Reality might sometimes suck, but should only have a place in the mind of the football supporter on a strictly benefit-of-hindsight basis. Not until fat ladies sing and mathematics calls time should we doubt our place in the semi-finals of the cup, or the end of season play-offs. 

Let’s get one thing straight, I’m not suggesting we bet the job or the mortgage on a place in the Premiership. We have to conduct our wider lives within a framework of commonsense, but where football is concerned, does it really hurt to dream a little?

We currently find ourselves sitting very pretty just below a group of bigger teams very many of us would not be surprised to see finish in the top six. Add to this not just our game in hand but a run of form stretching back almost two months and a string of positive results against other playoff challengers, and I for one am getting excited.

I know it can change. Losing to Preston kept us at arm’s length from the all-important sixth place and there’s a long way to go. Several crucial games lie ahead of us and for many the priority is still survival and consolidation of our place in the division. Promotion may not even be one of Dario’s targets and for one charged with responsibility for the club’s performance, realism is an essential characteristic.

For the rest of us however, I think we should reflect a little on what football is really about. We don’t follow a sport which stops when the referee blows the final whistle. The sport carries on in countless pubs nationwide, at bus stops, across mobile networks, on the radio. From 90 minutes on a Saturday stems an entire culture. The pitch is just the arena in which all our dreams and hopes play out. Some of us who were there when we beat Brentford will live to be 100 and yet still list it as one of our greatest moments. Eternal!

There’s no need to make a separate account of how far the club has come over the years, but I will point out that very few of us will have been expecting this much. I remember being laughed at in 1994 (by another supporter) when I said we’d stay up that coming season. This club continues to defy expectations and push the boundaries of achievement ever further, and I don’t think it serves us as fans to impose our own limits on how far we can go from here.

If the top-flight clubs turned round and abolished promotion to the Premiership we would be just as offended and outraged as the more ambitious Ipswich and Sunderland supporters. Yet if we really believed we were forever destined to grace the lower divisions why would it bother us? I can understand us not wanting to tempt fate, but inside each of us lies a Premiership fan screaming to get out. Why live a lie? Why spoil our own dreams?
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