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Can I start by thanking you all for attending the recent AGM and voting me as your
new Chairman. After approximately 20 years on the committee I thought it was about time I went for the 
big job.

Can I continue the thanks to the outgoing committee especially Gavin Cooper my predecessor for all 
the good work that has been done. Equally, I’d like to say hello and welcome to the new members of the 
committee.

We have just held our first meeting and it was full of some wonderful views and bright ideas all of which 
will be relayed to you all in due course. I believe that the most important part of our club is the travel area, 
and getting you to games whether it be home or away. The first few trips I understand have run without 
too many hitches, and long may that continue.

Unfortunately, one area that I can’t control at all is what happens during the matches itself. One thing is 
for sure, if I have to endure many more nights like that at Watford in the Capital One Cup then my receding 
hairline will disappear from view forever...

Also important is this new online magazine where I am sure Donald would welcome articles and 
contributions. Another aspect of the club is the social side, and again the new committee and in particular 
social secretary Hamish would welcome any thoughts as to what you would like to see happen or take 
part in.

Crucially, by now you should have all received your renewal membership forms in the post, so please fill 
it in and send off the cheque as requested.

That’s all from me for now, but I leave you with one final thought. I don’t know if you saw that a recent 
game involving Salisbury FC was interrupted by a parachutist dropping onto the pitch. Apparently the 
referee booked him for descent.

OTBC

Jon Goddard, Chairman

Chairman’s report
The new season also marks a new Chairman for the 
Capital Canaries. Jon Goddard has his first say in the 
hotseat...



Editor’s column
Hello, and welcome to the latest edition of Capital magazine, the first of the digital age! 

As agreed at the Capital Canaries AGM earlier this year, we’ve shaken up the format a bit, with this the 
first of our online publications. We’ll be aiming to get a few of these out each year, whilst keeping the old 
print tradition alive with a summer annual edition to see you through the close season.

Firstly I’d like to say thank-you to Aaron Rodgers, who joined 
the Capital Canaries committee this year, and who has been 
instrumental in the layout and design of this magazine. We’re 
looking forward to working together to make this the best fanzine 
it possibly can be, with lots of ideas for the future. A big thank-
you also to all members who contributed articles for this edition, 
it is much appreciated, and I hope you all enjoy reading them!  

This edition lands around the New Year, exactly halfway through 
the 2013/14 season, which seems like a good point to take stock 
of the situation so far. Whilst debates have raged all season, with 
a range of opinions aired, most fans will agree that it has been 
another difficult few months. It has been impossible to ignore 
the fact that there has been intense pressure placed on Chris 
Hughton. Supporter forums, Canary Call phone ins, the #NCFC hashtag on Twitter, and pubs throughout 
Norfolk, have all been abuzz with passionate arguments either in defence of or arguing against the current 
management team. To represent that debate here, we have a number of articles from vans voicing both 
sides of the argument, originally written around our poor run in early November. 

Our situation since has slightly improved, but as I write this following a poor defeat to Fulham, we remain 
at a crossroads. In mitigation, there is no doubt that injuries have been particularly damaging for the first 
time since our return to the Premier League. Yet there remains a distinct sense of disappointment that the 
team has not been able to make tangible progress on last season’s effort, and a hugely testing five months 
looms ahead, for Chris Hughton and fans alike.   

Inside we also have a number of other features, ranging from analysing lucky pre-match drinks to a sit 
down with the oldest member of Capital Canaries.

I’d like to wish all members of the Capital Canaries a very Happy New Year, and hopefully a fruitful few 
months on the pitch. I hope you enjoy the magazine.

OTBC
Donald Parish

Magazine Editor
Twitter - @canary_don  
Email - magazine@capital-canaries.co.uk 



IN or OUT?
It’s halfway through his second season 
at the Canary helm, yet the Chris 
Hughton’s role as manager continues to 
divide opinion amongst the City faithful. 
In the spirit of fair and even-handed 
debate, here are the thoughts of a 
number of the Capital Canaries.



OUT
On the back of City’s defeat away to the blue side 
of Manchester, Matt Juler outlines the case against 
Chris Hughton...

by Matt Juler

As anyone who reads the Pink’Un message board or follows me on Twitter will know, I believe it’s time for a 
change at NCFC. This isn’t a knee jerk reaction after being beaten by 7 (seven) at Man City, or after failing 
to score against Cardiff, these are views
I’ve had since Spring.

On the evening of the final day of the season, after our impressive 3-2 win over aforementioned Man City, 
I posted the following on the Pink’Un message board:
“The last two games have only confirmed my belief that now would be a good time to thank Hughton for his 
services and to find someone else to take us forward. He has had this team at his disposal all season but 
has not been able to set up his tactics to make full use of his resources, especially this side of Christmas.”

This was met with many considered responses such as “ROFL you 
couldn’t make it up!” and “Sorry but you are clueless”. However, ten 
games into the 2013/14 season, I have still not seen any new evidence 
that points towards Mr Christopher William Gerard Hughton as the man 
to lead our beloved football club.

I have no complaints about Hughton’s business in the summer transfer 
market. The early signing of Ricky van Wolfswinkel and attracting the 
likes of Leroy Fer, Garry Hooper and Nathan Redmond to the club 
showed great ambition and in my view really improved the squad. We 
were all sad to see Grant Holt leave for the North West, but the prospect of RvW and Hooper leading the 
line softened the blow.

However this optimism proved short lived as we continued to play in the same vein as the majority of the 
second half of last season. It has become only too apparent that Hughton has only one mind-set which 
is to play to avoid defeat. This was epitomised last season by his comments after the late win against 
Everton.



“Once you are 1-0 down and you get back to 1-1, you have to be honest and say you settle for that.” This 
to me typifies the mentality of the man.

We are now ten games into the new season and sit in 18th position in the early Premier League table. 
Hughton is still continually setting out defensively and when this doesn’t work seems at a loss to know 
how to rectify this during a game. He only seems to have Plan A, 4-5-1, with very little support for the 
lone forward who is left to feed off scraps. He has little or no squad rotation, other than those forced 
through injuries, and for a team set up so defensively we have conceded a shed load of goals. With so 
little attacking threat opposing teams can play their own game and commit men forward without fear of 
reprisal. Not only is this the case away from home, more disturbingly this is now becoming evident at 
“Fortress” Carrow Road.

