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Souness struggles to explain Liverpool's lifeless display 
Liverpool 0 - Nottingham Forest 0  
WHEN a manager ends his post-match analysis by shrugging his shoulders and 
suggesting that the only positive aspect of his team's performance had been an 
ability to prevent the opposition from scoring, it is a clear indication of discontent.  
Graeme Souness usually apportions blame and points the accusing finger only in 
private. It is one of the few Liverpool traditions he has not dispensed with during 
a period when the infrastructure, attitude and demeanour of the club seems to 
change on an almost weekly basis.  
Modern etiquette demands that managers criticise other teams only rarely these 
days. Fouls are called indiscretions; the long ball is direct football; an outrageous 
fluke is a fortuitous rebound. In Forest's case, an appallingly negative attitude 
became a good defensive performance.  
Had Souness not chosen to use the peculiar form of doublespeak so prevalent in 
his profession, he would presumably have stated the obvious by pointing out that 
Forest made no attempt to entertain, defended in numbers and thus totally 
ruined everyone's afternoon. It would have been roguishly undiplomatic but most 
welcome.  
Under normal circumstances, a meeting of two teams of such pedigree, two 
teams whose desire to extol the virtues of the passing game has in the past often 
overshadowed a more fundamental need to win, would have represented 
something of a feast for the purist.  
Unfortunately, these are not normal circumstances, as Souness and his opposite 
number, Brian Clough, would concede. Bearing in mind the rather dubious quality 
of many of those clubs seeking to embroider their reputations in the higher 
echelons of the Premier League, it is somewhat surprising to find Liverpool and 
Forest attempting to tread water in the deep end.  
Both are said to be suffering from acute inconsistency. The illness would appear 
to be in an advanced state.  
Liverpool, unchanged for the first time in 13 months, created just one reasonable 
chance in the entire 90 minutes. Bjornebye's cross into the penalty area in the 
22nd minute drifted straight into the path of Barnes, who headed straight at 
Crossley.  
The feeling that Forest could have actually won the game was always prevalent. 
Indeed, they would have emerged as undeserved victors had Bannister not 
squandered the simplest of chances in the 88th minute, when he drove Clough's 
cross high and wide.  
As the final whistle sounded, the Forest players raised their arms skywards as if to 
celebrate a memorable triumph. It should, perhaps, have been pointed out to 
them that, rather than succeeding where Blackburn Rovers and Sheffield 
Wednesday had failed, they had failed where Bolton Wanderers and Wimbledon 
had succeeded.  
It would have been interesting to hear Clough Sr's verdict on the match but he still 
refuses to enter into any form of dialogue with the media in doublespeak or any 
other language.  
LIVERPOOL: D James; M Marsh (sub: M Walters), R Jones, S Nicol, M Wright, S 
Bjornebye, S McManaman, J Redknapp, I Rush, J Barnes, P Stewart.  
NOTTINGHAM FOREST: M Crossley; B Laws, B Williams, S Chettle, C Tiler, R Keane, 
G Bannister, S Gemmill, N Clough, T Orlygsson, I Woan.  
Referee: K Barratt.  
 

 
Liverpool slide not down to Bannister 
WATCHING Nottingham Forest in this season of deprivation is like listening to that 
'devotional' music which has apparently caught the public imagination: everything 
goes round and round to no discernible purpose.  
On this occasion there was not even the hint of a tune as Forest came in search of 
a point, the summit of their usual ambitions here.  
They have not won at Anfield for 24 years, taking only four points from this 
ground since returning to the First Division 16 seasons ago. In their currently 
reduced circumstances, too, every point is so vital that their travelling supporters, 
more animated than when they are back beside the sleepy Trent, greeted the 
final whistle as though food rations had got through.  
How easily satisfied they must be. Liverpool have been beaten five times at 
Anfield this season and had Forest shown a little more conviction, they could 
easily have inflicted a sixth defeat. But by the time they realised the game was 
there to be won, it was too late to shake off the torpor.  
Three minutes from time a prolonged spell of possession by Forest on the right 
touchline saw Clough spin beautifully away in the box and offer Bannister an 
excellent chance to score. From no more than 10 yards he shot dismally high and 
wide.  
Amid the mediocrity was a splendid comic turn by Williams, Pearce's locum at 
left-back, who found McManaman's pace rather a handful. One does not normally 
see such rustic challenges outside a grudge match between the Green Man and 
the Red Lion on the local rec.  
Even Crossley assumed a rare competence although Liverpool could rarely breach 
a defence in which Tiler and Chettle held up pretty well. There was a time when 
Rush's pace would have scared them. Now, with Stewart the midfield provider, 
opponents are less intimidated.  
Keane occasionally caught the eye in that man-boyish way of his and also 
collected a somewhat unlucky booking, for there was more intent than contact in 
his challenge on Barnes. Laws had just fouled Barnes three times in less than a 
minute, moreover, and had escaped punishment.  
But will someone please tell Forest that the object of this game is to score goals.  
Liverpool: James; Marsh (Walters, 82min), Jones, Nicol, Wright, Bjornebye, 
McManaman, Redknapp, Rush, Barnes, Stewart.  
Nottingham Forest: Crossley; Laws, Williams, Chettle, Tiler, Keane, Bannister, 
Gemmill, Clough, Orlygsson, Woan.  
Referee: K Barratt (Coventry). 

 


