
Does my wife really understand me? Love her to bits, but I'm not sure she does - not on weekends like this...
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Now, about my wife.

Before I go any further, I must stress – in order to be absolutely clear on the subject, and also because she has twigged that she keeps getting mentioned in this column and it's only a matter of time before she starts reading it – that she is a wonderful woman and I love her very much.

Having said that…

My wife doesn't understand me.

Or rather, she doesn't really understand football, which does cause, well, not problems exactly, but certainly moments of blank incomprehension on both sides.

A few examples.

Following the 4-1 defeat at Arsenal in our last Premiership season, I was greeted on my return home with: 'Well, at least you saw Thierry Henry score a hat-trick...'

Does that count as an irreconcilable difference?

She prefers watching football on TV to going to the game because 'You can see more...'

I know, I know.

She also prefers the half-time and full-time analysis to the live action. So while the rest of the country is heading for the kettle or the fridge when the ref blows for time, she's heading in the opposite direction to listen to Messrs Hansen and O'Neill.

(It has to be said that she does an excellent impression of Hansen saying 'Very very poo-er...', though.)

She doesn't understand why I want to watch the Norwich goals on The Championship on a Sunday morning when I saw them at the game.

She refuses to believe that I played any part in last weekend's win at West Brom, when I know for a fact that I did. 

I was sorely tempted to put money on Earnie scoring the first goal, but I was aware that doing so would inevitably jinx this. I selflessly walked past the bookie's kiosk to take up my seat, and duly reaped the non-financial reward. (I wish I'd placed a bet on Jamie Cureton to stop him scoring the other week.)

And she doesn't get the whole Norwich-Ipswich rivalry.

I regret to inform you, gentle reader, that the words 'silly' and 'childish' have been used.

I've tried to explain that in football, it is not enough to hope that your own team succeeds; your rivals must also fail ignominiously. It's all part of the game.

But despite having an A-level in German, which ought to mean she understands what 'Schadenfreude' is, she refuses to accept this.

Even though neither of us is religious, she seemed to think it was faintly blasphemous when I used to refer to weekend wins for City and for the Capital Canaries football team, plus a defeat for Ipswich, as the Holy Trinity.

Perhaps it's because one of her best friends is a Town supporter.
I never imagined that an Ipswich season-ticket holder would be doing one of the readings at my marriage ceremony. But then again, for a long time I never thought I would get married, so I suppose that – like penalty decisions over the course of a season – these things even themselves out.

There is one derby-related secret which I have never mentioned at home, because it would probably be seen as weird to the point of warped. But I'll tell you, as long as you promise to keep it quiet.

Deep breath, here goes.

Almost three years ago, shortly before Christmas, my Mum died suddenly. So suddenly, in fact, that I wasn't able to get back to Norwich from London before she passed away.

The last time I saw her was a week later at the funeral parlour - Terry Allcock's, obviously. I said goodbye to her for the final time – and while I talked to her, I admit that I reminded her we were playing Ipswich at the weekend, and asked her to see if there was anything she could do 'upstairs' to swing the result.

This may sound utterly inappropriate, I know; as though my football obsession was so out of control that I missed the point of that moment.

But the truth is that, given Mum's love for the club and given the way we interacted – always making jokes, the strength of the bond between us unspoken – it was entirely appropriate. If she could have heard me, I know she would have laughed.

You may take the view that she did hear me. The fact that we won 2-0 could be seen to bear this out. 

And I have a couple of friends who to this day are of the opinion that we won promotion that season because Mum was invisibly pulling strings – notably moving the referee Neale Barry into a position at Reading where the ball could hit him and fall perfectly for Phil Mulryne to score in the last minute.

But I don't think I'll try to explain all this at home.

Perhaps I should end by stating for the record once more that I am fully aware of how my wife has changed my life for the better. Almost as aware as she is, in fact.

I was looking at pages 14 and 15 of the new club shop catalogue the other day – the picture of the bedroom with City curtains, duvet, rug, bedside lamp, clock etc etc – when she looked over my shoulder.

'You do realise that if it weren't for me, you'd be sleeping in a bedroom like that, don't you?' she said, before going on to point out the significance of the single bed in the shot.

And though I momentarily felt the same fleeting frisson of illicit desire that I get when looking at the table heaving with chips and burgers that Gillian McKeith presents to her victims on You Are What You Eat, I reflected again that I have a lot to thank her for...

______________________________________________________________

And finally… do you really think I'm going to risk upsetting the gods of football by firing my customary parting shot at our Suffolk rivals just before a derby match?

No chance. 