We are now left with a squad devoid of confidence and one that has effectively lost the game as soon 
as we concede a goal. My main worry is that it is starting to feel like Groundhog Day and Chris Hughton 
doesn’t appear to be learning from his mistakes.

We continually play the same tactics with the same results, and I now feel that it’s time for a change whilst 
there is still sufficient time left to rescue the season.

IN
by Jamie Ratcliffe

Following the Canaries’ spirited fightback at home to 
West Ham, Jamie Ratcliffe puts forward the defence 
for Chris Hughton...

I agreed to write my strong defence of why Chrissie H is still the right manager for us before the Man City 
catastrophe. I had already agreed to delay writing this until after the West Ham game because of a pre-
planned bid for Winter sun. As I watched that game from the Etihad, live on Al Jazeera Sports 10 from a 
luxurious hotel room on the Jumeirah Palm in Dubai, my views weren’t shaken.

I don’t deny it was a woeful performance, and some of the defending was shockingly bad, verging on non-
existent. 

The Man City game, last season notwithstanding, wasn’t one we seriously expected to take points from. 
An awful first half against West Ham was more than starting to change my mind and if it had continued in 



a similar fashion I don’t think I would have been able to write this. Thankfully the second half turnaround 
showed passion, endeavour and no little skill, and I believe we should now all back the team and the 
manager to drive us further up the table.

I won’t pretend that one reasonable result wipes out 
all the criticism there has been for Hughton. We are 
still eight points behind where I thought we’d be at 
this stage of the season. Whilst I was very pleased 
with the players we signed over the summer, in my 
view we are clearly lacking someone quality to play 
the ‘Wes’ role and a further solid centre- back.

Much of the valid criticism of Hughton last year was 
that he was too defensive and didn’t change the game 
when it wasn’t working. Neither holds this season. 
We have been a lot more attacking and Hughton has 
been ready to implement early changes, both with 
substitutions and positional play.

We have been let down this season by some of the 
players who were brilliant last year being really quite 
poor. Bassong was woeful against Man City and 
Snodgrass has had far too many off games. That’s 
why it was great that Hughton had the courage to 
drop Bassong, and importantly Snodgrass had a great 
second half against West Ham. I think it is still too 
early to call this season but the way that Hughton’s 
half time talk turned Leroy Fer’s Andy Hughesque 
first half into something inspirational in the second 
against West Ham gives me some confidence going forward into a crucial run of games.

With five winnable homes games in a row, Cardiff was the first of them, we really need to rapidly get more 
points on the board. West Ham was an important win, and the manner of it will hopefully buoy confidence 
significantly. But the reality is we need to beat Palace, Swansea and Fulham too. Ideally combined with 
away points from Newcastle, West Brom and Sunderland.

Most of the anti-Hughton brigade seem to think his surname rhymes with ‘out’, including Lord Sugar on 
Twitter after the Man City game, but think it is time to reclaim #hughtonin from the scummers and really 
get behind our team and manager.

That’s why it was great that 
Hughton had the courage to 
drop Bassong



OUT
Following the 7-0 hammering at the Etihad, 
Mike Kinga offers his own seven reasons why 
Chris Hughton has to go...

by Mike Kinga

To my mind Chris Hughton cannot remain as manager of Norwich City for one moment longer. If he will not 
do the decent thing and resign, then he should be sacked. I would be quite happy for his departure to be 
“by mutual consent”....as long as he relinquishes his post as quickly as possible.

There are seven reasons why he has to go.
Hughton is not Paul Lambert. He has failed to fill Lambert’s shoes and sustain the upward momentum 
which Lambert brought to our club. Yes Lambert was always going to be a difficult act to follow, but under 
Hughton the club has gone backwards not forwards. Enough is enough. It is time to admit our mistake 
and change gear.

If Hughton remains at the helm Norwich City FC will continue to plummet down the Premier League table 
and will be relegated. All our good work and gains since August 2011 will have been wasted. This will have 
horrendous consequences for our financial viability and our ability to attract and retain top class players.

Results speak for themselves. The Hughton era opened with a 0-5 defeat at Fulham last season and we 
have now progressed to a 0-7 defeat at Manchester City. Under his tutelage we have won 12 Premiership 
games out of 48 played, and drawn 8. 28 have been lost. Our club is now in freefall. And we were thrashed 
at home by Luton in the FA Cup.

Hughton may be a very decent chap. He has always conducted himself with dignity. He has signed some 
good players, but seems unable to motivate them. He lacks that ruthless streak which distinguishes a 
successful manager from the dross. And he has spent £25 million of the Club’s money, more than any 
other manager, only to lead us into the relegation mire. The jury is still out on his choice of backroom team, 
who are uninspiring to say the least. Hughton’s grasp of tactics has been poor. He seems wedded to a 
formation including Snodgrass at all costs and one up front. He refuses to countenance a more attacking 
line up. We have never seen Hooper and van Wolfswinkel plus Redmond play together for 90 minutes. His 
only preoccupation seems to be not to concede – and he has failed dismally to achieve even that. This 



season Norwich have conceded more goals than any other team in the Premier League bar Palace and 
Sunderland, and scored fewer than any other team too. Enough is enough. Time for a change.

If Hughton remains as manager those inbred vermin down the road will split their sides with laughter at our 
misfortunes, especially when we are relegated down to their division.

Hughton has lost the dressing room. None of the players was prepared to tackle, let alone run through a 
brick wall for him on Saturday at the Etihad Stadium. He has alienated our loyal fans, who deserve better. 
Let us hope the Board too have been alienated. There is at least a ray of hope : according to reports, 
Delia had dinner with Malky after the Cardiff game. Last time City shipped 7 goals there was a change of 
manager and an upswing in our fortunes.

Conclusion 7-0. Seven reasons to go and none to stay.

IN
by Gerry Lappin

Finally, Gerry Lappin offers up a passionate 
argument for keeping the faith...
Before going into the Yes or No debate around how Chris Hughton is doing at Norwich City, I thought it 
might be prevalent to share with you a short statement my father used to relay to me when I was young.

Being a very humorous Irishman he used to see programmes on TV or read stories about expeditions 
which set out to conquer Mount Everest. They would show you men hanging off icy 180 degree cliff faces 
hanging on with ropes and by digging spiked boots and axes into the cliff face, which would take them 3 
days to get up to the summit.

My fathers’ response would always be thus.

