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Liverpool poised to take lead 
Wimbledon 1 Liverpool 2  
In celebration of the anniversary of last season's FA Cup final, Liverpool staged 
two impromptu matinees at Plough Lane on Saturday. The first performance 
refreshed the memory of how poorly they played at Wembley. The second 
illustrated how they should have fulfilled expectations and claimed the trophy.  
Had they beaten Wimbledon then, they would have completed the double. 
Having done so now, they promised to achieve the rare feat for the second time 
in the three years. The prospect is more likely to be undermined by their own 
phsyical and mental fatigue rather than by their opponents.  
Their closing away game was always likely to pose a fearful threat even if 
Liverpool had been at their freshest. They could scarecly relish protecting 
themselves against Wimbledon's muscular challenge at any time, let alone a mere 
68 hours after taking on, and only belatedly beating, Nottingham Forest.  
Liverpool were not ready initially for the unenviable task. Kenny Dalglish, in 
erroneously paying Wimbledon too much respect, reinforced his defence by 
omitting Beardsley and employing a sweeper, Hansen. The plan, which had been 
adequately successful at Millwall, never looked anything other than a failure.  
Wimbledon's notorious long-ball tactics were fuelled by a strong breeze. ``It is a 
westerly which comes in over the stand,'' according to their manager, Bobby 
Gould. He suggests that it can have a heavy influence and never more so than on 
this occassion, the proverbial ``game of two halves''.  
Liverpool would have struggled before the interval even if they had not been 
facing it. Since no one could cope with Fashanu in the air, Wimbledon used him 
almost exclusively as the source for their attack. Watson, later to be spared the 
ordeal, Ablett and Hansen resembled helpless bystanders.  
The discomfort of the central trio was visible. Watson, with one of his few positive 
contributions, almost beat his own goalkeeper before Hansen did so by deflecting 
Fashanu's cross over Grobbelaar. Liverpool, stuck in a mess of Wimbledon's 
making, could make no significant progress of their own.  
But they, the game and the balance of the championship were transformed at 
half-time. Dalglish abandoned the sweeper system and replaced Watson with 
Rush. Instead of being forced to counteract Wimbledon's awkward style, 
Liverpool dictated the pattern of the rest of the afternoon and could have 
established a clear advantage in goal difference over Arsenal.  
``You have to hand it to Liverpool,'' Gould said. ``They paid us the compliment of 
starting with a rearranged defence but then they adapted. In the second half the 
wind blew a bit too strongly for my liking.'' It soon became a gale and his team 
was effectively flattened.  
He pointed out that the equalizer, a product of Grobbelaar's lengthy clearance 
and scored by Aldridge on the hour, could have been designed by his own team. 
The winner, claimed gloriously a quarter of a hour later by Barnes at the end of a 
40-yard run, was no more elaborate.  
But Liverpool, with their vastly superior technique, have the ability to mix the 
direct approach with the patient build-up. They depend on subtlety and variety. 
Wimbledon, though mercifully less brutal, still rely principally on energy and 
physical intimidation. Staunton, for instance had three stitches in a wound caused 
by Fashanu's elbow.  
Having escaped further damage and having conveniently rested Beardsley, a place 
at the top of the first division awaits them. They should overtake Arsenal, who 
were once 19 points ahead, by beating Queen's Park Rangers at home tomorrow 
night. The pressure will then be reapplied to their rivals. Arsenal will collide with 
Wimbledon at Highbury on Wednesday.  
WIMBLEDON: H Segers; P Joseph (sub: A Cork), T Phelan, V Jones, E Young, J 
Scales, E Kruszynski, P Miller, J Fashanu, J Quamina (sub: L Sanchez) D Wise.  
LIVERPOOL: B Grobbelaar; G Ablett, S Staunton, S Nichol, R Whelan, A Hansen, A 
Watson (sub: I Rush), J Aldridge, R Houghton, J Barnes, S McMahon.  
Referee: G Courtney. 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Barnes winner in second-half transformation 
WIMBLEDON 1(4-4-2) Segers; Joseph (sub: Cork 64min), Young, Scales, Phelan ; 
Jones, Quamina (sub: Sanchez 83min), Kruszynski, Wise; Miller, Fashanu.  
LIVERPOOL 2(5-4-1) Grobbelaar; Nicol, Watson (sub: Rush 46min), Hansen, Ablett, 
Staunton; Houghton, McMahon, Whelan, Barnes; Aldridge.  
