
NATURAL HIGH

In 2000 Albion were on the verge of relegation to the third tier of 
English football for the second time in their history. I had started go-
ing in 1982, and with Albion in the doldrums, I had to rely on my Dad 
for tales of the glory days. In spite of this, as we all know, once a 
Baggie, always a Baggie, and even those of us born after the clubõs 
golden era, wear the clubõs crest on our heart with pride. But at the 
time of this paricularly bad spell for the club, my own life had fallen 
into a bad state too, in fact I was in danger of letting drugs ruin my 
future. My emotions were then tipped to the limit.

On April 15th 2000, I witnessed an eight goal thriller against Bol-
ton. The match finished four-all as the season teetered towards its 
climax. Every fan who was there will always remember the incred-
ible see-saw nature of that classic game. The moment that helped 
change my life was an eighty-eighth minute Adam Oliver strike to 
make it four-three to Albion. It was such a moment of intense joy and 
adrenaline that I just stood in the middle of thousands of grown men 
jumping round like crazy monkeys and decided I didnõt need drugs any 
more, because Iõd found one that couldnõt be bettered.

So Iõve got a lot to thank Adam Oliver for, he may not have done 
much else of note for The Baggies, but he certainly helped turn my 
life around. Iõm Albion ôtil I die.

Anon