‘’They must be off their heads. You could go up the other side of that mountain pushing a f**king pram and 
those daft idiots choose to go up the side which takes them ten times as long. And they come back with 
only half the toes and fingers that they left the house with.’’ I use this comparison merely because Norwich 
have been up the South Face of Everest that my father felt you can climb pushing a pram. It was called the 
Championship, and whilst it is difficult to conquer, it is not insurmountable. The club now faces the ‘’North 



Face’’ in the shape of the Premier League. It is a lot more difficult to climb, and can only be done at a lot 
slower pace and with the best tools and equipment.

So why do I think that Chris Hughton is the man to lead the Norwich City expedition to the ‘’North Face’’ of 
the Premier League ? To do that I need to take you back to 25th July 2009. The venue was Brisbane Road, 
home of Leyton Orient Football club. The score that day was 6 – 1 to the home side. Their opponents? 
Newcastle United, managed by a certain Mr Christopher William Gerard Hughton.

In the coming weeks after that defeat all the players involved were pulled in one by one and told in no 
uncertain terms that if they did not want to be at the club, then the exit door was there for them. A few of 
them duly did. So those who think that Mr H is a soft touch and too nice a guy to get rid of anyone who 
doesn’t pull their weight are mistaken. He can be as ruthless as anyone when it comes to such matters.

Fast forward nine months to 5th April 2010.The Newcastle players who opted to stay are defeating Sheffield 
United to clinch promotion, winning the Championship with an as yet unbeaten 102 points and 90 goals 
scored. Now that’s what I call a drastic turnaround in a team’s fortunes.

You are probably wondering when I am going to 
get to the Norwich situation. As such I shall skim 
over his achievement at Birmingham, noting only 
the fact that he took them to the playoffs, even 
after having to offload over £30 million pounds 
worth of players and work with no transfer budget 
whatsoever. So why is it that both Newcastle and 
Birmingham fans see Mr Hughton as an absolutely 
brilliant manager and coach – yet not the Yellow 
Army at Carrow Road?

The answer is quite clear. When he arrived at 
Norwich City, he was given a remit of keep us in 
the Premier League at all costs, with an eye clearly 
on the impending new TV deal. Now normally he 
would have gone about things in the same way as 
he had at Birmingham and Newcastle. That was 
until he got the biggest wake-up call ever on the 
very first day of the season with a 5 -0 hammering 
at Fulham. If you put your hand in the fire, then it 
is hard to want to warm your hands again, even if they are cold. He realised there and then that the squad 
he had was not capable of competing in the Premiership, unless he did something drastic to resolve it.

His automatic response was to try and stop shipping goals and for the most part he did that in his first 
season, although against some of the better sides he took some heavy defeats as well. The result being 
that for the remainder of the season he put out teams which played some dire and dull football. I know the 
man well and even to me the football was at times painful to watch.

Even matches against Wigan and QPR, who eventually got relegated, were very dull affairs. However, the 

Why is it that both Newcastle and 
Birmingham fans see Mr Hughton 
as an absolutely brilliant manager 
and coach?



Norwich City board had given him his remit of staying in the Premiership at all costs. He duly obliged with 
a very creditable 11th place finish. With an extra £1.25 million for every place above 20th, a quick bit of 
maths shows that Chris Hughton has helped to earn Norwich City Football Club over £130 million in the 
last year.

No mean feat. So when Alan Bowkett asked his wife if she know how much these Managers earn, he really 
should have taken into account what these so called Managers actually earn for the club. I bet you Chris 
Hughton keeping Norwich in the Premier League probably helped pay part of his own salary.

So at what cost to Chris Hughton himself was this achieved? 
He had to play a full season of very negative dull football which 
has alienated at least 50% of the fans. Most of them he will 
find it difficult to win back. Some of them he never will win 
back. This season he has started to play the type of football he 
played at Newcastle and Birmingham. That is only because he 
has brought in the standard of player who can now rely on for 
the most part to hold their own in the Premiership.

Last year we were going to places like Wigan and Stoke and 
defending because they had a better standard of player than 
we did. This year we are going to places like Stoke and Hull and 
pinning them back for most of the match. Teams like Cardiff and 
Villa are coming to Carrow Road with ten and sometimes eleven 
men behind the ball. Those types of sides are the Norwich City 
of last season, so don’t be surprised if we cannot break them 
down occasionally, after all, it worked for us last season.

We are by no means a top Premier League side yet but our squad 
is filled with talented players now, and we have a manager who 
can entice those type of players to Carrow Road. Players like 
Nathan Redmond, Ricky Van Wolfswinkle and Leroy Fer were 
impressed by Chris Hughton enough to join us. Nathan for sure 
would have gone elsewhere if it was not for Chris Hughton.

We are a work in progress. Our squad is much younger in age than last year and if you look at them, then 
most, if not all would have a sell on fee. Contrast that with what Hughton inherited, most of whom we had 
to give away for free to get them off the wage bill.

My final synopsis is to all fans who think Chris Hughton is not the right man for the job. I urge them to 
go back to my first few paragraphs of this article. We are now in the Premier League and Chris Hughton 
is putting together the equipment to climb our North Face of our Everest. Part of that equipment is the 
players, part of that equipment is the board and his backroom team, but part of that equipment is also the 
fans. He needs them on side, so hopefully that will happen. I do realise he needs to pick up points to get 
them on side and that will come, the more that this promising group of players get to train and play with 
each other.

Even matches against 
Wigan and QPR, who 
eventually got relegated, 
were very dull affairs.



They will never fall under Chris Hughton. That is to say, they will not get relegated under him. How far 
he can take them forward depends on the level of support he is given. His purchase of equipment (the 
players) to date has been well spent and if the standard of player continues to get better in the next few 
years then so will the team.

The fans need to realise that the Chelsea’s, Arsenal’s, Tottenham’s, Man Utd’s and Man City’s are using 
helicopter’s to get to the top, simply because they can afford to. We on the other hand need to climb bit by 
bit. The fans are part of our expedition, so we need to support the leader. Fractions in the camp will never 
assist our goal of a successful Norwich City – Here’s to a UNITED CITY.

We arrived nice and early at the ground because Dad 
was panicking about not being able to find a car park. 
We met Gary from West Ham who showed us into a room 
with loads of Apple Mac computers and explained what 
we would be doing for the day. 

After a while we went onto the pitch and had a training 
session with some coaches from West Ham for 40 
minutes which was great fun. They teased me a bit about 
my kit and kept asking me what the score was going to 
be but I didn’t mind because they were very friendly. 

