50 points. The euphoric reaction to the last-gasp winner stemmed from disbelief as much as relief. It was a season-saving moment.

5) The influence of Dion Dublin. 1987/88: DD plays for City's reserves. 2006: finally makes debut for first team. Has any Norwich player ever taken longer to make the step up? 

But having made it at last, he made a massive contribution this season. In particular, his equalising goal in the home game against Leeds was almost as significant as Lappin's Luton winner. If he does leave the club this summer, he can do so knowing that he is one of a select number of players who made an impact far greater than their number of appearances would suggest: the likes of Trevor Hockey, Asa Hartford… and Mr Cureton again.

6) The emergence of Chris Martin. Thrown in at deep end. Swam.

7) The outing of Worthy. When it finally came, it was one of those: 'Where were you when you heard the news?' moments. For some, of course, the answer would have been 'Standing in Carrow Road shouting 'Worthy out!'. I was sitting in a certain well-known pizza restaurant in St Benedict's Street when I got the text. (Obviously this was before I embarked on my health kick.) The mouthful of Sloppy Giuseppe didn't quite hit my sister-in-law sitting opposite me, but it didn't fall far short.

8) Peter Grant's 'disgrace' remark. Forgiven, but not forgotten.

9) Tamworth away. Probably the smallest ground at which I've seen City play a competitive match.

Even Plough Lane, where I remember Norwich fans taking up residence in the toilets because the view out of the window offered the only clear view of the pitch, was big by comparison.

10) Leeds going down to League One. There is a Norwich connection here – in my mind, at least. When we were relegated from the Premiership at Elland Road in 1995, the walk back to the car park was accompanied by sneers, jeers and snide comments like: 'You're going back where you belong...' Not forgotten and not forgiven.

Right, I'm off to carry out the ceremonial removal of the fixture list from the fridge door. Anyone know when next season's come out?
______________________________________________________________

And finally… huge congratulations to the Capital Canaries football team, who have won their league cup and finished runners-up in Division One, losing only one game all season.

When I played for the side, it was considered a cup run if our first round match kicked off late. Funny how they've improved since I retired...   
