
By George, you know I think our PG has really started to crack it.
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Sometimes – and I hesitate a little to use the word because of its connotation with the divided factions of last season – you gotta' have faith.

Yeah, you gotta' have faith.

Even before last Christmas, I heard a fair amount of muttering to the effect that Peter Grant was not the man for the manager's job.

I think it's amazing that such views could have been expressed before he had a chance to start making changes to the team during the January transfer window.

But the time has surely come for such careless whispers to end.

Grant has been in charge for five months now, and though we all got tired of the claims under the previous regime that a corner had been turned (so often that it felt as though we were in a maze), it does seem that we have now turned a different corner.

Even with Dame Fortune furiously spinning the wheel this way and that in recent weeks, something resembling a team is beginning to emerge again.

There's a solid shape at last, but within that shape and the duties it imposes, you sense a renewed freedom among the players to express themselves.

And the spirit shown in the last few games (Cardiff excepted) suggests that Messrs Grant and Duffy are doing sterling work in the dressing room, exhorting the players, 'Let's go outside and really get at them for 90 minutes...'

There are three star people on the pitch who warrant special mention, of course.

The sparkling form of Darren Huckerby, capped by his fantastic solo goal against Birmingham, has done much to heal the pain of losing Robert Earnshaw for such a lengthy period.

In Dion Dublin, the team at last has the sort of inspirational father figure we have desperately missed since Iwan and Malky left the club.

But perhaps most astonishing of all has been the contribution of Chris Martin; who would have thought that an untried 18-year-old would be the one to step forward and say: 'I'm your man...' when the team was in desperate need of someone to lead the line and score goals?

Grant deserves enormous credit for spotting his potential and for recognising that, very often, young guns go for it with an enthusiasm and freshness that some senior pros lose after years in the game.

(Not, you understand, that I'm remotely suggesting we currently have any senior pros who regard the club as some sort of Club Tropicana, or 'Costa del Norwich', or whatever the term used by one of our previous managers was.)   

It's also very pleasing to note that after too many years, we are once again looking dangerous from set-pieces, with decent corners being whipped in and players stepping up to take free-kicks outside the box and – Wham! – rap the ball into the top corner.

Furthermore, Grant's man-management skills have been evident in the way he has taken the much-maligned Andy Hughes and given him one more try in an extended run at right back, with better results than I had expected.

There's nothing too clever, nothing too funky about the way he plays, but he has been pretty solid (apart from the tendency to stand off his man a bit too far at times, if I'm being picky).

Overall, the football played recently has been far more entertaining than in the latter days of Nigel Worthington; the days of turning to my brother during yet another yawn-inducing display and saying, 'Wake me up before you go...' go further into the distance with every passing week.

(I knew you were waiting for me to work that one in somehow.)

I'm certainly not saying that Grant's management has been absolutely flawless by any means.

Jesus, to a child the decision to play Gary Doherty in midfield at Stoke would have appeared an obvious blunder.

And his infamous criticism of the fans still seems unfounded, especially with the latest season ticket renewal figures proving that our love for the club is a hard and fast love.

I'm also well aware that the team still has a very long way to go; we're way off the edge of the play-offs, let alone the edge of heaven.

Waiting for that day when we return to the Premiership is likely to take a while.

But I don't think Grant will need to be praying for time with the progress we are witnessing.

Delia's support for him is likely to be for the long term, for with his obvious passion – and his eye for a bargain – he has everything she wants in a manager.

Of course, it is eminently possible that time will reveal that in endorsing Peter Grant so warmly, I have to all intents and purposes been kissing a fool.

After all, it wouldn't be the first time that subsequent events have made a monkey of me where football is concerned.

But for now, I gotta have faith.

For the record, the writer of this column would like to make it clear that he will not actually be attending the George Michael concert at Carrow Road on June 12th.

______________________________________________________________

And finally… those bad boys at Portman Road announced last week that they are halfway to becoming the first carbon neutral football club in the UK.

Apparently they achieved a substantial reduction of noxious emissions simply by taping up Fabian Wilnis' mouth. 