We did some skill training with cones and some work on dribbling and fitness. Dad wondered whether with Big 
Sam as manager they were doing more training kicking the ball from one end of the pitch to the other as fast as 
possible, but they said ‘not at this age’

My day as the 
Norwich City mascot
by Daniel Wells

Six year old young canary 
Daniel Wells relives his 
magical day as the official 
Capital Canaries mascot 
for our trip to West Ham 
last season



After the training session we all went back to the computer room and had some lunch. After lunch, some 
very nice people showed us how to use the computers, and amazingly all the pictures that they had taken 
of us training and in the dug outs and tunnel were already on the computers – magic!

We then made a poster to remember our day using the photos, and putting our own words on them. The 
other mascots were really friendly even though there were 11 of them and only one of me. One of the West 
Ham mascots said that his favourite player ever was David Fox, when I asked him why he said because 
he was his uncle! Dad said that he thought David Fox was one of our best players and that Chris Hughton 
should play him much more often because he is the best passer in the club and the boy agreed but said 
that “the manager didn’t fancy him”. Dad said he would have a word if he met Mr Hughton, but when he 
did he ran out of courage and didn’t say anything, even though he always goes on about it at matches!

When we had finished our poster and lunch we went down to the dressing rooms to meet the players – the 
best bit of the day! All the West Ham mascots went in first to meet their team and the man said that I could 
join them so I went into the West Ham dressing room. They asked if I wanted the players’ autographs but 
I said ‘No Thanks’ - I only wanted the Norwich players autographs! When I went in the Norwich dressing 

room I got to meet most of the players although Grant 
Holt wasn’t there. I had my photo taken with most of 
them including Wes Hoolahan, Anthony Pilkington, 
Mark Bunn, Alex Tettey, Michael Turner, Russell 
Martin, Chris Hughton and many more. Then it was 
time to lead the team out with Russell Martin, he held 

my hand and we walked out together onto the pitch. It was really loud with music blaring out and people 
singing. We shook hands with the referee and his assistants, all the West Ham players and the mascots 
even though I had already met them!

As I walked round the outside of the pitch back to my seat in my Norwich kit some of the mums in the 
crowd were going “Aww look at the sweet little mascot” but most of the people booed me in a friendly 
way. Dad said to smile and wave at them but that just seemed to make them boo more but when I got 
round to the Norwich bit they all clapped which was great!

All in all it was a fantastic day and everyone at West Ham was very friendly and made me feel at home 
even though I was in my Norwich kit. I would like to thank everyone at Capital Canaries for giving me the 
opportunity to be a mascot, it was I day I will never forget.

“Aww look at the 
sweet little mascot”



It all started because of a man with a mullet in a Yates’ wine bar in Barnsley. If he hadn’t kept bumping 
into me aggressively, or his friends muttering something about ‘inbred stunts’, or indeed if the large, 
shaven headed bouncer hadn’t informed me in a very friendly fashion that Graham was next door, we 
might never have gone into the White Bear.

Once there the wheels of fate were in motion and I couldn’t help but notice the special offer of £3 a 
Turbo Shandy on the white-board. As I drained the slightly too sweet and headily intoxicating mix I knew 
something special was about to happen.

That feeling was confirmed when the massed ranked of travelling supporters joined for a spine-tingling 
rendition of you’ll never walk again and again when David Nielsen gave us the lead in the 41st minute, 
atoning for his own penalty miss. It was a nailed on certainty when We-Love-You- Paul-McVeigh made 
certain of the points in the second half and continued our improbable assault on the play-offs. The lucky 
Turbo Shandy was born!

I have to confess that I needed the help of google to ‘remember’ the details of that match, testament 
not to the thirteen years that have elapsed since that magic day at Oakwell, but equally the significant 
effects of the Turbo Shandy.

I do clearly remember the sweet sight of the man with a mullet crying on the pitch at full time as the 
Barnsley locals bizarrely carried out a pitch invasion to celebrate their now confirmed relegation.

Next week at home to already relegated Stockport, I felt doubly confident of victory and the required goal 
difference, supping my Turbo Shandy in the glorious sun bathed garden at the Ferry Boat. That confidence 
appeared well-founded when Andy Dibble was sent-off in the first minute for hand-balling outside the area 
as Mark Rivers raced onto the ball. Their five-year old keeper, who we initially thought was the mascot as 
he had no number on his shirt, then played a blinder. The Turbo Shandy kept me calm however, sure that 
a goal was coming. That the breakthrough finally came courtesy of Phil Mulryne, unpopular for agitating 
for a move to a ‘bigger’ club, made it no less sweet. Malky’s second-half header was wildly celebrated as 
was the full time confirmation that Burnley hadn’t bettered our result.

Lucky drinks #1 – 
The Turbo Shandy
by Jamie Ratcliffe

Canary fans will do anything to help the team claim 
three points on match day. Jamie Ratcliffe reveals 
how the humble Turbo Shandy guided Norwich City 
to the play offs...



Whilst others may have thanked David Sheepshanks for kindly changing the rules on goal difference, (if 
it had gone to goals scored as it did the season before we would have finished seventh), I knew it was 
thanks to the Turbo Shandy.

It also gave me absolute confidence at halftime against Wolves in the first leg of the play-offs. We trailed 1-0 
to a Dean Sturridge strike, the uncle of current Liverpool star Daniel, but I always felt we would do enough. 
I didn’t expect us to storm back quite so strongly as we did with Rivers, We-Love-You-Paul-McVeigh and 
then Malky scoring in the space of thirty thrilling minutes. It wasn’t just the Turbo Shandy that fuelled the 
insane celebrations in the Barclay following the last minute goal. Even Angry Man had a smile on his face. 
The margin of our first leg win, and the scarcity of a welcoming pub anywhere in Wolverhampton, meant 
that I didn’t consider a Turbo Shandy necessary for the second leg. Wolves duly let their fans down (again) 
despite a Kevin Cooper, later to play a bit-part in our Worthy Champions promotion, goal. I didn’t need to 
be drunk on Turbo Shandy to not mind the coins raining down on us from angry Wolves fans and my clear 
head when we got home made me enjoy THAT home-made Wolves banner on ITV news all the more.