Goals: Hansen (og 18min) 1-0; Aldridge (60min) 1-1; Barnes (73min) 1-2.  
Weather: clear. Ground: firm. Referee: G Courtney (Durham).  
DOING it the hard way, Liverpool survived a wretched first half to conquer 
Wimbledon and their awkward tactics, for three pricelessly important points. 
When Liverpool abandoned their bewilderingly perverse tactics of the first half, it 
became very much a one-horse race.  
Taking the conflict to the enemy, Liverpool ceased to be worried by the tough 
physical challenge of Fashanu, made a string of good chances, put two of them 
away, and wiped out the embarrassing own goal by which Wimbledon led at half-
time.  
Serve Liverpool right, you could not help thinking, when, after 18 minutes, the ball 
skidded off Hansen's head, looped over an astonished Grobbelaar, and landed in 
the net. It served them right, perhaps, because, against all logic and expectation, 
they had paid Wimbledon such exaggerated respect.  
True, Liverpool face a cruel pressure of fixtures as a result of the Hillsborough 
disaster. True, Wimbledon on their own ground are a difficult opponent for 
anybody. But Liverpool, at their best so far and away the finest footballing team in 
the country, should surely believe sufficiently in themselves to go out to win 
through the sheer superiority of their players and their play.  
Instead, what should they do but adopt the cautious defensive tactics we saw in 
the Cup a few months ago at Millwall; with Watson brought in as an extra centre-
back, and Beardsley left on the bench with Rush. Quite a benchful, you might say.  
With Aldridge thus largely left on his own up front, notionally to be reinforced by 
Barnes and company from the midfield, the initiative was presented to 
Wimbledon.  
The home team, who had boldly brought in a 19-year-old midfielder, Quamina, 
for his first League game, were not slow to respond. After 10 minutes Jones, 
whose long throws are such a menace, sent one in from the left, Watson 
mistimed it, and the ball skidded off his head. On this occasion, Grobbelaar was 
able to plunge on the ball in time.  
Later, when Jones took a free-kick from the right, Scales, the centre-back, got 
there first with a header which nicked the outside of the far post. These were 
warnings which Liverpool did not sufficiently heed.  
So it was that when Jones yes, Jones again found Fashanu on the right, the big 
centre-forward exploited the vulnerability of Ablett by going past him with 
minimal difficulty. He crossed, hit Hansen, and we know the rest.  
Poor Hansen; he was playing his 400th League game for Liverpool, and this was 
hardly the way to celebrate it. Nor, if he had his choice, could one imagine him 
wanting it to be against such an awkward centre-forward as Fashanu, who proved 
quite irrepressible, no matter which of the three Liverpool centre-backs he found 
himself up against.  
Barnes, at least, was toiling away to some purpose on the left, and after 25 
minutes, he sent Aldridge cleverly clear. It might well have been a goal, as 
Aldridge outstripped the pack, but he ended with a shot wide of the left-hand 
post. When, you wondered, would Kenny Dalglish acknowledge the error of his 
ways and change this formation which had handed the initiative so meekly to 
Wimbledon?  
The answer came at half-time when Dalglish substituted Rush for Watson. 
Liverpool, who could now at least aspire to keep the ball in the Wimbledon half 
which should have been their ambition all along forced two good saves from 
Segers in the opening couple of minutes of the second period. He saved a strong 
left-footed free-kick from Staunton, and then, after a mistake by Scales had let in 
McMahon, he made a better save still.  
The joke was that when Liverpool did eventually equalise, just on the hour, it was 
by giving Wimbledon a substantial dose of their own medicine. A long boot down 
the middle by Grobbelaar caused dreadful confusion in the home defence. Segers 
came out desperately for the ball, but couldn't get it. Rush, by the right-hand 
post, turned it in to Aldridge, who had only to push it across the line.  
Wimbledon brought on Cork, putting Quamina at right-back, which did not prove 
a very wise decision. Now, their defence was being split with ominous ease.  
They got away with it when McMahon's gem of a pass sent Houghton through 
alone, but his shot was a fiasco. However, when Aldridge did the same for Barnes, 
there was no escape. Pace and experience told.  
There was still time for Aldridge, served by Rush, to miss still another chance. But 
by now, Liverpool were plainly home and dry.  
 
 


