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It's never pleasant to have the quality of your support called into question, but perhaps I should be getting used to it by now.

I have friends in the Barclay who have been telling me for years that I can't call myself a proper supporter if I sit in the Norwich & Peterborough Stand – or as they call it, the Not-A-Peep Stand.

Then there was the furore at the end of last season following Nigel Worthington's remark about 'true supporters'. (For the record, I didn't hang around after the final whistle to show how much I appreciated the team's efforts as I didn't think they would appreciate it if I did...)

But the worst incident occurred in the maternity unit of Kingston Hospital the other Monday night. 

My wife was in the advanced stages of childbirth and I was standing at what is usually referred to as the talking end – though I wasn't doing much talking, as the midwife noted. 'You're not saying a lot,' she said.

It was true. I had been reduced to helpless silence by the sight of the one I love in terrible pain with no sign of any relief materialising any time soon. It was the 2005-2006 season all over again.

I can offer support, I told myself. I'm a supporter. It's what I do.

At that point, I was sorely tempted to burst into a rendition of 'Come on, let's be having you...', but even I realised that it probably wouldn't go down too well in that situation. 

I can't remember exactly what encouragement I did offer towards the grand finale, but apparently I had a bit of a Ricki Lake moment and shouted 'Go girl!' at one point – the recollection of which continues to provoke stitch-splitting hysteria in my wife.

The baby arrived just after midnight on Tuesday morning, and we've decided to call him Harrison – not, in case you were wondering, in honour of former Anglia TV commentator Gerry Harrison.

I always believed he was biased towards Ipswich, though in my youth I was of the opinion that anyone who could mention the name of a Town player without adding a derogatory epithet must be wearing a blue and white scarf.

It's such a relief that the birth went well – and, it has to be said, that the pregnancy hormones will no longer be coursing through my wife's body and causing havoc. 

Some of her actions recently have been bizarre to say the least. We've had pork chops fried in washing-up liquid instead of olive oil, full-fat milk added to the washing machine instead of fabric conditioner – and most recently, I found my Southend away ticket lying in the bin.

Of course, there is always the possibility that it was something I said.

I should stress that she is by nature a very thoughtful woman. For example, she was considerate enough not to give birth on a Saturday this time.

Our daughter was born on the Saturday when City demolished Cardiff 4-1 at home in what was thought at the time to be Huckerby's farewell game, and while I had no regrets about missing the match, I have to admit that I did disappear once or twice to check on the score. 

(Allegations that I used the words 'Keep the shouting down, love, I can't hear the classified results...' are, however, wholly without foundation.)
Not that it would have mattered on the Saturday preceding Harrison's birth, as there were only international matches taking place. I say 'only' because I have no interest in the England team, chiefly because there is nothing left in the emotional fuel tank after City have made their demands on it.

That said, I rather enjoyed the World Cup finals this summer. For one thing, it was great to see the cross of St George flying from so many cars and vans – though not for the reason you might think.

A piece of advice that is often given to drivers to help them get around safely is to assume that every other vehicle on the road is being driven by an idiot. Taking this blanket approach can be mentally exhausting after a while, so for a couple of months this summer it was very useful to have the biggest potential dangers highlighted by these fluttering flags.

There was also an event during the tournament that really made me stop and think. 

If I tell you that it was the retirement of a leading player, you will probably assume that I am referring to Zinedine Zidane – but no, it's not him. (What do you mean, you can't believe it's not the butter?) The player I have in mind is the now-former Bolton and Japan player Hidetoshi Nakata.

Despite being only 29, injury-free and a superstar in his home country, he has quit professional football and is apparently about to start at university in the US. A statement on his website reveals the extent to which he had tired of the game:

"After turning professional, when asked if I liked football, I found that I was no longer able to give the straight answer 'Yes, I love it!' that I would have before. While I was very much aware of the great honour and responsibility involved in what I was doing, I had somehow lost the pure feeling of passion for the ball that I had felt so strongly as a child."

Call me naïve, but it had never occurred to me that there are professional footballers who are fed up with their job. Being able to play football all day and get paid a fortune for it sounds like a fantastic life to me. And how often do you ever hear of players walking away from the game when they could carry on playing for several more years?

I can only think of two: Curtis Woodhouse, who recently took up boxing instead (and how fed up with football must you be to switch to a profession which involves you being punched repeatedly in the face?); and Peter Knowles, who in 1970 at the age of 24 gave up a hugely promising career with Wolves (64 goals in 91 games) to become a Jehovah's Witness. 

Mind you, this decision became more understandable when I found out what a God-forsaken place Wolverhampton is.

I really should have known better, though. After all, I work in advertising – an industry seen by many as glamorous and exciting, if the number of people trying to get in every year is anything to go by. 

Yet it is a shallow, meretricious business which can rot the intellect and destroy your very soul, plunging you into a bottomless chasm of despair and self-loathing. (In case my boss is reading this, I don't feel this way myself; I've just heard that some people do…)

I have the utmost admiration for what Nakata has done. Rather than continue to take the money when his heart is not in the game, which could be seen as cheating the fans, he has done a brave and honourable thing by going in search of personal fulfilment elsewhere.

I hope he finds it - as much as I hope to find my Norwich mug in one piece when I return to work after my paternity leave...