Not all stories have happy endings, and I have to 
confess that I think the play-off final penalty defeat 
may have been my fault, not Clint Easton’s who most 
of you have been blaming since that day. We’d all gone 
out in Chippenham the night before. My hangover 
the next day was of the “I’m never drinking again” 
variety, and so a Turbo Shandy was the last thing 
in the universe that I felt like drinking. Nonetheless 
I did my duty, but I knew I could have done better. 
Maybe the, comparative, lack of alcohol made me enjoy Iwan’s headed goal more (still one of my favourite 
Norwich memories) but I would have traded it all in for a few more Turbo Shandies and a well-deserved 
win.

Proof of the efficacy of the Turbo Shandy, as if any was needed, came in the 2010/11 season double over 
‘that lot from down the A140.’ Grant Holt’s hat-trick was sealed not only by my two Turbo Shandies in the 
Bell Hotel, but also by introducing Otis to try one too! For the rematch at Portman Road I opted to sell on 
my ticket to watch the beam-back in the bar in the Barclay, but of course stuck with the necessity of the 
Turbo Shandy. A quick one in the Adam and Eve made itself felt in Suffolk, powered by satellite. No one 
needs to be reminded of the score from that special night! As Jackson scored the third goal, beer flew 
everywhere, dripping from the ceiling but I knew the Turbo Shandy was to be credited.
The important thing with the Turbo Shandy is to not over-do it and save it for special occasions. I wouldn’t 
want to waste its magic on a game that was unwinnable or not that important. One shouldn’t test the 
power of the Turbo Shandy unnecessarily. Last season I did break this rule once before Man Utd at home 
and look how it repaid me. A win in a game which I thought we had no chance of winning.

So, if you see me in a pub before a crucial game then feel free to buy me a pint of Stella, watch me drink 
half quickly, then hand me a Smirnoff ice to be carefully poured into the same glass and then a shot of 
vodka (no ice) to top it up. Marvel at my practiced judgement in getting it to fill the glass perfectly (most 
days), and then bask in the certainty of three points (always).

My hangover the 
next day was of the 
“I’m never drinking 

again” variety



I just wanted a nice day out, so with a raging hangover soothed by copious amounts of Mars Milk and the 
taste of last night’s curry lingering with an alarming vividness, Alex Musgrove (who will referred to as Muz, 
which is his name) and I boarded the train heading to Liverpool Street to begin out adventure – Norwich 
v Luton. Due to the reasonable price of a tenner a ticket, this was our first game of the season and we 
were excited and confident of a Norwich win. Luton are a non-league side who have had their fair share of 
issues over the years and have found themselves stuck in the swirling abyss of the Blue Square Premier; 
but every Barclays Premier League fan recognises the flutter of excitement that a potential walloping can 
provide, coupled with the unspoken fear of being that team – the one that crashes out of the FA Cup to 
lowly opponents.

We met up with the third member of our merry trio, Lawrence Walker, at Liverpool Street and embarked on 
an epic drink-buying campaign, amassing as many cold drinks as we could carry for the long, shuddering 
train journey into the heartland of East Anglia. There was a fair sprinkling of similarly yellow-attired fans 
on the train, huddling into the corners nursing their fears and hangovers, and a number of white and/or 
orange clad fellers stalking the aisles giving us wary looks. It wasn’t until we rolled into Stowmarket on an 
unplanned rescue mission that the train journey livened up. We were saving stranded Luton fans from a 
clapped out train, and as the hordes crammed into our previously placid carriage Muz turned to me and 
whispered “Hatters – thousands of ‘em.” Well, 500 at least.

The thing about supporting a team who play in bright yellow is that you are not the least bit inconspicuous, 
and as shining beacons of Norwichness we were discovered by the Lutonites and after the traditional 

The Illustrated Game
by Martin Race and Alex Musgrove

In this edition of Capital we welcome our friends 
from The Illustrated Game, as canary fan Martin 
Race casts his mind back to Norwich’s famous 
defeat at home to Luton Town in the FA Cup last 
season.



ribbing and offers to do unspeakable things to Delia Smith (honestly Delia, you ought to be flattered and 
scared equally) we got down to business and had a chat about their club. The FA Cup has a particular 
resonance with Luton fans as they really hate the FA and fully believe that the feeling is mutual – after one 
slip up in the 80s and 50-odd FA charges in 2008 for financial irregularities regarding payments made to 
agents from third party bank accounts;they got royally shafted and have every right to feel somewhat bitter. 

Luton had previously been a top flight concern during the 1980s with such luminaries as Radi Antic, 
Mick Harford’s elbows and David Pleat; they won the league cup in ’88, beating Arsenal 3-2 in the final, 
and reached the FA cup semi final in the same season, losing out to equally unfashionable eventual 
winners Wimbledon. They were also among the first division clubs who voted in 1991 to create the Premier 
League, and subsequently in a piece of bad luck that appears to have presaged much of which was to 
come later, were relegated at the end of the 91/92 season, before Murdoch’s TV money started to flow 
into the top flight. A period of relative stability between the first and second divisions followed, with a 
brief foray into the third. However shortly after a return to the Championship after winning League 1, and 
during a period when fortunes appeared to be on the up, disaster cruelly struck in the shape of sickening 
mismanagement, administration, and the aforementioned FA charges. Crucially this led the “great” and 
“good” in the footballing establishment to impose what many believe to be grossly unfair and punitive 
deductions, totalling 40 points over two seasons, significantly contributing to 4 successive relegations and 
culminating in the Hatters falling out of the football league altogether. Consequently they have now joined 
the awful dogfight to survive and escape the Blue Square Premier and regain league status, an odyssey 
which has to date included three successive play-off defeats, two of which occurred in the final.

The real ongoing problems the Luton fans discussed will be familiar to any smaller club, and sounded like 
they had been repeated on every away train journey and pre-match pub meet of the season – the club is 
simply not attracting enough fans and thus not enough money, whether this be in gate receipts or external 
investment. Whilst away games are well supported by a committed hardcore, the home support struggles 
week in week out, with average attendances of around 6,300 in a 10,226 capacity ground. And, in the 
opinion of the fans we spoke to, larger, better funded teams such as Arsenal and MK Dons are making 
inroads into the local schools, converting the next generation of fans, whilst Luton as a club fail to push 
themselves forward in the community in the same way. Obviously this problem is exacerbated by being 



stuck in the Blue Square Premier in a town that seems to have forgotten the need for a local team.

It wasn’t all doom and gloom, however. A lively discussion was struck up about how awful MK Dons 
ground was and when I interjected to mention that there are no pubs near the ground, a heated argument 
raged about the name of the nearby gay club – the only premises nearby serving alcohol.

