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Beardsley's magic casts the familiar spell of superiority 
Southampton 1 Liverpool 3  
With due respect to Southampton, one can only hope that they are not, as the 
league table indicated on Saturday morning, the second best team in the first 
division. Otherwise, we might as well give Liverpool the championship now.  
If the leading teams cannot restrict Liverpool's progress when they are without 
Hansen, Rush, Barnes, McMahon and Grobbelaar then it means only one thing; 
another season of Merseyside monopoly. It has its advantages, however, such as 
the brilliance of their second-half football which consumed Southampton at The 
Dell.  
Strictly speaking, Southampton were beaten by two moments of Beardsley magic. 
Even without them, one sensed that something would have evolved from their 
vast repertoire of skill, power and invention.  
While their originality may seem boundless, it is more difficult for opposing 
managers not to sound like a cracked record when discussing Liverpool's virtues. 
Chris Nicholl made a creditable attempt to explain what Southampton were up 
against.  
``Twenty-five years. That's what you're up against. Their thorough grounding, 
their backroom knowledge, their background. Four games unbeaten at the start 
of a season doesn't match that,'' he said.  
``They've maintained their results despite their injury problems. Their players are 
so good they can fit them in anywhere.''  
Southampton needed to be at their strongest to cope. Two absentees, Cockerill 
and Le Tissier, both from midfield, were two too many. They made a match of it 
for the first half and the first minute of the second half. So much so that the 
opening goal, scored by Liverpool, was against the run of play.  
Then Beardsley intervened with a piece of magic. Surging between two defenders, 
he shrugged off a challenge from one while selling a dummy to the other, before 
providing Aldridge with a goal.  
Southampton were able to offer a quick riposte. There was a suspicion that the 
appeals of the crowd tugged more strongly at Danny Vickers, the referee, than 
the injustice of Gillespie's push on Rideout. Statham's sleight of foot from the 
penalty spot did not give Hooper any sort of look.  
Southampton's worst fears were confirmed in one moment of sharp 
professionalism and sheer skill. A crafty nudge by Beardsley on Moore was, 
surprisingly, enough to give him the time to bring down an up-and-under and 
swivel 180 degrees in one movement, before setting off in pursuit of a superb 
goal.  
Not without good reason did Nicholl say: ``They always frighten me when they get 
ahead because they have the confidence and ability to make you look ordinary.''  
So it proved. The legality or otherwise of Liverpool's 84th-minute penalty, for a 
foul by Burridge on Aldridge, was of little consequence. Molby's conversion 
merely confirmed Liverpool's superiority.  
SOUTHAMPTON: J Burridge; G Forrest, D Statham, J Case, K Moore, R Osman, R 
Wallace, G Baker, C Clarke, P Rideout (sub: A Shearer), D Wallace.  
LIVERPOOL: M Hooper; G Gillespie, B Venison (sub: S Staunton), S Nicol, R 
Whelan, K MacDonald, P Beardsley, J Aldridge, R Houghton, J Molby, G Ablett.  
Referee: D Vickers.  
 
 
 

 
Majestic Beardsley 
Southampton 1 Liverpool 3  
THE ABYSS, it seems, is still there. The abyss, I mean, between Liverpool and th eir 
potential pursuers. Despite the absence yesterday of several stars, despite 
conceding a freakish equaliser, they went on to stifle Southampton, whose 
promising activity on the wings, by the Wallace brothers, steadily faded into a 
distant memory.  
Liverpool didn't even need to bring on Ian Rush, though Aldridge's display 
suggested he'll be back in time. Certainly there is no prospect of Rush displacing 
Beardsley, who tore holes in the Southampton back four and led Liverpool to a 
majestic victory.  
Football as paradox. After 31 minutes, Liverpool took the lead with a 
distinguished goal. Only a couple of minutes later, Southampton who, to do them 
justice, had made most of the running, equalised in absurd circumstances.  
The Liverpool goal was made possible by an excellent ball down the right from 
Nicol, who had dropped back from midfield after an injury to Venison. Beardsley, 
like an inspired electric eel, wriggled his way between Statham and Moore, 
leaving Aldridge with no more to do than get his foot to the ball.  
When Baker, who had broken through Liverpool's defence early on after a lucky 
rebound, only to be thwarted by Hooper, headed into the box, there was no hint 
of danger. For some strange reason, however, Gillespie went down in a heap with 
Rideout, and the referee pointed for a penalty. Statham sent it expertly into the 
left-hand corner.  
It should also be recorded that Danny Wallace, after a cross from the left by his 
brother Rodney, had profited from a feeble intervention by Ablett to lob the 
desperately stretching Hooper. Gillespie got an equally desperate head to the 
ball.  
But there was little the Southampton defence could do with an inspired 
Beardsley. He had, quite simply, far too much pace, skill and flair to be subdued. 
Not even two minutes had gone after the interval when he controlled a clearance 
by Ablett, easily evaded Moore deep in Southampton's half, and streaked off for 
goal.  
Nobody could catch him. Statham was the last to try, and never looked as if he'd 
do so. Burridge did his best to block the angle, but Beardsley coolly slipped the 
ball between the goalkeeper and post. A small masterpiece.  
Beardsley remained an insoluble problem for Southampton's inadequate defence. 
When MacDonald, playing his first League game for two years since breaking a leg 
on this very ground, sent him through, Beardsley's low shot was acrobatically 
turned round the post by Burridge.  
A quarter-hour from time, however, the goalkeeper counted his blessings when, 
after MacDonald and Houghton had set him up, Aldridge feebly miscued the ball 
around that same post. Almost at once, Beardsley outpaced Statham again, with a 
thrilling burst up the right, Burridge tipping the shot over.  
Liverpool's third goal came six minutes from the end when Aldridge, clean 
through, was brought down by Burridge, Molby converting the penalty. Burridge 
should not even have had the chance to foul Aldridge, who let the ball slip out of 
his control. The goalkepper had a last moment of small satisfaction when, having 
rushed from his box to boot away, he was back in time to hold Staunton's lob.  
Weather: mild. Ground: firm.  
Goals: Aldridge (31min) 0-1; Statham (pen 33min) 1-1; Beardsley (47min) 1-2; 
Molby (pen 84min) 1-3.  
Southampton (4-4-2): Burridge; Forrest, Moore, Osman, Statham; D Wallace, 
Baker, Case, R Wallace; Rideout (sub Shearer 67min), Clarke.  
Liverpool (4-4-2): Hooper; Venison (sub Staunton 13min), Molby, Gillespie, Ablett; 
Nicol, Houghton, Whelan, MacDonald; Aldridge, Beardsley.  
Referee: D S Vicars (Ilford).  
 
 
 
 

 


