
 

Compiled by Graeme Riley 

Date:  4 October 1986 
Opposition:  Wimbledon 
Competition:  League 

4 O
cto

b
e

r 1
986

 
 

 

Times 

 

Sunday Times 

 

   

 

 
 

  
Back to the drawing board 
Wimbledon ............ 1 Liverpool ............ 3  
Wimbledon's teaching guide, a huge notepad the size of a blackboard, was still in 
place, resting on an easel in a corner of the room. One page was filled with the 
potential weaknesses of each Liverpool player. The lesson ended with a line of 
Dave Bassett's characteristic humour. 'Other than that, they are not a bad side,' 
he had written.  
The accuracy of those words was to be confirmed and afterwards, as the 
Wimbledon manager glanced at his handiwork, he stated that it was time to go 
back to the drawing board.  
Wimbledon's chances of matching the former champions of Europe may have 
been realistic in theory. In practice, they existed only in thin air. Whenever the 
ball was propelled into the stratosphere, Liverpool's defensive line of five, as well 
as their unpredictable goalkeeper, waited for its downfall with understandable 
apprehension.  
Wimbledon's giants, and Fashanu in particular, were sure to be in the vicinity 
when it came back to earth, and life is never comfortable in their presence. To 
compete for possession is equivalent to wading into white-water rapids. No one 
can expect to emerge without a bump, a bruise, or a scratch.  
Liverpool might have suffered more severe damage within the opening quarter-
of-an-hour when Wimbledon were playing on high, where they are almost 
irresistible. Once the game had been brought down to ground level, the gap 
between technique, ability, imagination, and especially variety, became as wide 
as the geographical locations of the two clubs.  
The balance, which was eventually to be so uneven, could be gauged by the 
number of headers. Within the first 15 minutes, Wimbledon won the ball in the 
air on 30 occasions. In the 15 minutes before the interval, the sum of their only 
reliable method of attack dropped to a mere ten. In the first half alone, there 
were no fewer than 103 headers. It seemed significant that all three of Liverpool's 
goals should be claimed with a foot. The source of Wimbledon's lone response 
should be obvious.  
Fairweather, the substitute, nodded in a Hodges cross with half-a-dozen minutes 
to go. By then, Liverpool, protected at the back by the towering talents of Hansen, 
Lawrenson and Gillespie, had eased their way into a lead that should have been 
even more substantial.  
After Wark and Whelan had finished inaccurately at the end of lonely runs 
through the middle, the gifted Molby and the extraordinary Rush struck within 
five minutes of each other. Rush closed by adding another, his 116th for 
Liverpool, to overtake Kenny Dalglish in the club's goal-scoring list.  
Bassett was disappointed with his players, none of whom had 'done well', he said. 
'We didn't make it uncomfortable enough for them. When we needed quality, we 
cocked it up,' he said. Yet quality is a commodity for which they have scarcely any 
room. Back to the drawing board?  
WIMBLEDON: D Beasant; K Gage, N Winterburn, S Galliers, M Morris, B Gayle, D 
Wise, A Cork (sub: C Fairweather), J Fashanu, L Sanchez, G Hodges.  
LIVERPOOL: B Grobbelaar; G Gillespie, J Beglin, M Lawrenson, R Whelan, A 
Hansen, J Wark, S Nicol, I Rush, J Molby, S McMahon. Referee: J Deakin. 
 

 

 
No mercy from Goliaths 
Wimbledon ........... 1 Liverpool ........... 3  
THROWING away a couple of very simple chances in the first half, Liverpool 
condescended to raise their game early in the second, score twice, and emphasise 
the abyss in sheer class between the teams. Get a late goal back Wimbledon did, 
but when they do score, it seems largely to be the reward for sheer muscle, rather 
than for the subtley and skill which they so manifestly lack.  
Yesterday, Liverpool's reinforced defence had comparatively little trouble from 
Fashanu, but that was also thanks, in part, to the quite insufficient service he, and 
any other aspiring Wimbledon strikers, gets from the midfield.  
On a superbly sunny afternoon, Liverpool, Goliath to Wimbledon's David, paid 
Wimbledon the same compliment as their local rivals Everton had recently done. 
That is to say, they played five across the back, worried, no doubt, by the 
enormous, creative clearances of Wimbledon's huge goal-keeper, Beasant.  
Another peculiarity of the Liverpool side was that, just as at West Ham the other 
week, Whelan started the game up front, alongside Rush. With Dalglish and 
Walsh, not to mention Johnston, all injured, Liverpool at present haven't a lot of 
choice for strikers.  
They could well have given away an early goal; once, when Grobbelaar, now back 
in goal, scrambled desperately at the feet of Fashanu; a little later, when Beglin, 
at the left-hand post, had to nod out a header from Cork.  
But after 17 minutes, Liverpool ripped the home defence apart, and had only 
themselves, or perhaps Whelan, to blame for not taking the lead. McMahon's 
long, angled ball from the right turned a naive Wimbledon defence completely. 
Whelan galloped in from the left, alone, but, confronted by the bulk of Beasant, 
managed to roll his shot wide of the far, right-hand post.  
It continued, sporadically, to be made clear that while Liverpool long ago marked 
at the angles, Wimbledon had still to learn. Another neatly gauged diagonal ball, 
this time from Molby to Wark, sent the Scot in, again from the vulnerable left. 
Once more, however, Wimbledon escaped, Wark's shot was surprisingly gentle, or 
if you prefer it, the angle wasn't quite what it should have been. Beasant plunged, 
got a hand to it, and touched it round the post.  
After half-time, Liverpool ceased to be so charitable. The goals they got after 51 
and 57 minutes made you wonder why it had taken them so long. First, Molby, 
found McMahon on the left with a reverse pass, took the return, and placed the 
ball between Beasant and the lefthand post.  
Then Whelan forcefully won the ball at the edge of his own box, to send 
McMahon galloping away. A crisp exchange with Rush, and Rush was through 
irresistibly, to strike the threatened goal.  
Liverpool now looked to be in casual command, but the one thing you cannot do 
against Wimbledon, with all their courage, is to relax. With some eight minutes 
left, Wise got in a shot which took a substantial deflection. Enough, certainly to 
confuse Grobellaar who could only push the ball out, towards Hodges lurking on 
the right. Back came the ball, and Fairweather, the aptly named substitute, 
headed into the net.  
In the very last minute, a long through-ball by Molby, a collision between Beasant 
and his stopper, Gayle, allowed Rush to walk home a third.  
One consolation for Wimbledon, the crowd of 15,978 was the biggest here since 
they beat HMS Victory 51 years ago.  
Weather: warm and sunny Ground: firm  
Goals: Molby (51min) 0-1 Rush (57min) 0-2; Fairweather (82min) 1 2; Rush 
(89min) 1 3  
Wimbledon (4-4-2); Beasant, Gage, Morris, Gayle Winterburn, Galliers, Wise, 
Hodges, Sanchez; Cork (sub Fairweather 63min). Fashanu  
Liverpool (5-3-2) Grobbelaar Nicol, Gillespie, Lawrenson, Hansen Beglin. 
McMahon Wark Molby Rush, Whelan  
Referee: Mr J C Deakin  
 

 