“It’s the Pink Panther”
“No, the Pink Bar”
“I thought it was the Pink Panda” 
“You would know, I’ve never been”
 “What? Me neither”
“Never heard of it, myself”

Turns out that no-one has ever been, nor knows what it’s called, but the beer’s a bit expensive in there. 
We went our separate ways at Norwich station as the strains of a wonderful football chant disappearing 
into the distance: “Our airport’s bigger than yours...” After a hearty Burn’s Night dinner courtesy of the 
wonderful Race parents, some lovely single malt, and a few hasty pub stops courtesy of the slowest 
bus in the world we reached the hallowed Carrow Road. Taking our seats in the stand that the Norwich 
fans call the Snake Pit two things were quickly apparent; firstly we had sold out the ground completely, 
and secondly that Luton had sold every one of 
their 4,000 tickets – and that many away fans 
are incredibly noisy indeed. An initial rousing 
and incredibly loud chorus of ‘On The Ball 
City’ started the game off, but the home crowd 
soon quietened as the game ground on and 
the Luton fans found their voice, encouraged 
by an incredibly poor showing by the Norwich 
team. Norwich fielded a second-string side 
which struggled to make any headway against 
a determined and well organised Luton side, 
and the groans from the crowd began early on 
as high ball after high ball was sent towards 
the diminutive Simeon Jackson; appearing to forget that his strike partner, the teenage Spur Harry Kane, 
is, allegedly at least, much taller and physically stronger. After a brief Norwich flurry where Leon Barnett’s 
fortunate effort hit the post and was cleared off the line (apparently TV replays suggested the ball had 
crossed the line, something which was also relayed to us by Luton fans later, but hey ho we were still awful 
and deserved little from the game), the half-time whistle saw the game at a frustrating 0-0. Frustrating for 
the Norwich fans, that is.

After crowded half-time wees and a couple of Wagon Wheels each, we saw the introduction of Grant Holt, 
whose diving header, late on in the game was well saved by former Norwich youth team player Mark Tyler in 
the Luton goal. Even the introduction of Wes Hoolahan and Anthony Pilkington couldn’t help Norwich find 
inspiration, rather the attacking substitutions appeared to cause City to lose their shape. Luton continued 
to soak up the pressure and began to counter attack against the increasingly high line of Norwich City - 
and it was one of these lightening counter attacks that saw Luton score a goal with ten minutes left on the 
clock that put them in touching distance of the next round.

There was a moment of 
shocked silence around 

the ground before the 
Luton fans exploded into 

a sea of orange tinged 
madness



Paul Buckle’s three substitutions combined as Stuart Fleetwood curled a delicious through ball into the 
left channel, JJ O’Donnell took control, thundered down the wing and smashed in a dangerous ball, so 
dangerous in fact, that Scott Rendell got a foot to it and guided it into the net past the helpless Declan 
Rudd. There was a moment of shocked silence around the ground before the Luton fans exploded into 
a sea of orange tinged madness, the huge orange, white and black Union Flag waving like a drowning 
man in a tumult of ecstatic Hatters, as the entire Luton team streamed towards their fans and celebrated 
for what seemed like an age. Norwich players sunk to their knees, the fight knocked out of them. The 
Canaries never recovered, and for a while forgot how to play football at all as the minutes ticked down. 
Norwich’s final assault was as fruitless, despite some fairly speculative City appeals for a handball by a 
Luton defender in stoppage time, and the final whistle was met by ecstasy from the Luton players and fans 
in equal measure.

There was a touching moment when, as the entire Luton team and bench celebrated in front of their fans, 
the Norwich crowd - in their thousands - stood and applauded. The Luton players were obviously moved 
by this salute and applauded the Norwich fans back. It was one of the classiest things I’ve seen my club’s 
fans do in a long time, and many Luton fans mentioned this in the pub as being a lovely gesture; but what 
else could you do when your team has been so roundly and fairly beaten. I have mentioned the pub (the 
wonderful Coach and Horses), and that is where we hastily retreated to, cursing our team’s awful display.
The pub was a bit of a blur to be honest, but it was crowded with both Norwich fans and a large contingent 
of Luton boys. We met a trio of Lutonites clad in the old familiar black and white scarves of yesteryear 
and had a beery post match analysis. Another vibrantly orange shirted fan suggested that Norwich had 
not respected the opposition enough, a claim I remember vigorously denying, but can now see a kernel 
of truth in, starting as we had with a decidedly second string side. As the crowds thinned out, the Luton 
lads were the last men standing and hadn’t they deserved it. Six long years ago these two sides had faced 
each other in the same division, but now Luton were back destroying Norwich’s FA Cup dreams as they 
had in the ’59 semi final replay, when roles were reversed and Norwich were a third division south side and 
Luton in the top tier.

Hopefully the result against Norwich can inspire the players and fans, show them that they can, on their 
day, compete with the top sides and help provide the impetus to make their way out of the wilderness and 
back into the league where they undoubtedly belong. Good luck to them, I say, especially as they have 
Millwall visiting them in the next round! Football aside, we had had a very nice day out, although as Muz 
lives in a house full of Luton fans he was not looking forward to returning home.



Red Bluebirds somehow 
survive City blitz

MATCH REPORT

by Hamilton Nemo

A look back to City’s recent blank at home to Cardiff 
City with Pinkun.com and Capital Canaries columnist 
Hamilton Nemo...

There was no engineering work on the line between London and Norwich this week and none of the 
dreaded Rail Replacement buses. Norwich City played a home League match at 3pm on a Saturday 
afternoon and had 31 attempts on the Cardiff goal – the most by any side in a Premier League game this 
season. Unfortunately none of them crossed the goal line into the net. The ball did cross Cardiff’s line in 
controversial circumstances in the last minute of the game, but that one did not count, even if it did generate 
much discussion in the TV studios afterwards.

Manager Hughton named an unchanged team after last week’s defeat at Arsenal. The Cardiff party included 
not only former Canary stalwart Malky Mackay as their manager but also former Canaries Craig Bellamy, 
Joe Lewis, and David Marshall. Mackay and Bellamy received predictably warm receptions from the home 
supporters. Marshall , equally predictably, did not, following his hasty exit from Carrow Road after relegation 
to League One a couple of years ago.

Cardiff’s players sported their controversial new red strip. Their supporters to a man sported their traditional 
blue colours. Can you imagine the reaction if some new foreign owner at Carrow Road forced through a 
change of colours for our beloved club? Call me a traditionalist, but I for one would be less than impressed.

The first half was one way traffic. Given their desperate need for points, City’s players had clearly been 
told to shoot on sight, and to their credit they did exactly that. Howson, Hooper, Fer, Snodgrass, Martin 
and Redmond (in the second half) led the Canary charge and tested Marshall, who defied the boos from 
the crowd to produce an inspired performance and keep a clean sheet, with the help of the post on one 
occasion, and thanks to a goal line clearance from Whittingham on another. It was a day for keepers to 
shine: Ruddy also saved well from Mutch and Kim. Quite how there were no goals by half time was difficult 
to fathom but the score remained at 0-0 after 45 minutes Malky shored up the Cardiff defence at half time. 



Hughton made a double substitution on 72 minutes. Elmander and Redmond replaced Hooper and Pilkington. 
The home fans did not appreciate Hooper’s being taken off and some voiced the opinion that the manager 
did not know what he was doing. City continued to pepper the Cardiff goal with shots, even though not quite 
as frequently as in the first 45 minutes. Van Wolfswinkel replaced Howson with three minutes remaining. 
But still the Cardiff goal led a charmed life and the ball just would not go in.

One minute from time Marshall sportingly kicked the 
ball out of play when Tettey was injured to allow the City 
player to receive treatment. Van Wolfswinkel took the 
throw in to his compatriot Fer, and instead of passing 
the ball back the keeper Fer passed it instead into the 
empty net. There followed pandemonium as 20 players 
pushed and shoved. Referee Jones diplomatically ruled 
out the “goal” on the grounds that he had not blown 
for the throw in to be taken. In a post match interview 
Fer said that he had meant to put the ball into the net 
and that in Holland the goal would have stood. Malky 
Mackay accused Fer of cheating and insisted he had 
been assured by the Norwich bench that if the goal 
had been allowed the City players would have been 
ordered to allow Cardiff to go up to the other end and 
equalise. The incident will no doubt be debated for 
years to come.

The game could and perhaps should have finished 
10-2, but despite all the excitement the result was a 
0-0 draw and a Canary crowd who appreciated the 
performance of the players but were disappointed not 
to have won the game. No one could fault the team’s 
effort nor willingness to attack, but despite today’s 
excellent performance, clean sheet, and well merited 
point, City are now in 18th place in the Premier League 
and need to pick up some more points -soon. There 
are already murmurings of discontent amongst some sections of the crowd, if not the Boardroom. Howson 
was voted man of the match deservedly so. He is in a rich vein of form.

FInal score: Norwich City 0 - 0 Cardiff City

Norwich: Ruddy, Martin, Bassong, Turner, Olsson, Howson (van 
Wolfswinkel 87), Tettey, Fer, Pilkington (Redmond 72), Snodgrass, Hooper 
(Elmander 72). Subs (not used): Nash, Whittaker, Johnson, R Bennett.

Cardiff City: Marshall, Taylor, Caulker, Turner, Whittingham, Medel 
(Bellamy 73), Campbell, Odemwingie (Cowie 45), Bo-Kyung (Gunnarsson 
45), Mutch, Theophile-Catherine. Subs (not used): Lewis, Hudson, Mason, 
Maynard.

Referee: Mike Jones (Chester)

Attendance: 26,846

Jonny Howson in action against Cardiff earlier 
this season.



An interview with 
Maurice Sills
by Hamilton Nemo

When it comes to a full perspective on Norwich City, 
few can match that of Maurice Sills. Hamilton Nemo 
sat down with our most senior Capital Canary to talk 
about his life with football. 
Maurice Sills is a living legend, the oldest member of the Capital Canaries and surely one of the Club’s most 
senior followers. He was born in 1915 and is looking forward to receiving his telegram from the Queen in 
2015.  

Even at the ripe old age of 98 and a half he still pursues an active 
lifestyle that would put many a younger man to shame. He still works 
a five day week (at St Paul’s Cathedral), commuting in to the City (of 
London) each day from his home in North London. At weekends he 
attends most Norwich City home matches and some away games.  
If he cannot watch the Canaries he has been known to watch other 
club’s matches in London with his friends. In summer he is a regular 
at the Norfolk Festival of Cricket in Fakenham. In late summer he has 
even been known to rise early, travel from North London to Liverpool 
Street and thence to Norwich watch the Canaries play at Carrow 
Road, make the return journey to Liverpool Street and then dash 
down to the Oval to enjoy the last half hour of a Test Match, before 
returning to North London for a well deserved rest.

Maurice played football himself (for St Clement Dane School Old 
Boys) until the age of 49.   The first time he saw the Canaries play was 
in 1930 against Luton Town. At the time he was a Hatters supporter!  
His original connection with Norwich is that when he retired at the 
age of 60 he and his wife bought a flat in Norfolk, and it was only then 
that he began to attend Norwich matches on a regular basis. Maurice 
always insists that he is a Football fan first and a Norwich City fan 
second. For the record he does not consider himself a Norwich 
supporter because he does not hate Ipswich! His view is that Football should be first and foremost a game 
to be enjoyed by both players and spectators. He is not in favour of the win at all costs attitude prevalent 
today, nor of the tribal hatred between supporters of different clubs.

Maurice Sills bringing a bit of canary 
yellow to St. Paul’s Cathedral



Whenever possible Maurice prefers to watch City games from the comfort of the half way line, rather than 
be crammed in behind one of the goals with a group of snarling, gesticulating supporters in the away fans 
section when City are on their travels, or in the Barclay or Snakepit at home. Maurice has seen many ups 
and downs in City’s fortunes over the years. He remembers the days when all clubs played with two full 
backs, two wing halves and a centre half, two wingers, two inside forwards, and a centre forward. He still 
holds firm opinions. He believes that fans should stand steadfastly behind the manager of the club, as long 
as that person holds office. Younger and more excitable readers should note they are unlikely ever to see 
Maurice picketing Carrow Road with a sign saying “Manager Out!” 

There is a saying “It’s a small world”. Maurice was 
born in West Norwood in 1915. Ten years earlier, 
in 1905, Norwich City’s first ever FA Cup Tie was at 
home against West Norwood (then of the Isthmian 
League). The match ended in a draw. City decided to 
forfeit the tie because it was too far and too expensive 
to travel to West Norwood for the replay. Would that 
happen today? I doubt it!

Maurice attributes his longevity to the fact that he has never smoked, does not drink, and is content with his 
lot in life.  It is typical of the quality and modesty of the man that when I told him the Committee proposed to 
give him honorary membership of the Capital Canaries next year in recognition of his long and exemplary 
service, his immediate reaction was to insist that he would make a donation to Club funds.  Here’s to you 
Maurice, and to that telegram from the Queen!

Maurice believes that 
fans should stand 

steadfastly behind the 
manager of the club



Midfield maestros  
rescue  City’s season

MATCH REPORT

by Hamilton Nemo

After an unconvincing start to the season, Hughton’s 
Norwich travelled to perennial bogey ground The 
Brittania Stadium. Hamilton Nemo reports on a 
crucial win...
It has been a good week for Norwich City. On Tuesday they recovered from being 2-0 down in the Carling 
Cup at Watford with 15 minutes to go. A great goal from debutant Josh Murphy and a brace from Gary 
Hooper were enough to overturn the deficit and send the much changed Canaries through to a money 
spinning tie with Manchester United in the next round. And on Saturday a goal by Howson was enough for 
City to beat Stoke at the Britannia Stadium and record their second Premiership victory of the season, which 
was all the more welcome after last week’s soul destroying defeat at home by Aston Villa masterminded by 
he who must not be named.

Following that debilitating home defeat, City rang the changes for today’s game. Ryan Bennett, Olsson 
and Pilkington replaced the injured Bassong, Garrido and Redmond. Tettey was preferred to Elmander. 
City started brightly. Pilkington’s shot was blocked. Bennett saw his half volley hit the underside of the bar. 
Howson’s shot only hit man mountain Huth and rebounded to safety. Stoke keeper Begovic fumbled van 
Wolfswinkel’s attempt and was fortunate to win a free kick. But the Canaries would not be denied, and after 
34 minutes Howson’s fierce strike from 25 yards out dipped and deceived the keeper after good work by 
Pilkington. As Stoke pressed for an equaliser, Tettey and Turner had to be alert to snuffle out their attacks 
to ensure that City remained one up as the half time whistle blew.

Stoke brought on Ireland and Pennant in the second half but still their attack remained toothless. Fer was 
fortunate not to concede a penalty when he appeared to pull back Jones, but referee Taylor remained 
unconvinced. City kept up the good work; Pilkington burst through only to shoot wide. Howson was inspired; 
first his pass sent Olsson through and then he released Snodgrass. Unfortunately neither player was able 
to add to City’s slender lead. Stoke brought on former Canary giant Peter Crouch after 66 minutes. City too 
used their subs; in the 76th minute Grant Holt lookalike Elmander replaced van Wolfswinkel, who seemed 



to be suffering from an injury to his right foot as he removed his right boot before hobbling off. And in a 
clear attempt to preserve the precious lead and the invaluable three points, defender Whittaker replaced 
Pilkington with ten minutes left. Snodgrass went close for City but neither side was able to convert their late 
chances and the Canaries ran out comfortable winners. Most of the plaudits should go to the three man 
City midfield. Tettey, Howson and Fer can all be pleased with their contribution as can the City defence 
which kept a clean sheet and limited Stoke to two shots all afternoon. Their best effort was Nzonzi’s effort 
11 minutes from time from 25 yards out which Ruddy saved easily.

Deploying Tettey in front of the back four was a masterstroke since it allowed Howson to bomb forward, 
which he did to great effect today. This was City’s first away win of the season and only their second away 
clean sheet in 42 Premier League matches. The victory lifted them above Stoke on goal difference and into 
14th place in the Premier League table. Three welcome points for Norwich and Null points for Stoke. Let 
us hope Abby Clancy, aka Mrs Peter Crouch, has more success in the forthcoming Strictly Come Dancing 
programme, in which she must be one of the favourites.

FInal score: Stoke City 0 - 1 Norwich City

Stoke: Begovic, Cameron, Shawcross, Huth, Pieters, Walters (Pennant 
45), Nzonzi, Wilson, Adam (Ireland 45), Arnautovic, Jones (Crouch 66). 
Subs (not used): Sorensen, Whelan, Palacios, Assaidi.

Norwich: Ruddy, Martin, Turner, Bennett, Olsson, Tettey, Fer, Howson, 
Snodgrass, Pilkington (Whittaker 83), van Wolfswinkel (Elmander 76). 
Subs (not used): Bunn, Johnson, Josh Murphy, Hoolahan, Hooper.

Referee: Anthony Taylor (Cheshire)

Goal: Howson (34)

Attendance: 26,184



Quiz



Test your Canary Trivia with our 
December Norwich City quiz!
1) City’s New Year match at Fulham in 1986 was won by a last minute goal from
   the 2nd Division’s then leading scorer. Who? (could have options here)

2) Which 36 year old past England player was reported as looking “classy” playing for
   Bradford City in their 1996 post-Christmas 2 v 0 defeat at Norwich?

3) What is historically significant about Blackpool’s Christmas fixture with Blackburn
   Rovers in 1965? Was it ..?
  a) the only Football league match to be kicked off by Father Christmas.
  b) the last Football league match to be played on Christmas Day OR
  c) the only professional Football league match to end 8 v 8.

4) Who was the player who made what is often described as “the most impressive home debut
  ever made by a City player” in the New Year’s Eve victory over Newcastle in 1994?

5) Which present day Fulham player scored the winner for Brighton in City’s Home Boxing Day
  defeat in 2002?

6) Which young unknown Man Utd substitute replaced Bryan Robson at half-time in a Christmas fixture
  only to be taunted with donkey noises by oldham fans after miscontrolling his first touch. He
  went on to score Utd’s final goal in a 6 v 3 victory.

7) Which former City star, and joint Premier League top scorer in the 1996-7 season, switched on
  the Christmas lights outside City Hall in 2011 ?

8) Which current City player scored the 1st goal in Norwich’s Boxing Day victory over
  Millwall in 2009 ?

9) In League matches between Norwich and New Year opponents Crystal Palace, City have won 43 times.
  How many matches have City lost? Is it ...
    a) 42  b) 43  or c) 44 times ?

10) Who played his entire City career on a month-to-month contract basis, made his debut in a
   Boxing Day victory at Ipswich and scored on his home debut a day later v Luton?

Quiz Answers: 1. Kevin Drinkell? 2. Chris Waddle 3. b) 4. Andy Marshall 5. Steve Sidwell 6. Ryan Giggs 7. Dion Dublin 
8. Wes Hoolahan 9. b) 10. Mike Channon


